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“I’m so fertile right now, Sir. I’m wet and ready for you. I want to be your girl...”

The tent flap was open, waving in the heavy winds. Sand poured through the opening as the storm raged overhead, crackling in the desert night. I didn’t care; all I could see was her.

My step-sister, Taylor – the girl who had accompanied me on a hundred expeditions, who had saved my life even more times than I’d saved hers – was on her knees before me, teasing the head of my cock with her tongue. Her eyes shined in the candlelight with a primal, animal lust as she taunted me with her lips, rocking forward and letting my head enter her mouth just enough for it to ache when she pulled back.

“I want you to breed me,” she whispered, giving my cock a good, hard stroke. As I watched, she pressed her face against my shaft and inhaled, eyes rolling back in her head as my masculine scent filled her lungs. “I want you to fill me with your heirs, Adam. I want to give you the babies that Emily never could. God, you smell so good. You smell just like a real fucking Man ought to smell...!”

I was rapidly losing control. I didn’t want to do this, I wanted to be a good man – but Taylor looked so good, and she was looking at me in a way that my wife never had. That I’d never dreamed of, or dared to imagine. And she was saying all the right words – speaking to the deepest, most primal part of my mind. 

“I love you, sir,” my sweet, innocent sister gasped, pressing her firm tits against the underside of my shaft. “I want to serve you. You’re my King, my God, my...Pharaoh.” She giggled at her own joke. “Wouldn’t you like that, bro? To rule me completely?”

Oh, I wanted that. I wanted that very, very much.

“Just say yes,” she whimpered, begging me with her eyes. “Say yes and I’ll be yours forever. I’m so wet for you – I’ll make you feel so good. Like no other woman ever has before...”

I couldn’t think of the storm, or the rest of our crew, or all the people waiting back home for news of our discovery. All I could think was how bad I wanted to bury my cock inside of Taylor – and how quickly everything had changed...

––––––––
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Taylor blushed as her flashlight settled on the mural. “Um, bro? Are those people...?”

I turned from helping one of our crew light the torches, craning my neck to see what she was looking at. “Yeah,” I said with an awkward little laugh. “They’re, um...copulating.”

Drawn all along the walls of the tomb were images of sex – pictures of wild, animalistic fucking. The figures were crudely drawn, with more attention given to busts and hips than anything else. They fucked in every imaginable configuration, bent from behind or being ridden and twisted into positions that would make a student of the Kama Sutra blush. Only one thing remained the same in every drawing: the man. The Pharaoh, Khufu, who lay somewhere beyond these stones.

“Geez.” Taylor turned the flashlight beneath her face and shot me a lopsided grin. “What kind of Pharaoh is so insecure he decorates the walls of his tomb with pictures of every time he got laid? Guy must’ve had issues...”

As she finished speaking, a torch blazed to life on the wall. The crew member who’d been tending it used it to light the others, then crossed himself and headed to the exit. None of the people we’d recruited in Cairo liked being here, and I could understand their concern. The dust swirling around our feet had been undisturbed for centuries, until Taylor and the rest of our crew had cut our way in. There was supposed to be a curse on this place.

“Wow, that really is a lot,” I said, examining the wall in the new light. “You know, they say Khufu had over two hundred concubines. I always thought that was an exaggeration, but looking at this...” I clucked my tongue.

“Jealous?” Taylor punched me in the side and waggled her tongue.

“Not as long as we find the burial chamber,” I said. “We get that, we won’t have anything to be jealous of.”

Taylor smiled and grabbed me around the waist, pulling me into a sisterly side-hug. There was always a sense of camaraderie, even family, when she and I made a new discovery. The two of us had been inseparable since our parents married, and after the untimely accident in Angkor Wat that ended their careers, we’d pledged to follow in their tradition. Now we were the closest things to celebrities in the world of archaeology – Taylor was the first woman in history to graze the cover of Popular Science and Maxim in the same month. Despite her “sexy” image, around me she was as sweet and innocent as could be. She couldn’t be more different from the “persona” the public had crafted. 

Presently she frowned, pointing her flashlight at a point high up on the wall where the shadows were thicker. “What is that?” she asked, waving the beam back and forth. “That symbol. It almost looks like an eye...”

“It’s the symbol of Bastet,” a low, smoky voice said behind us. “The Egyptian goddess of fertility.”

Both of us turned. Maria stood in the opening we’d drilled into the tomb, holding a lantern high.

“At a guess, I would say its presence is meant to signify that the lord of this tomb impregnated all these women,” she said, stepping into the room. The sight of Maria never failed to make my heart beat a little faster and my cock perk up in my slacks: she was a true beauty, an utter stunner. Everything from her long, curvy body to the dark, thick hair that trailed down her back in ringlets, to the sexy boots and skintight outfits she preferred were calculated to drive the men around her insane. Every man on the crew dreamed about having those pouty lips wrapped around his cock, or those slender, mocha-colored thighs straddling him – but as Taylor had let me know surreptitiously during our last dig, they were all barking up the wrong tree. Maria wielded her powers of seduction like a weapon – but personally, she only went for girls.

“It’s quite impressive,” she purred, a trace of her old Spanish ancestry in her accent. “To think that all of these women carried the Pharaoh's heirs...what a virile man he must have been!”

“Yeah, or an insecure old perv,” Taylor said with a laugh, her gaze traveling over the wall.

I felt my body tense up. Did she know? Maria had a way of finding out things you thought she had no way of possibly knowing – part of the reason she’d moved up in my crew so fast was by using this knowledge against her rivals. I thought of my wife, Emily – at home when she’d come along on nearly every excavation previously. We were fighting, and fertility was the reason. We’d been trying to have a baby for months, but Emily’s womb just wasn’t able to take my seed. It had caused no end of fights and frustration, and at the last moment she’d decided not to accompany me on this expedition. It hurt not to have her here, but what hurt more was the odd sense of relief it gave me – that at least I was getting a break from our constant fighting.

Maria smirked, looking at me and not Taylor as if she knew exactly what I was thinking. “We should head inward,” she said, thrusting her lantern down into the darkness. “The others are waiting outside – they do not wish to be the first to enter the burial chamber.”

“Why?” Taylor let go of me and picked up a torch of her own.

“They say it is cursed,” Maria said with a clever twist to her mouth. “Care to find out?”

The main pathway sloped downward, leading through a corridor covered in frescoes even more erotic than the last. I caught Taylor gawking at them more than once, biting her lip before turning her light back down the slope and blushing. Finally, we reached a heavy stone door.

“This must be it,” Taylor said, gasping. “God, it’s huge.”

“Khufu spared no expense when it came to his funeral rites,” I said, lapsing into the academic tone I used in interviews. “It looks like there’s an inscription over the door – can you work on that, Maria? Meanwhile I’ll start figuring out some way to open this thing...”

I was scanning the line between the door and the rest of the wall looking for cracks when Maria began to read.

“He who first steps foot in my chamber shall be given...” Her pretty face screwed up in confusion. “Shall be given...”

“Shall be given what?” I asked.

She paused, shaking her head. “It doesn’t make sense. The symbols translate to something like ‘the Eye of Bastet’. Like the symbol we saw on the walls.”

Those images flashed through my mind. Concubines, hundreds of them, their bodies and minds bent on nothing but pleasing their King.

“To whom first enters here shall be given both my gift and my curse,” she added. “That’s what’s written beneath it. Doesn’t really make much sense – most tombs were over-the-top with the sorts of awful things they promised for disturbing them. This one gives a blessing and a curse?”

“It’s all crap, anyway,” Taylor said, scanning the other side of the door. I caught a flash of her smooth, tanned thighs in her short khakis as she bent like a runner, squatting in the dirt. “There are no curses.”

“Still,” Maria said with a smile, “I think Adam should be the first one to enter. You know, show the crew that the boss isn’t afraid.”

“There is no boss,” I said halfheartedly. “We’re a team.” But I knew it was true. As I moved, my heel brushed a panel set into the stones before the door; with a huge grinding noise the slab began to move.

“This is it,” I said. “You both still want me to go first?”

Maria nodded. Taylor pulled me into another hug. “Go for it, bro. Have fun. Yell if any killer scarabs start eating your flesh, okay?”

“Gee, thanks,” I said, entering the darkness. There was something odd about the inky blackness beyond the door; like my torch just barely lit the air around me. After a short walk down a slope, I found myself in a massive chamber. There was a brazier set into the wall, and when I lit it, I discovered it was set in a pattern that lit torches all along the wall.

Holy shit, I thought, looking around the room. This is the find of the century. If Khufu’s artistic preferences had trended towards the erotic, his taste in wealth was even moreso: there was a distinctly phallic bent to the jewels and treasures surrounding me. Piles of gold covered every conceivable bit of floor space, and on top of each were bundles of long, thick rods shaped like cocks, studded at the bases with precious gems. I swallowed hard at the sight of them, feeling just a little bit uncomfortable at the thought of Taylor seeing these.

They say the Pharaohs stocked their tombs with what they needed in the afterlife, I thought, heading further into the room. Khufu must have thought he was going to need a hell of a lot of marital aids...

I sneezed, the sound almost painfully loud in the cavernous tomb. Dust that had sat undisturbed for years swirled about me, and there was some smell in the air I just couldn’t place. It didn’t smell bad exactly, just...different. Dimly, I worried about what kind of molds could thrive for thousands of years in a Pharaoh's treasure hold.

“Is everything okay?” That was Taylor, her voice muffled slightly by the walls.

“Yes! It’s...it’s spectacular!” I shined the light forward, eager to find the most important treasure of the chamber – the sarcophagus of Khufu himself. As I walked into the gloom, I felt another sneeze wrack my body, dust flooding my nostrils. That smell kept getting stronger, like it was coming from the center of the room.

Either by design or neglect, the rows of torches that lit up Khufu’s treasure left this dead space in the center of the chamber, a shadowy stretch draped in blackness. I pulled out my flashlight and clicked it on, the beam shining in front of me and illuminating the way. When I saw what I was standing in front of, I nearly dropped it.

This was no sarcophagus – this was a monument. And there were two of them. Twin obelisks sat in the center of the room, covered in ornate script and studded with the same sort of jewels that covered the phalluses. One look and I could tell deciphering the whole thing would be the work of weeks; but the large glyphs adorning the top of each let me know this was exactly what I sought – the tomb of Khufu. And, apparently, of someone else as well.

“Taylor!” I called over my shoulder, raising my voice so that it echoed across the chamber. “Do you know if Khufu had a Queen? One who died around the same time as him, maybe...”

I trailed off. Taylor yelled something back through the wall, but I didn’t hear it: just then, a spike of pain drove deep into my left eyeball. It felt like all the sinus headaches I’d had in my entire life compressed into an iron railroad tie, shoved directly into my skull. I gasped with pain, falling to my knees. The twin obelisks swam in my vision, going blurry as my vision darkened.

Oh God, I thought, dropping my flashlight. There really is a curse...

My hands hit the floor, just barely holding me up. I squeezed my eyes tight, willing the pain to end...and after a few seconds, miraculously, it started to ebb. My limbs shook with relief as the feeling faded as quickly as it had come, the obelisk of Khufu once again becoming a thing of sharp edges and hard stone.

“Adam!” The voice was Taylor, not muffled anymore. They’d finally entered the chamber behind me. “Are you alright? What happened...?”

“Just a momentary thing,” I said, staggering to my feet. “My sinuses must not be used to all this ten-thousand-year-old dust.”

Behind Taylor, Maria sniffed as she stepped through the narrow gate into the treasure room. She looked at the piles of gold and jewels without a trace of awe, as if this amazing wealth was something that ought to belong to her by right.

“It stinks in here,” she pronounced.

“Heck yeah it does,” Taylor said, grinning as she turned in a circle and took in the room. “It smells like money.”

Maria scoffed and rolled her eyes. Behind her, two members of the crew stepped into the chamber, looking in every corner as if expecting a trap. Satisfied, they began cataloging the finds.

“You sure you’re okay?” Taylor put her arm around my waist, pulling me close. “You didn’t look so hot when I came in here...”

“I’m fine,” I assured her. “Come and look. You too, Maria.”

The three of us walked into the center of the room, until we were close enough to reach out and touch the twin obelisks. My sister’s mouth dropped open at the sight of them, and even Maria’s cool demeanor melted a bit.

“This is it,” I said, patting Khufu’s tomb. “This is what we’ve been looking for – the final resting place of Pharoah Khufu. But who is this next to him?”

Maria shined her flashlight over the second obelisk, squinting as she read the tiny runes. “I’m not sure,” she said, “but from the looks of all this, she was very important.”

“She?” Taylor’s flashlight moved from Khufu’s obelisk to the other. “It’s a woman?”

“A very powerful woman,” Maria said in clipped tones, “if these are to be believed. I’d like to take some images of the runes – it might take me days to translate this...”

“We have days,” I said, smiling. “We’ll have all the time we need once word of this gets out. This is a massive find!”

Just then, I felt Taylor grip me a touch tighter. “It’s you,” she said, a strange note coming into her voice.

“What’s me?”

Without a trace of self-consciousness, Taylor leaned over and pressed her face against my shirt, inhaling deeply. “That smell,” she said, her voice muffled slightly against my chest. “It’s coming from you!”

“Oh, geez,” I said, applying gentle pressure to her shoulders. “Thanks. None of us exactly smell like roses right now, sis...”

“No, it’s not that.” Taylor’s voice sounded confused. She leaned in deeper, sniffing me like it was a completely normal thing to do. Maria cocked an eyebrow as she watched, looking amused.

“It’s not bad,” my sister pronounced. “You smell...God, you smell good, somehow. You ought to bottle that up and sell it, Adam.”

I laughed. “What would we call it? ‘Eau de Mummy’?”

“I’m serious,” Taylor said, her lips forming a tight little line. “Maria – come smell this...”

“I think you’ve done more than enough smelling for the both of us,” Maria said icily.

Abruptly, Taylor seemed to realize how inappropriate she was acting. Her cheeks flushed crimson as she took a step back from me. “Sorry,” she whispered.

“No big deal,” I said, chuckling – but inside, a was more than a little worried. Was there something in here making us woozy? “Maybe we all need some fresh air. The crew can take care of cataloging this.”

Taylor nodded with relief. “Sure. That sounds good.”

“I’m staying,” Maria said. “I want to copy down these hieroglyphics on the obelisks. Any information we can glean about who that second tomb belongs to is important. It could potentially be just as big a discovery as Khufu.”

“Sure,” I said, nodding. “Just leave if you start to feel lightheaded.”

I took up my flashlight and led Taylor out of the tomb. Outside, the sun faded behind the horizon, evening falling over the desert with shocking speed. Cold wind cut through the heat, making me shiver.

“You okay?” I asked, glancing down at Taylor. Strangely, that flush in her cheeks hadn’t faded – if anything, it was more pronounced.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said quickly. “Just got a little loopy in there. You? You haven’t been cursed, have you bro?”

“I’m great,” I said, laughing. “Thrilled actually. This’ll be the biggest score we’ve ever made.”

“Another set of magazine covers,” she said wistfully. “I guess there’ll have to be another one of me in a bikini, right?”

I felt my eyebrows draw together. Why was she bringing that up?

“I guess,” I said. “If you want to agree to that.”

She bit her lip and looked away. When she spoke, there was a guilty note in her voice I couldn’t understand.

“Whatever helps,” she said quickly, in a voice that was too perky. “You know it raises our profile, gets us more cash for excavations. Anyway, I really need to get to my tent right now, so...”

“Oh.” Yeah, I could sympathize – neither of us had had a shower, and we were caked in ancient dust. “Yeah, of course. See you in the morning.”

“See ya!” Taylor walked off, holding her own flashlight – but before she did, she leaned against me for a few seconds as if losing her footing. I was about to ask if she was okay, but then I realized – she was sniffing me again.

What is up with that, I thought, watching my stepsister cut a path through the sand back to the tents. She is being really weird.

On the walk back however, bigger things filled my mind. Khufu’s tomb was a major scientific discovery: the sort of thing that made an archaeologist's entire career. I should have been more than thrilled – this was the culmination of years of work, the beginning of a new chapter in my life.

Instead, my steps were filled with dread on the way back to the tent. All for one reason: when I got there, I was going to have to call Emily.

I hope we don’t have another fight, I thought, pulling back the tent flap. A tiny pile of sand lay against the entrance to my tent, left there by a sandstorm, but as I stepped inside I saw that none of it had gotten past the flap. The space inside was tiny, but homely – a small bed and writing table were the only furniture, and the rest of the room was filled with photographs and souvenirs from my other excursions. One day there’d be a room like this in a museum, a living diorama for people to walk through and imagine what it was like to be me.

This used to be so much more fun, I thought, sighing as I sat down on the bed. When Emily had come with me on expeditions, a night like this meant popping champagne, watching the stars, and making love until dawn. Images filled my mind from our first expedition to Tibet – I’d come back from the dig to find Emily naked in my bed, covered in furs and making her pretty pussy ready for me with her fingers. The smell of sex had filled the tent, and I’d climbed on top of her and made her scream so loud the entire camp had heard it.

Today, though, I was alone.

Frowning, I picked up the satellite phone and punched in Emily’s number. My cock throbbed in my khakis, and for a second I entertained the idea of asking my wife to have phone sex before discarding it. Before this trouble, Emily would have jumped at the chance to get me off from thousands of miles away – but not anymore.

She picked up on the third ring. “Hello?”

“Hey babe, it’s me.” I laid back on the bed, kicking off my boots. A musky scent made me wrinkle my nose: Taylor was right, I really did smell. “I have some amazing news. We found the tomb. We found Khufu.”

“That’s...that’s great, honey.” Emily’s voice sounded strained. None of the excitement I’d have expected was there – it was like talking to a wall. I’d made the greatest discovery of my life and I couldn’t share it with the woman I loved.

“Are you okay?” I asked, immediately regretting it. The last thing I wanted was to center the conversation on our fights, but it was a reflex.

There was a long pause. “Yeah,” she said, in a way that said I’m not. “I bet everyone’s really excited.”

“They are,” I said, feeling the ghost of a smile on my face. “Taylor’s practically beside herself. We found a second obelisk, too – we have no idea who’s inside-”

“What about Maria?” It was impossible to miss the acid tone that entered Emily’s voice. My wife had always been jealous of my assistant’s good looks and smoky, seductive manner, but on previous expeditions she’d dealt with her feelings by claiming ownership of me; fucking my brains out. Now that she wasn’t here, it sounded like her jealousy was getting the better of her.

“She’s fine,” I said warily. Emily knew about Maria’s preference for girls, of course, but never really believed it – I knew that deep down she thought Maria would be more than happy to sleep with a man she had no attraction to in order to further her career.

“Uh huh,” Emily said.

“Are you accusing me of something?” I hated the way I was raising my voice, but couldn’t stop.

“Oh, of course not,” Emily said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “You’re delving into an exciting new tomb with a gorgeous little slut who hangs on your every word, what do I have to worry about?”

“If you really think I would cheat on you,” I said with disgust, “in front of my own sister...”

“So if Taylor wasn’t there, you’d fuck her?” Emily laughed darkly. “I’m glad she’s there to be a check on you, at least.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “That is not what I meant, honey, and you know it...”

“Hey, maybe you should fuck her!” Emily’s voice sounded like it was on the edge of tears. “I’m sure a fertile young thing like her would be able to give you all the babies you want...”

I heard her sob on the other end of the line. “Emily. I don’t want to fight about this. Not now. I’m sorry...”

“Whatever, Adam,” she said, shuddering sobs punctuating her words. “You have fun, okay? I’m ruining everything, just like I always do. Just like I ruined our family!”

“You haven’t ruined anything,” I assured her, but before the words were out of my mouth I heard the line disconnect with a click. 

I stared at the phone for a moment, disbelieving. She’d just hung up on me!

“God damn it!” Before I knew what I was doing, I’d tossed the phone across the tent with all my strength. It hit the far wall, nearly ripping a hole in the fabric as it clattered to the ground.

“God FUCKING DAMN IT!” I clutched my face, tears of frustration beading in the corners of my eyes. I could never win with Emily – no matter how many times I assured her I would never cheat on her, or that I loved her even if she could never give me children, it didn’t matter. She was the one with the problems, but somehow she always managed to turn them around on me.

She just ruined this dig, I thought darkly. I didn’t want to hate her for it, but it was true: this was the biggest find of my life, and all I could think about was my failing marriage. I was so frustrated I could scream.

I lay back on the bed and tried to calm down. A gentle patter hit the roof of the tent, like a light rain: the desert bringing us another evening sandstorm. Even if Emily hadn’t hung up on me, it would have killed my reception.

My cock was still hard, throbbing against the inside of my pants with pure need. As I lay there, my hand slid down to it, rubbing it through the fabric until I felt a fat bead of precum start to ooze from the tip. Fuck, that felt good.

Man, that Khufu guy sure had a lot of girls, I thought, picturing the erotic frescoes inside of the tomb as I rubbed. And he impregnated every single one. Wouldn’t that be something?

Having an entire harem of girls on their knees, every one of them a fertile young girl – no barren bitches in the bunch. No one to insult me or hang up on me, just a warm body waiting in my tent aching to please me every night...

Unzipping my pants, I took my cock out and started to stroke. My hand ran slowly up and down my shaft, imagining Emily’s mouth wrapped around it. But as I stroked harder, the face of my wife was replaced with others. Lots of others, sharing my shaft between them as they teased me with their tongues. Feeling guilty, I stared to picture Maria in the center of them, cleaning my shaft with her gorgeous, glossy lips – but a moment later, she faded, too. It was strange and more than a little disturbing, but the thing that kept popping in my mind was that moment in the tomb with Taylor, her face buried in my chest as she held me close...

“Fuck,” I groaned as I felt myself approaching orgasm. “Oh fuck, that’s good. Yeah, yeah...”

Taylor squeezing me tight. Telling me I smelled so good. I knew I’d feel incredibly guilty about it once I was finished, but in the moment I didn’t care. I just wanted to come...

I heard someone fiddling with the tent flap.

I sat up instantly, tucking my throbbing cock into my pants and hiding it as best as I could. For a moment I felt absurd, like a teenage boy caught jerking off. I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment and hoped it was just the wind.

Instead, a hand pulled back the flap and the worst possible person stuck her head inside – my stepsister Taylor. The very inappropriate way I’d been thinking of her was still fresh in my mind, and for a moment the sight of her made my cock twitch in my boxers. I felt so ashamed.

“Hey,” I said, trying too hard to sound normal. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” she said, breathing heavily. Her skin was flushed like she’d run all the way here. “I just had to...were you touching yourself just now?”

“What!?” I pressed my hips together. “No! Of course not!”

“Oh.” Taylor’s gaze slid to my satellite phone, which sat on the floor in two pieces. “You broke your phone.”

“Yeah,” I said, turning away in shame. “It was a piece of junk, anyway.”

She took a step into the tent and closed the flap behind her. “I guess the call home didn’t go so well?”

I had to resolve this quick. My cock pulsed in my boxers, not so much asking for release as demanding it.

“Everything’s fine,” I said quickly. “I don’t know why you’d think otherwise...”

Taylor shot me a knowing look. “She’s mad at you,” she said quietly, “but she shouldn’t be. It’s not your fault she can’t have your babies.”

I froze. Taylor knew. She knew.

I tried to make up an excuse, but it was written on my face. She chuckled gently, then took another step forward and rested her pert ass on the edge of the bed.

“How do you know that?” I managed to gasp.

“I know lots of things,” she said gently. “I know that you two have been fighting all the time. I know that Emily didn’t come on this expedition, even though she knows how much it means to you. And I know you want to settle down, and you have to have been trying for months...there’s only one thing I could be.”

I sighed, the breath going out of me like my stress. Taylor already knew. It was probably perfectly clear to anyone with half a brain who knew me. All this time I’d been terrified of Maria learning, and I was covering up nothing.

“I didn’t realize I was that obvious,” I said sheepishly.

With a smile, Taylor leaned over, coming close to me. A slow, almost sleepy smile was fixed on her pretty face. To my surprise, when she got to me she buried her head in my chest and inhaled deeply, sighing with pleasure.

“That’s not all I know,” she murmured.

“No?”

“I know that you were jerking off,” she said with a mischievous smile. “Right before I came in.”

I straightened up, pulling away from her. “That’s...that’s not...”

“Hey, it’s okay.” She giggled, getting on all fours on the bed. This was definitely starting to get weird. “You want to know a secret?” She bit her lip, then leaned forward and put her mouth against my ear.

“...I was doing it, too,” she whispered. 

“What?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I’d never heard talk like this come out of my sweet little sister’s mouth before.

“Ever since the tomb,” she said, running her fingers down my chest. “Ever since I fucking smelled you – that perfect fucking man smell...God! I ran right back to my tent and starting rubbing myself.”

“Okay,” I said, raising my hands. “I know it’s lonely on a long dig, but I don’t need to know about this...”

“I wanted to sneak in your tent and grab something of yours, some piece of clothing I could bring back and smell all night. But having you here...oh my God Adam you smell so amazing...”

“Taylor...” I tried to pull away, but her hands were everywhere. Her body was everywhere, too; she was practically in my lap. “You need to stop.”

“I don’t want to stop,” she gasped, reaching between my thighs and giving my cock a squeeze. “Oh, wow! Holy shit that’s huge!”

“Taylor!” I felt the color drain from my face. “I am your brother...”

“I know,” she whimpered. “I know it’s wrong, but...oh fuck, I don’t care! You’re such a good guy, and you deserve so much better than Emily. You deserve a girl who wants you inside her, who wants to spend every night riding this big dick into the stratosphere...”

Despite myself, I rocked my hips against her hand. Her fingers felt so good against my cock that I wished I didn’t have any pants on.

“I was thinking,” Taylor said with a giggle, pulling back. I groaned in frustration at the loss of her touch, but her next words left me dizzy with shock:

“I should have your baby,” she said, licking her lips.

“This is completely inappropriate,” I said, feeling like a man in a dream. “What if Maria walked in here right now and heard this?”

“Come on,” my sister begged, taking my hand and putting it against her breast. It was full and firm, yielding just a bit against my fingers. “You mean to tell me you’ve never had a sexy thought about me? You’ve never looked at a picture of me wearing practically nothing in a magazine and felt your cock swell, sister or not?”

“That is none of your business,” I said – but even as I spoke, I was fondling her. That smell filled the tent, making everything reek of sex and manliness, and I was rapidly losing control.

“You deserve a girl who worships the ground you walk on,” Taylor said firmly, grabbing at my belt. “I’m gonna show you. I’m gonna break you out of this funk and make you feel like a real man.”

“Sis...stop!” I reached out for her hands, but stopped – she had my belt off and was unzipping my pants, and oh god that felt so good...

“When was the last time you got a blowjob, big brother?” Taylor flashed a naughty smile and winked. “There’s so many guys who would kill to be where you are right now. Getting their dick sucked by a gorgeous model...”

A low grunt of pleasure left my throat as Taylor’s fingers encircled my cock and started to stroke.

“Just relax and enjoy it,” she said, leaning in close. “I’m going to show you how that big dick ought to be treated...”

But as she lowered her mouth onto my cock, Taylor’s face suddenly went slack. She kept on lowering – until her nose was buried in my crotch, her face pressed against my pulsing shaft. Before I could ask her what was going on, she groaned in sheer ecstasy and tugged at her pants, rubbing her folds.

“Holy shit,” she whimpered, sounding like she was on the edge of climax. “Adam your dick smells so perfect. It’s making me so wet just having it in my mouth...”

“You’re crazy,” I groaned, putting my hand against the back of her head.

She kept on sniffing, inhaling the scent of my cock and balls, and before I knew it she was worshiping them. Her tongue ran down the underside of my shaft, lapping at it as she squeezed my balls and tugged them gently downward. The pleasure was too much; I felt my hips thrust unconsciously forward as she edged me, demanding more.

“You’re so fucking manly,” Taylor whispered, staring at my cock in awe. “You should be praised....revered...worshiped. You’re like a fucking King, bro...or a Pharoah.” She giggled at her own joke. “Would you like that, Adam? To have a gorgeous blonde as your personal pleasure slave, sucking you off whenever you command?”

Part of me wanted to say no, but the part of me capable of resisting had long since gone quiet. Taylor and I knew each other so well, had been confidantes and best friends ever since we were kids...and now she was on her knees, begging to worship my god-stick. I couldn’t stop that.

“You’re one of the most beautiful women in the world,” I said, running my finger along her chin. “Any man would be lucky to have the attention of someone like you...”

But Taylor shook her head. “No. That’s not right. I don’t want you to put me on a pedestal, Sir – I want you to use me. Use me like a little whore.”

Hearing a phrase like that come out of my sister’s mouth was so impossible – but I liked it. I took my cock in my fist and ran it across her cheek, leaving a fat streak of precum on her perfect skin. She grinned and wiped it up with her finger, sliding it into her mouth and sucking greedily.

“That’s so good, Sir,” she said, reaching for my cock. “Thank you for letting me serve you...”

Making a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips, Taylor slid the head of my cock into her mouth and sucked, her velvet-soft lips treating my cock like a God’s. She took me slowly, no hurry, working me an inch at a time further into her throat every time she bobbed her head in my lap. Soon I was buried inside her to the hilt, the tips of my fingers on the back of her head as she deep-throated me.

Taylor purred with delight as she felt me swell up even bigger in her mouth, my cock throbbing as she took it in like the good little whore she told me she wanted to be for me. She had no gag reflex; no hesitation in taking me all the way down her throat over and over again until it felt like I was fucking her sweet little face.

My ass tightened against the edge of the bed as I felt myself reaching the peak. Taylor felt it too and locked into a hard, rhythm, moving so fast on my cock I wondered how she had time to breathe.

“No, not yet,” I groaned, trying to hold back as long as I could. “Fuck, here it comes, sis. You gonna swallow it all?”

Emily had never swallowed my load before – she didn’t mind sucking me off every now and then, but she found my seed gross and spit it into a tissue. I had always found something distasteful about that, like there was a part of me she didn’t want inside her. I expected Taylor to be the same, but instead she sucked me harder, picking up speed at the news that I was about to blow my load.

She squeezed my balls tight, like she was trying to coax me to come and proud of it. The world around me disappeared, shrinking to nothing but Taylor’s perfect body and her head in my lap, and pleasure washed over me as I reached climax.

My sister gave a low, satisfied groan as she felt my cock twitch and spurt in her mouth, come filling her throat as I let go. I shot over and over, thick ropes of semen draining from my balls straight into my sister. Any moment I expected her to pull off coughing, but she kept on sucking, taking every drop of my creamy seed down her slender throat.

As I came down from my peak, Taylor slowed down and sucked me slowly up and down my shaft, cleaning me of the last few bursts of my load. She came off the head of my dick with an audible pop, running her tongue along the head to lap up the last few drops of my come.

“Oh my God,” I groaned, leaning back on my elbows on the bed. “Fuck, Taylor you are so good at that...”

“Holy shit,” my sister said, laughing. “You came so much!” As I watched she played with my load, cleaning it off her lips and running it over the tip of her tongue. “Fuck I’m so wet from having that big dick in my mouth. You wanna see?”

I had already blown a load in my own sister’s mouth – what was a little bit of flashing? Even if I’d wanted to say no, I was so blissed-out I just nodded.

With a little squeal of delight, Taylor stood up and disrobed. Her tight tank top came off first, tossed into the corner of my tent like this was a college dorm, then she unzipped her short khakis and slid them down her tanned thighs. To my surprise she didn’t have any panties on underneath them: her slit was bare and shining with juices, the lips swollen with arousal.

“You turn me on so much,” she panted, spreading her folds for me to see. “I want you, Adam – I want to share your bed tonight. I want you to make me pregnant, big brother.”

I was taken aback by her request, but the sight of my stepsister standing before me naked like some kind of stripper had me so turned on I could barely think straight. My cock was already back at full mast, straining as it begged to be buried inside of her.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I said, drinking her in with my eyes.

“This is what you were born to do,” she said simply, climbing onto the bed. “You were made to own women, Adam. It’s your destiny to fuck and breed sluts, to make them serve your manhood. Every woman should serve you, Sir.”

“Jesus, you really do make me sound like some kind of Pharoah,” I said. Then a thought occurred to me: whoever enters here first shall receive my gift...

“You are,” Taylor insisted, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “You’re a King, Adam. A God. Emily won’t mind you breeding me – once she smells you, she’ll understand that you’re meant to rule all women.”

“My smell?” The crazy thought was becoming a certainty. “That’s what’s got you so...aroused?”

“It’s everything,” Taylor said, shoving me back on the bed. “It’s like all the sisterly feelings I have for you are all tangled up with this crazy fucking lust, and I can’t figure it out but it makes me want to fuck your brains out. Right now I don’t care what’s right and wrong – I want to serve you, Sir. Please, please let me?”

Taylor hooked a leg over my hip, and I could feel the warmth of her cunt on my thigh. She was so slick she left a trail across my skin – I knew in an instinctive, primal way that if I came inside her it was a sure thing that she’d be pregnant. She’d be carrying my seed. My heir...

God, I wanted that. I wanted heirs so badly...and Emily couldn’t give them to me. And Taylor, even though I’d never thought about her that way before was so hot, and she’d do absolutely anything I wanted...maybe this was the chance I’d been praying for.

Khufu, I thought, I hope this gift of yours doesn’t fade away any time soon.

I had forgotten about the ‘curse’ part.

“Can you?” I asked, my throat dry. “Get pregnant I mean. You’re not on the pill?”

Taylor laughed, rubbing herself against me like a cat as she squealed with mirth. I could get used to making her laugh that way.

“Of course I’m not on the pill,” she said with a giggle. “Not much use in taking it every day when you’re all alone on a dig for months. I’m totally bare, brother – you can pump your load into me and knock me up with your babies...”

I couldn’t take any more. I wanted her, and I couldn’t give a shit about right or wrong. I’m gonna fuck my sister, I realized. How many nights had I slept just beside her, this tight, wet, perfect pussy available for me without my knowing? I just had to make up for lost time.

Grabbing her hips, I rolled Taylor over so that her back was against the bed, listening to her groan with triumph. I mounted her, spreading her legs with my hand and grinning as she locked her heels behind my back. She was primed and ready for me, prepared to welcome me into her womb.

I buried the head of my cock in her folds, just enough that the tip spread the lips of her sex. She whimpered with frustration, grinding her clit against the tip of my dick, begging for more.

“You want this, right?” I asked her, looking her straight in the eyes. If I did this, our relationship was never going to be the same.

She nodded. Smiling up at me exactly like the old, wholesome Taylor. “Fuck a baby in me, bro,” she whispered. “I love you so much – I want to do this for you. I want to give you the child you didn’t think you could have...”

With a single thrust, I buried myself inside of her to the hilt. Taylor cried out as I slid into her snug walls, wrapping them around my shaft tight enough to throw up sparks. Her inner muscles clenched around me, welcoming me inside her as I began to thrust.

She cried out, panting as I rode her. Her nails dug into my back as I spread her wider, fucked her deeper, pounding into her like I was trying to split her in two.

“Fuck me harder,” she begged, nuzzling against my chest. “Fuck me, Adam! My pussy belongs to you, Sir – use it as hard as you want!”

I was using it hard, alright. Taylor was tighter and wetter than any girl I’d ever been with, my wife included, and thrusting inside of her was pure heaven. It felt like her body was built to take my cock, and the way she kept talking about me owning her did nothing to change my thoughts on the notion. The walls of her pussy gripped me tight as I fucked her into the bed, pinning her down with my strength.

“That’s right,” she said, matching me stroke for stroke. “I’m your girl, Sir. I want to be your perfect little fuck slave. I want to help you get more girls, make them kneel for you, make them worship your cock. You should have dozens of women at your beck and call, Adam. You should make all of them pregnant with your heirs...”

The idea of having an entire harem of girls as hot as Taylor, all swollen with my seed, sent me over the edge. I cried out and buried myself as deep as I could inside of her, thrusting with all my might as my cock spurted with a second creamy load. Taylor’s heels locked behind me, pulling me in tight as her inner muscles clenched around me, sucking in my load. Her face flushed crimson and she shuddered in my arms, blowing out a huge breath as the feeling of my load sent her over the edge into her own orgasm. She cried out, clutching me and sobbing my name as spurt after spurt of my come fired like fertile rockets into her womb.

“Oh, Master,” she whispered into my ear as I came down from my peak, still half-hard inside of her. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, sis,” I gasped, thrusting slowly inside of her.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she cooed, putting her hands on my back. “Keep fucking me. Get that load nice and deep inside me. Breed your worshiper, Master.”

I couldn’t believe I was still hard, but something about the way Taylor called me Master spoke to a very primal part of my mind. I filled her with incredibly slow, long strokes, fucking my load deep inside of her cunt. It was quiet, and intimate, with an almost holy feeling as I made sure she was good and bred.

“That’s right, Adam,” Taylor whispered, groaning every time my fat cock penetrated her. “I love you so much, bro. You like your sister’s pussy? You like knowing you just put a baby in your sister’s pussy?”

“It’s my pussy now,” I growled, thrusting hard once.

“Yes, sir!” Her face went slack with pleasure for a moment. “Of course it is – all wet little pussies are for your pleasure. In fact, why don’t we get Maria in here so we can add her to your harem?”

All of a sudden, it was like all the strength left my limbs. The events of the day – the elation of the discovery, the stress of the fight with my wife, the two amazing orgasms I’d had inside Taylor’s mouth and pussy – all caught up with me at once. I was half-asleep, and Taylor knew it.

“We can talk more tomorrow,” she said, stroking the side of my face. “I love you, Master. Go to sleep. I’ll be right here when you wake up.”

“You should...go back to your tent,” I said sleepily.

She shook her head. “I’m not going anywhere. I belong to you, Adam.” She rolled onto her side, cuddling her curves against my hard muscles, then slid my finger into her mouth.

“I love you, bro,” she said, smiling as she pulled the covers over us. “Good night.”

I tried to stay awake and work through things, but between the warmth of my sister’s body and the constant thrum of sand hitting the tent, I began to drift almost immediately.

I’m in so much trouble, I thought sleepily. Why aren’t I worried?

I gripped Taylor tighter, pulling her to me. She came eagerly, fitting her body against mine. God, she was so perfect. Even if Emily left me, even if I lost my career, it was worth it to posses this gorgeous creature.

She said I could do this to any girl, I thought, my face buried in the sweet, post-sex smell of her hair. I really could have a whole harem willing to do my bidding. If that’s true, I can get away with it. Even Maria will serve me...

As I drifted off to sleep, my sister’s naked body pressed to mine in the desert night, I don’t know what possibility worried me more: that Taylor was wrong about my powers, or that she was right.
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The two girls knelt before me, joined together in worship.

“We are your slaves,” Taylor said, smiling up at me as she held Maria by her shoulder. Both of their bodies were perfect, as if they’d been sculpted by a God with a hard-on as he worked. Their breasts were firm, heavy bags, their hips wide and aching for cock. Taylor looked like she couldn’t be happier with her new features, while Maria still looked conflicted.

“This one loves you,” Taylor said, slinking behind Maria and pushing her forward. “She wants to worship you.”

“Is that true?” I knew the answer, but it was a different thing to hear it. To know that after so long, my dusky, seductive assistant belonged to me – body and soul.

“Yes, Master.” Maria stared up at me, all her doubts vanishing as she inhaled my manly, musky scent. “I’ll do whatever you command.”

“This one is yours,” Taylor intoned, like a priestess conducting a ritual. “Her mouth belongs to you.”

She ran her fingers over Maria’s glossy lips, parting them and sliding a digit over her tongue.

“Her breasts belong to you.” She reached behind Maria from either side and squeezed them together, making them look even better. Then, with a naughty grin, she slid her hands between her thighs.

“Her cunt belongs to you,” Taylor recited. Maria’s sex was swollen and dripping with juice. A few hours ago, the sight of a man would have been the last thing to inspire that kind of feeling in Maria’s heart – now it was all she could think about. She wasn’t gay anymore, or even straight for that matter – her sexual universe had shrunk to a single point, me, and she’d gladly do whatever I commanded of her.

“You belong to me,” I said, finishing Taylor’s ritual. My cock throbbed, inches from Maria’s face, close enough to feel her breath. “You’re my possession.”

“Yes, sir,” Maria whimpered. A trail of wetness dribbled down her thigh, her pussy gushing with every word. “You’re my King. My God. My Savior...”

“Worship your God,” I said with a cold smile, presenting my cock like a holy relic. “Receive his seed.”

With a grateful, relieved look, Maria leaned over my cock and slid it into her mouth. Her velvet-soft lips closed over my shaft, taking it all the way down her throat.

“You can do better than that,” Taylor growled, pressing on the back of her head. “Show Master what a filthy little slut you are. Let him know what kind of slave he has for his pleasure!”

Taylor’s words didn’t stop Maria – instead, she groaned with pleasure. Her eyes fluttered, rolling back in her head as bliss infiltrated her body. As I stood over the pair, watching Maria lock her lips around my cock and deepthroat it like a slave queen, I wasn’t thinking about how strange it was that my internal switch had been thrown so far into dominance so fast. I wasn’t thinking about how quickly I’d turned into a muscle-bound God, how the power of Khufu was altering me in ways I didn’t understand.

All I could think about was how good it felt to finally own Maria’s body: and how I couldn’t wait to add more slaves to my harem...

––––––––
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Emily was on her knees, sucking me off. We were in Tibet, in a tiny tent perched on the edge of a mountain, and the sense of danger made things even hotter. This was our honeymoon, exploring ruins on the edge of the known world, and I was doing it with the woman I loved.

My cock left Emily’s mouth with a wet little pop. She grinned up at me as she moved from sucking to stroking.

“I still can’t believe it,” she whimpered, tasting the tip of my cock with her tongue. “My husband. Adam Roth is my husband.”

“You’re my wife,” I mumbled, gripping the back of her neck. “My wild, kinky wife.”

“Oh, you have no idea,” she said with a laugh. “All the things I’ve been fantasizing about doing to you – finally unleashing on you once we walked down the aisle. I’m going to rock your world, boy.”

“I love you,” I said.

She grinned up at me. “I love you, too,” she said. “And I love the way your come tastes in my mouth. Now give it to me...”

She slid me back into her mouth, bobbing up and down on me hard. I couldn’t control myself; I felt a tingle running up my shaft, my balls readying themselves to shoot down my wife’s throat.

I looked down; I always loved watching Emily as I came in her mouth, all the little emotions of love and lust that flickered on her face as she swallowed my load. But her face started to blur; the tent flaps roared in the wind. Tearing in jagged rents as rocks cut through them.

“What the fuck?” I felt so amazing; I was about to come, but everything was going all blurry...

Shit!

With a start, I snapped awake. I was in a tent, but not the one I had thought. What I’d taken for rips in the fabric were beams of sunlight hitting the canvas, cutting through the sand that nearly buried the whole thing. I wasn’t on my honeymoon in Tibet, and Emily and I weren’t newlyweds – I was in Egypt, excavating the tomb of Khufu. It had all been a dream.

Except for the utterly amazing feeling of a mouth around my cock. That was no dream.

“Emily,” I whispered, grinning as I pulled back the covers. “You bad girl...”

As the blanket slid down my body, I suddenly remembered Emily hadn’t accompanied me on this expedition. Then I remembered why, and that triggered everything: the fights about fertility, the strange warning in the tomb, the way my scent seemed to be remaking the women around me. The fact that I’d spent most of last night emptying my balls into my own stepsister’s cunt, groaning with bliss as she rode me while a sandstorm attacked the tent.

That was who was beneath the covers, of course. Taylor’s head lay between my thighs, my cock down her slender throat. A head of gorgeous blonde hair, aching to be pulled greeted me – I’d done my share of holding on to it last night. I’d had no idea my sweet, innocent sister was so into rough sex.

With a smile, Taylor slid my cock out of her throat and started stroking me instead. It was so much like Emily in my dream that for a second I flashed back to it, guilt filling me.

“Good morning, Master,” Taylor whispered, staring at me like I was the sexiest, most important man in the world. “Did you sleep well? You woke up with one hell of a hard-on...”

I should have stopped her. I should have kicked her out of bed: after all, she’d just ruined my marriage. But her mouth felt so good on me, and that dream was still in my head, making me want to come.

“I heard you calling me ‘Emily’ a minute ago,” Taylor said with a giggle. “I don’t mind if you want to call me that, Master. You can call me whatever you want: ‘slut’ or ‘bitch’ or ‘slave’ or ‘marriage-ruining cunt’. Calling me names makes me even wetter, Master.”

Unable to stop myself, I leaned back against the pillows and closed my eyes. Emily’s face filled my mind, the way her lips had looked stretched around the head of my cock. It was a view I knew I would never see again: When she found out what I’d done with my own sister, there would be no saving my marriage.

Unless this power works on her, I thought as Taylor’s mouth slid back down my shaft. It might fix everything. It might even help her get pregnant...

The thought was so wonderful that I felt myself reaching the precipice, Taylor’s perfect, tight mouth taking me there. I grunted, thrusting my hips and burying myself deep in her throat.

“Emily,” I groaned, gripping the back of my sister’s head. “Oh, Emily...!”

My cock throbbed inside my sister’s throat, swelling even larger as I started to twitch and spurt my hot, sticky load. Taylor sucked it greedily, moaning with delight as she drank down my come. I shot again and again, thrusting my hips against my sister’s lips, moaning and grinding as I cried out my wife’s name.

As I came down from my peak, Taylor slowed her motions, sucking me dry as she drained every drop of semen from my balls. I relaxed against the bed, savoring the motions of her tongue and lips.

“Thank you, Master,” Taylor finally whispered, planting a kiss on the head of my cock. She crawled up the bed and snuggled against me. “I love you.”

What have I done? I thought, stroking Taylor’s chin. I’d spent all night fucking my stepsister, and woken up the next morning to her sucking my cock. My career was over – my life was over.

And yet, part of me wanted to do it again.

“We should leave the tent separately,” I said, swallowing heavily. My throat was suddenly dry. “So that no one suspects...”

Taylor frowned. “Why would I leave the tent, Master?”

I shook my head. This Master stuff turned me on, but it was too much. “We’re packing up Khufu’s tomb today,” I reminded her. “We both need to be there.”

“I don’t need to be there, Master,” she said with a giggle. “What good would I be? I should stay here and keep myself ready for you.”

I was about to argue when the last part of her sentence caught my attention. “What do you mean, ‘ready for me’? Ready how?”

“However you like, Master.” A naughty smile spread across Taylor’s face. “I could be waiting by the tent opening on my knees, my lips perfectly made up and spread wide for you. That way, as soon as you feel the urge for sex while you’re working, you can come right here and fuck my mouth.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Even after a night spent together in the same bed, the idea that words like these could tumble out of the mouth of my sweet, innocent sister shocked me.

“Or, if you’d prefer,” she said, seeing my expression, “I could lie naked in bed with my legs spread, keeping my pussy hot and ready with my fingers. You could come in whenever you wish throughout the day and fuck me, filling my womb with your seed.” Her smile widened and her voice dropped to a whisper. “Although I’m pretty sure last night did the trick, Master. Soon I’ll be carrying your child!”

“Oh God,” I moaned. My sister was a slave! Worse, she seemed to revel in it – she wanted to wait all day for me, preparing herself for the moment I’d get horny and decide to dump a load in her like some whore. It had a way of making me disgusted and horny at the same time.

“I...I don’t want either of those things,” I said, struggling to control my voice. “I want you to come to the tomb with me.”

“Of course, Master.” After a moment’s thought, her face lit up. “That is a good idea. That way, when the need strikes I’ll be right next to you, and you can just bend me over and use my cunt to make yourself feel better! I’ll make sure not to wear any panties so you can just slide my pants to the side whenever you want me...”

“No! I mean...” God, now the idea of just bending Taylor over in the middle of cataloging the tomb wouldn’t leave my head. What would they do, Maria and all the rest, if I just bent Taylor over some thousand-year-old relic and fucked her brains out right in front of them?

“I want you to pretend,” I said, shaking my head. What was I thinking? That was crazy. “Go back to your tent and get dressed. Then try to act like we haven’t spent all night together, okay?”

She frowned, but nodded. “Okay, Master. I don’t know why you don’t want everyone to know you had a gorgeous babe riding your dick last night, but I’ll be good. Just for you, okay?”

When she got to the flap of the tent, she turned around and blew me a kiss. “Love you,” she said.

I sat there speechless as she left the tent, leaving nothing behind but a giggle.

What have I gotten myself into? It was a question that refused to leave my mind as I dressed, cleaned the smell of sex off my body as best I could and headed down to the excavation. On the one hand, I was filled with anxiety: the fear that any moment I’d be caught, found out, my life ruined.

But on just a physical level? I felt better than I had in years. Hell, there was a spring in my step as I made my way through camp. Taylor’s tight, wet pussy was just what the doctor ordered – and having her praise me to the moon and tell me she worships me certainly didn’t hurt my self-esteem.

So I was in a good mood as I pulled a torch off the wall and headed down into the crypt. I passed workers on my way down, their arms laden with heavy sacks and boxes. Once each section of Khufu’s tomb was cataloged and sorted, it was packed up for transport back to the States. There, it would make its way into museums, universities and the hands of private collectors: this last one was where all the money was.

The burial chamber looked practically empty compared to how it had when I first entered it. The crew had hung battery-powered lights over every entrance way, bathing the place in harsh florescence. Looking over it, I could almost forget the eerie ambiance it had held as I set foot inside it for the first time, or the way it seemed to grab hold of me and fill it with its power.

But of course it did, I thought. It was all real. Taylor was proof of that.

The two obelisks in the center of the burial chamber had yet to be transported: they were far too heavy to move until the entire crew could work together on them. Maria stood between them, mumbling to herself and running her fingers over the tiny lines of runes. I didn’t see Taylor anywhere, and said a silent prayer that hadn’t gone blabbing to the crew how she’d spent last night riding her brother’s cock.

As I approached, Maria gave a start and turned to me. She looked like she’d been lost in thought for some time.

“Good morning,” I said brightly. “Everything looks like it’s going well. Any progress with the hieroglyphics?”

Over our expeditions, I’d seen many sides of Maria: the seductive temptress, the chilly ice princess, the no-nonsense professional. I had never seen her uncertain or worried before, and until that moment I hadn’t thought her capable of it. But she was worried, and it was clear there was something eating at her.

She spent a long moment staring at the twin obelisks, then cleared her throat.

“Yes, I think so.”

“You think so? Maria, I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say you think you know something.”

“I...” Maria shook her head. “I don’t think you’ll believe it, Adam. I’m not sure I believe it.”

“Believe what?”

We both turned. Taylor stood in the doorway, backlit by a row of lanterns. As she walked up to us, practically skipping, it was like emerging from a dream: she was every bit the innocent, naive stepsister I’d known for so long. Looking at her I was almost able to believe what happened in my tent last night was some crazy dream: but as she passed me, I felt her hand reach out and squeeze my ass. When I shot her a look, she winked and giggled.

Maria didn’t notice, absorbed as she was. “I was telling Adam – I know who’s buried in that second obelisk. Or, at least who those runes say is buried in that obelisk. But it’s simply not possible...”

I held up a hand. “Let’s not worry about that just yet, Maria. Tell me – what do they say?”

Maria bit her lip and turned to Taylor, looking at her for a reaction. “According to these hieroglyphics, the second obelisk is the final resting place of...Hathshepsut!”

Taylor stared at her, not blinking. It took me a second to realize she had no idea what Maria was talking about.

“Um, cool?”

“Cool?” Maria was taken aback; more shocked than I’ve ever seen her. “I would think you of all people would understand how insane that sounds, Taylor.”

“Wait, wait, back up,” I said, getting Maria’s attention. The last thing I needed was for her to realize something was up with my stepsister. “I’m obviously not as up on Egyptian history as you two. Who is Hathshepsut, and why is any of this shocking?”

“She was a Pharaoh,” Maria said, turning back to the obelisk. “One of the very few women to hold that position in the middle period. By all accounts she was very good at it, but we do not know the whole story – shortly after her death, her name was scratched out of official records.”

“Scratched out?” I looked over the tomb skeptically, as if there was some secret I might see by doing so. “How so?”

“Well, obviously they didn’t do a good job,” Maria said with her usual disdain. “Since we know plenty about her. It was a very inconsistent job, probably motivated by jealousy. Hathshepsut was considered a good leader; the generations that came after her were not. They were jealous of her legacy, particularly because she was a woman.”

“Still,” I said, nodding, “to remove her name from the historical record – that’s practically unheard of.”

“There were rumors,” Maria said, taking a step closer to me. I watched her nostrils flare up as she inhaled my scent as she spoke. “Her descendants said she was a witch: that Anubis gave her the ability to summon ghostly hounds, and that she used them to murder her enemies.”

“I’ve seen what they say about women leaders now,” I said with a laugh. “Doesn’t sound like times have changed much.”

“This is no joke, Adam,” Maria said, a slight quaver to her voice. I realized with a start that I had never seen her frightened before. “I said descendants, did I not?”

It took me a moment to see what she was aiming at. “You’re saying that Hathshepsut and Khufu...they didn’t rule at the same time?”

She shook her head. “Khufu was the fourth generation of Pharaoh after Hathshepsut. Finding this tomb is like...like finding George Washington buried in the same coffin with John F. Kennedy. It’s unheard of!”

I felt myself frown. “So she was buried here, then Khufu was buried here later?”

Maria laughed, but there was no humor in it. “No Pharaoh would ever have shared his tomb. I had originally thought the occupant of that second obelisk was a pleasure slave, or a favored concubine of Khufu. Hathshepsut could not have been buried here at the same time as Khufu...that would make her over one hundred and forty years old, the oldest living woman in history. It makes no sense...”

“You’re shaking,” I realized, reaching out to take her shoulder. “Maria, what’s wrong?”

She looked up into my eyes, her cheeks flushed. “I think we are making a mistake, Adam,” she whispered, her voice quivering with fear. “The treasure is one thing, but I do not think we should disturb these obelisks. We should leave them – and whoever is inside them – at rest.”

“Maria,” I said, grinning a little. “I’ve never known you to be superstitious. Come on, now – these things have been sitting here for thousands of years. They’re just old bones and dust at this point, nothing to be afraid of.”

She shook her head but remained silent.

“Besides,” I assured her. “There’s only one way to be sure of who’s inside that second obelisk. We need to bring these two to the Royal Museum. They’ll do DNA testing to confirm their authenticity: then we’ll know for sure if that second tomb holds Hathshepsut, or just some harem girl.”

She nodded slowly, her eyes shining as she looked up at me. “Of course, Adam. You’re right. You’re always so right.”

Before I could stop her, she put her hand around my waist.

“You always know what’s best for the mission,” she said with a slow smile. “I can always count on you to take the lead – to take charge like a real man...”

Oh shit. I’d spent too long next to Maria: she was starting to get high off my pheromones. Next to me, Taylor was grinning like a fox, practically egging me on. I had to get away.

“Excuse me,” I said, gently removing Maria’s hand. “I...I need to take care of something...”

Before I knew what I was doing, I strode from the chamber, breaking into a jog as soon as I was out of sight. I raced down one of the long, cold corridors of the tomb, my brain frantic with everything I’d heard. Dead Pharaohs, witches, spectral hounds...it all sounded impossible, but twenty-four hours ago the idea that I could make my stepsister my filthy slave slut with my pheromones sounded impossible. The things Maria were afraid of were more real than she knew.

We have to get out of here, I thought, picturing Emily’s face. Maria’s right. We need to leave...

“Hey!” I turned to see Taylor, trotting up the corridor behind me. “Why did you run off, Master? You were just about to own her!”

Unlike me, Taylor looked completely at ease. From her smile and the way she wore her clothes, you’d think she was a college co-ed out for a field trip, not a professional archaeologist. Worse, just the sight of her made me want to pin her against the wall of the tomb and shoot another load in her cunt. What was happening to me?

“I don’t want to own her,” I said, swallowing hard. “I don’t want to own anybody! I’m not a King, or a God!”

“But you are,” Taylor insisted, embracing me. “You’re my brother and my King and my God and I love you so, so much.”

“Fuck,” I groaned. Taylor’s lithe body felt so good against mine, like it was meant to be there. She ran her fingers up my chest, sliding them under my shirt, and gasped as they made contact.

“Look!” She pulled the hem up to show me my abs. I had abs. My chest was hard and muscle-clad, all the tiny bits of flab burned away. “You are a King, Adam. You’re my King, and your body is reflecting that.”

“Holy shit,” I whispered, staring. I really was changing: for the better.

“You’re a hot stud, and you deserve a soft, wet girl to bury your cock in,” Taylor whimpered in my ear. Her hand cupped my cock, rubbing it through my pants. “I want you to fuck me right here, Master.”

With a growl, I pulled her to me. I couldn’t stop myself; my hands were under her shirt, thumbing her nipples, diving to unzip her tight shorts. She let out a low cry and ground her cunt against my knee through the fabric, whimpering with delight as she dry-humped me.

“I’m so wet, Adam,” she assured me. “So tight and ready for you to claim me.”

“Oh God,” I said, pulling her face to mine. I was so hard I couldn’t bear it. “Emily is going to kill me.”

A little giggle left my sister’s lips. “Is that what you’re worried about? Even if that stupid bitch leaves you, I’ll spread my legs for you any time you want.” She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “I can be Emily for you, you know.”

“No, you can’t,” I insisted. “No one can be Emily...”

“Haven’t you noticed? We have almost the same body type.” She ran a hand down her side, like she was showing off a product to a client. My eyes were locked on her tits, her ass, her long, sexy legs.

“Watch,” she said, turning around. She put her arms against the cold wall of the tomb and stuck out her ass, presenting herself to me from behind. With her head buried between her arms, she almost did look like my wife, Emily.

“I can moan just like she does,” she insisted with a giggle. “Just tell me how she fucks, Adam. I swear I’ll make you feel just like she does. You can even call me her name while you put your cock inside me...”

She slid her tight shorts to the side. True to what she’d said in the tent, she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. The lips of her cunt stood out against the fabric as she revealed them, her tight slit glistening with juice. 

“Fuck your wife,” Taylor teased, spreading her lips with two fingers. “Put that baby in her pussy you’ve always wanted, Adam.”

With a groan, I finally let myself go. Gripping her hips, I yanked down her pants, revealing the creamy, firm flesh of her ass. My hand came down hard, reddening it, a squeal leaving Taylor’s lips.

“You’ve been a bad little wife,” I grunted into her ear. “Walking around this tomb with no panties on. You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

“Uh huh,” Taylor grunted, lowering her voice just enough that it sounded like Emily’s. “Mmmh. Mmmh!”

She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t need to. Her wordless cries, coupled with the way she stuck out her ass and ground it against me, said all that I needed to hear. 

Picturing the dozens of times I’d pinned my wife up against some ancient relic just like this and fucked her brains out, I spread her legs with my hand and buried the head of my cock in her folds. She whimpered, begging for more, but I held it just out of reach.

“You want this cock? Show me you want this cock,” I commanded.

With a groan of relief, she thrust backward and impaled herself on my shaft, burying it deep inside her tight, wet walls. She was dripping, and willing, just like Emily used to be. She rode me back as I thrust inside her, just like my wife. With my hand in her hair and my other pinning her to the wall as I hammered her cunt, I could almost imagine this was Emily spreading for me, welcoming me inside of her, melting away every hurt feeling or argument we’d ever had with her warm, perfect pussy.

“I’m gonna come inside you,” I growled, spanking her again. “I’m going to put that baby inside you you’ve been praying for. You like that idea?”

“Mmmh hmmmmm,” she groaned, her body moving in perfect sync with my own.

“Oh, fuck yes!” I found the perfect angle and went deep, stretching her walls as I filled her with primal fury. “Yes! I’m going to come inside you, Emily! I’m going to come...!”

My cock twitched and spurted, erupting inside of her cunt. Thick ropes of come bathed her walls, firing like arrows directly into her primed, ready womb. Her lips gripped me tight, milking me dry as I poured enough fertile seed inside of her that it dripped from her slit, filling her to the brim and then some.

As I came down from my peak she turned at the waist and kissed me, and it was Taylor, Taylor my sister kissing me deep as she rode the last shuddering bursts of pleasure from my dick.

“I love you,” I said, unable to stop myself. “I love coming inside of you. You’re the best sister ever...”

“I love you so much, Master.” Her voice was a ragged gasp, her own orgasm firing right after my own. “I love making you feel so good. I can be a better little slut than Emily ever was. You don’t have to worry: I’ll be her for you whenever you want...”

“What the fuck is this?”

Both of us turned. Consumed by need, we hadn’t heard Maria coming down the corridor, lantern held out against the darkness. Now she stood a few feet away, her mocha skin gone white as a sheet as she struggled to understand what she was seeing.

“Maria,” I said quickly, pulling away from my sister. Visions of my fall from grace exploded in my head: the look on Emily’s face when she found out, my picture on magazine covers with ‘Sibling Scandal!’ written in 72-point bold font, the line at the unemployment office. I was screwed.

“This isn’t what it looks like,” I said, holding up a hand. “Just let me explain-”

As I turned, a final jet of come shot from my cock like a rocket, splattering the sand inches away from Maria’s feet. She stared at it, her eyes wide as saucers, her lip trembling with an emotion I couldn’t even fathom.

Behind me, Taylor laughed. “Wow,” she said, watching it hit the ground. “You come like a beast, bro. It’s not just your muscles that have gotten all manly...”

She was right: my cock had grown to mammoth proportions. Two days ago it had been a completely normal penis, maybe an inch or two bigger than average. Now I was sporting a foot-long god-stick, thick and ridged with the ability to shoot torrents of come. I saw Maria see it, her expression unreadable, then her gaze returned to the puddle of come at her feet.

“Oh my God,” Maria said in a small voice. “You’re a monster, Adam. A cheating, lowlife monster.”

That’s what she said – and it was true. I deserved this. And yet, as she spoke, I could see her sinking to her knees. It was then that I realized what my nose had been trying to tell me for several moments: the entire corridor reeked of my manly scent. It was coming...well, it was coming from my come.

Maria bent low over it, falling to her knees. “No,” she whispered, her gorgeous face slack with horror. “No, this isn’t right. You’re...you’re awful. You’re cheating on your wife. With your own sister. That’s...so wrong...”

Maria groaned, one hand dropping to the ground right next to the slowly expanding pool of my seed.

“Then why,” she said, a crazy little laugh escaping her throat, “why am I so turned on? Fuck, I’ve never been this wet before...”

I could see that. Maria’s pants were so skintight you couldn’t help but see: the outline of her pussy was clearly visible, a slowly-spreading stain growing across her crotch. My assistant was dripping wet, getting more so by the moment. And my load was the reason.

“You bastard,” Maria whimpered, her fingers grazing the pool of my hot, sticky seed. As she touched it, I felt my cock twitch again, a new jet of come spraying across the first. Maria’s hand was coated in it. “Look what you’ve done to me. I’m ruined...”

“That’s right,” I said, giving my cock a stroke. “Ruin yourself for me, Maria. Debase yourself for your new Master.”

I couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of my mouth – but their effect on Maria was undeniable. She let out a squeal of pleasure, her eyes fluttering as she lifted her fingers to her lips. She fought until the last moment, struggling as if an invisible hand pulled at her with immense strength. Finally, she lost.

Her lips parted and her fingers entered them, covered in my seed. Maria sucked them greedily, a cry of passion tearing its way out of her throat as the taste of my manly essence filled her mouth. She came instantly, writhing and sucking at her digits, and as she came down from her peak she bent low and pressed her face into it. She licked the floor of the tomb like a cat, lapping up my virile load like it was pure ambrosia.

“Oh my God,” Taylor groaned, watching. “That is so hot...”

When Maria lifted her head, there was a new look in her eyes. Gone was any trace of resistance, any remnants of the haughty, untouchable woman she’d used to be. Instead, her gaze was worshipful and loving: she stared up at me from her submissive pose like she was looking at a God made flesh.

“Master...” she whispered, her mouth dropping open. “Oh, Master!”

“You understand now.” Taylor stepped forward, extending an arm to Maria. “Master’s cock is everything. It’s the whole world, the whole universe! You exist to serve him, solely for his pleasure...”

“Yes,” Maria whimpered, her face filled with a religious ecstasy. “I exist to worship him! I love him, I...I would do anything for him! My God, my Lord!”

I took a step forward and grabbed Taylor by the shoulder, pulling her back. She frowned, her hand well out of Maria’s grasp. Looking down at my newest slave, I prepared to make my first command.

“Crawl to me,” I said, smiling coldly. “You’ve always thought you were better than everyone else, slut. Shoe me you know you were wrong. Come to your Master on your knees, like a proper whore.”

“Yes, sir,” Maria said, bowing low. Her forehead touched the cool floor of the corridor, then she began to crawl. My cock twitched and jerked as I watched her – I couldn’t help it any more. Thick jets of my seed splashed over her back, covering her ass and legs. Maria didn’t seem to mind: she groaned with pleasure every time it touched her skin, like the very feel of it made her come.

Finally she knelt before me, presenting her flawless body to me.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

She rose up slowly, onto her knees. Her lip trembled as she beheld me, as if the sight of my new body was too bright for her to stand. “Command me, Master. No order is too extreme, too filthy for me. I yearn to fulfill your darkest desires.”

“I bet you do,” I said with a grin, taking hold of my cock. “Show me how you worship a man with your mouth, whore.”

I was sure beyond a shadow of a doubt that Maria had never had a man’s cock in her mouth throughout any of her twenty-one years on Earth. Yet, at my command I could see her drooling with anticipation. Her glossy lips parted; she slid into her mouth and down her throat in a single motion, as if this was something she’d practiced to do her entire life. I groaned as I bottomed out inside her, the tight walls of her throat wrapped around me like silk.

“Stay right there,” I said suddenly, taking her hair and holding her tight against me. “I’m going to fuck your sweet little face.”

She moaned in assent, purring through her nose as she welcomed me in. I didn’t know where this sudden fury was coming from – it wasn’t like Maria had ever done anything to me, or given me any hint of being interested in me. But it just felt right to dominate her, even proper. She was a sexy, fertile young girl and I was the ultimate alpha male. She was mine to use, and I relished seeing how far I could bend her before she broke.

The fucking I’d just given Taylor looked practically gentle compared to what I did to Maria’s throat. I took it as a personal challenge to make her gag; to find the limits of her perfect demeanor and cool resolve. But even as I thrust hard down her throat, filling her with every inch of my rock-hard cock, she matched me stroke for stroke. With a start, I realized she was actually rocking back on me, trying to pull me even deeper down her throat. I was amazed, but pleased. This one will do well, I thought.

I pulled out of her roughly, slapping her across the face with my fuck-stick. She squealed with delight, reaching out to stroke it, but I pulled back.

“You are something else,” I pronounced. “Were you able to do any of that before me?”

“I’ve never had a man before you, Master,” Maria said smoothly. “And I never will after you, either. You are the only man I will ever fuck. I want you to be my first, my last – my everything.”

Next to me, Taylor’s face went slack with shock. “You’re a virgin?”

Somehow Maria managed to look demure with streaks of my come across her face. “I’ve been with women,” she said in a quiet voice. “I’ve never had a man inside of me. I am still...intact, my Lord.”

A burst of come shot from my cock, bathing her tits. She giggled, rubbing it into her skin. “I can see this news pleases you, Master.”

Oh, it most certainly did. The idea of being the first man to enter Maria – to make her a woman in every sense of the word – touched the most primal, caveman portion of my brain. I wanted to be inside her, to be the first cock to stretch those tight walls and breed her true.

“Come back to the tent,” I commanded, lifting her to her feet one-handed. I was so strong now, it was easy. “I’m going to take your virginity, Maria.”

“Yes, Master!” Maria’s eyes shined with excitement. “I can’t wait to serve you. The two of us are going to become the High Priestesses of your Holy Cock, sir!”

I liked the sound of that.

“But Master,” Maria said, glancing down the hall. “Everyone will see me like this. Covered in your seed...”

“I don’t care,” I said, surprising myself. But really, I didn’t. What could anyone do to me now? “Aren’t you proud to be seen wearing your Master’s come? Doesn’t it make you wet that everyone will know you’re his slut?”

She shuddered with pleasure. “Yes, Master.”

“Then come.” And the three of us headed back to my tent. Just as Maria had said, there were some shocked stares and cries as we exited the tomb, but none of them stopped me. Nothing was going to stop me anymore, not even my own conscience. I was going to be Maria’s first, and that was all that mattered.

As soon as we were inside the tent, I picked Maria up and tossed her onto my bed. The legs holding the cot up broke under my strength, sending it to the ground with a squeal, but I didn’t stop for an instant. A moment later I was on top of her, and she was spreading wide for me, whimpering words of submission and begging for me to breed her.

“She’s so fertile,” Taylor said, sinking to her knees beside us. “You’re going to make her pregnant on her first fuck, Master.”

“Good,” I grunted. I wasn’t capable of more: the power of speech had left me. With a harsh, primal grunt I gripped Maria’s hips and buried myself inside of her to the hilt.

It was like she’d been struck with a bolt of lightning. All the sweet, wet muscles inside of her cunt went tight around me, the sensation of my cock entering her sending her into an intense, immediate climax. Her nails dug into my muscled back as she cried out, my perfect God-stick tearing away her virginity in one smooth stroke.

“Oh, MASTER!” Maria’s cries were sweet music to my ears. “Fuck me, Master! Pound my tight little cunt, make me yours! Make me pregnant, please!”

“He’s going to.” Taylor had taken up a spot at Maria’s head, her thighs straddling the girl’s hair as she ran her fingers over her breasts. “Master’s going to come inside you, and then you’ll be carrying his heir, just like me.” A giggle left his lips. “We’re just like those girls on Khufu’s tomb. Another notch on Master’s tally of wet little sluts he’s knocked up!”

At the words ‘knocked up’, Maria groaned and arched her back, letting me go even deeper. She was even tighter than Taylor, as if such a thing was possible, and her virgin cunt felt pristine and perfect wrapped around my cock.

“You’re mine,” I grunted, feeling the onrush of my climax as I thrust between her thighs. “You’re mine and no one else’s, forever. My little fuck toy, my brood mare.”

“Yes, Master! My body is yours!” Maria shut her eyes tight and writhed as another orgasm wracked her slender frame. “Come in me, please Master, please shoot your seed inside my cunt! I’m so ready for it, I’ve been ready and waiting for you my entire life, Master, please claim my womb!”

With a series of savage grunts I fucked as deep as I could into Maria, pointing the tip of my cock straight into her primed, waiting womb. Pleasure washed over me like a wave, obliterating the world as I shot over and over again inside of her. Each burst was as thick as the old me’s entire load, filling Maria to the brim and then some as gobs of my seed flooded out of her. I kept thrusting, shooting more and more until it seemed impossible that her fertile womb wasn’t bred with my babies.

“I’m gonna make twins for you, Master,” Maria sobbed, clutching me tight as she came a third time. “Triplets. Quadruplets...”

I felt the walls of her womb sucking in my load and grinned. Her body was mine now, her very fertility my possession. I watched her with pride as she slowed her hips, milking me dry.

“I love you, Master,” Maria said sleepily as I pulled out of her.

“I know you do,” I said. “Rest now. Sleep and make my sons.”

Her eyes rolled back and she passed out at once, looking utterly at peace as snoozed.

“Well done, Master,” Taylor said, embracing me. “Would you like me to clean you off?”

I looked down. My cock was still hard, still ready to go. Did I want her to clean me off? Or did I want more?

A wicked grin flashed across my face. Of course I wanted more.

“Have you ever let a man fuck your ass, sis?”

Her eyes went wide, but her voice was calm as she answered. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “I...I’m not into that...”

“You are now,” I commanded. “In fact, it’s all you can think about. You’re begging me to fuck your sweet, tight little asshole – to give me pleasure that you’ve never given any man.”

I had never tried to directly alter someone’s mind before. Until that moment, I had no idea it was possible. But like the urge to dominate, fuck and breed every woman I met, it just felt right somehow.

“Yes, Master,” Taylor said, sinking to her knees. As I watched, she turned around on all fours, giving her ass a slap. “Would you please take me from behind, Sir? And I don’t mean in my pussy – there’s only one hole I possess that’s tight and perfect enough to be worthy of your cock...”

I knelt down, preparing to fuck her right on top of Maria. Her ass thrust out suggestively, offered to me. “Are you sure?”

“Please,” she begged, her voice going breathy with need. “I need you to fuck my ass, bro – I need to feel that big fucking cock split my backdoor wide open. Please fuck me?”

I gripped a handful of her ass. It was warm and firm beneath my fingers, yielding gently to the touch.

“This may hurt at first,” I warned her, placing the head of my cock between her cheeks.

With a thick coating of mine and Maria’s juices, it was easy for the tip of my cock to penetrate my sister’s pucker and slip inside. She groaned with pleasure, her mouth dropping open in surprise at the new sensation.

It was the other eleven inches of my dick that were the problem. I filled her inch by wonderful inch, sliding further and further into her most private channel. Taylor groaned and cried out with each thrust, relaxing herself until I finally bottomed out deep inside of her, my balls resting against her asshole.

“Oh Jesus,” she gasped, her head against the floor. “Oh wow you’re really all the way inside of me.”

“Does it hurt?”

She nodded and bit her lip. “But...but I can take it, Master. I can take any pain if it’ll make you happy.”

“That’s very good,” I told her, running a hand over her ass. “That pleases me greatly.”

I felt the muscles of her ass clench around my cock as my compliment hit home. Her face went slack with pleasure as she begged: “Fuck me, Master...”

I thought I had found the limits of my new body. If not Taylor’s wonderful mouth and pussy, then certainly Maria’s tight, virgin cunt was the absolute gold standard in how much a woman could please my cock. But Taylor’s ass put all of it to shame. Nothing was as tight, as warm, as welcoming as I thrust hard into her ass, making her scream at the top of her lungs with as much pain as pleasure. She rode me like a worshiper, and I took all the bliss I wanted from her sweet little pucker.

“I’m going to come inside this ass,” I told her, gripping her neck and forcing her to arch her back in order to keep from passing out. “I’m going to blow a load right inside of it, sis. Are you going to be a good little slut and let your brother come inside of your asshole?”

“You can come inside of my asshole any time you want,” she whimpered, her voice tight with lust. “Do it, Master. Make my ass yours!”

I shut my eyes tight, the pleasure so intense even my new athleticism barely kept me from fainting. Taylor’s ass gripped me tight, undulating as the muscles worked my cock in and out on their own, adding to the pleasure. I had thought after Maria I was tapped out, but a new flood of seed left my cock, filling Taylor’s final unclaimed hole with hot jets of cream.

“Thank you, God,” she whimpered, her face pressed against the floor as I pulled out of her. “Thank you for taking away my will, God. Thank you for fucking my ass, God. Thank you for breeding me...”

I laid across the floor of the tent, staring upwards with my arms crossed beneath my head. After a few moments, Taylor crawled over and snuggled up against me, nuzzling into my shoulder like a lover. Maria rolled over and did the same, crying out gently in her sleep as if reliving her first time all over again.

My harem, I thought, staring up at the tent. My High Priestesses. 

They were the first, but there would be more. Soon every woman I knew would be my fertile little fuckslave, new worshipers praising the Pharaoh with their swollen bellies and dripping cunts. I couldn’t wait.

An image of my wife Emily appeared in my mind’s eye, but I felt no guilt. Instead, my new cock hardened, a fat bead of precum dribbling from the tip.

Emily, I thought. The next time you see me, I’m going to fuck you so hard it doesn’t matter that you’re barren. I’m going to make you my Queen, and my Queen is going to bear my heirs...

I knew I had the power to make it happen. And once Emily spent a few minutes with the new me, she’d be begging for it, too.

I closed my eyes and relaxed, cradled in the embrace of my slaves, dreaming of home.

And somewhere deep in the tomb, the twin obelisks sat silently, waiting to be brought across the ocean along with me...
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“Breed them? Of course you should breed them. You should have as many fertile little sluts as you want...”

At the foot of the bed, my darling wife Emily was on her knees, crawling towards me with nothing on but a pair of black panties and fuck-me-heels. Every inch of her flawless skin flushed bright with lust, her long hair trailing down her back in waves as she crawled forward to serve her King.

“I’m so wet for you,” she giggled, spreading her legs wider as she straddled me. “Just listening to you tell me about how you fucked Taylor. And Maria. And all those other girls...God, I feel so fucking fertile right now, Adam...”

I believed it. The air was thick with my pheromones, so much so that you could practically cut it with a knife. Emily’s body was filled with them, coursing through her bloodstream with every ragged breath, overwhelming her mind with raw animal need. The doctors had assured me she was barren; our marriage was on the edge of dissolving because of it, but somehow I knew that was no longer the case.

“Feel,” she begged, sliding her panties to the side. Her slit was perfectly trimmed and glistening with juice, so warm I could feel waves of heat rolling off her core like an oven. “I’m so primed and wet for you, Adam.”

I slipped two fingers into her cunt, parting her swollen lips and delving into her folds. Every muscle of her inner walls clenched around me, gripping me tight.

“Oh fuck!” Emily blew out a huge breath, sobbing with pleasure. “I know you have a barren wife, Adam, but...I don’t feel like your wife right now!”

Her eyes shined with love and devotion. Even on her wedding day, she hadn’t looked at me the way she was looking at me now.

“I want to be your girl, Sir. Your whore, your slut, your fuckdoll. I just know if you drain those big balls inside of me that I’ll get pregnant. I want you to fuck a baby into me, baby – please?”

She was right. About so much. She was wet and fertile for me, ready to be bred. And although we both wore the rings, Emily was no longer my wife. She was something else...

“You’re my Queen,” I said, parting her thighs and pulling her hips down onto me. “You’re going to bear my heirs, Emily. You were born to serve me...”

“Yes, Master,” Emily whimpered, stroking my cock and pointing it straight at her folds. “Breed me, Sir. I’m yours!”

You weren’t before, I thought deliriously, ready to take my wife in ways I never had before. You were ready to leave me. But now you’re mine, body and soul. Forever...

––––––––
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“I really have to hand it to you, Mr. Roth. These obelisks aren’t simply of historical importance: they’re works of art in their own right! Visitors will flock the world over to see them.”

“I’m sure they will,” I said, casting an eye over the twin edifices. The Royal Museum of London had never held such a mammoth display within its walls before: the difficulty in getting the two huge slabs inside the building had been immense. But one look at the exhibit showed it was worth it: Khufu’s grave markers made the rest of the museum’s treasures look paltry in comparison.

They’d set both of them up on a riser, separated from the viewers to come by a thick sheet of glass. Rows of lights illuminated the display across the ceiling, highlighting the primal darkness of the stone – staring into them was like watching a black hole at work. In fact, as I spent a few moments gazing at them, a strange certainty filled my mind: that there were no obelisks standing there. I was looking at holes, holes that no amount of light would ever be able to fill – holes that led down into the bowels of creation, into the eldritch darkness at the center of the universe...

Then I blinked, and the feeling went away. Strange.

“Adam is a true explorer.” Next to me, Taylor gripped me tight around the waist, giggling at the museum’s proprietor. “You know he was the first person to set foot in the tomb?”

“So I’ve heard,” the older man said. He gave Taylor no more than a friendly smile, but the man’s eyes had been locked to both of my companions almost from the moment we’d arrived. I couldn’t blame him, of course: they were my high priestesses, and my high priestesses were goddesses among women.

Taylor’s outfit was certainly a little more eyebrow-raising than usual: between her tight, low-cut top and super-short cutoff jeans, she was showing about as much skin as she did on one of her infamous swimsuit covers. She practically glowed as she was led through the museum, staying a step behind me and at my side at all times. I was sure anyone who saw just imagined it was the excitement of a new discovery; little did they know Taylor no longer gave a single thought to her long, sensational career. All she cared about was me – how to please me, how to best serve, how to identify other girls who would make excellent additions to the harem. The fact that she was my stepsister didn’t slow her down in the slightest. Instead, it just made her wetter: all the tiny, intimate ways we’d known each other as a family had been turned into primal animal lust, making her the perfect fuck, utterly attuned to my needs. She was more than my sister now, she was my worshiper.

On my other side, Maria regarded the twin obelisks with her usual cool demeanor. In contrast to my sister, she was fully dressed – but where Taylor showed skin, Maria teased mercilessly, as was in her nature. Her top and pants were both made of the finest leather, so skintight that every curve of her body was clearly visible. A pair of thigh-high fuck-me boots completed her ensemble, and while every inch of her body from her throat to her toes was covered, any man with half a brain could see exactly what Maria would look like naked.

She’d always been a tease, but my control of her amplified it to new heights. I knew Maria got off on the attention – that every man who pictured her firm tits bouncing in his face or her slender mocha thighs straddling his cock made her so wet she practically squeaked when she walked. She was a taunting, teasing little bitch – but when I put my hand in her hair and pulled her to me, she became totally submissive. Both girls had been changed by our exodus in the desert, turned into something more than they had been. They loved me, served me utterly, and couldn’t wait to create an entire harem of girls to serve me.

Oh, and I was pretty sure both of them were already pregnant. That should have worried me, but instead it made my cock throb every time I thought of it. I’d wanted heirs for so long, but my wife Emily had been incapable of giving them to me. It had driven a rift into our marriage, led to her abandoning our expedition to Khufu’s tomb at the last moment and staying home. I wished now that she had come; if she had, she’d be under the same spell that had transformed Maria and Taylor.

She’d be my Queen, I thought, my cock roaring to life in my pants. She’d be back to the way she used to be – and she’d be swollen with my seed...

“Oh my God! Is that Adam Roth?”

The voice snapped me out of my thoughts. A new person had entered the exhibit, looking up at me with the kind of awe usually reserved for rock stars or famous actors. I wasn’t wholly unused to being recognized in public, but usually it was Taylor who was the one getting hounded – she was more famous, after all. This girl, on the other hand, was interested in me.

And she was a girl. She looked barely legal, a fresh little co-ed in a college sweatshirt that hugged her curves, yoga pants and heavy black frames. She was carrying a clipboard with the museum’s logo on it as well.

“Oh, goodness,” the manager said, looking embarrassed. “Mr. Roth, this is Alexa. She’s one of our new interns...”

I flashed a charming smile. Next to me, I felt Taylor grip my hand briefly, a questioning look in her eyes. I knew what she was asking, clear as day: do you want this girl?

She was good looking, to be sure. And my pheromones would make her more so. She can’t be more than eighteen, I thought, cock twitching in my slacks. Nineteen, tops. She’ll be so fertile...

I returned Taylor’s squeeze, then dropped her hand and extended mine. “Charmed. It’s always so good to meet the people who are going to be doing my job.”

Her face lit up in surprise. “No! I could never do what you do, Mr. Roth. You’re my idol – you’re the reason I applied for this job in the first place!” Her gaze slid from me to Taylor. “And...oh wow, you must be...”

“Taylor,” my sister said smoothly. When Alexa extended her hand, Taylor took it – then pulled the girl forward, kissing her on the cheek like an old friend. “It is so nice to meet you.”

“This is Maria,” I said, indicating my assistant. “She accompanies me on all my expeditions.”

“This is so cool!” Alexa rubbed her cheek, as if she couldn’t believe the famous Taylor Roth had actually kissed her. “It’s really nice to meet you, Maria.”

Maria just flashed a tight, knowing little smile and looked away. Cool as always, even while planning a seduction.

“Very good,” the manager said, turning gruffly away from Alexa. “Now, obviously we’re going to want the unveiling of this exhibit to be an event...”

Taylor held up a hand. “One moment. I think your intern has something else to say.”

Alexa did indeed look like she wanted to say something else – she was practically jumping up and down with excitement – but Taylor bringing attention to it shamed her. “Um,” she said, blushing. “I just...”

“Out with it,” the manager said with a sigh.

“Could I get a picture with you? Or just with Adam if you don’t want to. My Instagram would totally blow up...”

The manager looked like he wanted to explode, but Taylor’s giggle defused him just in time. “Of course,” she said. “We’d all be happy to. It’s important,” she said with a harsh glance at Alexa’s boss, “that we indulge our fans. It helps build our brand.”

“I see,” the manager said, chastened. “Well, I suppose a brief photo op wouldn’t hurt-”

“Why don’t you leave us,” I said, flashing Alexa another one of those movie-star perfect smiles. “I’ll come to your office when we’re done and discuss the details. We’d just be boring Maria and my sister, anyway.”

The manager agreed, slinking away like a chastened servant. I was starting to get used to being obeyed – the more it happened, the more right it felt. I was a leader of both men and women, and commanding the first felt just as natural to me as breeding the latter.

Speaking of breeding, I thought with a grin. Alexa looked like she’d just won the lottery, being alone with the world-famous Roths. Part of me wondered dimly if I could have had her even without my powers. How many groupies had I missed out on, how many hot trysts with supple co-eds and naughty nerd girls had I passed up because of my morals?

“There’s a meeting room over here,” Taylor said, taking Alexa by the hand. “I saw it earlier. The light in there is perfect...”

Alexa looked startled, but followed Taylor’s lead. Maria and I walked a few steps behind, smirking at each other.

The meeting room was small but generously portioned. A small oak table dominated the center of the room, plush chairs surrounding it. One corner held a cart full of liquor bottles and glasses, which Maria immediately swooped down on, pouring herself a glass of something dark and smoky. She took a long, slow sip and sighed with pleasure, her tanned skin flushing.

I was the only one who noticed. Alexa was fully under Taylor’s control, sharing my sister’s infectious enthusiasm.

“Alright, you stand over by this wall,” Taylor said, taking the younger girl’s phone and making a frame with her fingers. “The contrast with the brick will just look stellar, especially with a couple filters on it.” She paused for a moment. “You will make sure we look good in these, right?”

“I don’t think I need to try,” Alexa said, laughing with surprise. “You’re all so...you’re like celebrities!”

I chuckled. Alexa’s face was already flushed with more than excitement – my pheromones pumped into the room more and more every moment, filling it with a musky, manly scent. The more of it Alexa breathed in, the more she’d come to understand the truth Taylor and Maria had accepted: that I was a God to be worshiped, the King who deserved to claim her body and fill her with his heirs. She’d already stripped off her sweatshirt, tossing on the table without a care, and her nipples poked through the fabric of her tight top like gorgeous little nubs.

“Adam!” Taylor’s voice snapped me out of my trance. “Go pose with Alexa.”

She was holding the phone in her hand, wiggling it towards our intern. With a nod, I walked over and put my arm around her waist, pulling her to me. Her soft curves fit against my hard muscle perfectly, and as she relaxed I heard her breathing change, going ragged with lust.

“Wow,” she whimpered, trying to keep control. “I never thought I’d be this close to Adam Roth...oh my god you even smell amazing!”

“Don’t we know it,” Maria said with a sly smile, sipping her drink. She looked like a huntress encircling her prey, but if Alexa noticed the predatory way she was watching her, she gave no sign.

“I’m sorry,” Alexa said, “I know that sounds insane. But...wow!” Without a hint of self-consciousness, she buried her face in my chest and inhaled deeply. I could practically feel my pheromones entering her, making her horny and pliable as they turned off her inhibitions.

“Alright, lean forward some,” Taylor said with a naughty smile. “I want this one to make every girl on your Insta jealous. Adam, unbutton the top two buttons on Alexa’s shirt.”

“Wait, what?” Alexa blinked rapidly, like someone trying to rise out of a trance, but my hand against her breast sent her right back down with a gasp of pleasure.

“You wanna look sexy, right?” Taylor said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Get all those followers, girl!”

“Yeah, sure...” Alexa bit her lip as I worked off the top two buttons of her tight top.

“Your cleavage looks awesome,” I said with a wink. “God, you’re gorgeous.”

Alexa’s mouth dropped open, my compliment sending a bolt of pleasure straight through her pussy. “Yeah? Oh wow, you look so fucking good, Adam...”

I heard a click, then another as Taylor snapped photos of the two of us in each others’ arms. “So fucking hot,” she muttered.

My hand slowly trailed down Alexa’s side, gripping first her hip then the supple flesh of her ass. She didn’t mind; in fact, she wiggled it a little as I reached it as if presenting it to me. I got a good handful and squeezed tight, grinning to myself as she nearly jumped in the air.

“Alright, Alexa, why don’t you give Adam a peck on the cheek?” Taylor’s eyes flashed with mischief.

No resistance this time. Alexa grabbed me around the neck and pulled herself up, straining to reach my height. Her lips grazed my stubble, but I put my hands beneath her ass and twisted her so that our mouths met. The heat rolling off of her was amazing – she opened wide for me, our tongues meeting as more of my pheromones overrode any impulse Alexa might have had to question why she was making out with a married man.

“There you go,” Taylor giggled, snapping photos. “Fucking finally. Grab that bitch’s ass, bro. Make it yours...”

I pulled her against me so that she could feel the throbbing girth of my cock, poking between her thighs to hit her sweet spot. She ground against it as I held her in the air, moaning under her breath as she kissed me deeply. I could feel the heat building between her legs, the pure animal lust compelling her to fuck. The tension in the air was palpable as she rode my bulge, squealing with delight.

“Enough of this,” Maria said, putting down her drink and sashaying forward. Taylor turned, grabbing every moment of this with the camera on our newest slave’s phone. With a little grunt of effort, Maria grabbed Alexa’s hair and pulled her back. When we broke the kiss, she stared up at me with eyes full of love and devotion. She was mine now, even if she hadn’t fully admitted it yet.

Putting her hands on her shoulders, Maria pushed Alexa down onto her knees. “This is Master,” she said, suddenly a priestess reading an incantation. “Master is your world. Master is your God.”

“I...” Alexa stared up at me from her knees, her eyes conflicted. I watched as the last flickers of resistance fought behind them, struggling to gain control, then were swept away by her primal desire to serve.

“You love Master,” Maria hissed, staring down. My assistant was an Amazon compared to Alexa, and her meek little whimper was all the proof of submission she needed.

“I...I love you,” Alexa sobbed. “I’ve had a crush on you for years, but this is so much...deeper than that. I feel like I’ve been waiting for you my entire life, like you’re my soul mate...”

Her face went slack as she rode a sudden burst of pleasure, her legs shaking beneath her. “I want to serve you, Sir,” she said with a giggle. “I want to pleasure you with every part of my body. I want to make you so happy whenever you want. God, you turn me on so fucking much, it’s like there’s a fire burning in my chest! I love you so, so much Master – so much that it hurts...”

Alexa’s thighs began to clench. No finger or cock worked between them – this was all Alexa’s own mind, her will giving itself up to me.

“I...oh my gawd...I want to make me pregnant, Master. I have to have your babies. It’s like, totally what I was made for! You have to let me, please please please let me take your seed! I’ll do anything you want, whatever filthy fucking thing you can think of. I’ll kill people, I’ll kill my own family if it’ll make you love me Master I can’t...I...oh my fucking GOD MASTER!”

Alexa’s eyes squeezed tight, her back arching as an orgasm tore through her slender frame. Waves of pleasure cascaded through her, tightening her muscles and priming her for my seed. Any will to resist me was utterly destroyed by bliss, nothing left but the desire to be owned by her new God.

“And that,” I said, smirking at Maria, “is how you make a girl come just by looking at her.”

Alexa was still coming down from her peak, her breath ragged sobs as she rode out the aftershocks of her pleasure. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, smiling like the happiest woman I had ever seen. “Thank you for blessing me. Thank you for taking my awful, sinful Will away...”

“Very good,” I murmured, stroking the side of her face. She nuzzled me like a cat, getting high off nothing more than physical contact with her Master. I cupped her cheek and turned her, focusing her gaze first on Taylor then Maria.

“Both of these women are pregnant with my heirs,” I told her, savoring the way the words sent a shudder of pleasure through her. “You will be the third.” It wasn’t a question.

She looked as if I’d just told her she’d be the Queen of the world. “Yes, Master,” she said, eyes brimming with tears. “I’m so honored to bear your seed.”

“Let’s go back to the limo,” I said, turning away. “Toss something on her and carry her out. I’m not fucking her on that table.”

“Sure thing, bro.” Taylor helped the girl to her feet, tossing the balled-up sweatshirt into her arms. “Come on, slut.”

Alexa looked confused. “Master’s not going to fuck me here?” Her lip trembled like she was about to cry.

Taylor sighed. “Jesus. I think you may have used a little bit too much of your power on this one, bro. She’s kinda...dumb?”

“She did have a hands-free orgasm,” Maria said wistfully. “That tends to scramble the circuits a bit. Perhaps she’ll regain her intelligence over time?”

“I don’t need her to be smart,” I said, cold and commanding. “I have my priestesses for that.” And Emily, hopefully. Soon. “I’m sure she knows exactly how to please me – that and carrying my seed is all that matters.”

“Of course, Master,” Maria said smoothly. “Your will be done.”

Something about the way she responded bothered me, but I tucked it away for now. I walked off, letting the girls follow me, and when we got to the limo I practically shoved Alexa inside in my desire to be inside her. The driver gave me a questioning look at our newest passenger, but rolled the window separating us up with a command.

Once we were inside, I grabbed hold of Alexa and pinned her beneath me. It felt so good to have her underneath me, her body spread wide for my every desire. The rest of the buttons from her top came off in rapid succession, then the shirt itself, tossed into a corner. I tore her bra off with one quick motion, exposing her firm, pale tits to the air of the limo. Her nipples were dark and erect, crying out for the touch of my mouth, and as I worked my way down her neck I let my hands explore them, drawing little gasps and sighs out of my newest slave.

“That feels so good, Master,” Alexa whimpered, rocking her hips against. “Please get inside me, Sir – I want to feel your cock stretch me!”

I felt the car pull out of the lot and accelerate onto the highway. It was time for this relationship to do the same thing.

With a savage grin I yanked down Alexa’s yoga pants, handing them off to Maria like a trophy. A moment later, Maria pressed them to her nose and inhaled deeply, sighing with pleasure. I felt my mouth drop open.

“She smells ready, Master,” my assistant said with a tiny smile. “I’m sure you’ll breed her true, the very first try.”

With that, she turned and embraced my sister, their mouths meeting as they pawed at each others’ clothes. As much as I wanted to watch the show, I wanted to be inside Alexa even more. Her body was wet and ready beneath me, her nails digging into me like she was trying to scale a sheer rock face.

I pushed her back against the plush seating of the limo, examining the newest member of my harem. She was now naked except for the tiny pair of black thong panties covering her pussy, and it did nothing to hide the swollen lips of her sex. She was perfectly shaved, the skin around her slit smooth and dripping with moisture. Her panties were fucking soaked, and as she rocked her hips upwards I could smell how turned on she was.

“Not primed enough,” I said with a savage growl, pulling her panties to the side. “Going to make you beg for it, bitch.”

As she watched, amazed, I dove between her thighs and found her slit with my tongue. Every inch of her skin was smooth and warm, responding to my contact with an intoxicating flood of juices. I found her clit and hummed against it, vibrating her core with the barest touch. It was like I’d hit her with a taser; every muscle went taut as she arched her back, pressing her hips against my face as hard as she could.

“Oh God!” She said it not as if she was crying out to some far-off deity: she panted straight to me, worshiping me as I gave her pleasure. “My God! My GOD! Thank you, God! Make me ready for you, please make me a perfect little fuckdoll for your seed!”

She rode my face, grinding against me. The taste of her was amazing, so fresh and sweet that I could have spent hours lapping at her, making her cry and beg and come. But my cock throbbed between my legs, a red-hot rod of need, and burying that inside her was all that mattered.

I buried my face in her cunt, attacking her clit with swirls and teasing the tip with my tongue. She was lost beneath me; a few moments later her words of worship became a high, wordless cry as climax overwhelmed her. Her inner muscles clenched up, a flood of juice pouring from her spasming pussy. I slipped two fingers into her, pumping them in and out as I judged her slick channel.

Oh yes, I thought. She’s ready.

“Holy shit,” Maria whimpered. A glance at her side of the limo showed my sister between her thighs, lapping at her cunt as she ran her fingers through her hair.

“You made that girl squirt,” she said, growling as she ground against my sister’s face. “You’re a God, Master...”

“Yes,” I said, mounting Alexa. “I am. And now it’s time for you to worship me.”

With one smooth motion, I buried my cock all the way inside Alexa’s waiting cunt. Her walls gripped me tight as I filled her channel, swelling up inside her as friction bathed my shaft in ecstasy.

“Christ, you’re tight,” I grunted, bottoming out inside of her.

“Thank you, Master,” she sobbed, still coming down from the throes of her climax. Her legs locked behind my ass, welcoming me deep inside of her – her nails raked my back, pressing my chest hard against her firm, perfect tits. “Fuck me, Lord. Use my body as hard as you want. Let me be a vessel for your lust, Lord...”

She certainly was. And it was hard to think of a tighter, warmer vessel, even with my beautiful sister and model-perfect assistant pleasuring each other a few feet away. I didn’t know if it was my powers or some kind of psychic fuck-sense, but every woman I slid my cock into was tight and perfect by the time I was inside her. Her walls drew me tight as I slid out of her, leaving just the tip within her walls, then every perfect ridge rode against my shaft as I delved deep inside, the head of my cock pointed straight at her womb.

“You want me to come?” I asked.

She nodded eagerly, begging me with her eyes. “Please, Master. I want you to breed me! I want to drip with your load...!”

“Beg for it,” I said coldly, pouring every drop of fury inside me into pounding her tight, wet little slit. “Beg your God to do you the honor of coming inside you. Beg me to come!”

“Oh Master,” Alexa whimpered, burying her head against my shoulder. It took me a moment to realize she was praying.

“Master, please bless this slut with your seed, as you bless her with your holy cock! May she bear your heirs, may her belly grow plump with your load!”

My hips were a blur as I rammed her as hard as I could. My balls tingled, slapping against her cunt on each thrust. I was close, and she could feel it too. Her tone took on a frenzied, desperate cadence as she continued to pray.

“May we always be safe from the sin of Will,” she sobbed, her walls clenching around my cock as she came. “May our bodies always be pleasing to Master, tight and fuckable from the moment he wakes to the moment he falls asleep satisfied. May we always make Master’s cock hard and his domination swift. May we be punished mightily if we’ve been bad, if we’ve disobeyed Master...”

“Here it comes,” I gasped, burying myself as far inside her as I could go. “I’m going to come...!”

“Thank you! Thank you Master, please come inside my cunt Master doesn’t it feel so wet and tight and perfect come for me...”

The world went white with pleasure as I gave one final thrust inside Alexa and exploded. My cock twitched within her walls as thick jets of come shot from the head of my cock, bathing down her walls and filling her womb to the brim and then some. She cried out, holding me tight as I pumped burst after burst of my load straight into her, squirting her soaked walls with virile seed. The pleasure was so intense I couldn’t think straight; so strong that the world around faded away, everything falling to the side except for Alexa and her perfect cunt, milking me dry.

After what felt like an eternity of bliss, I pulled out of her, leaving a thick trail of come across her thigh. She pressed her lips together and hummed with relief, giving me a look that was both drugged and religiously happy. She looked less like she’d just been fucked and more like she’d received a revelation. She looked complete.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, massaging the walls of her cunt, forcing my seed back inside her with her fingers. “I’m so blessed that you decided to shoot inside me...”

Suddenly there was a click. I turned to see Taylor holding Alexa’s phone, a photo of the girl’s dripping pussy front and center on the screen.

“So what do you think?” Taylor held the phone out so Maria could see it too. The last photo stood visible on the screen. “Hashtag: bred by master’s seed? Hashtag #haremgoals?”

“I hate that social media shit,” Maria said, blowing a strand of hair out of her face. “Would you like us to clean you off, Master?”

I glanced down – my cock was coated in a thick film of mine and Alexa’s juices. Grinning, I leaned back against the leather seat of the limo and spread my legs.

“Yes,” I said, watching three pairs of eyes light up. “In fact, I command you to clean me. From now on, that’s part of your holy duties.”

“Yes, Pharaoh,” they said in unison. They sank to their knees, Maria and Alexa taking flanking positions on my sides while Taylor sat right in the center.

“What do you think about the fact that I fuck my sister, slave?” I asked, wiping a streak of come off of Alexa’s face. Before she could answer, Maria leaned over and sucked it off of my finger, working her tongue around the digit like she couldn’t wait to blow me.

“I love it, Master,” Alexa said submissively. “Every woman should serve you, especially those closest to you. They should know how to please you better than anyone, since they know you so well.”

“You hear that?” Taylor beamed with pride. “I like this one already. She’s got her priorities straight. Sibling respect!”

“You’re not his sister,” Maria said, rolling her eyes.

“It’s practically the same thing,” Taylor said with a naughty grin, taking hold of my cock. “I know the world step never comes out of Adam’s mouth when I’m the one sucking and fucking him...”

Before either of the other girls could make a move, Taylor parted her glossy lips and took me to the base, gobbling up my cock like it was nothing.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. “Yeah, that’s right. You’re such a good cocksucker, sis.”

“Worship his cock with your mouth,” Maria whispered, putting her hand on the back of Taylor’s head. “Show him how much you love him.”

The three of them shared my cock between them, taking turns sucking me off. While one deepthroated me, the other two either made out or worked on my balls, rolling them over their tongues and squeezing them gently. Before long, my cock wasn’t just clean, it was pulsing with renewed need.

“Yes, yes,” I growled, driving deep into Taylor’s mouth the next time it was her turn to please me. “Suck it deep, sis, take that fucking cock all the way down...”

Just as I reached the point of no return, I pulled out of her mouth. All three girls looked up at me beatifically as I started to come, mouths open and tongues waggling as I coated them with my seed. I shot even more than I had last time, enough to glaze their faces and fill their open with mouths with thick, pearly trails of spunk. As I came down from my peak they cleaned each other off, semen dribbling between their tits and across their taut little bellies as they licked each other clean.

“My harem,” I said warmly, watching them go. “You please me greatly.”

They turned to me in unison. “Thank you, Master,” they whispered, going back to their sapphic lust.

“Love you, bro,” Taylor added. “Now, let’s put those photos online.”

Maria made a shocked face, but Taylor was already at it, her fingers moving in a blur. “We’re going to document every stage of this, from seduction to breeding,” she said, a mischievous smile playing on her face. “And you’re going to Instagram that big belly when it starts to swell up with Master’s seed, right?”

“Of course,” Alexa said. “I would be honored to show the world how Master owns me.”

The idea of my girls on social media, spreading the gospel of their new Pharaoh made my cock perk to life all over again. It was a seductive idea, and my priestesses knew how to be hot in all the places people went to follow hot people. I could see them all commanding millions of eager followers, like mega-harems all competing to get closer to my priestesses...

“What about Emily?” I mused. “She won’t like this.”

“By the time she sees these pictures, she’ll already be yours,” Taylor said with a giggle. “Holy shit, look at all the views. This is totally going to go viral.”

She held out the phone – the pictures of Alexa and I had been up for mere moments and already had thousands of views. Taylor had snapped I few when I hadn’t noticed as well, documenting everything – from Alexa and Maria sharing my cock to my face as I thrust hard inside Alexa’s sopping cunt and shot my load. The photos were arousing, no getting around that. I just hoped I made it home before Emily got online...

We were driving pretty fast down the interstate. It certainly seemed like we’d get there in time. And even if we didn’t, I knew just how to calm my wife down. When she realized my powers could give her the babies she’d always wanted, she’d agree to become my Queen for sure.

I glanced out the window, looking over the city. Soon it would all be mine-

There was a flash of motion.

I froze. My mind struggled to comprehend it – what the hell were those things? I had to be seeing things, delirious off my own pheromones. I blinked, but they didn’t go away.

“Maria,” I commanded, my throat suddenly dry. “Open the window on your side of the car. Now.”

She arched an eyebrow, but did what I said. As it slid down, I saw the same blur of motion along the other side of the car. Maria didn’t react, but Taylor gasped.

“You are seeing that too, right? This isn’t something only I can see?”

“Bro,” Taylor said, her face going white. “What are those?”

On either side of our limousine, a pair of hounds ran alongside, matching our speed stride for stride.

And they were glowing.





Part Four
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I struggled against my bonds, straining helplessly to break free as I watched my wife crawl away from me. She was on her hands and knees, her swollen belly grazing the concrete floor, her massive breasts leaking milk. Every inch she moved forward came at a cost, her limbs shaking as they tried to stop – but her eyes were fixed only on her. Her new Queen. Her mistress. 

Her Goddess.

“That’s right,” the Goddess said, staring coldly down at the woman who meant the world to me, who’d sworn before God to love me for the rest of her life. “Forget him. Forget everything except pleasing me. Your life belongs to me now – you exist to serve your Mistress. Get on your knees and taste my pussy, slave. Show me how you worship the Goddess.”

Please fight, I prayed, flexing my arms inside my bonds. The knots held firm, not giving an inch. I was trapped, utterly helpless.

As I watched, Emily turned and looked back over her shoulder at me, tears streaming down her face. The worst part wasn’t the look of despair in her eyes, it was the bright, beaming smile on her face. Soon her whole face would be rapt with love and devotion to the ancient queen, her old life washed away by her power.

“I’m so sorry, Adam,” she whimpered, her thighs quivering with bliss. “I love you – I love you so much. But...oh fuck, I can’t stop. It feels so good to worship her...”

My heart sank. As she turned back, a helpless thrall beneath her mistress’ power, I looked up at the woman responsible. Her body was flawless, a symbol of fucking and fertility made flesh. But even though her body looked barely-legal and ready for sheet-clawing sex, her eyes were like the cold stone of the tomb she’d slept in for thousands of years. They were the eyes of someone who’d sent slaves to their deaths, who’d commanded an empire and was used to her word being law.

It was Hathshepsut, the consort of the Pharaoh who’s tomb we’d brought back with us. It was impossible, but true: she stared at me through those cold eyes, and her thin lips drew up in a smile as she watched me suffer.

How did I not see it coming? I’d been lulled by the power of Khufu’s tomb, so blinded by my new ability to make women my servants that I hadn’t noticed what we’d brought back from the desert until it was too late. The Royal Museum still burned, the obelisks we’d unearthed destroyed...but they’d served their purpose.

“Giving in feels so good,” Hathshepsut said as my wife crawled away, leaving me forever. “Giving your will to me fills you with pleasure. No thoughts, no worries – just submission to your Goddess. Obedience is pleasure...”

Khufu and his mistress were about to rule the world again...and I had helped them every step of the way. She’d been right beside me the entire time, so close I could touch her...
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“What the fuck are those things!?”

I wished I had an answer. Outside the window of our limousine a pair of hounds ran alongside, floating a few inches off the ground. Their legs moved lazily like a rear-projection in an old ghost movie, slobber dripping from their jaws. As I stared, one of them turned to me and bared its teeth, its jaw going even wider with the motion.

“Should we stop the car?” That was Taylor, my stepsister, gripping my hand so hard her knuckles were starting to turn white. She looked as frightened as I felt. What the hell was going on?

“No,” I stammered, turning away from the window. “And don’t tell the driver, either. He’d probably wreck the car if he could see those things. Let’s just stay cool.”

“I agree.” Unlike the other two girls in the limo with me, Maria was a picture of calm, collected womanhood. That made a certain degree of sense, since she had always been the member of our expeditions who was never surprised at anything, but this was taking it to a level beyond anything I’d expected. “Those hounds are nothing to worry about.”

“Nothing? Nothing!?” Alexa was the newest member of my harem, a groupie we’d picked up from the National Museum and turned into one of my fertile worshipers. A few minutes ago she’d been ready to give her life over to being my pleasure slave, now she looked like she was getting ready to throw open the door of the limo and take her chances on the highway. “There are monsters outside!”

I turned back to window, watching the hounds. Monster wasn’t quite the word to describe them, but they certainly were frightening. They made no move to try and enter the limo, just ran beside it like a suburban pet chasing a car.

“Taylor.” I removed my hand from hers and pointed at the other side of the car. “Check that window; tell me if there’s two over there, as well.”

Trembling, she did as I asked. The tinted window rolled down with a mechanical whirr, and even before she spoke I could see the eerie glow of something out on the other side of the car.

“Yes,” she said, her face white with fear. “They’re just...watching me as they run.”

“Are they going to follow us home?” I blurted, wondering aloud. Then, a terrible thought occurred to me. “Holy shit – are they going after Emily...?”

A moment later, I felt experienced hands at my shoulders. It was Maria, her pheromone-enhanced tits pressing against my back as she massaged me.

“Relax, Master,” she said, a soothing note in her voice. “Just relax. Everything is under control. Everything is under your control.”

I suppressed a sigh. I’d told Taylor and Maria to worship me, to praise my body and my cock at every opportunity. And while Taylor was reacting the way I’d expect my sister to, given the circumstances, it was like Maria didn’t even see the hounds. Her first response was to run her hands over me, relieving my stress, and next would come...

“How about a blowjob?” she whispered, her glossy lips warm against my ear. “Please, Master? I love the taste of your cock...”

“Now is not the time,” I said, pulling away. I turned around and fixed her with a confused look. “What has gotten into you, Maria? This is serious.”

She twisted her lips into a sardonic little smile. “You shouldn’t be so worried, Master. You’re so stressed out, so tense. If you had my lips wrapped around your shaft, you wouldn’t even be thinking about these things...”

Before I could stop her, Maria sank to her knees. She stuck her big ass in the air and squeezed her tits together as she worked at my belt. I felt my cock swell as her fingers stroked me – even with ghostly monsters outside the limo, my body craved the simple pleasure of making Maria submit. And it was crazy, but she was right – as my fat cock spilled out of my pants, I suddenly cared a whole lot less about those hounds and where they came from. Maria lay spread between my thighs like a banquet, her body mine for the taking.

Of course she wants to suck me, I thought. _It’s natural. Her man gets stressed, she wants to put his cock in her mouth until he feels all better.

“What are you doing?” Alexa stared with shock as Maria prepared to take my cock down her throat. “We have to do something-”

“They’re not going anywhere,” I said, putting all my command behind it. “Both of you quiet down. I want to enjoy my slave’s mouth.”

Maria’s little smirk let me know how glad she was to have ‘won’. Pretty soon I’m going to knock that smile right off your face, I thought, taking her by the hair. Visions of blindfolds and riding crops filled my head, the idea of handcuffing my gorgeous Latina assistant and spanking her until she begged to be fucked intoxicating me. As soon as I got my wife situation squared away, I’d have to show her exactly who was boss – and maybe I’d remind her a little bit right now.

Maria lips were swollen and covered in dark lipstick. As she parted them to admit my cock, I grinned savagely and thrust my hips forward, filling her mouth. She gasped as I pulled her hair for leverage, ramming my cock down her throat in one smooth stroke.

“Take it,” I commanded, watching her. I had hoped that she might gag, whine or do something else submissive, but Maria was much too professional for that. I felt her nose graze my crotch as she deepthroated me, taking me all the way to the base and running her tongue along the underside of my balls. It was exactly what I needed: pure, blissful pleasure.

“Say aaah, Maria,” I growled, taking her head by both sides and thrusting hard. I treated her mouth like a cunt, burying myself between her lips and down the contours of her slender throat. She took me without the slightest hesitation, a perfectly obedient whore – yet I couldn’t help but think the mischief in her eyes had a little bit of defiance in it.

I wanted to break her. I wanted to make her beg for me, make her cry until twin trails of makeup stained her cheeks. She was so cool, so calm, that I wanted to see what she was like when I finally cracked that icy exterior.

“God damn, bro,” Taylor said, the display taking her attention away from the things chasing our car. “You’re fucking her face!”

“It feels so good,” I growled, grabbing Maria by the chin and picking up speed. My balls tightened up against my shaft, a tingly rush traveling up my spine. I could feel release on the horizon, just out of reach. “Come kiss me. Now.”

Taylor shot across the limo like an arrow, and then her hands were all over me. I smothered her lips with mine, kissing her hard as her hands slid under my shirt to massage my muscles. She melted against me, her body white-hot with need as I pumped away inside Maria’s throat.

“Come inside her,” Taylor murmured, biting my lip. “Fill her mouth with your seed, Master. Pump it down her throat.”

I gripped Taylor around the waist and pulled her close, my other hand on top of Maria’s head as I gripped her hair like the bridge of a saddle. With a final series of hard, primal thrusts, I reached the summit and let go.

“Fuck, it’s coming. Swallow it all, slave...”

My cock twitched and spurted inside Maria’s mouth, thick ropes of come exploding from the tip as a wave of release washed over me. I let go, every worry and care in my head fading to nothing as I drained my balls down my perfect whore’s throat. She sucked hard, slurping up every drop of my come as she bobbed in my lap.

As I came down from my peak, Taylor nibbled at my earlobe and giggled. Maria slowed down, milking me dry of my last few drops of come. And Alexa...

I opened my eyes to see the newest member of my harem staring out the window. An amazed look on her pretty face. She turned to me, barely even seeing the two half-naked babes clinging to me.

“They’re gone,” she whispered, pointing out the window. “Look!”

I did. Sometime during my blowjob, we’d pulled off of the highway onto a city road – and the hounds hadn’t followed. I leaned over, my cock still in Maria’s mouth as I looked out the window, examining the outside of the car from every angle. Alexa was right – they had disappeared just as quickly as they’d come.

I came and they went, I thought deliriously. There was something to that, something important, but it slipped out of my grasp as Maria’s tongue snaked down my shaft, teasing the last few drops of come from my cock in a corkscrew move that sent shivers down my spine.

“There, Master,” Maria said with a naughty grin as she pulled off my cock. She gave my base a squeeze, a final pearly drop of come oozing from the tip, then cleaned it off with a finger and swirled her tongue around the digit with a smile. “Did I make you feel so much better?”

“You did,” I said, watching as she crawled back up into her seat and crossed her legs, sighing with contentment. “And it looks like those things are gone. But what the fuck were they?”

“Maybe they’re yours,” Maria said quickly, cutting off my other two slaves. “Or maybe they just show up whenever you’re in need of a good, hard come. In which case, these two need to step up their head game.” Maria cocked an eyebrow at my sister and pursed her lips.

Just then, I saw something out my window that made me forget all about the hounds: my neighborhood. Luxury brownstones stood in rows along both sides of the street, practically oozing wealth. This was a hip, up-and-coming part of the city, and people paid absurd amounts of money to live here, myself included. Normally the sight of my home after a long expedition filled me with relief and joy. But there was Emily to deal with, and the idea that the next hour might make or break my marriage forever sent sharp pangs of dread through me.

I rolled down the divider and instructed the driver to park about a block away. The reason why became clear in a moment, when I turned to Alexa and said:

“We’re going on in. But you stay here: the limo will take you back to the Museum.”

Alexa’s eyebrows drew together. “Master? I don’t understand. Did I do something wrong? Does my body not please you?”

“It very much pleases me,” I said with a smile. Oh man was she pleasing. “But explaining things to Emily is going to be hard enough without bringing a girl she’s never met into the house and telling her that I probably got you pregnant. I think it’s best you head back for now.”

She nodded. “I live to serve, Sir. I’m going to miss you so much, though...”

I pulled her close and kissed the top of her head. She smelled like sex and sweet perfume. “It won’t be long,” I told her. I hope.

“Well then,” Maria said with a little smile. “Shall we?”

The three of us exited the limo, waving to Alexa as it pulled back into traffic, heading for the museum.

Taylor put an arm around my waist. “You don’t think she’ll get in trouble with that manager for disappearing, do you?”

Maria scoffed. “You really think she’ll be working there after today?”

“It’s her career,” Taylor said, gripping me a little harder. “I don’t think we should take that from her...”

“She has no career,” Maria said, tossing her hair over one shoulder like a show pony. “Her purpose is to serve our King, and carry his seed. Anything that takes her away from making heirs is unnecessary...”

“Would you two cut it out,” I snapped, angry at myself as soon as I said it. “We’re here.”

I stood before the door, the jaunty little 279 on it intimately familiar to me. But it had never filled me with so much anxiety.

I reached out to knock, but just before my hand reached the door it swung inward. Emily stood inside, her eyes wide and skin pale. She looked shocked to see me: her lip trembled as she looked me up and down, as if checking to make sure I was real.

“Adam?” she asked. In that moment, I loved her more than words could say. How she pressed so much hope and fear into one word, I had no idea. “It’s you...!”

Then she was in my arms, my hand at her back holding her against me, and everything was alright. Her tight, sexy body fit against mine like it had been made to. I pressed my face against her hair and inhaled her scent deeply, nearly sobbing with relief. All the hurt feelings, the arguments, the fights: all of them seemed petty and small as I held her in my arms.

“I missed you so much,” I said.

She pulled back enough to look up into my eyes. “Me too,” she whispered. “I am so sorry, Adam. I was such a bitch to you, all while you were on an expedition...”

She trailed off. I realized she was looking past me, where Taylor and Maria stood on the steps. A look flickered over her face like a far-off storm. Oh no.

“Maria!” My wife’s lips curled in a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “What are you doing here? I thought you would have caught the first plane back to New York...”

“They wanted to see you,” I said, taking my wife by the shoulders. “We wanted to tell you all about the excavation.”

“You could tell me that,” she said, looking back at me in confusion. Then, the thing I had been hoping for happened: she wrinkled up her nose in that cute way I loved, leaned forward, and sniffed my neck.

“Everything okay?” I asked, praying she didn’t feel how hard my heart was pounding. Please work, I prayed.

“Yeah, you just smell,” she whispered, moving down to my chest. “Did you pick up a new cologne in Egypt or something?”

When she pulled back, I was shaking my head. “Nope. That’s all me.”

“Really!?” She looked...well, pleased wasn’t quite the word, but intrigued? Definitely. “My goodness. I have a husband who smells the way a spa treatment feels. You know, you two really don’t have to come in. Adam and I have some personal things to discuss...”

It broke my heart a little bit, hearing her. I had no idea she’d been planning to make up; I thought she’d still be frigid and angry when I got back home. But I couldn’t stop now, not when there was so much I could give her.

“We do have some personal things to discuss,” I told her gently. “That’s why I want them here.”

“Uh, sweetie?” Emily cocked an eyebrow. “Are you feeling okay...?”

I sighed. “Babe, I just flew twelve thousand miles to see you, and I have had the weirdest day. But as long as you’re with me, I’m absolutely wonderful.”

She smiled at that – a genuine smile, that almost washed her worries away. I hated knowing it wasn’t going to last.

“Look, Em,” I said, my hands sliding down to her hips, “we have something we have to tell you. Something...happened, out in the desert. Something that’s going to change our lives, but it’s going to be so wonderful-”

“Wait, what happened?” If Emily’s face had been a far-off storm, now the storm was up close and personal. She glared over my shoulder, but not at my sister: it was Maria she was staring daggers at. “What did you do, Adam?”

“Babe,” I said, gripping her tight. “I need you to promise me something. This is going to be a very long story, and I need you to listen to the whole thing, okay? Even if you get mad, I need you to hear me out. Once I’m done, you can ask me any questions you want, say anything you want to me: but if you’ve ever loved me, please let me tell the whole story without stopping. Alright?”

Her eyes narrowed, but her hips pressed a little harder against mine. I was surprised; absence didn’t just make my heart grow fonder, it seemed.

“Alright,” she said, casting a final dirty glance at Maria. “I owe you that much after how I treated you. But you’d better be ready for anything when you’re through, Mister.”

“I am,” I assured her. I hope.
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We sat in the living room, Emily right next to me on the love seat with Maria and Taylor across the coffee table on the couch. Over the course of about an hour and a half, I told her the entire story: everything starting with finding Khufu’s erotic murals and entering the tomb to the spectral hounds that had followed us on my way home. When I got to the part about Taylor entering my tent that first time, I saw her face drain of color and her hands ball into fists: but true to her word, she let me tell the entire story.

By the end of it, her face was red, and not from rage. My pheromones were thick in the air, pumping through Emily’s bloodstream as she heard the story of my ascent from explorer to alpha-male God. I went into some detail describing Maria’s breaking, her swearing of allegiance to me while she lapped up my come, and I watched as my wife started to squirm with lust. Emily was turned on beyond belief, but even I had no idea if she’d accept what I’d done.

“So,” she said, exhaling and leaning back in her seat as I finished. “Wow.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s pretty much it.”

She shook her head, as if she didn’t want to believe any of it. “And you two, both of you...you’re his priestesses? This isn’t a joke, right?”

“We serve Master utterly,” Maria said smoothly. “Our bodies belong to him. And our fertility.”

“Jesus,” Emily said with a hiss of breath. “Holy fuck.”

“It’s not his fault,” Taylor hastened to say, holding up a hand. “He...he’s meant to rule, Emily. Surely you can see that. He can’t resist sinking into us, and we can’t resist submitting to him. It’s nature: he’s the King.”

“Uh huh,” Emily whimpered. “And you two. Both of you are...”

She choked on the word, licking her lips like she was afraid something was going to break if she said it aloud. “...pregnant?”

The girls nodded in unison.

“It happened the very first time I came to him in the tent,” Taylor said, a feverish light in her eyes. “Ever since his power entered me, I’ve felt so fucking fertile. Like a drop of his come would give me triplets...”

“Stop,” Emily said roughly. She sounded like she was on the verge of tears. “Stop.”

She turned to me, her eyes shining with tears. “Congratulations, honey,” she said, smiling as they dribbled down her cheeks. “Looks like you’re finally going to be a dad!”

“That’s not what I wanted,” I said, leaning forward and taking her hands in mine. “I just...I didn’t choose that. Don’t you see what this means, Emily? You’ve been swimming in my pheromones for the last hour...”

“Oh, I know,” Emily said. “I should be furious at you, but right now I’m so wet there’s going to be a puddle in this seat when I get up. The fact that you knocked up not one but two girls while you were gone has my pussy fucking gushing like a fountain. I’ve never been this turned on before, Adam, ever. And that’s what scares me.”

“That’s what I mean, honey,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze. “Everything is different now. I know I’ve been a bad husband; I should have told you about Taylor and Maria the night it happened, but now we can have everything we’ve ever wanted...”

Suddenly Emily’s eyes widened. Her mouth dropped open, and I saw the wheels turning behind her face.

“You...you did this to me, didn’t you?” She pulled away, thrusting her chest forward. Now it was time for my mouth to drop open.

In the last hour, Emily’s breasts had grown by at least a cup size. They were already soft, mouth-watering orbs that drove me nuts, but now she had the kind of bimbo rack girls her age would kill for. Her hard nipples poked through the fabric like tiny nubs as I stared, crying out for contact.

“Jesus, Emily,” I said, awe-struck. “You’re stunning.”

Just the words made her groan, her eyes fluttering with pleasure. “Holy shit I think I just came a little,” she said quickly.

“I’d like to make you come a lot.”

She blushed and bit her lip. “Adam. Don’t lie to me, okay? I don’t think I could take it if you lied to me about what I’m about to ask.”

“Never,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ll never lie to you or hide anything, ever again.”

She nodded, her lips trembling as she formed the question that would change our lives forever. “Has your...power, pheromones, whatever you want to call it...has it made me...”

I felt a smile like Christmas morning light up my face. “Fertile,” I said, taking her by the shoulders. “You’re so fertile right now, Emily. Can’t you feel it? Doesn’t your body just feel primed and ready to breed?”

From the look on her face, she knew exactly what I was talking about. “I didn’t want to admit it,” she whispered, an edge of lust in her tone. “I was scared. But...oh my God, Adam, if I can really have babies...”

“I want to give them to you,” I said, looking down at her with all the command I could muster. “You deserve them. You’re my Queen, Emily – you’re going to rule, right by my side.”

Her hand caressed her stomach. “I’d be all swollen and pregnant...You could give me twins, triplets. I could make so many heirs for you, Sir...”

I couldn’t take it any more. I leaned forward and covered her mouth with mine, pulling her towards me as I explored her body. She melted against me, her tongue entering my mouth as my hands slid over her curves, hungry for more. I could feel the warmth between her thighs, growing like a bonfire the longer she stayed in my arms. We were both going to combust soon if we didn’t find some relief.

“All this,” Emily said, taking in Taylor and Maria and who knew what else with one hand gesture, “we can talk about it later. Take me upstairs, right now, and breed me, Adam. Fuck my goddamn brains out until I’m full of your babies.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said with a grin, lifting her off the couch. She gasped with shock at my strength, clinging to me as she left the ground. I took in Taylor and Maria with a glance. “Stay down here,” I told them.

I don’t know what they said back or even if they replied, because the next few moments were a blur. One instant I was carrying my wife up the stairs, then Emily and I were in bed, our bed, and I was pulling the buttons off her shirt with my teeth.

“Faster,” she whimpered. “I need you. I need you so bad, Adam...!”

Growling, I yanked her shirt off, tearing it right down the middle. Her breasts had grown too large for her lacy black bra, her cups spilling over the fabric and straining it to bursting. The whole thing came free with one tug, her flawless tits spilling free. As I tore at her pants, my mouth found one of the hard nipples and started to suck.

“Oh holy shit,” Emily whimpered, arching her back and thrusting her tits forward. I was buried in her cleavage, exploring every inch of her with my tongue as I worked to getting her sweet cunt free.

“You need to get naked,” she whimpered, pulling away gently as I slid her panties down to her ankles.

“Not yet,” I growled. “I want to see you. All of you. I want to feast on my Queen.”

She shivered with anticipation, her long body on display across my bed. “Yes, Sir. Do I pass inspection?”

I looked her up and down. She was everything I wanted and more. She’d been the most gorgeous woman I’d ever met before my power: now she was a Goddess.

“I’m going to have a harem of thousands of women,” I told my wife, spreading her legs wide. “Tens of thousands of them. I’m going to fuck and breed every single one of them.  And none of them, not even all of them put together could come close to you.”

“Oh, Adam.” She lifted her ass off the bed, giving me a perfect view of her shining, hairless slit. She’d shaved just the way I liked before I got home, and I couldn’t wait to run my tongue across the smooth contours of her core.

“I love you so much, baby,” my wife whimpered, offering herself to me. “I forgive you. I want you to have whatever girl you want, whenever you want. You’re my King and I love you so much, I want to give you all the babies you want and make you so happy...”

“I love you, too,” I said, staring down at her. “God, you have the tightest, sweetest-looking cunt I’ve ever seen, wife.”

She shuddered at my words, a gush of juice dribbling down her thigh. “It’s for you, Sir. My body belongs to you. I’m so ready for you to knock me up; please make me pregnant with your heir...”

“Not yet,” I said, running my hands along her thighs. I savored the groan of utter frustration that left her lips: she obviously wanted this just as much as I did. “First, I need to show my Queen just how much I care about her.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Huh? Oh, Adam, I already know...”

“And I need to prime your cunt for my seed,” I growled, sinking between her thighs. I felt her tense beneath me, her eyes shining with delight. Oral was something Emily and I hadn’t done for each other in a long, long time: it had been one of the first casualties in our ongoing bitterness over fertility. But now that Emily was perfect, my bimbo Goddess, it was time to celebrate.

“You are so perfect,” I murmured, spreading her folds with my fingers. She hissed, arching her back as she demanded more attention. I found her clit and teased it with just the edge of my finger, driving it in a slow circle until she was panting and whimpering.

“Please,” she begged, thrusting her hips forward. “I can’t take anymore, please please please...”

I loved this: the way a little pleasure reduced a woman to an animal, all biology and need. I would give her exactly what she wanted, as soon as she gave me the words I needed to hear.

“You belong to me,” I said, close enough that she could feel my breath on her clit. “You’re my Queen, you’ll rule a harem of ten thousand wet, fertile Goddesses...but I own you, body and soul.”

She understood perfectly.

“Yes!” She groaned as she arched against me, trying to get more of my fingers inside of her. “Anything, Master, I’ll do anything you want. I’m yours, now and forever.”

“Give everything to me,” I told her, grazing her clit with my tongue, “and I will give you the world.”

“Ahhh!” For a moment she lost herself, the sudden rush of pleasure making her buck and thrash like a mad creature. Then she came down, her thighs quivering with need.

“I don’t want the world,” she begged. “I want you. Please let me serve you, Adam. Please let me be the best wife, the best child-bearer, the best Queen you could ever ask for...”

I grinned. “I love you, Em.”

“I love you too, Adam...oh fuck!”

As soon as the words were out of her mouth, I made a tight seal against her clit with my lips and hummed, drawing the sensitive nub into and out of my mouth. After so much teasing, so long on the edge from my pheromones, the sensation sent Emily over the edge in one smooth motion, her hips crashing against me as she screamed my name. Every muscle of her inner walls went tight, priming themselves for my seed as pleasure infiltrated her body.

“Fuck, Adam, I’m coming! I’m coming...!”

Come for me, Queen, I thought, lapping at her clit.

A flood of juice bathed my tongue as she climaxed again, her thighs gripping my head and squeezing as she rode out the tidal wave of bliss. My cock throbbed against the bed as I pictured myself entering those soft, slick folds, and as Emily began to come down from her peak I was already mounting her, ready to fill her with my girth.

She let out a moan as I pushed the head of my cock into her folds unlike any I’d ever heard. It was the sound of utter relief: of two-plus years of fights, doctor’s visits, hopeless fertility treatments and hurt feelings melting away in one moment of soul-joining bliss.

She looked up into my eyes, and she was the Emily I’d fallen in love with. The one I’d married, that I’d made love to in a thousand exotic locations. But no time was as special as this one, right now.

She took my hand in hers and put it against her breast, grinning as I gave it a squeeze. “You love my tits,” she whispered.

“I love every part of you,” I said, thrusting my hips forward. The head of my cock pushed past her folds, an inch of me entering her tight, wet channel, and it was like the two of us dissolved.

“I love you,” she whimpered helplessly, biting her lip and staring at me with the most pure devotion I’d ever seen. “I can’t wait for you to make me pregnant.”

“You’re so wet,” I growled, sliding into her ever-so-slowly. “So tight. I’ve never felt anything this amazing. You ready?”

She nodded. “I’ve been ready for two years, Adam. I was ready the day I walked down the aisle. Hell, I was born ready for this. Fuck a baby into me, Sir.”

With a savage grin, I pulled out of her. She made a confused, disappointed face for an instant: then I slammed inside of her with one smooth stroke, bottoming out deep in her tight womb. She tossed her head back on the bed, eyes rolling back as she gasped.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered, her inner muscles welcoming me. “Oh, that is just right, Master!”

It most certainly was. We fucked like we’d been married for decades and like we were teenagers having our first time in the backseat of a car, like lovers desperately trying to conceive before shipping off for war and complete strangers having a quick fuck in a trashy club bathroom. I rammed her as hard as I could, diving deep into her womb with long, slow strokes, and she met me inch for inch like her body was built from the ground up to take my cock. I was delirious with pleasure: nothing in my life had ever felt so right, so perfect as breeding my wife.

“Fuck me, Master!” Emily cried, gripping my hips and locking her heels behind my back. “Don’t hold back! Just come for me; wouldn’t it feel so good to shoot all that hot, sticky come right inside of me?”

“I’ll come when I want,” I growled, taking a fistful of her hair and holding on to it for leverage. The new angle we were in let me get even deeper inside of her, allowing every inch of my cock to be coated in her smooth, tight embrace.

“I know, but wouldn’t it just feel so amazing?” she whimpered, biting her lip. “My cunt is so tight and perfect for you; every stroke feels better than the one before.” She giggled, raking my back with her nails as I spread her hips wider. “Coming in me would feel so good. You just barely fit inside of me; imagine how much you’ll fill my womb up with that fucking load...”

God, she was good. Even with her amazing physical gifts, her tongue was her dirtiest and best asset. I couldn’t resist the call of the sweet, perfect release her body promised...and why should I? She was mine now, whenever and however I wanted. My first order of business was to breed her, and as my balls tightened up against my shaft, I knew that moment was about to arrive...

Emily felt it too. “Do it,” she begged, thrusting her big tits in my face and squeezing them together. “Fill my pussy up. Show me how much you love every inch of me by filling me with your seed; make my belly swollen and heavy with your gorgeous fucking sons...”

“I’m coming,” I grunted, the primal caveman part of my brain taking control. “I’m gonna fill you up, slut...!”

“That’s right, I’m a slut,” she said, laughing with pride as I rode her. “I’m your whore, your perfect Queen whore and I want you to fill my pussy with your come...!”

I tossed my head back and thrust as deep as I could inside of her, all my strength behind it. One more stroke and I reached the edge, going over it in a wave of sheer bliss that left my legs shaking. My cock spurted and twitched inside of Emily’s walls, come erupting from the tip of my cock like a geyser.

“Yes! Yes! Fill me up, oh I love you so much!”

The world went white. Waves crashed over me, filling me with bliss as spurt after spurt of creamy seed drained into Emily’s womb. She rocked back and forth, grinding me against her walls as I pumped my virile load inside of her. It was more than I could handle, more than she could carry: it started to dribble out of her folds, coating my cock in a thick froth as it covered her thighs. Still I came, grunting like some kind of beast as I took her cunt again and again and again...

Finally I came down from my peak and pulled out of her, utterly spent. I rolled to the side, pulling her next to me as she snuggled her soft curves against my muscles. I slipped two fingers into her snatch, catching a fat gob of my seed and sliding it deep inside of her. She tensed up, groaning with pleasure as I used my own load as lube to finger her, ensuring her walls sucked in every drop of my holy seed.

“Master,” she purred, gripping my wrist to help my fingers go deeper. “Oh, you spoil me so bad, Sir...!”

“I want to make sure that first pregnancy test comes back positive,” I growled, pumping my fingers into her. When she came on them, shuddering and sobbing my name, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that I had bred true. My wife was pregnant with our heir. 

“Thank you,” she sobbed, burying her face in my chest as she came down from her peak. “Oh, thank you so much, Adam, I love you so much...”

“It’s okay,” I assured her, holding her to me. “Everything is fine now. I love you too, Emily. You’re my Queen.”

Slowly, I felt her face go lower. She was at my taut belly, then my thighs, then I inhaled sharply as I felt the wet tip of her tongue swirl on my cock.

“Let me clean you up,” she said with a giggle. “God, you made a fucking mess of me, husband.”

“I bred you,” I said, the tone of my words leaving no doubt that it was true. “You’re dripping with my seed.”

“Yes,” she whispered, looking up at me with awe. “And that makes me so fucking hot, Adam. Let me thank you for it...”

Before I could say another word, she opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around my shaft, taking it to the base. As soon as she did, I shut my fucking mouth: I hadn’t had a blowjob from Emily since Tibet, and there was no way I was going to spoil it.

“You’re even bigger than you used to be,” she gasped, pulling off my cock and stroking it. “You’re so fucking manly now, Adam. I love that you just took control and pumped your big load inside of me. You deserve to have your cock in my mouth – you deserve to be worshiped...”

I wrapped my fingers in Emily’s hair, encouraging her to worship me a little deeper. In no time at all she was bobbing in my lap, cleaning every drop of my load off of my cock. Everything about it was perfect, from the suction to her tongue to the way she kept eye contact with me the whole time, fucking me with her gaze as she fucked me with her lips. In no time at all I felt myself tense up, pleasure rising up in me like a flood.

“Babe, I’m about to shoot,” I grunted, expecting her to pull back. Emily wasn’t a ‘swallow’ kind of girl; she usually sucked me to the brink then jerked me off on her face, but the visual was so hot I typically didn’t mind. Instead, the warning just made her go faster and deeper, taking me all the way down her throat as I felt orgasm overtake me.

I shot hard, thick ropes of come spilling from my cock and draining down Em’s slender throat. She kept on sucking me, welcoming my seed into her warm, wet mouth as I fired burst after burst between her lips. Head from Emily had never been like this before; the pleasure was so strong I nearly passed out. I held the top of her head, stroking her like a cherished pet as she sucked me dry.

As I came down from my peak she slowed herself down, her lips sliding up and down my shaft in a milking motion. After she’d lapped up the last bit of seed from my cock, she planted a long, slow kiss on the head and grinned up at me.

“Bet you didn’t expect me to do that, did you?”

I shook my head. “Where did you learn to suck cock like that, babe?”

“I don’t know. You just...put it in me, I guess. I used to think swallowing come was gross, but...it’s just so hawt now. There’s all these things I used to think were gross that I just can’t stop thinking about now: things I want you to do to me...”

I grinned at the thought of finding out what those were, but first I had to take care of some family business. “So you’re okay with Taylor and Maria being in my harem?”

She thought about it for a moment, then nodded. “You know I love your sister: I’m super glad that we’re both going to be having your babies. And, I dunno, I used to be so jealous of Maria, but right now I just can’t stop thinking about what a good fit she is for us. She’s so gorgeous, and she already likes girls, so she’d make a perfect partner for threesomes...”

“Wait.” I couldn’t have heard what I just thought I heard. “Are you telling me you want to have a threesome with MARIA!?”

She grinned and giggled. “Oh yeah. I want that little tart’s mouth on my clit, right before you split me open and I show her how the real Queen fucks.”

I decided to take a chance. “Why don’t I invite them both up here? I’m sure they’d love to hear that we’ve buried the hatchet...and that you’re going to have my baby.”

“Your baby.” She smiled and rubbed her belly, a far off look in her eyes. “Sure, if you think you’ve still got it in you, bring your bitches. I want you to show me how you and Taylor fucked in the desert...”

I was practically skipping as I made my way back downstairs. All sorts of fun scenarios danced in my head, things I wanted to try.

“Oh girls,” I said as I reached the bottom of the stairs, still naked. “Master wants you...”

The living room was empty. That was strange. I’d ordered them to stay put. Where had they gone?

A flashing light caught my eye; my phone sat on the coffee table, blinking rapidly.

“Maybe they got caught up,” I muttered, grabbing the phone and glancing at the screen:

You have twelve new messages.

Twelve!? I’d barely been upstairs an hour!

“Adam?” Emily’s voice was all coquettish tease from upstairs. “Are you letting those girls distract you...?”

“They’re gone,” I said, thumbing through the phone. “You’d better come down here. And bring me some clothes.”

A few minutes later, Emily came down the stairs, her gorgeous body wrapped in a towel. She handed me my clothes, neatly folded, but I was too busy staring at my phone.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

Without a word, I put the phone down, then picked up the remote and turned on the news. Emily’s eyes widened as she saw what was on the screen: a reporter stood in front of a flaming inferno, talking into the camera as firefighters desperately tried to put out the blaze. I recognized the building, because I’d been there just a few hours ago – it was the National Museum.

“Terror struck the city tonight as a fire of unknown origin tore through the National Museum. As you can see behind me, the inferno is still unchecked despite the best efforts of the fire department. Reports are trickling in regarding exactly how many people might have been inside at the time of the blaze...”

“Jesus,” Emily said, holding a hand to her mouth. “Oh my God, the obelisks, Adam! They’re probably ruined!”

I was way less concerned about the two obelisks than I was the two missing members of my harem. “Where are Taylor and Maria?” I asked, gripping the remote white-knuckle tight.

Emily’s eyes went wide as saucers. “You don’t think...but why?”

Just then, the news anchor back at the home office cut into the reporter’s spiel. “Diane, we’re receiving reports that an employee at the Museum actually saw the fire being started. We’re bringing him on the line with you now.”

“Good,” she said, her eyebrows raising. “Sir, can you please state your name for the viewers?”

The man began to speak, but I missed what he said. A picture of him flashed up on the screen, and I felt my heart sink into my stomach. It was the same manager I’d been speaking to about the obelisks, just before Alexa threw herself at me.

“It was her! My damn intern, and those two girls...”

“Sir, sir, you’ll need to slow down.” The reporter looked irritated at not having the subject in front of her. “Who are we talking about-”

“Taylor Roth! That bitch destroyed my life’s work! Her and that assistant of hers – and my own employee! They ruined everything...”

“Oh fuck,” I muttered. The remote dropped to the floor, my fingers gone numb.

“No, that can’t be right.” Emily started to pace the condo, as if Taylor and Maria were going to pop out from behind a door. “They have to be here...”

They’re not here, I thought. They destroyed the obelisks. Them and Alexa. Why?

And suddenly, I felt something. Something impossible, tugging at the back of my mind. My hand twitched, raising up from my side of its own accord.

I drew it up level with my body, and my finger pointed out the window.

“They’re...there,” I said, confused.

Emily turned from her study of the downstairs bathroom. “Huh? They’re where, Master?”

I loved the way she casually called me Master, but I didn’t have time to savor it. “I...I can feel them,” I realized. “Both of them.”

“Your harem girls?”

“No,” I said. “The obelisks.”

Emily’s eyebrows drew together. “Adam, I saw pictures of the obelisks. They were the size of tractor-trailers. They went up along with the rest of the museum...”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “When the smoke clears, the police are going to realize they’re gone. Taylor and Maria...moved them, somehow.”

It sounded impossible. But Emily nodded, my obedient wife.

“If you say so, Sir. What do we do now?”

I have to know why, I thought. All of it was starting to come together: the hounds, the fire, the legends. And I didn’t like what it was leading to.

“We’re going to find out where my in-head GPS takes me,” I told my Queen. “And then I want to know why my Priestesses have turned against their Master.”

If I had known what I was in for, I would have run the other way as fast as I could.





Part Five
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“Are you sure this is the place?”

Emily eyed the building skeptically as we made our way across the parking lot. Behind us, the limousine I’d rented sat idle, the driver leaning out the window and watching us like we’d both gone insane. I didn’t blame him; if I didn’t know the things I’d learned from my time in the desert, I’d think I was going insane, too. After all, I’d called him up in the middle of the night, shoved a roll of bills in his hand and commanded him to take me and my half-naked wife to an abandoned warehouse in the middle of the city’s shipping district. Either we were insane or there was some freaky cult shit going on; unfortunately, the second was true.

“There’s no way the obelisks are in there,” Emily said with a shake of the head. “They’d never fit!”

I scanned the door, then turned to the horizon. A dozen or so blocks away, the lights of buildings continued to burn through the night. This area was in the middle of a revitalization, with breweries and banks opening up shop right next to high-rise condos and luxury housing. In a year, this would be one of the hippest, ritziest areas in the city to live in. It was the kind of place I could have seen Taylor living in, or Emily back when we first got married.

“It is a strange place for the end of the world,” I admitted. Then my gaze traveled down, down to the pavement and what lay below it.

Emily looked uneasy at my words, but I knew what I was talking about. There was a certainty growing inside me, an unease that got larger and larger as we got closer to the obelisks: whatever was about to happen here had the possibility to change the world forever. It just made sense to me, in the same way that I just knew the twin obelisks we’d unearthed in the desert had moved from the Royal Museum to this warehouse. I could feel them, the way a bird in the winter can just tell which way is north. They were here, beneath the ground, and somehow I knew Taylor and Maria were with them.

When I looked up, Emily was staring at me with the beginnings of tears in the corners of her eyes. “Honey, I’m scared,” she whispered. Her lips started to tremble.

“It’s okay,” I assured her. She jumped into my arms, and instantly I felt the familiar fire rise up in me: the feeling of her warm body against mine, the sweet smell of her natural fragrance, the warmth of her curves pressing against my muscles, all these things made me want to set her gently on the pavement and fuck her until she came sobbing and screaming my name. Part of me wanted to do it, too. It would be so easy to forget what might be happening, to just be with my wife on a beach somewhere, getting drunk and having wild sex and enjoying life.

But if I did that, my sister and my assistant would be in those things’ clutches. Forever.

“I feel like I just got you back,” Emily murmured into my chest. “I don’t want to lose you again, Adam. Master...”

“Never,” I told her. God, just hearing her call me that made me feel like the king of the fucking world. “I love you. You belong to me, and you’re always going to be mine, no matter what.”

For emphasis, I let my hand slide down to her ass and grabbed a nice handful of it, giving it a little spank afterwards. Instantly all the worry dropped from her face, replaced with the naughty smile I loved to see so much.

“You’d better keep that promise, Sir,” she said, letting me go. “So how far away are these things, anyway?”

I frowned. “They’re...down. That’s about all I know.”

“And your sister – she’s with them? And Maria?”

“Where else could they be? They disappeared at the same time as the obelisks. And they were acting so strangely back in the limo, on the way to the Museum. Almost as if they didn’t want me to think too hard...”

How many times had I had my train of thought broken by the promise of a blowjob, or some no-limits, sheet-clawing fucking? It seemed like every time I’d tried to put the pieces together with Khufu and Hathshepsut, one of my slaves tossed herself at me. And I was starting to realize there was much more of a plan going on behind the scenes than I could have guessed.

The door to the warehouse was easy enough to open; there was a padlock, but years of neglect had left it rusted and brittle. A brick made short work of it, and then we were inside.

“Gross,” Emily said, wrinkling her nose. “Smells like something died in here...”

I froze in my tracks. What if something had died in here? Once those markers were out of the museum, Taylor and Maria might have outlived their usefulness. Whoever could move such things might not want them hanging around...

Emily realized it at the same moment; her eyes went wide. “Oh shit,” she whispered. “You don’t think...?”

“We’d better hurry,” I commanded, pulling out the flashlight I’d stashed in my jacket. “Let’s find a way down.”

Emily moved quite nimbly for a girl wearing little more than a nightie and heels. She was a step behind me as I made my way through the warehouse, stepping over broken pipes and dodging through partially collapsed doorways. After a few moments of searching, my flashlight beam settled on a door that looked different from the others: the concrete dust that covered nearly everything else in the building had been wiped away from it.

A sign on the front proclaimed: BASEMENT ACCESS.

“This has got to be it,” I said. The sensation of feeling the obelisks’ presence was growing stronger with each step, until I could practically see the twin outlines of them through the floor like something from a video game. As I reached out for the door, the vision suddenly blossomed into a crescendo in my head, the world around me fading out.

“Master?” Emily’s voice sounded tinny and far off, like an old radio. “Are you okay...?”

The door swung open with the faintest touch, creaking loudly in the quiet space. It connected with the wall behind it with a little smack, but I wasn’t paying attention.

The sensation in my head had vanished completely. I guess I found it, I thought, reeling. X marks the spot.

Both of us froze as the door slid back, creaking just as loudly on its hinges. Then, from below, we heard a muffled voice:

“Come on down. We’ve been waiting for you!”

“Adam?” Emily’s face had gone pale as a sheet in the dim light. “Adam, that was Maria-”

“I know who it was,” I said quickly. I didn’t like the frantic note in her tone; it could easily explode into full blown panic.

“I’m not going down there,” she whispered, shaking her head. “There’s something awful at the bottom of those stairs, Adam...”

“What are you waiting for?” Maria’s voice was cloyingly sweet, nicer than she’d ever been in her ordinary life. “Everything’s ready for you!”

I took a step forward, but Emily grabbed my arm. “Are you crazy? We have to run-”

“You should go,” I said, nodding back towards the entrance. “Whatever’s about to happen down here, it’s not the kind of thing I want you walking into. Whatever happens, I want you to be safe.”

Emily’s lips drew into a tight little line. I could almost feel the rage growing inside of her.

“If you think I’m going to just abandon you and let you walk down there to get torn apart by those...those bitches, then you’re the one who’s crazy!” She giggled, as if she couldn’t believe her own boldness. “I’m never letting go of you again...”

I kissed her. For an instant, all of our circumstances faded away and I was just an alpha-male and his curvy goddess, making out on the precipice of disaster.

“Bro?” That was Taylor for sure. She sounded sweet too, but there was an edge underneath of it – like she could get nasty if we kept disobeying her. “Come on down, babe. Bring Emily with you!”

I glanced at my wife. “Here we go.”

Descending into the bowels of the warehouse felt uncomfortably like entering the tomb of Khufu. As we made our way downward in the darkness, stumbling every few steps, I couldn’t help but think back to the expedition that had gotten me into this mess. Then, I’d been filled with the excitement of discovering what lay hidden in the darkness; now I knew better and was wary.

The stairwell lightened as we reached the bottom; whatever else was going on down here, there was light. And as we entered the chamber, that light froze me in my tracks.

It was a large room, originally intended as some kind of long-term storage. The ceiling was so high it was impossible to make out clearly in the dim, blue-green light. That light – the only illumination in the huge chamber – wasn’t coming from electric lights or even torches, but radiated out of the obelisks themselves. The two markers I’d brought out of the desert were glowing, the same way the hounds that had chased me down the highway had glowed with that eerie, spectral light.

And in front of the obelisks, my sister and assistant waited, bathed in shadow.

“Adam!” Taylor spread her arms wide and stepped forward. “It’s so good to see you. We were starting to worry you wouldn’t come.”

As she entered the light, my jaw hit the floor. My sister was pregnant. I mean, I’d known earlier that there was a very high probability that I’d gotten her pregnant from the number of times I’d pumped my seed into her, sure. But she was very, visibly pregnant. Her belly swelled beneath her cutoff top, spilling over her waist like she was having trouble adjusting to so much weight. Her breasts had swollen as well, and she wasn’t even trying to keep them restrained. Twin milk stains dripped from what remained of her shirt, rolling down her baby bump in thick trails. She grinned as she saw our reactions and put her hand over her belly button, giggling.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, awe-struck. “What happened to you, sis?”

“Adam, you sound surprised.” Maria stepped into the light, and I found out that she was just as pregnant as my sister. If anything, her breasts and bump were even bigger owing to her already-ample curves. “I thought you knew what happens when boys come inside of fertile girls.”

“The first time I fucked you was like a week ago,” I said. “You both look like your water’s about to break any minute!”

“Actually, it already did,” Taylor said with a smirk. “Mine did, anyway. The contractions are really starting to hit, but Maria is still down to fuck if you want to feel those walls wrapped around your dick one last time...”

“No,” I said, taking a step backward. My brain just couldn’t comprehend what the hell I was seeing. It was like something from a horror movie, one with tentacles. “What the fuck is going on, Taylor? What are these fucking things?”

I wasn’t sure if by things I meant the obelisks or what was inside them, but Taylor shrugged as if they were one and the same. “Destiny,” she said. “They’re destiny.”

Emily stepped forward, her hands balled into fists. “Well, then destiny better let my sister-in-law go,” she said, her voice practically a growl. “Adam may be too much of a man to punch a bitch, but I’m not...”

“Oh, a third,” Taylor said suddenly, her eyes lighting up with delight. “I forgot you bred her too, Adam.”

Before we could react, she lifted her hand. The obelisk behind her exploded in a flash of pale blue light, blinding me for long moments. I fell to my knees, hands over my eyes as I tried to clear them. When I was able to see again, my wife Emily was on all fours, bowing to the monoliths – and she was just as pregnant as the other two.

“Oh my goddddd,” she groaned. She tossed her hair over her shoulder, writhing with pleasure. “Fuck, fuck, that feels so good...”

“Submission is pleasure,” both girls said in unison.

“It’s natural to submit to God,” Taylor said, striding forward.

“It’s natural to submit to the Goddess,” Maria added, flaking my wife from the other side.

“Stop! What the fuck are you doing? Let her go!” I moved to stop them when what felt like a wave of force slammed into my knees, knocking me off-balance. I put my hands up, bracing for the fall, and when it didn’t come I realized I was floating off the ground, suspended.

“What...” My brain accepted this fact about as well as it had everything else. “What are you?”

Taylor flashed me a tight little smile. “Everything,” she said, “is in halves. Male and female. Creation and destruction. The power to fill a woman with seed, and the power for that woman to turn that seed into life. That’s how you conquer death, Adam – that’s how you ensure your reign lasts forever.”

“Reign?” My eyes slid from them to the obelisks...where Khufu and Hathshepsut’s remains lay. “Am...am I talking to a Pharaoh right now? Is that the crazy shit these obelisks have got you believing, sis?”

“Of course not, silly.” Taylor looked at me like I was a child who’d said something naive. “Maria and I are just girls. We’re carrying the Pharaohs.”

I stared at their stomachs with a new sense of dread. Every few seconds they took a step backward, and my wife crawled forward to close the distance between them. Soon the three of them would be right between both obelisks, and I had no idea what might happen then.

“They couldn’t have done it without you,” Taylor said helpfully. The worst part was that she did sound helpful, like she truly wanted to thank me for all this. “Do you have any idea how long the God and Goddess waiting in those tombs to be reborn? But you took the male half of the power – Khufu’s power – and used it for what it was intended. Breeding. You bred your own sister, and now I’m going to give birth to a God.” She giggled and covered her mouth with her fingers, looking more excited than I’d seen her since she won tickets to see her favorite band when she was a teenager. “Isn’t it great?”

Talking to Taylor was getting me nowhere. Instead, I looked over their heads, right at the obelisks themselves. “Let my wife go!” I yelled. “I don’t care about your stupid God or Goddess or whatever! I just want to be happy!”

“We made you happy,” Maria cooed, sharing a glance with my sister before stepping away. My wife made no move to follow her, crawling like a puppy after Taylor as she moved further and further into the shadows. “We made you so happy, and we can do it again.”

I couldn’t stop her; I was helpless. My legs swung down of their own accord, stopping an inch above the ground, and Maria sank to her knees in front of me.

“You always love seeing me this way,” she purred, licking her lips as she worked at my belt. “I want to show it to you one more time. Look at me, Adam.”

An unseen force prodded my neck, angling it down. I stared Maria right in the eyes, and realized with a sudden chill that there was nothing in them. No, worse than that, beneath her glazed look something dark grinned up at me from her core.

“Hatshepsut,” I whispered. “How long has it been you instead of my assistant?”

“I entered her the moment your seed did,” she said with a cold laugh. “And I’ve hated it. Having to get on my knees and praise you and spread my legs for a mere mortal is like bathing in filth. But I think I can do it once more, with feeling.”

Her lips curled in a smile. “I want you coming inside of me while you watch what we’re about to do to your wife.”

“No!” I struggled against my invisible bonds, my feet kicking like a hanging victim’s as I tried to touch the ground. “Emily! Emily, stop, come back! I command you!”

“She doesn’t hear you anymore,” Maria assured me. “She’s ours. And as we told you, Adam – all power is in two halves. I’m in Maria, and Khufu’s eyes already open inside of your sister’s child - we don’t need a third.”

“Let her go! I’ll do anything you want, just let her go!”

“Your eyes say no, but your cock says yes,” Maria said with a smirk, eyeing the bulge in my pants. I couldn’t help it – there were three bimbo goddesses in the room and everything smelled like sex. “You want me, Adam – don’t deny it. You might as well spend these last minutes getting all the pleasure you can.”

“Please just let her go,” I whimpered, stifling a groan as Maria slid my cock out of my pants. “Do whatever you want with me, I deserve it. But Emily did nothing wrong! I’m the one you should punish!”

Maria sighed and shook her head. “We are punishing you, dear. If you can’t see that, you really are dumber than I imagined.”

Before I could respond, Maria parted her perfect lips and slid the head of my cock between them. I wanted not to enjoy it, wanted more than anything to shove her away and chase after Emily, but I couldn’t. And despite the pure terror running through my veins, Maria’s velvet-soft lips felt even more amazing on my shaft than they usually did.

As she took me all the way to the base in one smooth motion, I couldn’t hold back any more. A groan broke from my lips, of dismay but also pleasure and relief.

“That’s a good boy,” Maria said, pulling back and stroking me as she matched my gaze. “Oh, don’t look at me – look at her, Adam.”

Those invisible fingers grabbed my chin and forced my vision up, to where Emily crawled forward to the space between the obelisks. Taylor beckoned her, gesturing as she walked a few paces ahead.

“Come on, Emily,” she said, sounding exactly like my enthusiastic sister. “You can do it, just a little bit farther...”

Emily’s belly had already grown biggest of all and showed no signs of stopping. Her breasts had torn through her top, squirting thick bursts of creamy milk every time her elbows rubbed against her breasts. From the trails behind her, she’d started to lactate about fifteen feet ago – and her water had broken in the last five feet. Despite everything, a surge of primal pride welled up in me at the sight: Emily was about to have a baby. My baby, the baby we’d wanted for so long...”

Maria’s tongue lashed around my shaft, snapping me back to the present. God, she was moving like a fucking whore on my shaft, bobbing and sucking like she was in a race to get me off as fast as she could. I’d never felt her so determined to make me come; I felt my balls tightening up against my shaft almost immediately, the feelings coursing up and down my spine too good to resist.

I didn’t want this. I didn’t want to feel this good while I watched my wife suffer. I didn’t want to come my brains out, explode inside Maria’s waiting mouth while they made her die.

And just as I started to lose control, she made it worse.

“Mmh hmm,” Maria said, laughing and licking her lips as she pulled away from me. I’m ashamed to admit it, but my hips subconsciously followed her, trying to get my cock back inside her wet little mouth.

“I don’t want you to come just yet,” she said with a wink. “We’re not done with Emily. Call out to her. If you’re sincere enough, if you really want it bad enough, you just might make her turn back.”

I knew this was a trick, every synapse in my brain screamed that it was a trick, but I still seized on the chance.

“Emily! Stop! Please – they’re going to kill you!”

The kneeling form crawling towards Taylor began to slow, and for a moment hope blossomed in my chest. Emily turned and looked back over shoulder at me, tears streaming down her face. The worst part of this wasn’t the look of despair in those eyes – it was the bright, beaming smile already spreading across her smiling face. Emily was half-gone, her mind eaten away with love and devotion to her new Mistress, her old life washed away by the power.

“I’m so sorry, Adam,” she whispered, her thighs quivering with a mixture of pain and bliss from the contractions wracking her. “I love you – I love you so much. But...oh fuck, it’s coming. I can’t stop. It feels so good to follow your sister, to worship her...”

“That’s right,” Taylor agreed, her voice ringing in the chamber. A shadow passed over her face, drawing it slack with pleasure as her belly quivered. “Oh fuck, that was a big one. It feels like a fucking paingasm: my body is getting so ready to bring my God into the world. I feel so amazing...”

I opened my mouth to counter, when Maria’s mouth closed on my member and let loose with the kind of sucking I had no idea she was capable of. Instantly I felt myself reach the peak, my balls ready to pump their own load deep into my former assistant’s mouth.

Taylor reached the center of the platform and stepped away, circling around my wife as she limped into the space directly between the obelisks. As Taylor passed Emily, she dealt a swift kick to her ass, sending her down on her pregnant belly in the dirt. I cried out, but even my cry of dismay was filled with pleasure: Maria’s wet mouth on my cock was just that good.

I can’t believe I’m going to come, I thought, angry at how my body had betrayed me. For the rest of my life, I’m going to have to know that I watched my wife die and had a wonderful, amazing orgasm at the same time.

“Shit,” I groaned, my cock twitching inside Maria’s mouth. “Fuck...”

Laughing, Taylor skipped off of the platform. Behind her, the twin obelisks flared to life, glowing with a thousand different colors. They matched the fireworks going off behind my eyes, pleasure infiltrating my body like a rapist as my cock started to pump thick ropes of seed into Maria’s mouth.

“Please,” I whimpered. “No...”

The light grew brighter and brighter, blinding me. The obelisks began to shake, until it felt like the ceiling would collapse and kill all four of us, burying us in a tomb much like the one I’d broken into all the way back at the beginning of this adventure. Just as the light and sound blazed to the point that I couldn’t stand it anymore, as I pumped the last few bursts of my seed into Maria’s mouth and she sucked me clean with her tongue, it stopped.

Silence and darkness reigned in the chamber, broken only by the sound of Maria’s slurping as she cleaned my cock. She gave it a final suck, wrapping her tongue around the fat purple head, and planted a kiss just along the underside.

“There we go,” she whispered, as sweet as any lover I’d ever had. “Now we can take you.”

There was a rush of air, and suddenly something hit the ground next to me, hard. Oh God, I thought, not wanting to look. Emily. They chewed her up and spit her out...

The obelisks flared up, purple light bathing the room like some kind of rock concert. And there was a figure standing between the monoliths, and one lying on the floor next to me. But it wasn’t what I expected. Laying next to me and just beginning to stir, bruised and battered but otherwise unscathed was my stepsister Taylor, looking more shocked than I’d ever seen her. And standing between the obelisks was-

My breath caught in my throat. Emily?

It was like watching a Valkyrie charging into a battle, an angel in flight. Emily stood triumphantly atop the platform, a look of almost divine rage on her gorgeous face as Taylor winced and covered her face.

“You thought to defy Death!?” Emily roared as she stepped off the platform. Her clothes had been burned to cinders, the bulge in her belly and breasts gone as mysteriously as they’d appeared. “You can never escape me! I will CLAIM YOU!”

I saw Maria’s face change. Hatshepsut looked out at me through her eyes, and her gaze was one of pure terror.

“Run!” Taylor screeched. But they were too late.

Maria jumped to her feet, ignoring me as utterly as if I’d ceased to exist. And as she passed me, I caught a flash of something horrifying and deadly, something I’d seen once before following along the side of my limousine. 

The hounds.

They grabbed Taylor and Maria by their necks, dragging them like cattle across the dusty floor. Emily stepped down from the podium, making her way unhurriedly across the room like a Queen in repose. The light rolling off of her: it made her more beautiful than anything I’d ever seen. My cock stood at attention, bliss pouring through my mind just at the sight of her. Another moment and my cock pumped, pouring out an offering onto the floor.

“You cunt!” Maria and Taylor squirmed in the hounds’ grips, but to no avail. “You bitch!”

She smirked coldly as the hounds set their catch out before her, bowing their heads for their Mistress.

“You owe me a debt,” Emily pronounced. “Both of you.”

“We owe nothing!” Taylor screamed.

“We slept for two thousand years!” Maria added.

Emily laughed. If I hadn’t been so madly in love with her, so utterly blissful at her mere presence, that laugh would have severed my sanity in one clean stroke.

“You were damned for eternity,” she said quietly. “It’s almost as if you don’t know what that means.”

Then the real wailing began. Taylor and Maria cried out, screaming at the top of their lungs as Emily put a hand on each of their foreheads. There was a horrible wrenching sensation, like a rift opening up in the fabric of the world itself, and then something just...left them. Something vaguely human shaped, wriggling and old and with angles that made me want to wretch.

Apparently the hounds had no problem with this, though: they scooped up the masses in their mouths and went running, leaping onto the platform and into the obelisks themselves. Twin cracks opened up on the masses as they entered, disappearing into the rock.

I watched all of this dumbfounded, but barely cared. I only had eyes for her, the golden goddess walking towards me. She was perfect, beyond perfect. She really was a Goddess, with a capital G, and as she approached my nostrils filled with her sweet, intoxicating scent: the female equivalent of the power I’d been given inside Khufu’s tomb. Was this what it felt like for Taylor and Maria to submit to me? It was so amazing, addictive...I never wanted it to end.

“Hello there,” she said, smiling as she approached me. My feet touched the ground as she waved her hand. “This body really loves you...Adam, is it?”

“What...” I could barely speak, I was so spellbound. “What are you?”

“Your culture doesn’t have a word for me,” she said with a slight furrowing of her eyebrows. “I suppose Goddess is a close enough approximation. That’s what you’re thinking when you look at me, anyway.”

“Goddess...” I repeated. My cock twitched, a fat gob of seed shooting onto her thigh, but my erection just grew harder and fuller instead of flagging.

“Yes, Goddess will do nicely,” she said with a giggle. “And before I follow those two, I want to be worshipped...”

I can’t even describe what happened next, but I will try. She nuzzled against me, parted her smooth thighs and effortlessly lifted herself onto my cock. Her walls were somehow the tightest, snuggest thing I’d ever felt and the most giving, so that every motion of my shaft inside her wrapped her walls tighter around me. She gasped as I bottomed out inside of her, and I instantly felt an orgasm wash over my body – but I was fucking her, even as I pumped sweet cream inside of her.

“Oh I’ve forgotten how good that feels,” she groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as she rode me. “This body knows you so well, Adam – you’ve taken it in some interesting places...”

In that instant, she touched me and it was like I was there. Every sexual experience I’d ever had with my wife flooded through me at once, like a film reel set on fast-forward. I felt control leave me, until I was nothing but a brute animal pumping away between her swollen walls as hard as I could, filling her again and again with my cock.

“I love it when men lose control,” she panted, her hips locking into a hard, steady rhythm that matched mine. “I love it when you become an animal, a caveman. When civilization falls away from my worshippers and they remember that primal, instinctive urge to breed...”

That urge had certainly taken me over. I pounded away inside her heavenly pussy, orgasm heaping on top of orgasm. I had no idea how my balls could keep making seed to fill her with, but I was: it was dripping down her thighs, coating me and her and a thick mixture of our juices. Dimly in the back of my head I knew what this meant: Emily was pregnant. This time, I was breeding my fertile wife for real.

“That’s right,” the Goddess said, reading my thoughts. “Your wife is the most fertile woman in the world right now – and she’s full to the brim with your seed. I’m so close, Adam, don’t fucking stop!”

I couldn’t stop – no more than I could will myself to drop dead. I fucked her savagely, without mercy, raping the goddess with her full permission as I yanked her hair and manhandled her perfect breasts. I shot again and again, and something hotter and faster started to build behind the bursts of pleasure. Something quite literally out of this world.

“I’m coming!” Emily cried, gripping me oh-so-tight with her hips. “I’m coming, can’t you feel it! Can’t you feel me making you whole?”

I could; it felt like the whole chamber was pulsing along with Emily’s tight, wet walls. Something rose up inside me, cresting at the same time as her, and I was gone. I became the pleasure, the world fading into nothing in an act of pure, worshipful bliss.

“I love you,” I managed to whisper, just as the tsunami devoured us.

“I love you too,” she said, holding me tight. “You’re going to be such a good Dad. We’re going to have so many babies.”

And as we exploded together, cosmic bliss eradicating everything else, I knew she was right.





Epilogue



[image: image]





“So what are we supposed to do now?”

The limo driver had no idea what to make of the four dripping, bruised, very tired people who practically crawled into the back of his cab hours later and asked him to take them home. The car sped down the highway, silent and purring, and this time there were no hounds following me. I was free.

I turned to Taylor, who had asked the question. “What do you mean?”

She bit her lip and looked from Emily to me nervously. “I had...I had that thing in me, bro. It changed me. It made me do things to you, with you...and I liked them. I really, really liked them.”

I looked from her to my wife, then to Maria. Our assistant had passed out almost immediately after getting into the car and had shrugged off our attempts to talk. I didn’t know what was going on in her head, but she’d have to figure it out on her own time.

“How much do you remember?” I asked my sister.

“Everything,” she said, sliding across the seats to me and Emily. “Every single moment. It was like I was the one making the decisions, like I’d agreed to worship you of my own free will.”

“I remember...” Emily tried to put her experience into words and came up short. “It was amazing, Adam. I’ve never felt anything like it. I’ll never forget it, not for the rest of my life.”

“Me either,” I said, dropping an arm over her shoulders. “So...you remember...”

“The sex?” Emily giggled and snuggled closer. “Absolutely. And I remember what you put inside me.”

That was right: I’d made Emily pregnant. No more barren wife for me; whoever or whatever that was inside her had made her ‘the most fertile woman in the world’, and I was sure that meant lots of babies from here on out.

“Um...” Taylor commanded our attention away from our little love-in. “Bro?”

I turned back to her, nodding in sympathy. “Look, I don’t blame you for anything that happened. You weren’t you: you had the soul of an ancient Egyptian Pharaoh living inside of you. I’m not going to hold anything you said or did while you were possessed against you, and neither is Emily. Right, Emily?”

My wife nodded. “Of course.”

“It’s not that,” she said, wringing her hands together between her knees. “Khufu brought out some dark, submissive parts of me, sure. But...a lot of those feelings were already there. And, they might not be in control of me any more, but I still feel them.”

“Oh,” I said, taking that in. “Oh.”

Emily’s eyes widened. “So you’re saying...”

“I’m fighting the urge right now to get on my knees and suck your cock while calling you Master,” Taylor admitted, her face blushing crimson. “I can’t help it! It’s not going away, and I don’t think it ever is and I don’t even want it to...”

“Shh, shh.” This didn’t come from me, but Emily. She leaned forward and pulled my sister into a hug. “It’s okay. I get it.”

“You do?” Taylor sounded surprised. “I thought you’d be mad...”

“Honey, I feel the same thing,” Emily admitted. “I’m tired as hell, I just fought two devil beasts from another dimension, but all I can think about is still fuck and breed and worship. I’m going to leave a wet spot on this seat just imagining all those babies Adam put inside of me.”

“Really?” Taylor’s eyes shined with hope; and I realized after a moment that mine probably did as well. I didn’t really want to end what we had, even though I loved Emily with all my heart. But would she see it that way?

“Yeah,” she said, sighing and leaning against me. Just the feeling of her body against mine was electric.

“I don’t want to stop what we had,” Taylor blurted out, echoing my thoughts. “I...I love you, Emily. I think we could make this work...”

“What, all of us worshipping my husband? Wait, do you...” She leaned over and pressed her face against my chest, inhaling deeply. “Oh shit...”

“What?” I felt myself tense up.

“You still smell,” Emily said with a little laugh. “Fuck, I’m getting high just sniffing you...”

I still had the power? What did that mean – that Khufu and his bride were still out there somewhere, constrained by the nameless Goddess but still plotting? Or was this some final gift I’d been given for my role in all this? Was it some kind of divine test?

Taylor leaned over and put her face against my arm, smelling me completely unconsciously. She inhaled deeply, then pulled back, frowning.

“No,” she said, sounding confused. “He doesn’t smell like anything.”

“Are you kidding? He smells so fucking good...” Emily was already searching under my shirt, hunting for my belt. “You want to share this cock, Tay? You want to be your brother’s whore?”

“Yes!” Taylor said quickly. “You...you don’t mind?”

“I want it too,” Emily said, her voice going ragged with lust. “Come on, let’s fuck a baby into you, sis-in-law. Let’s make this a real harem.”

Taylor and I shared a look. I had no idea if Taylor was immune from my power, if my power only applied to my wife now, or if I’d lost it completely: but I didn’t care. I could figure it out later. For now, I had two gorgeous women I cared deeply about ready to ride my cock, and that was all that mattered.

And maybe, I thought, looking at Maria, a third.



Bonus Story: His Hypnotic Secret
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“Dana, there's something I've got to tell you.”

I frowned and picked at my appetizer. The restaurant was in the middle of its Friday-night rush, and we'd been waiting forever for our entrees – not that it really mattered. It had been ages since I'd seen Mark, and the wait gave us time to catch up and have a few drinks. I had been having more fun than I could remember in months until this odd, whispered declaration.

“What's the matter?” I asked.

He ran a hand through his hair and polished off his mug of beer in a single gulp. Something was obviously bothering him. “It's hard to say. I've been meaning to tell you for a while, actually – you're my best friend, and all...”

“Of course I am,” I said quickly. “What, is it something to do with Jennifer?”

Jennifer was Mark's girlfriend, and the reason we hadn't had time to get together in months was that they'd been spending nearly every waking hour together. It was disgusting in that way that only perfect, romantic-comedy level couples can achieve. 

Mark looked as if he was unsure of what to say. What the hell? He is never like this.

“We broke up, actually,” he stammered.

“What? No way – oh, I'm so sorry.” Ever the courteous friend, I flagged down a waitress and let her know via hand signals to bring him another beer – and a third glass of wine for me. “What happened?”

“I broke it off,” he said, snapping a french fry in half and popping it in his mouth. “I just can't do that to her anymore.”

“Do what?” I was flabbergasted. “Wait a minute: you broke up with her?”

He looked at me gravely and nodded.

“Why? I mean, the two of you seemed so perfect together. And she's smart, funny, and...” I trailed off, trying to think of a way to say the last part without being insulting.

“You can say it,” Mark said with a low chuckle. “She's better looking than me.”

“No! I mean...”

He looked at my discomfort and broke into a laugh. That was more like the Mark I knew. “Really, it's okay. You can be honest with me. She was way out of my league.”

“Out of your planet,” I said before I could stop myself. Still, it was true – Jennifer was one of the most gorgeous women I had ever met. She looked like she'd walked right off a runway in Paris or Milan into Mark's life. I should clarify that Mark is no straggler in the looks department; he's an alright-looking man. Not too fat, good head of hair, great smile. Just...kind of average. Not the sort of guy you see with a woman like Jennifer on his arm – unless that guy has a house in the Caymans somewhere.

Mark smiled a lopsided grin. “So hard to believe I was the one who broke it off?”

“I just don't get it. I mean, you and her, it was like...” I smacked my hands together, drawing the stares of the couple at the next booth down. “Wow.”

“Yeah,” he said wistfully. “It was perfect. That was the problem.”

“Oh? What's wrong with perfect?”

He shook his head. He opened his mouth to speak, but just then the waitress arrived with our drinks.

“Your food will be out in a moment,” she said, flashing Mark a beaming smile. She didn't so much as look at me.

“Thanks.”

“Anything for you, baby.” She strutted away, rolling her hips. My jaw dropped – she was flirting with him! Shamelessly!

“Well, if you're looking to go on the rebound, you could do worse,” I said, turning back to him.

He rolled his eyes. “I have that effect on people.”

Taking a sip of his beer, he made an appreciative little noise and continued speaking. “Anyway: it was perfect, but...not because it was perfect, if you understand.”

I took a sip of wine and shook my head. “Nope. Enlighten me.”

He sighed, searching the table as if looking for clues. “How do I explain it to you...do you remember when I switched majors a few years ago?”

“Oh yeah.” Back in college, Mark had been on track for a law degree – his grades were off the chart, compared to mine (which were nice, but nothing special). Then, out of nowhere with three semesters to go, he tossed the whole thing overboard and went for a degree in social work instead. Drove his parents crazy – they just about cut him off entirely. Now Mark's a social worker for real, putting troubled families back together – and the crazy thing is, he's good at it - really, really good. Like, “gets random gifts from old clients thanking him nearly every week” good. The decision was bad for his wallet, but good for his soul.

He narrowed his eyes. “Why do you think I did that? One week, just decide to throw the whole course of my life off-track?”

“We've never really talked about it,” I said slowly, sipping my wine. It was really starting to go to my head – where was our food. “I guess I assumed the obvious: you wanted to help people, you wanted to make a difference, you wanted a clean conscience...”

“All true. But that wasn't the main reason. The main reason is...” He stopped, glancing back down at the table, then chuckled. “The real reason is way more complicated.”

“Try me.”

He looked straight at me. His gray eyes gleamed in the light above the booth. “I have a gift,” he said. “An...ability that lets me help people.”

I nodded slowly, drawing my lips together. “Okay.”

“That week where everything changed, a few years back...that was when I discovered it. I don't know if its something I've always been able to do and only just then became aware of it, or if I came into contact with something at college that gave me the ability. Believe me, if the second option is true I've been wracking my brains trying to figure out what might have done it.”

He was talking quickly, frantically, obviously feeling very conflicted about how much to tell me. “Mark,” I said. “It's me. Dana. We've known each other since the third grade. Your mom and my mom used to do bake sales together, for God's sake. You don't have to be so freaked out.”

He smiled and wiped his brow. “I'm sorry. I just don't know how to explain. You're the first person I've ever told about this – I guess I've been afraid if people found out, they might lock me away.”

“Well, I'm definitely not locking you into anything other than another round of drinks,” I said, slapping the table gently. “So tell me – what's this mystery ability?”

He leaned in close, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Empathy.”

I guess my reaction wasn't what he expected; he shot back like a rocket as I erupted into laughter. After a few seconds, I saw the way he was looking at me and calmed down, holding a napkin over my mouth.

“Empathy?” I asked. “That's not exactly a unique ability – well, maybe in this day and age...”

“Yeah, but most people's is internal,” he said gravely. “Mine isn't – it's all over the fucking place.”

I could feel my brows furrowing in confusion. “I don't get it.”

His mouth moved silently as he sought a better way to explain. Finally, he seized on it. “You've seen our waitress?”

I snorted. “How could I miss her? She's been giving you the fuck-me eyes ever since we walked in the door. 'Anything you want, baby', I mean, get real!”

“It's not her fault,” he said. “I'm attracted to her.”

“Uh huh,” I retorted. “I bet. And this is your fault...how?”

“Empathy,” he repeated. “Projected empathy.”

I looked from him to the waitress – who was leaning over the wood of the bar, thrusting her tits out and making a 'come hither' face – then back to Mark. He looked at me gravely and nodded.

I could feel my eyes widening with shock and horror. “You're kidding,” I said. “She's feeling what you're feeling?”

“I think its something we all do, to an extent,” he said, staring into the distance like he was talking to himself. “It's just more...pronounced in me.” His eyes slid to mine and his vision cleared, like he was just remembering I was there. “It's why I'm so good at my job,” he said.

I was aghast. “Because you make waitresses horny?”

He shook his head, clearly frustrated. “Because whatever I'm feeling, the people around me feel, Dana. When I stay calm, the people I'm talking to are able to stay calm – even when discussing their fucked-up home lives. When I'm calm, and assured, I can make them feel like everything is okay, especially when it isn't. Do you understand?”

I sat there for a moment, pondering – then nodded. “I think so. You can't control it, can you?”

A wry little grin split his face. “Not a bit. When I met Jennifer for the first time – God, I wanted her like I'd never wanted any woman before. You saw how beautiful she is.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I mean, who wouldn't want to fuck her? Those long, tanned legs, those cheekbones to die for – god, just looking at her made me wonder how that pretty face looked all flushed and sweaty while she rode you...”

I trailed off, gradually realizing what I had said. I clapped a hand over my mouth. “Oh God! Did you just do that to me?”

“It's leaking a bit. Mentioning Jennifer did it, I think.” He shrugged. “Anyway, that's why I had to break it off with her. It wasn't real, what we had between us. Honestly, she was starting to feel more like my slave than my girlfriend!”

“Yeah...” I said dreamily. I couldn't stop thinking about it – the way things must've been between them. How every moment she spent with him, his lust burned through her brain like a beam of light refracted through a mirror to scorching heat. I bet she did everything for him, I thought. Even stuff she'd never done for a boy before.

I shook my head and took another sip of wine. Those thoughts weren't mine – they were part of Mark's power. His empathy. But that was okay – now that I knew about it, I just wouldn't let it get the better of me. It would be simple.

I had to get my mind on something else. “Have you ever considered going to a doctor, or something?”

He snorted. “Why? Even if I found one who believed me, what good would it do?”

“Maybe you could learn to control it a little better,” I said, harsher than I had intended. My first encounter with Mark's powers had left me a little shaken. “I mean, I'm your best friend and the furthest thing in the world from a lesbian, and you've got me over here...fantasizing about your ex-girlfriend. Against my will, I might add.”

He gave me a wry little grin. “I had wondered about that...”

“What, whether or not I'm gay? When have I ever given you cause to think...”

“No, no,” he said, waving his hands. “Calm down. I just thought – I don't know, whether my powers of persuasion were so overwhelming that they could even override someone's sexual orientation. Or whether they were just amplifying something inside you.”

“Well,” I said coldly, “now you know.”

“Mmh hmm.” He sipped his beer and glanced across the room. “That waitress does look good, though.”

“Oh, definitely.” The words were out of my mouth before my brain could catch up.

“Usually I don't like girls with overlarge breasts, but hers...” He grinned. “Well, they're quite a sight, no?”

I nodded mutely. How did he know that was the first thing I'd noticed about her? Unless that was him in my mind, pressing against me, making me feel the attraction he felt for her.  But goddamn, she did have some fantastic tits...

“And those thighs, mmh,” he said, puckering his lips. “Prime meat, all the way from her ass to the floor. Couldn't you just imagine those wet, dripping thighs wrapped around your head, Dana?”

Suddenly I could. I could see it in my mind, like a memory I'd forgotten – the gorgeous waitress, riding my mouth as she squealed with passion. Her wet, juicy pussy underneath my tongue, clit slick with saliva as I tasted her over and over again...

As if in response to my thoughts, the waitress appeared, bearing two trays and another round of drinks I didn't remember asking for. I didn't even care: my eyes were glued to her breasts, straining against the fabric of her low cut top. God, they looked amazing – fuck the food, there were only two things at this table I wanted a mouthful of...

“Here y'all go,” the waitress said with a wink. “Club sandwich for you, miss, and for you a nice, fat, juicy steak.” 

The waitress placed Mark's steak on the table, leaning extra far and jutting out her tits. Any further and we would've had a wardrobe malfunction on our hands. I knew I should have been horrified, but I was busy fighting the urge to slide a hand under her skirt and see if those thighs were as warm and wet as Mark had described.

“Now if there's anything the two of y'all need, you just call – I'll be there with bells on!” She gave Mark a naughty wink that seemed to say: and not much else.

He put his hand on top of hers. “Thanks,” he said. “In fact, why don't you come sit next to me?”

“Oh sug, I would love to,” the waitress cooed. She slid in beside Mark, her hands going everywhere: under his shirt, across his shoulders, under the table to god-knows-where. “I have been on my feet all day; feels good to sit down for a bit.”

“I know just how to treat a girl,” Mark said with a smirk.

The waitress leaned in, raising one of her legs into Mark's lap. “Oh, I'll just bet you do, sug.”

Unhurriedly, Mark cut into his steak and took a bite. He chewed slowly, savoring the look on my face. “God damn, that's delicious,” he said.

He took a sip of beer and leaned back, running his fingers over the waitress' leg. “Now do you understand what I mean when I say 'projected empathy', Dana?”

My mouth was dry. The thoughts that filled my head didn't belong there; they belonged in some porno so dirty you had to subscribe to an Internet mailing list to see it. “Yes.”

“I want to fuck this waitress; I look at her and all sorts of primal shit lights up in my brain – I want to take her like a caveman, pound her into the bed until she can't walk the next day – and she responds to that. Just like you respond to it; you can't help yourself from becoming attracted to her, too. Straight or no, you want this girl, don't you? Admit it.”

“God yes I do,” I whispered. Please let her want me too, I thought. Please let Mark make her want me.

“I want to see you and this girl together, did you know that?”

My heart leapt with joy. “I...I had an inkling of that, yes.”

Mark traced his fingers up the waitress' leg...and kept on going, moving up until he was under her skirt. With a quick motion he moved her panties aside, and then he was inside her. The waitress' mouth dropped open and her eyes rolled back as she clamped her mouth shut, struggling not to cry out with pleasure.

“Do you know why I really asked you here, Dana?”

I couldn't stop myself anymore – I had no control. “I hope its for me to fuck your new friend because honestly, I'm so hot for her and I've never felt horny like this before...”

He chuckled darkly. “That's part of it, yes. But the main reason is simple: because of who you are, and what you mean to me. Do you want to know why I really haven't been to any doctors? Why I've kept this a closely guarded secret, so much so that I broke it off with Jennifer rather than risk being found out?”

My mind was spinning with so much lust it was an effort to respond. “Why?”

“Trust,” he said, leaning forward. “I don't know any of these people, I don't trust them. Who knows what might happen if the wrong person found out about my ability? But you, Dana – you and I have been friends forever. I trust you with my secrets. You're the only person I've told.”

“Wow,” I whispered. “Thank you.”

“Of course. And the more I thought about confiding in you, the more I began to realize – you're a very beautiful woman, Dana. Even Jennifer didn't have legs half as nice as yours.”

Oh God, he likes my legs! My mind exploded with joy. He likes my legs! What I was feeling wasn't true self-esteem – it was just the reflection off Mark – but that didn't make it any less real. I was starting to feel things for Mark, serious things. I was going through in a matter of seconds what most couples took years to achieve – a level of intimacy, caring...love.

I love Mark, I realized. The shock of it took my breath away.

“I...I think I love you, Dana,” Mark finally said. “I know that might freak you out right this instant, but maybe with a little time-”

“I love you too,” I blurted, a huge grin splitting my face. “I love you so fucking much, Mark. You have no idea, ohmigod I just...I've never felt this way about any one before. I've never loved anyone as much as I do you right this moment.”

He smiled. “I'm so happy to hear that.”

“I want to love you, Mark. Right now.”

He arched an eyebrow. “Right now?”

“I've got to have you. I need you inside me right now – I can't wait another minute. Oh, we've wasted so much time, Mark!”

He glanced over at the waitress, who was lost in her own world as Mark's fingers worked within her. “I think it would be hot if she came along,” he said.

“Of course, baby,” I said huskily. “You know I'll do whatever you want. I...I want her, too.”

“Even though you're straight?” His tone was mocking.

“For you, Mark, maybe I could bend just a little bit.”

He slid to the side, depositing the waitress back on her feet. “Come with us,” he told her.

In an instant, we were heading to the back of the restaurant, where the bathrooms and the kitchen were. I was someone was going to stop us – two guests absolutely reeking of sex and a half-fucked waitress with no panties – but everyone carried on as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Abruptly, I realized I knew why: because Mark was telling them not to worry. Mark was going to take care of everything from now on.

Just the thought of it made my panties wet.

He opened the door of the ladies' room and checked inside – empty. “In here,” he said. 

As soon as we were inside and the door was closed, he picked up our waitress and set her on the edge of the countertop, looking over her approvingly. She spread her legs and leaned back, flashing the pair of us a naughty smile.

“Now,” he said, looking at me, “you want to be a bad girl for me, don't you? You want to do every naughty thing I tell you to, no matter how wild or degrading it is.”

“I...I do,” I said, flushing. He was right – the moment he said it, all I could think about was how happy I would be to make his wildest, sickest fantasies come true.

“Good,” he said, and laughed. “Honestly, I'd never tried using my powers like this before Jennifer – the results are beyond anything I could have dreamed!” He stroked the side of my face with a finger. “You're so beautiful, Dana.”

“I am,” I said, and believed it. “Thank you.”

He leaned forward and whispered in my ear: “I want to watch you taste her.”

I looked over at the counter, where the waitress sat ready, legs spread with a naughty smile on her face. What was left of her skirt just barely covered what I knew was hot and wet underneath. The desire to eat her out, to do exactly what Mark wanted me to do, filled me like an exotic drug. I was compelled, but I also really, really wanted to taste that fucking cunt.

So I did.

Bent forward like a bow. Face buried between her warm, golden thighs. Feeling Mark's eyes on me, the waiting moans and cries of the waitress as my face tickled the entrance to her most sensitive areas.

Then I found her clit, and it was like magic. 

She was so wet, I couldn't believe a grown woman could be so horny. Of course, I realized, that's exactly what Mark wanted – so it was exactly what he got. As I began to work my tongue around her clit she pulled up her skit, tearing it in her zeal to show off what I was doing. To give Mark a show.

“Oh God, I can't believe you're really doing this,” I heard Mark say behind me. “Eating out a girl you've only just met...you really are a bad girl.”

“I'm your bad girl, Mark,” I said, pulling my head up from the waitress' cunt only to dive right back in again.

“I've got to have you,” he whispered. “You want me. You want me even more than you want to keep doing what you're doing.”

I did. Oh fuck how I did. My body started writhing uncontrollably, barely able to contain my horniness.

My pleas came out in a rush. “Fuck yes Mark please I need you inside me right now I want you I need you my cunt needs your cock please complete me Mark...”

I felt him working at me from behind, unzipping my pants, yanking them down. I helped as much as I was able, wriggling out of the skintight denim and kicking it off my legs when it got low enough.

“I'm not wearing a condom,” Mark teased. “Do you have anything you want to say about that?”

I was about to tell him to stop, to say I was right on my fertile period, but then the combination of his empathy and his cock pressing against my entrance changed my mind completely.

“Good! I want it in me, unprotected! I want to feel you blow your load in me and know it's the absolute best feeling I could give you, not into some shitty rubber! God, I'm so fertile Mark, you could probably knock me up the first time you fuck me! Would you like that? Knocking me up, showing the world what a good little bitch I am for you?”

Apparently that was all the coaxing he needed. As the words left my lips, I felt him slide inside me, stretching my walls with his fat, throbbing prick. I don't know if it was Mark's empathy telling me this or what, but I'd swear I'd never had anything this size inside of me before – and I loved it. 

“Oh God baby, oh fuck please pound me,” I cried, gripping the waitress' thighs white-knuckle tight as he fucked me. I had forgotten her pleasure entirely, but from the flushed, drugged look in her eyes I could tell she didn't mind – Mark's pleasure was rolling off him like radiation, trickling into our psyches. It was a high like nothing I'd ever felt, and all I wanted was more of it.

“You want me to come inside of you,” Mark said, his hips locking into a harsh, primal rhythm. 

“Yes! Please come in me, Master!” I was gone, far past logic, reason, barely able to form a coherent thought.

“You love me,” he said. “You want to spend the rest of your life with me.”

“I love you so much, baby! So fucking much it hurts! I love you so much I want to marry and you and be your little slut wife and do everything you want me to do...”

“God, you were always the one for me, Dana,” he said in amazement, shaking his head. “I want you to come when I do. I want to feel you clench around me as I shoot my load inside your wet, willing pussy. That is what I want most.”

The cry tore from my throat – it had to be loud enough for the entire restaurant to hear. “I want that too! Please, please, I'm so close to coming, I want to come just for you, please come in me Master...”

With a harsh cry, Mark grabbed me by the hips and slammed me down on his cock as hard as he could, reaching a part of my cunt I had never thought could be pleasured before. The contact was electric; even as I felt his cock erupt with spurt after spurt of hot, sticky come I felt my mind give way like a cheap card table. I came with a cry, riding his cock, clenching around him in just the way he'd demanded of me, milking his pleasure for every inch I could.

I made it perfect for him, and that made it perfect for me.

As I came back to the world, I saw our waitress on her knees cleaning Mark's cock. I eagerly joined her, the two of us licking him clean and sharing every drop of come that oozed from his slowly-softening shaft.

“Was I good for you, Mark?” I asked as the waitress moved away and began reapplying her lipstick. “Was I worth waiting for?”

“Oh, Dana,” Mark said, helping me to my feet. “You are a wonder. It feels so good to finally have a partner I can trust, someone I can share my life with and not worry about my ability. You've made me so happy, Dana.”

I knew – I could feel the happiness, radiating from him like sunlight. It filled me up, pushing away any doubts or misgivings I might have had about becoming Mark's whore. All I wanted to do was bask in that light, now and for the rest of my life.
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They knelt before me, worshiping me.

On either side of me, my step-mother and step-sister were on their knees, their perfect mouths wrapped around my cock. Their lips met, my throbbing, precum-coated head sliding between them as every molecule in their bodies focused on my pleasure. Any thoughts of resistance, any idea that what they were doing was wrong was washed away by the burning need in their pussies, their constant urge to suck and fuck and be bred by their Master.

It wasn't just their minds that I'd changed. Their bodies had been molded as if by an expert sculptor, transformed into wet-dream fantasies capable of stopping traffic. Where my step-mother's sag and middle-aged wear-and-tear had been was a perfect bimbo body, looking a decade younger, with massive gravity-defying tits I ached to slide my cock between. Where my step-sister had been weak, she was now as lithe and agile as an Olympic athlete: capable of serving me in any position I could dream up.

I'd tried very hard to be good; to resist the call of my newfound powers. But as my two new slaves teased and sucked at my cock, all I could think about was adding even more girls to my harem – and how quickly things had changed...
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“Jacob, look out! I'm going to fall!”

The handles of the wheelchair wobbled in my grip as I hit the curb. My step-sister Moira gripped the seat, tilting forward and nearly spilling out onto the hot pavement.

“Jesus!” The chair hit the asphalt with a heavy thump, then finally stopped shaking. “Sorry, Moira.”

She shook her head and sighed. “It's okay. It's not like I can feel it, anyway.”

I pulled a face. Moira was definitely in one of her moods today. Her session with the physical therapist must not have gone well. I knew she was frustrated at the lack of progress: we all were. Unfortunately, sometimes it caused her to lash out in some unproductive ways.

Six months ago, Moira had been an average teenager: gorgeous, popular and nerdy as hell. She'd been excited to apply for college, to be out on her own for the first time in her life, to grow up. Then, two weeks after her eighteenth birthday, she'd been hit by a drunk driver. The accident derailed everything. After the initial outpouring of sympathy and support, her friends started abandoning her, not inviting her places because she was “that girl in the wheelchair.” Her boyfriend left her for a cheerleader, she started falling behind on her studies, and to be honest I didn't blame her for getting depressed. The whole situation sucked.

The doctors said she'd be able to walk again with regular therapy, but so far progress had been agonizingly slow. She was able to get up in an emergency, but after a few steps the pain would be so bad she'd have to lie down for hours. I felt for her, deeply, which was part of the reason I was still at home – going to community college and helping my step-mother take care of her instead of going to my dream college two states away.

All this flickered through my mind in an instant as I stared down at her, watching her as she fought back tears. I would have done anything to make her feel better – I'd have traded places in a second. But there was nothing I could do.

“Quit crying,” I told her in a joking tone, pushing her chair across the parking lot. “Winners don't cry.”

It was a favored phrase of hers back in the good days, when she used to push herself to the limit chasing her dreams.

“I'm crying because of how clumsy you are,” she said, a tiny smile flickering over her features. “I can't believe my Mom married a guy with such a clumsy oaf for a son.”

“Hey, this clumsy oaf is grilling steaks for dinner tonight,” I told her. “You keep that up and yours is going to be so overdone you could use it as a Frisbee.”

That made her laugh. I loved the way Moira laughed – it was such a carefree, joyous sound. Ever since our parents had gotten married, I'd been the funny one – the one who smoothed over the rough patches in our family with jokes. It was still what I fell back on whenever I couldn't figure out what to say.

“You're a dork,” she said. “When I get out of this chair for good the first thing I'm going to do is kick your ass.”

“I'm looking forward to it,” I said – I really was.

Heat spilled off the pavement as we made our way to the car. I'd had to park all the way at the back of the  lot – when your sister's therapy takes place in an office complex that caters to people with disabilities, the handicapped parking spaces are always full.

Now that the mood had been lightened somewhat, I felt comfortable asking: “So how was therapy today?”

Moira groaned like an old soldier remembering a particularly awful battle. “Same old shit, Jake.”

I swallowed, not letting any of my anxiety show. “Still making progress?”

She sighed. “Kimberly says I am, but I can't see it. It's so frustrating, doing the same exercises day after day...”

I stopped paying attention – because a car came roaring into the parking lot. One I recognized.

It was a late-model BMW, painted a garish and shocking shade of pink. Everything about it, from the shining custom rims to the dollar sign hanging from the rear view mirror screamed 'superficial', yelled 'I'm better than you' at the top of the driver's lungs.

Please let it be someone else driving her car, I thought, panic filling me. Please don't be her...

The driver parked two spaces away from our van, and the driver's side door opened. Today was not my lucky day: the woman stepping out of the vehicle, glasses in hand, was none other than Amanda Miller.

Moira saw, too: her face went white as a sheet. “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “Not this bitch.”

This bitch was actually a rather light way of describing Amanda. She was a stuck-up brat, the daughter of wealthy lawyers who never let you forget that she was richer than you, prettier than you or better than you. From her expensive thigh-high boots to her long, elegantly-styled blonde hair, she was a walking wet dream: she could be a movie star or a model, and every guy in school knew it – but she had the brain of a total sociopath.

I knew why Moira freaked out just at the sight of her. Amanda's mother had been the lawyer who represented the drunk driver who hit her: and she was way better than the representation we'd been able to afford. Thanks to Amanda's family, we'd only gotten a fraction of the settlement we'd been hoping for – not enough for the kind of treatment Moira really needed to get back on her feet and walking again. She was the reason I couldn't afford to go to a good college – why I was still living at home taking care of my sister when most of my friends were living in dorms, getting drunk every weekend and smashing girls. She'd ruined our lives.

I hated her with every fiber of my being. And she was so fucking hot that it drove me crazy.

God, she turned me on. Just looking at her in that short skirt and boots made me shift Moira's wheelchair to hide the way my pants swelled. The lust was tempered with hate. In a better, more fair world, I'd have thrown Amanda to the ground and fucked her until she'd screamed, until she'd begged to make everything up to my family and please me like the submissive little slut she secretly was. I wanted to fuck that smug little look off her face – I wanted her to know what it was like to be powerless. I wanted to come inside her, and knock her up with my heirs, and show her parents what an awful little bitch they'd raised.

But I couldn't do anything like that. If I so much as laid one finger on Amanda, her parents would file a lawsuit that would bankrupt us. We'd be out on the street, and Moira would never walk again. The worst part was, she knew this – and she knew I knew it.

She made her way across the parking lot, grinning at the two of us like we were some kind of sideshow for her amusement.

“Hey, Jake,” she said, her voice full of fake camaraderie. “You out walking the dog?”

I felt a growl working its way up my throat. It was no secret that Amanda had hated Moira before her accident, in the way that only a truly jealous high-school girl can hate. I felt my hands ball into fists, shaking with rage.

“Fuck you, Amanda,” Moira said.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, trying to sound cold. It just came off as pathetic.

“I'm here to pick up my boyfriend – Tyler's over in the sports medicine building, having his knee looked at before the big game. Don't worry, he's going to be just fine – he's not a loser like some people.” She flashed that movie star grin and giggled. “How's community college, by the way?”

I'd heard more than enough. If she thought she was going to get off on riling us up, she was wrong. I pushed Moira past her, threw open the door to the van and started helping Moira inside.

“Do you need any help?” Amanda's voice was saccharine sweet. “It looks like she's put on a few pounds lately – she's probably heavier than you're used to.”

Tears dribbled at the corners of Moira's eyes. “That fucking bitch,” she whispered, sounding on the verge of tears.

I couldn't take it. “You know what?” I asked, leaning out of the van.

Amanda turned around looking intrigued. “Yes, Jake?”

“You have a perfect life,” I said. “Why do you have to make other people feel like shit all the time?”

For a second, I could tell my words had stunned her to silence – but with snakes like her, it's always only a second. An instant later, that grin was back on her face.

“Because you are shit, Jacob,” she said, like she was explaining something to a child. “Your whole white-trash family is shit. And now you've gotten what you deserve.”

I was shaking. Amanda seized on it, like a shark to blood.

“You wanna hit me, Jakie?” She took a step forward. “Go on, cold cock me – give me one right here.” She pointed to her eye, another giggle bursting from her throat. “I dare you.”

I wanted to. I wanted to do more than that – I wanted to throw her against the van and finger her until she begged for my cock – but I knew what would happen to my family if I let myself go. So I just went back to fastening Moira's seatbelt.

“Didn't think so,” she said, leaning in close. “You pussy.”

I finished latching Moira in, then counted silently to ten before I dared look back. When I did, she was gone.

I sighed heavily with relief and got into the car. We sat there for a few minutes: me trying to get my pulse back under control, Moira trying to stem her tears.

“Why is she so awful?” Moira asked. “What did we ever do to her?”

I shook my head. “It's not about that. It never is with girls like her. Let's get home.”

I tried not to think about it: instead letting my brain follow the memorized map from physical therapy back to our house. I moved on muscle memory, and soon I wasn't thinking at all until Moira interrupted me:

“You smell,” she said.

“Oh, gee, thanks,” I said sarcastically. “That's just what I needed to hear on top of everything else today.”

“I don't mean it like that.” Her voice sounded...strange. Different, somehow. “You smell...I dunno, nice. The way a man is supposed to smell.”

“Eww, gross,” I said, laughing. “You perv.”

I could see her roll her eyes in the rear view mirror. “I meant it as a compliment, Jacob.”

“Well, please don't compliment me again, sis.”

Her voice turned serious. “I mean it. You need to get out more, bro. We both know Amanda wouldn't be able to get under your skin so bad if...”

“...if I had a girlfriend,” I finished for her. “You know I have like zero time for that, right?”

She blushed guiltily. “I know. I feel awful about it. It's all my fault.”

“It is not your fault,” I assured her. “Look, we've both just had a really shitty experience. Why don't we try to forget it and have a nice night? And for God's sake, don't tell Mom about it.”

She laughed – another of those wonderful, thrilling laughs. “Like I would ever tell Mom something like that. You know you're the only one I can confide in.”

I wished that weren't so, but it was true. Mom was even busier than I was these days, trying to keep the mortgage paid and the bill collectors at bay. Things had been bad already when Dad bailed on us – and Moira's accident had just made things tougher.

Some people might have expected me to bail, too: after all, Moira and Sarah weren't technically my family. But we'd been together since I was a kid, they'd raised me, so the question of leaving was absurd in my mind. Sarah was my Mom, and Moira was my sister, even if we weren't related by blood. Leaving them would have been no different than leaving any other type of family.

The house was all lit up as we pulled into the driveway. Mom never could remember to turn a light off once she left a room.

As I got Moira out of her seat and helped her back into her wheelchair, Mom appeared at the front door. Even after everything that had happened, my step-mother Sarah was still a beautiful, vivacious woman, with a core that hadn't been destroyed by the awful events in our family these last six months. Despite approaching middle-age, she had a firm, attractive body and a pleasing face – so much so that she regularly beat out girls half her age in tips by the end of the weekend. Yes, my step-mother worked at one of those restaurants where girls dressed up in slutty costumes while men drooled all over them: like so much else, we weren't proud of it but it put food on the table. And if the jokes my friends sometimes made about it were anything to go by, she was really good at it.

She'd changed out of her uniform and into one of Dad's old sweatshirts – it went down to mid-thigh on her, giving me no idea of what if anything she wore underneath it.

“Hey, you two,” she said as I helped Moira up the walk. “Welcome back. How was therapy?”

“Fine,” Moira lied. “How was work?”

Mom smiled, but there was weariness behind it. “Great! Lots of tips. Worked up quite an appetite – I'm looking forward to those steaks, Jacob.”

“Me too. I'll get right on it, then we'll all have dinner. Sound good?”

“Sure.” As I passed by, Mom wrinkled her nose. “You...you smell, Jake.”

I rolled my eyes. “I know. Moira told me. I'll go take a shower before I cook dinner...”

Mom shook her head. “No, it's not that...” Completely un-selfconsciously, she leaned over and inhaled a deep whiff of my neck. “Is that some new cologne?”

“Mom, you know I don't wear cologne,” I said, feeling a little awkward.

“Well, whatever you're doing, keep it up,” she said approvingly. “It smells...kinda nice.”

––––––––
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Dinner went incredibly well. I got the steaks cooked while Mom made some of her famous loaded baked potatoes, and we all dug in, starved from our long days. Mom and Moira conversed animatedly, with an openness and warmth I hadn't seen since before the accident. It was kind of strange, but also good. Mom even popped open a bottle of wine and let Moira and I have a little, and soon we were sitting around the table gossiping and making fun of the people who'd wronged us. It was a great meal, the kind of refreshing night I hadn't had in ages.

Once we'd finished and I helped Moira back to her room to work on her college essays, Mom and I tackled the dishes. She rolled up her sleeves and ran the water, staring down at it for a few moments before looking over at me.

It was a few seconds before I realized she was just staring, looking me up and down like I was someone she'd never seen before. “Uh, Mom?” I waved a hand in front of her face. “You're starting to weird me out.”

“Huh? Oh, sorry honey,” she said with an awkward little laugh. “I must have been zoning out. How about I wash the dishes and you rinse them?”

I told her that sounded good to me – that was the way we usually did it. The big sink had two sections, and soon one was full of suds and the other with cool, clear water. Mom stood next to me, scrubbing the dishes of food, and I rinsed them off and stacked them on the drying rack.

We'd just gotten started when Mom suddenly leaned over and sniffed me again, long and hard. She sighed gently and shuddered, pressing her body against me just a little harder than I expected.

“You okay?” I asked.

To my surprise, she giggled. Mom never giggled. “Yeah, you just smell nice,” she said. “You smell...I dunno, it kind of reminds me of your father.”

“Oh.” I felt my expression darken. “I hope nothing else about me is like him.”

She looked at me appraisingly. “He had his flaws, but he was a good father – for a while, at least. He certainly raised a hell of a son.” Mom also never swore in front of us, even mild ones like 'hell' and 'damn', so even that gentle one surprised me.

“You had just as much to do with that as he did,” I said. “More than that, even.”

“Thanks, honey,” she said, pulling me into a soapy hug. I couldn't help but notice she used the opportunity to smell me deeply again. “That means a lot.”

I thought that was the end of it, and for about thirty seconds we went back to washing dishes in silence. Then she spoke up again:

“You know, I really don't think you get enough credit. You really are a wonderful son – you take care of your sister, you take care of me...this place would fall apart without you. You're amazing, Jacob.”

I was stunned. “Wow. Gee, thanks.”

She smiled in response and nudged me. “You even made us all dinner after a long, hard day. You know what I would do for your father, if he'd done all that for us after a long day at work?”

“No. What?”

She leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “I'd give him a blowjob.”

My mouth dropped open. “Mom!”

“What? Oh, I know it's awkward, hearing about your parents having sex, isn't it?” She leaned forward and smelled me again, sniffing hard. “I think I must have had a little too much of that wine...”

I was still reeling. “I...I don't want to hear about how you used to put Dad's penis in your mouth.”

“Oh, I didn't just put it in my mouth, honey. I sucked it. I could take the whole thing down my throat for him – it used to drive him crazy. God, it's been so long since I've done that for a man.”

I took a step back. “Mom. This is really awkward.”

“Oh, baby, it's only awkward because you make it that way. Are you really so shocked that your Mom and Dad made each other feel good?”

I mean, I guess I wasn't – but that didn't mean I wanted to hear about it in graphic detail.

“Can we just not talk about that?” I asked. “Let's talk about something else.”

“Of course, Jake,” Mom said, leaning against me. “We can talk about whatever you want.” She sniffed me one more time, sighing with pleasure. “God, you smell so good, honey. So...so fucking manly. It's kind of turning me on...”

“MOM!” I was so shocked, I pushed her away. “That is not cool!”

“It's true,” she said with another giggle. “You're such a strong, handsome young man. You look just like your father when he was your age, and you smell so good...”

She leaned back against me and put her mouth to my ear. “If you were him, I'd drop to my knees right now and suck you off until you blew in my mouth. You deserve that, Jacob. You deserve everything you want. You're such a good man.”

As she was talking, her hand came up my waist and gently gripped my cock through my pants. I was already half-hard, despite trying not to be, and it was like something _ changed_ the moment she touched me. Like some switch in the primal, caveman part of my brain had been flipped: I suddenly stopped seeing her as Mom and started seeing her as an attractive woman who wants to fuck. I'm not proud of what I did next, but it was like something inside of me took control. I was hyper-aware of my own smell, something musky and masculine pouring from my pores, and Mom was right. It did smell good. It smelled like sex.

“Well,” I said, fighting back nervousness, “why don't you?”

Her eyes widened with naughty glee. She licked her lips, her gaze moving down to my hardening bulge.

“I know it's wrong, baby,” she whimpered, “but I want to.” Even as she spoke, she was slinking to her knees, pressing her hands against my erection like it had become her entire world.

“You have to be quiet,” she whispered, looking up at me. “If Moira hears us, she'll never understand. This is just between us, okay?”

I nodded eagerly. I would have agreed to anything at that point, anything to get my cock out of my pants and into her mouth. All I could think was how good it would feel, the utter sense of release that would flood me at having my dick sucked by this beautiful, willing woman. That I thought of her as my Mom only made me harder.

With a naughty grin, Mom slipped my cock from my pants. It was thick and hard, the fat purple head already dripping with precum, and her eyes widened and mouth dropped open at the sight of it.

“Oh...my,” she whispered, her breath coming hot and fast. “You are a big boy, Jacob.”

“Bigger than Dad?” I asked.

She nodded, looking at my cock with something akin to awe. “You should be proud of this, Jake. Most women would kill to have a guy with a big cock like this satisfy them.”

The thought of satisfying a woman with my cock made another spurt of precum leave my cock. Mom laughed quietly and touched the tip of her tongue to the head of my dick, licking it up.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, closing her eyes. Her face radiated bliss. “It tastes the way you smell.”

“What? I smell like come?”

She shook her head. “No, you just...God, you taste so fucking good, Jacob...”

Before I could form another question, Mom relaxed her mouth and slipped the head of my cock between her lips, sucking it gently. I let out a small involuntary cry of pleasure as she lapped at the head, cleaning the precum from it and running her tongue over the sensitive ridge at the same time.

She pulled off, blinking hard. I couldn't believe it: Mom looked stoned off my come.

“Oh wow, Jake,” she groaned. “Oh fuck...!”

As I watched, spellbound, Mom's eyes rolled into the back of her head. Her body quivered, shaking even though she tried to control herself, her thighs squeezing together. She shut her lips tight to keep from screaming but a high whine of pleasure still left her throat. Her face grew red, then gradually relaxed.

When she opened her eyes again, she looked like she'd just had the most wonderful experience of her life.

“Mom...” My throat was suddenly dry. “Did you just come?”

“Oh baby,” she whimpered, stroking my shaft. “Oh baby I think I did! Isn't that so awful? Aren't I wicked, bad little mommy?”

What was bringing this on? I realized I didn't give a shit. “Yeah,” I said, starting to get into it. “You're bad.”

“That's right – I took all that pleasure for myself and didn't give my big, strong man any.” She tapped her mouth with two fingers, parting her lips to show me the warm, wet interior of her throat. “Don't you want to teach me a lesson?”

Yeah. Yeah, suddenly I really did. “Take it,” I commanded, pressing the head of my cock against her chin. “Put it in your mouth. All of it. Show me how you did it for Dad.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, looking up at me. Still locking eyes, she slid my cock into her mouth and took it all the way to the base. Her eyes widened slightly at the last few inches, like she was surprised at how long and thick I was, but she took it all without gagging or stopping. I was all the way inside her throat, and it felt like heaven.

Then she started sucking, her head bobbing on my cock as she lay on her knees before me, and it got a hundred times better.

“Oh, Mom,” I said, gripping the back of her head. “You're such a little slut.” I couldn't help it – words I'd never used out loud, words I'd only fantasized about saying to the girls I dreamed of fucking were spilling from my lips, and instead of being upset Mom just seemed even more turned on by them. “You dirty little tramp. You fucking cocksucker.”

Mom moaned around my shaft, sucking me harder. It felt amazing, like nothing else in the world. Sarah was completely focused on my pleasure, doing everything she could to get me off, not even caring that I was her son. Or if she did, the thought just made her hotter.

As she picked up the pace, I saw her hand slip beneath Dad's heavy sweatshirt and start stroking between her thighs.

“You freak,” I said, rocking my hips in time with Mom's mouth. “You're so turned on by sucking off your own son, you've got to play with yourself at the same time?”

“Mmm hmm,” she groaned, eyes fluttering with pleasure as she deep throated me.

“One hard come isn't enough for you, Mom? God, you're like a slutty little teenager. Let me show you how bad I want this.”

Without thinking, I took her by the sides of the head and hammered my hips forward, until I was fucking her throat. Instead of being turned off, Mom seemed to like that even more. She gagged around my cock, her fingers a blur beneath the hem of her shirt.

You're like a slutty teenager, I thought, burying myself inside of her. And just like that, I saw her: Amanda. That dirty little life-ruining slut, on her knees for me. This was exactly how I would treat her if I could – force her to her knees, make her take every inch of my hard cock. I lost control of my hips, my rhythm increasing as I fantasized about her slender throat wrapped around my dick.

“That's right, Amanda – take my fucking cock! Take my fucking come!” I was loud now, but I couldn't stop – I was about to shoot, to fill that sweet little mouth with my seed, and my sister might as well have been on the moon for all I cared about her hearing me.

“Here it comes, you slut – here comes my fucking come...”

The tip of my cock exploded deep in Mom's throat, filling her with burst after burst of hot, sticky seed. I felt her body clench up as she climaxed a second time, coming along with her own son as I drained my incestuous load inside of her. For the first time in my life, I felt like a real man – not some loser – and a real man took what he wanted, and made his girl come just from getting him off.

I came to my senses as pleasure washed over me, remembering who was making me feel that way. “Oh, Mom,” I groaned, stroking her hair as she sucked my dry. “Oh fuck, that's so good, Mom – that feels so fucking great...”

As I came down from my peak, Mom slurped up the last of my seed and gave the head of my dick a sassy little lick.

She was staring up at me, a weird look in her eye. I knew she wasn't upset about this – I didn't feel the slightest bit bad about what we'd just done. It felt right, and I couldn't wait to do it again.

“What's wrong?” I asked.

She cocked an eyebrow. “Who's Amanda?”

Oh shit. I'd ruined it – I'd ruined the best thing that ever happened to me, because I couldn't keep that bitch's stupid fucking name out of my mouth for two minutes...

Seeing my pained look, Mom laughed and gave my dick a gentle stroke. “Oh, honey, I'm not mad. I understand – it's strange having your own mother doing this, so you thought of another girl you like.”

“No, that's not it,” I said. “Goddamn, Mom – you're gorgeous. It's just...”

“Just what, honey?” Mom got up off her knees and smoothed down the hem of her sweatshirt.

“Amanda is the girl at school,” I said, feeling ashamed. “The one whose parents...”

Mom understood immediately. “Oh. That awful little tramp. You probably really want to take out some of your frustrations on her, I bet.”

“Totally,” I said, sighing with relief. “I'm so glad you understand.”

“Well why wouldn't I understand you, honey? I'm your mother.” Grinning, she looked down where my cock still hung from my pants, already halfway back to hard. She rested her head against my shoulder and inhaled deeply.

“God, you smell so fucking amazing,” she said thickly, her hand gently stroking my cock. “And you're still so hard...”

“Oh fuck that feels good, Mom,” I groaned.

“You want me to keep going, baby?”

“Yes,” I said, shutting my eyes tight. “Please...”

Her hand left my cock. “I've got a better idea.”

I opened my eyes to find her staring up at me, her eyes shining with an intoxicating combination of motherly love and animal lust.

“Why don't we go upstairs where Moira can't hear us,” she said quietly, “and I'll let you take out some of your frustrations right here?” She took my hand and put it between her thighs – I could feel her pussy. It was so warm and wet, I couldn't believe anything in the world could be that inviting.

She stood on tiptoe and nibbled my earlobe. “I won't even mind if you call me Amanda,” she whimpered, “although I'd love it if you'd call me 'mommy'...”

Fuck. What red-blooded guy could turn down an invitation like that? I nodded, and she practically squealed with delight.

The walk to her room was a blur: she took me by the hand and led me up the stairs to the master bedroom, me a step or two behind staring at her perfect, heart-shaped ass.

I'm going to fuck my Mom, I realized. I'm going to put my cock inside of her and fuck her until I come. I was so excited I was trembling.

She pushed me onto the big bed, large enough for two people, and climbed up onto the foot, getting on her hands and knees as she crawled over to me.

“Have you ever been inside a woman before, baby?” She asked. I could see from her eyes that she was every bit as excited as I was to be doing this. It was so forbidden, so taboo – and so right.

I shook my head. “That girl I was dating – Kate – we did stuff together a couple times, like what you did in the kitchen, but we never...”

“Kate is an idiot,” my mother said matter-of-factly, “for never taking advantage of that big cock.”

She got on her knees in front of me and guided my hands up to her breasts. I massaged them through the fabric, feeling her nipples stiffen beneath my touch.

“You want me to take this off?” She asked. “I'm not wearing anything underneath it, you know. You want to see Mommy's titties?”

I nodded so hard I'm shocked my neck didn't break.

Mom gripped the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up, tossing it over her head so that it landed in a corner of the bedroom. Her breasts were big and firm, with just the slightest hint of sag – just the kind I liked. 

“Well? What do you think of your Mom's tits?” Sarah asked, awaiting my approval.

What happened next I can only ascribe to me being a total dumbass. I should have just said “they're nice,” put them in my mouth and enjoyed my Mom's body the way it was. But instead, what fell out of my mouth was this:

“They look great, Mom. God, could you imagine if they were a little bit bigger?”

Almost as soon as the words left my mouth, I realized what I mistake I'd made. You never insult a woman's breasts, you fucking idiot! If I hadn't ruined this before, I certainly had now – I waited for the end.

Instead, something insane happened. Mom shuddered, her eyes rolling back in her head. A thin trail of drool left her mouth, and for a second I was worried I had done something really, really wrong.

Then she started to change.

At first I thought I was seeing things. But no, Mom's breasts were expanding – growing an entire cup-size in a matter of moments. In addition, they were now totally firm, no sagging – like the tits of a ripe eighteen-year old, but as big as my Mom's.

“What the fuck?” I said, staring at my Mom's chest.

“Oh my godddd,” Sarah groaned. “Oh Jake, that felt so good. What did you do?”

“I...I don't know,” I said. “I said I'd like you to have bigger tits, and you did.”

“It was like you commanded me,” Mom said, “and I had to obey. You said it, and I realized you were right – that I was supposed to have those tits. So my body obeyed you.” She giggled, somehow sounding excited instead of freaked out. “That's so amazing!”

“How...how did I do that?”

“You're just such a man,” Mom said, shaking her head in amazement. “It's been forever since I've had a real alpha-male tell me what to do – I forgot how much I miss it.”

I wanted to keep being freaked out, but Mom's tits were right in front of me. And they were perfect, like, model-perfect. Photoshop perfect. So instead of questioning, I sat up and locked my lips around her nipple, sucking gently.

Mom arched her back, gasping with pleasure at the contact. “Oh fuck, Jacob! That's so good – Mommy loves having you suck her big, sexy titties!”

My mouth moved from one nipple to the other, licking and sucking her perfect tits. I was hard as a rock – I could feel my erection throbbing against her thigh, demanding to be buried in something warm and wet and soft. I pulled back, putting a hand between Mom's thighs and parting them.

Her pussy was dripping wet. Her slit was shiny with moisture from her two mind-melting orgasms, but it didn't look like she'd been keeping herself shaved down there. I wonder if I could do something about that, I thought.

“You like Mommy's pussy, Jake? You like touching Mommy's wet little slit?”

“Yes,” I said, groaning, “but I think it should be hairless, Mommy.”

Immediately she shuddered, eyes rolling back into her head. When I looked back between her legs, her sex was as smooth and gorgeous as if she'd shaved it five minutes ago.  This is real, I thought, amazed. I can really do this.

“Do you like Mommy's pussy better now?” she asked. “Is this a better place to put your big hard man-stick?”

Mom would never have said something like that, not in a million years. Something was happening – something about my smell. It was doing something to her. I didn't know what, but I was sure of one thing – I liked it. I liked it a lot.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said, running my hand over her snatch. The muscles of her thighs quivered at my touch, sending shocks of pleasure through her body.

“How do you want it?” Mom asked. “What position would you like to lose your virginity in, Jacob?”

I hadn't even thought about it in those terms, but Mom was right – I was about to become a man. The thought excited me more than I could say. I thought about how I wanted her, my mind flashing through dozens of porn scenes I'd watched as a teenager.

“Maybe...maybe you on top, with those big tits in my face?” I asked.

Mom grinned. “You like these titties a lot, don't you, Jacob?”

I nodded.

“Well, we know you're a breast man,” she said with a giggle. “Your Dad was the same way – always pinching me there and putting his mouth on my cleavage when people weren't looking. He was such a perv.”

You're the one about to take your own son's virginity, I thought, but didn't say anything. The last thing I wanted was to take another crack at ruining this.

Mom climbed on top of me, straddling my cock with her strong, sexy legs. I could do so much more with her, I thought. I could make her the sexiest Mom on the planet. Could I make her look like Amanda?

I tucked that thought into the back of my head. I didn't want Amanda right now – I wanted Sarah. I wanted her to be my first, to be the first woman to take my seed in her womb. Then I would work out my feelings about Amanda.

“Are you ready, baby? I can't wait much longer – I can feel that big hard cock begging to get inside of me!” The head of my cock nestled in Mom's folds, the tip just barely poking inside of her.

This was the last moment to go back. If I said no right now, we could eventually have a normal mother-son relationship again. But if I fucked her, if I shot my load inside my step-mom and let her make me a man, there was no going back. She'd be my lover, forever.

I took her by the hips and gently pressed down. “Let me feel it, Mommy. Let me feel it all.”

Mom groaned with relief and slid down my cock, burying it inside of her to the hilt. I groaned in surprise and pleasure – I had thought her mouth felt good, but that was nothing compared to this. Her walls were warm and wet, primed by the two filthy orgasms I'd already given her, and she gripped me tight as she rode me, sending waves of bliss through my body as we fucked.

“Fuck, that's so big,” Mom gasped, bouncing up and down on my cock. “Can you feel how big you are, Jacob? You're stretching Mommy's walls all around your big dick.”

“Yes! It feels so good, Mom! Can you feel it!”

“Oh, baby – Mommy hasn't felt like this in a really, really long time! Fuck, fuck, oh that cock is huge...”

Mom tossed her head back and screamed with pleasure, her face and tits flushing crimson. The walls of her sex clamped tightly around me as she came, milking me so hard I didn't think I was going to be able to hold back.

Finally she relaxed, going back to her normal rhythm. She clung to me, burying her face in my chest.

“Thank you, Jake,” she sobbed, kissing my chest. “Thank you, thank you...”

I took her by the hair and gently pulled her back so she was looking at me. “Make me come,” I commanded.

She sat up, readjusting herself and thrusting her tits in my face. “Yes, sir,” she said.

I was in heaven. Mom's pussy was a blur around my cock, gripping me tight, while her big tits were right in my face, open for anything I wanted to do to them. I nibbled them, kissing and licking the nipples, and gripped them so tight I knew she was going to have bruises under her clothes for days.

“Come for me, baby,” Mom said, picking up the pace. I could barely match her – and doing so left me delirious with pleasure, unable to hold anything back. “Shoot inside of me – fill Mommy's pussy with your spunk! This is your Dad's bed, but he never fucked me like this on it, Jacob! This is your bed now, son!”

“I'm gonna come,” I said, amazed. I gripped her hips tighter and jackhammered upward, filling her. “I'm gonna fucking come, I'm gonna shoot...”

After I'd blown my load in Mom's mouth, I had felt spent – but apparently that had only been the tip of the iceberg. Orgasm washed over me, filling me up like a cup with way too much poured into it, and I shot over and over, filling Mom's womb to the brim with sweet, milky cream. 

Mom leaned in close as I shot my load, her tongue warm and wet in my ear. “Welcome to manhood, son,” she whispered, her pussy clenching around me at the words.

She continued to ride me, slowing her pace along with my bursts until she was gently milking the last few drops of come from my cock. Sweat poured down both of our bodies – we were utterly spent. We'd fucked like teenagers, like porn stars, and given each other the most mind-blowing orgasms imaginable. Mom collapsed into my arms, all big smiles, and snuggled close to me.

“That was...wow,” I said, stroking her arm.

“I know,” she said, already sounding sleepy. “You're an amazing man, Jacob. It's been ages since I've been with a guy who knew just how to use me the way I need.”

“Mom?” I turned, suddenly unsure of myself. “Can...can we do that again?”

She laughed. “You mean right now? Are you up for that?”

“No, I just...I don't want this to be a one-time thing. That was really, really good – and I'm pretty sure it was really good for you, too.”

“Oh, Jake,” she said, her tone warm. She rolled over so that she was snuggled in the crook of my shoulder and inhaled deeply, filling her lungs with my scent. “Of course we can. We just have to keep it on the down low – Moira would never understand.”

“Yeah,” I said, stroking Mom's big, sexy breasts. “I...I changed you, Mom. I changed you just by telling you to change.”

“Well, you're a real man,” Mom replied. Again, she didn't seem upset by the changes – as if once they happened, she just accepted things were supposed to be that way. “Women are supposed to obey a powerful, virile alpha-male: and you certainly are just that.”

I thought about that for a minute. “Do you think I could change other people?”

She nodded, eyes fluttering with tiredness. “Probably, honey. Why?”

Something had just occurred to me. Something impossible.

“No fucking way,” I said to the ceiling. I had to try it. Right now.

I got up, throwing a shirt and my boxers on. Mom sat up, pouting at being denied after-sex cuddles. “Jacob? What are you doing?”

“I've got to try something, Mom – it's really important.” I rushed out of the room and down the stairs.

I can change women, I thought. If they smell me - that's connected somehow. And Moira smelled me...

Moira had been the first person to notice my scent. Did that mean I could change her, too? Could I fix her, with just my will?

I opened her bedroom door quietly, stepping into the darkness. My eyes adjusted quickly to see Moira asleep in bed, her wheelchair in the corner of the room.

If this works, I thought, you won't need that any more.

“Moira,” I said, my own voice sounding foreign to my ears. It didn't sound like a young man's voice – it sounded like the voice of a conqueror. A King.

Moira stirred in her sleep, her eyes opening. “Jacob? What time is it? What are you doing...?”

“Moira,” I said, “I want your legs to be fine. I want them to be stronger than ever, stronger than they were before.”

She looked at me, not comprehending. “I want that, too,” she said. “But...”

It happened. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body shuddered. And beneath the covers, shapes rolled.

“Unnnngh...” Moira groaned hard, pleasure coursing through her body. I felt a little strange about that, but I told myself it was all for a good cause: if this worked, it was worth it.

Her eyes cleared. “Jacob? What did you just do to me? Why did that feel so good...”

“Moira,” I said. “Get up. Walk over here.”

She frowned at me – and then her body began to move. Her legs stuck out over the edge of the bed, bent...and connected with the floor. She stood up, as easy as she ever had before the accident, and took a step.

Her mouth dropped open. Tears welled in her eyes, and I knew I was crying as well.

“Jacob...” She took another step. “Jacob! I'm walking! I'm fucking walking!”

Then she was running, racing across the room and leaping into my arms. My sister, healed, thanks to my new power. At that moment, I couldn't care less about the morality of it all. You could have told me this power was killing thousands, was responsible for freak lightning strikes and global warming and reality TV: I didn't give a fuck. It gave me back my sister, and that was worth it.

“Holy shit, Jacob,” she sobbed, clutching me tight. “It's a miracle. You did a fucking miracle. I love you so much, Jacob!”

“I love you too,” I said, hugging her tight. “I love you.”

As she broke the hug, she pressed her face to my chest and inhaled deeply. “Oh, Jacob...”

Her eyes met mine, and shined with something more than sisterly feelings. “You saved my life. How can I ever make this up to you?”

Like I said: morality? Fuck it. I could worry about that later. I had the power to change people, and I was going to start changing them for the good: and if I got my dick wet along the way, who was there to judge me?

I had plans. Big plans. And by the time I was done, this town was never going to be the same.
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“I can't believe it,” Kimberly said, examining Moira's legs. “To make so much progress, virtually overnight – it's unheard of. It's amazing!”

“It's a miracle,” Moira said, flexing her toes. She grinned over at me where I sat watching, looking as excited as she used to be on Christmas morning years ago. “Jacob's miracle. My brother did this, Kim.”

Kimberly, my step-sister's longtime physical therapist, shook her head and swallowed hard. She looked like she was still having trouble processing all this; like she expected to find out any moment that it was all an elaborate prank. No one had been more surprised than her when Moira walked into her latest appointment on her own two feet, pushing her wheelchair in front of her like a garbage can she was bringing to the curb for collection. She'd been expecting another round of poking and prodding my sister, putting her through the painful exercises that might have led to her walking again someday – instead, she'd run right up to her and pulled her into a hug, crying.

“It really is,” Kimberly said, running her hand down the smooth back of Moira's calf. “The muscle tone...the flexibility...it's like your accident never happened, Moira. I have to ask again – what brought this on?”

Moira glanced at me for an instant, flashing me a naughty little wink. When she looked back at her therapist, she was all seriousness.

“I just woke up in the middle of the night,” she said, just as we'd rehearsed. “Jacob was there – he said he'd heard me kicking in my sleep. He helped me out of bed, and I was able to stand up without any pain. I really don't know what happened, Kim – like I said, it's a miracle.”

We didn't dare tell Moira's therapist the rest of it. How I'd run down to her room right after shooting my load inside of my step-mother, Sarah – losing my virginity inside her tight, perfect cunt. Or how I'd been able to change my step-mother just by commanding her: making her breasts larger and firmer by telling her they ought to be that way, lightening her hair with an offhand remark about how I'd always loved blondes. I had realized after that if I could do that, I might be able to fix the damage to Moira's legs from the terrible accident that had ruined her life – and then I had done it. Me. Ordinary old Jacob.

As Kimberly continued to examine Moira, going over her legs again and again with disbelief, her nose wrinkled. I could tell from the subtle changes in her body language and breathing that she had noticed my scent – that she was inhaling more and more of it as she sat there. When my sister had pointed it out to me yesterday, I'd been embarrassed – what guy wants to be told they smell? I had no idea how much a simple smell had been about to change my life.

Moira noticed the way Kimberly was sniffing, too. “It's him,” she said with a giggle, sticking out her chin in my direction.

“Oh.” Kimberly looked embarrassed – she flushed gently. “Is that some new cologne, Jake? You smell...different.”

I shook my head, forcing myself not to grin. “No. I'm not really sure – Moira mentioned it, too. I'm really sorry...”

“No, no, it's alright,” Kimberly said, holding up her hands. She looked like it was a little more than alright, actually. “I meant it as a compliment.” As I sat there, she leaned forward and inhaled deeply, like it was the most natural thing in the world to get a whiff of one of your patients' family members.

“You smell good,” Kimberly said. “It's...it's like a man smell.”

“He smells like sex,” Moira said, crossing one leg over the other. Kimberly gasped.

“What? He does.” My sister bit her lip, her gaze lingering on Kimberly's breasts. “You think I don't know what sex smells like?”

I leaned back in my chair, watching with pleasure as Kimberly squirmed. She looked like she wanted to be shocked, or angry, but was too turned on. Over the months that I'd been ferrying Moira to and from her therapy sessions, I'd built up quite the crush on Kimberly – she was a beautiful young woman, with a firm, toned body from years working as a physical therapist. I'd even fantasized about asking her out sometime – like a classy goddess like her would ever want to go out with a loser like me. But right now, it was starting to look like Kimberly wanted more than a date.

“You want to know the truth?” Moira leaned forward, giving Kimberly a predatory look. She was obviously loving the sexual tension she was creating, the way it made Kimberly uncomfortable and horny. This was a side of my sister I hadn't seen before my smell changed everything, and I still wasn't sure if I had caused it or if it had been a kink she'd always had, hidden deep beneath the surface.

“I said,” my sister asked, sticking out her chest, “don't you want to know the truth?”

“I...I want to know everything,” Kimberly said, struggling to hold onto her professionalism. “As your doctor, it's important that I know the whole story...”

“I'll tell you.” Moira hopped off the examining table – watching her use her legs like that still hadn't gotten old – and leaned over Kimberly, dropping her voice like she was telling her a secret.

“He told me to get better,” Moira said, pointing at me, “and I just did.”

Kimberly followed Moira's finger, looking at me with newfound awe. She sniffed deeply, inhaling more of my musky, enchanting scent.

“My brother is a man,” Moira said, her hand stroking Kimberly's thigh. “A real man – a big, strong alpha-male who takes care of his family like the man of the house should. And when he tells his soft, innocent little sister to do something...she does it.”

Kimberly was trembling openly, her gaze never leaving mine. Her nipples stuck out from the thin fabric of her top – I could tell her pussy was boiling over beneath her tight black yoga pants.

“Isn't that awesome? Don't you want to show him how much we appreciate him?”

Kimberly nodded eagerly, her eyes shining with lust. Up until right then, I'd still been unsure whether my new-found powers would work on a person I didn't already know. My mind had been able to wrap itself around the concept that I was able to turn my Mom and sister into horny, dripping wet bimbos with no concept of right or wrong, but the idea that I could do the same thing to anyone? I hadn't been willing to admit that to myself without proof. Now Kimberly was staring at me like she'd do anything I wanted, and I had all the proof I needed.

“Good,” Moira said, stroking Kimberly's head like the woman was her pet, not an authority figure she'd looked up to for months. “Come here.”

She took Kimberly by the back of the head and brought her mouth to hers, kissing her deeply. For an instant, she looked shocked – then she melted against my sister, her hands exploring Moira's eager young body. The sight of them making out like lesbian lovers made me throb with desire. I wanted to bury myself inside of Kim, right there on the floor of her office while my sister watched. I hadn't come since my wild experience with Mom last night: normally that would have kept me satisfied for days, but something felt different today. I felt manly, in control – like a strong, dominant alpha male. And alphas took women and pounded them until their brains melted with pleasure whenever they wanted, whenever they felt the need to bury their cocks in something warm and wet. I wanted Kimberly: I wanted her to make me come. I wanted her to serve me, the way a gorgeous woman like her was meant to serve.

“You like this, Jake?” It was Moira, turning her head while Kimberly kissed and licked at her neck. “Does it turn you on watching your own sister fool around with another girl?”

I nodded. Fuck yes it did.

“I thought so. I'm such a good little wing-girl, aren't I?” She took Kimberly by the shoulders and gently pushed her away, the older woman whimpering at suddenly being denied access to Moira's body.

“Shh. Look at him.” Moira turned Kimberly's chin so she was staring at me. “You're not my pet – you belong to him. He's your Master.”

Master. I'd never heard that word used in such a manner – but hearing it was like finding the last piece of a puzzle I didn't even realize was missing something. I was Kimberly's Master – I was Moira and Sarah's Master, too. It was what I was meant to be – my natural place in the world. What I was about to do felt so right. It was the most right thing there was.

“Master,” Kimberly gasped, looking at me in a new light. She sunk to her knees, supplicating herself before me.

“Isn't he gorgeous?” Moira asked. “Isn't he the sexiest fucking stud you've ever seen?”

“Yes,” Kimberly whispered, crawling on her hands and knees towards me. The fact that this was her office, her place of power didn't matter a damn – I doubt the thought even crossed her mind. Her world had shrunk to one single point of need, a desperate thirst to be fucked and bred by my powerful, god-like cock. She'd do anything for me; even queens would kneel if it meant being used the way they truly wanted.

As Kimberly reached me, Moira came up behind her and pressed her head between my thighs. “Taste him,” my sister commanded. “Show him what a little skank you are.”

I could tell Moira was getting off on this – more than that, she was fantasizing that she was the one being manhandled, her mouth on her own brother's cock. Ever since I'd healed her, Moira's entire being ached to “make it up to me” for the months I'd spent taking care of her. So far, I had resisted. It wasn't that she wasn't attractive enough: Moira was crazy hot, even before you factored in being able to change any of her physical attributes by sheer force of will. But something held me back.

“Please, sir,” Kimberly gasped, staring up at me with eyes full of love and devotion. “Please let me worship your perfect fucking cock. Please, please tell me I'm good enough to pleasure you, sir...”

“Doesn't she look so much like Amanda, sir?” Moira slunk to her knees next to Kimberly, showing the girl off like she was a madam introducing a client to her top whore. “She looks like she could almost be her older sister, couldn't she?”

I knew exactly what Moira was getting at. Kimberly did look a little bit like Amanda, the girl whose family had ruined our lives – and with my new powers, I could turn that slight resemblance into something far more.

“She does,” I said, watching Kimberly shudder with pleasure at the compliment. “But she'd look even better with a few changes...”

First I tackled her hair: it was dirty blonde, unlike the sheer platinum locks Amanda sported. I simply suggested she'd look better that way, and watched with satisfaction as her hair lightened to match, her body twitching with bliss as it sang out at my command. Next I set my powers on her body. Her long hours at the gym and work had given her a muscled physique, but she was lacking the soft curves: the wide, fertile hips, the round, heart-shaped ass, the big, luscious tits of my gorgeous, evil crush. At my command she transformed, expanding and reshaping herself, sounding all the while like each change sent shocks of pleasure through her slender frame.

“There we go,” I said when I was finished. “Now you look ready to serve.”

Moira had been right – with the proper tweaks to her appearance, Kimberly really did look like she could be Amanda's big sister. In fact, I decided right then and there that she should be Amanda's sister.

I told her so. “You know Amanda Miller, right?”

Kimberly's new, glossy lips pursed in thought. “Yes, Sir. She's Tyler's girlfriend – the football player. I see her in the complex before. I've seen her...”

“More than that,” I said, stroking her chin. “You're her sister.”

She shuddered, her mind and body working overtime to make my command true. “Is that right, Master? I...I don't remember...”

“It makes perfect sense,” I said, my hand trailing down her chest. “After all, you look just like her. But you're not a bitch like your sister, are you?”

She shook her head, looking up at me with wide-eyed innocence. “No, Master. I'm a good girl.”

“That's right – you don't tease boys and not let them get anything out of it. When you show a guy your tits, it's because you want him to shove his fat, meaty cock right between them until he shoots all over your face. Isn't that right?”

Kimberly's face flushed with pleasure. “Yes, Master. Th-that sounds wonderful...”

“Show me your tits,” I commanded. “Let me see those gorgeous fucking knockers.”

I'd fantasized about this moment since the day I'd met Kimberly: watching her slide off her tight athletic top, revealing the firm, luscious breasts beneath. But I had never expected it to be like this: my sister's physical therapist transformed into a blonde bimbo goddess, begging to serve me while my own step-sister watched her debase herself.

“Here they are, Master. Do you like them?” Kimberly ran her hands over her breasts, tweaking her nipples until they stood erect. “Would you like to fuck them?”

I grabbed her far more roughly than I'd intended, making her squeal with surprise and pleasure. “Come here.” My cock was drawn to her tits like it was magnetized; as soon as she leaned forward it nestled in her cleavage and slipped beneath the warm, yielding flesh. The feel of it set me off; a fat jet of precum dribbled from the head of my cock, soaking the interior of her tits and making them nice and slick for my shaft.

Kimberly pressed her tits together with one hand and slid up and down my shaft, her eyes locked on the head of my cock as it peeped up from her cleavage with each thrust.

“Oh fuck, that feels good, slave,” I groaned. Taking Kimberly by the hair and forcing her to pick up the pace. I'd never titfucked anyone before – my last and only girlfriend had been far too flat-chested for it – and the sensation of having Kim's massive, hypnotically-enhanced tits wrapped around my cock was almost too much to bear. I slammed my hips upward, fucking her chest as she struggled desperately to hold on, the head of my cock leaving trails of precum on her neck and chin.

“Fuck, you're so big, bro,” Moira said. “Jesus, I think you're even bigger than you were yesterday.”

Moira was right: my cock had grown since the last time I'd used it. I remember how it had felt inside of Mom's mouth, and stretching her warm, wet walls – it felt like it had put on inches in length and girth practically overnight. I watched it slide between Kimberly's tits, long enough for her to fit in her mouth at the same time, as the rational part of my brain struggled to figure out what was happening to me.

“Suck it,” I said, taking Kimberly by the back of the head. She eagerly complied, parting her glossy lips to lick and suck the head of my cock as it left the warm embrace of her cleavage. It was too much – the combination was perfect. Kimberly was utterly focused on making every inch of my cock feel like a King's ought to, and I was loving it.

“Are you gonna blow, Jake?” I glanced up to see Moira sitting on the edge of the table, her own hand buried beneath her skirt. I was so turned on that the sight of my step-sister frigging her cunt while I fucked her therapist elicited no more than mild surprise from me.

“Yeah,” I told her. “I'm getting ready to shoot. This feels so fucking great!”

“Fuck,” she whimpered, her body clenching up. Her eyes shined with a feverish, manic intensity, and her hand was a blur beneath the thin fabric of her skirt. I could smell her, wet and feral, from across the room.

“Spray that bitch down...” she groaned, sounding like she was on the edge of coming herself. “Come all over her the way you want to come all over Amanda, sir! Show her what happens to little cunts like her who try to ruin our family! Use her the way you want to use her sister...!”

I felt myself reach the crest, and tip right over. I gripped Kimberly around the waist, hard, and thrust between her tits with a primal lust I knew was going to leave bruises. I didn't care – I wanted her marked. I wanted everyone who saw her to know exactly who owned her.

I exploded between her tits, the first burst filling the interior of her cleavage before the second shot straight upward, splashing across her chin and face. I fired again and again, my balls just as enhanced as my cock, as an almost inhuman amount of my spunk bathed Kimberly's upper-body in my seed.

“Oh my God, Master!” Kimberly's eyes rolled back in her head. “Oh my fucking God, that's so good...”

Kimberly climaxed, the warm reward of her Master's seed sending her into her own orgasm. Behind her, I heard Moira's groaning reach a crescendo as my sister's pussy clenched around her fingers, sweet release filling her young body. The sight of it was enough to make a few more spurts fire from my cock, coating her hair and forehead.

Moira sank to the floor as I came down from my peak, face-to-face with Kimberly, filling her nostrils with the intoxicating smell of my seed. It filled the room, like a stronger version of the manly scent I gave off all the time, and in seconds both girls lost whatever rational thought they still possessed. They made out, keeping one eye on me at all times to gauge my approval as they lapped up my come, sharing it mouth-to-mouth as they cleaned Kimberly up.

As we finished up, Moira gently slapped Kimberly across the face. “That's for your sister, you filthy slut.”

Kimberly's eyes went wide. I was about to remind Moira that the girl wasn't really Amanda's sister, but it didn't matter. “Yes, Moira. Th-thank you for reminding me of my place.”

“I'll be back tomorrow,” my sister said, running a hand between Kimberly's warm thighs, “for my next therapy appointment. “And you're going to treat me exactly like you treated my brother, got it?”

Kimberly nodded eagerly. “Yes. I'll do anything you say.”

“Good. Let's get out of here, bro – unless there's something else you wanna do?” She flashed me a naughty, lopsided grin, and I knew exactly what she was talking about. Moira would have gladly jumped my bones right there, rode my cock into pure bliss loud enough for the entire building to hear, but I still held back.

Besides, I was excited. If I could use my powers on Kimberly, that meant I could use them on any woman. Including Amanda...

We said our goodbyes and headed out through the waiting area, Moira still drawing the stares of every regular in the place as she strode out casually on her better-than-new legs. It wasn't until we got in the car that I dared broach the topic:

“Tomorrow, huh?” I cast her a sideways glance. “You know you don't need to see her anymore...”

Moira rolled her eyes. “You think you were the only person in this family who had a crush on Kim? God, having a woman handle your body so...intimately like that. I swear some sessions she could feel me getting wet beneath her fingers.”

“Wow,” I was stunned. “Damn, sis. I didn't know.”

“I didn't talk about it before, for obvious reasons.” She tested the gas pedal gingerly, then pulled out of the parking lot. She was out of practice when it came to driving, but she was making up for lost time. “And the way you turned her into a carbon-copy of Amanda? Fucking hawt.”

I mulled over that the whole ride home. What else had I never known, hadn't even suspected lay beneath the innocent surface of my sister's life?

My reverie was broken when we pulled onto our street: Mom's car was in the driveway. “Uh oh,” Moira said, “that can't be good.”

Mom was supposed to be at work – running the day shift at the restaurant where she was a waitress. It was one of those cheesy male-oriented places where the girls all wore skimpy costumes and waited on you hand and foot – we found it embarrassing, but Mom made twice as much money there as she had at any 'respectable' job she'd worked. I'd been sure that after enhancing her attributes last night, her MILF-y charms would have the customers begging to tip her – so why was she here?

Mom sat at the kitchen table, looking confused and sad. She glanced up as we came in, placing her arm over a big manila file folder on the table in front of her. “Hey guys. Sorry I didn't call.”

“Mom? What are you doing here? You're supposed to be at work...”

I couldn't keep my eyes off her. Sarah was in her usual uniform for the restaurant, but because I'd used my powers on her last night to expand her tits and ass, it barely fit. Her large, firm breasts threatened to spill out of her low-cut top at any moment, and her miniskirt barely hid the dark lace of her panties – if she was even wearing any. Images from last night filled my mind: Mom on her knees in front of the sink, giving me an enthusiastic blowjob; Mom taking me upstairs and riding me while she stuck her big tits in my face, taking my virginity as I shot my load deep in her womb. My cock throbbed to life, even as my mind filled with worry.

Sarah sighed heavily. “Your Mom got served today, kids.”

“What?” I didn't understand. Moira seemed to, though; she snatched up the manila folder and began to leaf through it, her face going pale.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered.

“What is it?” I was getting upset. I was an alpha male, dammit, they were supposed to do what I said. “Tell me what's wrong.”

“It's the Millers,” Moira said, her face looking ashen. “Amanda's family. Apparently the news about my 'miracle' spread even faster than I thought it would. They're suing us, Jake.”

“Suing us?” Surely this was some kind of joke. It was absurd: there was no reason for us to be facing a lawsuit. If anything, we should have been the ones suing people. “Why?”

Mom had her head in her hands. “They're saying I made it all up,” she said, sounding on the edge of a sob.

Moira sounded more in control of herself, but no less upset. “They're claiming that I was never really injured in the accident: that we made the whole thing up to rip the insurance company off. They're filing a lawsuit for the full amount of the compensation we received from the driver of the car that hit me, plus damages.”

“That's insane,” I said, like it was obvious. “Anyone who saw you in that wheelchair could see that.”

“Look at my legs,” Moira said. I did – ever since she'd been healed, my sister was absurdly proud of her legs. She showed them off constantly, in heels and short skirts, keeping them smooth. “They're perfect. Better than they were before. A jury takes one look at my legs, they'll tell themselves there was no way these were ever broken.

I thought about it for a moment – and hissed with anger. She was right. Fuck the Millers – even for them, this was low.

“Those payments weren't even enough to cover your physical therapy,” I said, real anger in my voice, “and now they want them back? Plus some bullshit fees!?”

“It'll bankrupt us,” Mom said. “It's more than we have. We'll have to sell the house, the van...we'll be out on the street.”

I shook my head. “No we won't. No we fucking won't.”

I turned from my Mom to my sister. Moira was looking straight at me, and even though tears streamed down her face there was pride in her gaze.

“What are you going to do, bro?” she asked.

“I'm going to make them pay,” I said, furious. “I'm going to get in the same room as that bitch Amanda and her bitch lawyer Mom and let them get a good, long whiff of me. I'm going to make them bow and scrape, and beg to be allowed to call this bullshit lawsuit off. No one is ever going to mess with us again. No one is ever going to hurt you again, Moira.”

My sister smiled. “Fuck yeah,” she said, nodding. “Now how do we do it? We need a plan.”

“What we need is Amanda,” I said. Just give me five minutes alone with that little tramp. I'll have her doing things no wealthy, powerful family is supposed to do. I'll make her fuck and suck so many guys that they'll pay ME to get her to stop...

“Yeah, but Amanda hates us,” Moira said. “And she hates you most of all, because you're the only one who stands up to her. How do we get her somewhere long enough for you to do your magic?”

I looked around the room, wracking my brains – then the answer hit me. “Sis – how's your popularity been since you started walking to school again?”

Moira laughed. “Pretty much everybody who abandoned me is trying to get my forgiveness. Every one of my old friends is clamoring to hang out with me. Why?”

“Why don't we throw a get-together?” I said. “A...I don't know, a 'miracle party' to celebrate you being healed?”

Her face lit up with recognition. “Fuck yeah. And we invite everybody. The entire school would come. All Amanda's friends...”

“She'd look like a total bitch if she didn't at least put in a quick appearance,” I said with a smirk. “She'd be the only girl in school who didn't congratulate you on your recovery.”

“She'd have to show up – that's brilliant. Mom, can we throw a party at the house? Like, tonight?”

Mom still didn't look like she completely understood what we were planning, but she trusted us. “Sure, honey. Just don't make too much of a mess, I guess?”

“This is going to be awesome,” Moira said. “Are you sure you can get whatever it is you do to work?”

I nodded. “If it worked on Kimberly, it'll work on Amanda.”

“Of course it will. You're such a man, she'll be all over you in thirty seconds. I'll get on social media and start inviting everybody...but there's one thing we've got to take care of, first.”

I frowned. “What's that?”

Moira bit her lip and looked me up and down. “Me.”

Huh? “What's wrong with you?”

She leaned forward, gently pressing her breasts together between her arms. “I don't know. What's wrong with me?”

“What are you talking about?”

She flashed a naughty grin, and mouthed four words. I didn't need to be a lip reader to tell what they were: you're not fucking me.

“Moira!” I took a step backward. “That's not cool. You know I can't do that with you...to you...”

Her shoulders dropped. “Why not?” She was giving me that look she always had when she wasn't getting what she wanted – the one that used to make Dad fall all over himself to please her. It was hard to resist.

“Because we're family,” I protested.

“You were buried inside of Mom last night, fucking so hard the whole house shook,” Moira said with a giggle. “Don't tell me you're suddenly not able to see me that way.”

Jesus. She knew – I mean, how could she not? “No,” I said. “It's just...”

“It's just what? Am I not pretty enough? Sexy enough? Can you not stop thinking about my old crippled legs when you look at me?”

That was a low blow. “Of course not. It's just...why do I even have to argue with you about this? It's not allowed!”

Moira sighed. “Mom? Jacob's going to take me up to his room and fuck my brains out. Is that okay?”

Mom looked up from her work. “Sure, honey,” she said with a shrug. “Have fun.”

She shot me a look, as if to say: see?

“Look, I know I'm...different lately. It's probably really hard to spend to much time around me, I get that. And I'd be lying if I didn't say that I'd been looking at you differently, too. But...”

A different sort of look came over her face. “Come with me,” she said, taking my hand. “We need to have a talk.”

She led me upstairs to my room, occasionally glancing back and casting eager, steamy glances at the growing bulge between my legs.

I can't do this, I thought. Mom was one thing, but Moira? Good, innocent Moira?

She led me into the room and sat me down on the bed, curling up a couple of feet away.

“You don't have a girlfriend,” she said, still holding my hand like she was trying to give me support.

“I could have a girlfriend in five minutes,” I retorted, not understanding. “You just watched me fuck Kimberly – she'd go out with me in a heartbeat if I'd asked...”

“All that,” she said, her face crumpling, “is in spite of me. You're so mad, so angry at Amanda and her family for ruining our lives, but the truth is, it's all my fault.”

“Moira!” Tears were rolling down her cheeks; she was trying not to sob but I could see it was a losing struggle. “None of this is your fault, sis...”

“It is,” she whimpered. “If I hadn't been so fucking stupid, we wouldn't be broke. You'd have been able to go to college, get a girlfriend, hang out with all your friends and live like a normal person. I held you back, Jake. I ruined everything for you, and I'm sorry. It's all my fucking fault...”

She collapsed against my chest, weeping into my shirt. I put my hand against the back of her head and held her close, trying to soothe her.

“Moira – what happened is not your fault. It's Amanda's parents' fault. It's Amanda's fault for making it worse than it needed to be. Most of all it's the fault of the asshole who hit you. None of this is on you.”

“Hey.” Putting my hand to the side of her cheek, I angled her face until she was looking at me. “I'm not upset. I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be – here, not out there. Everything is great.”

“I know,” she said, sniffing. “But I...I feel like I owe you, Jake. And every time I look at you lately, I just want to fucking melt. I've never felt this way about a guy before, ever. At first I thought I could make things up to you by helping you score, by being your wingwoman or whatever. But when I saw you fucking Kimberly's tits, using her the way she was meant to be used...I got so fucking wet. I had to touch myself, and I knew; I wanted to be her. I wanted to serve you, to make you happier than any other girl could. I wanted to be your best girl.”

I was stunned.

“So please,” she said, wiping her eyes. “Please let me serve you, Jacob. Sir. Master.”

I felt another lurch, like I had right before I'd plunged inside of Sarah for the first time. It was another moment of no return – if I did this, my relationship with Moira would change forever.

But goddamn, she looked so good. And she wanted me, wanted to please me in a way no other girl ever had. The brotherly love I felt for her was all tangled up with the throbbing alpha-male need telling me to throw her to the ground and fuck her senseless, and I felt like I no longer knew which way was up. I needed her help to work those feelings out.

So I kissed her.

Our lips met, and Moira hadn't been lying when she said she wanted to melt. She clung to me, letting me feel every curve of her body through her tight top. She took my hands and put them on either side of her head, then pulled back, looking me square in the eyes.

“Change me.” A mischievous smile played on her face.

“What?”

“I want to be perfect for you, Master. Make me change. I want to be a walking wet dream – I want every person who looks at me to know I'm your fantasy goddess girl. Make me the sexiest slut in the world, sir.”

For an instant I was going to say no, that I liked her just the way she was...then something took over. I could smell it, pouring from me; that musky, incredibly male scent. Moira smelled it too, her body quivering with pleasure as she inhaled me.

“Tell me what you want me to be,” she whispered. “You own me, Master – make me the sister you've always dreamed of.”

My hands slid from her head down her torso, cupping her tits. She grinned with lascivious glee as my fingers pinched and caressed the sensitive flesh.

“Bigger,” I commanded.

Moira inhaled sharply as my command hit her mind – it was as if a giant, invisible hand took hold of her and shook her body, making it quake as it rushed to obey me. Drool dribbled from the side of her mouth; her eyes rolled in her head as she groaned with sheer bliss. I could feel her tits expanding beneath my fingers, pressing them further apart as her mouth-watering rack grew to my specifications.

“Bigger. Bigger...” The front of Moira's shirt abruptly tore, no longer able to confine her mammaries. “Perfect,” I said. Taking either side of the rip, I pulled until her shirt was shreds, tossing it aside. Her skin radiated warmth – my mouth found her nipple and sucked it gently.

“Oh, bro,” she groaned, holding me tight to her breast as I teased her. “That felt so good. You have no fucking idea how amazing it is to be commanded by you – to finally feel like you're right where you belong! I love serving you, sir – make me change again!”

My mouth left her nipple. I looked her up and down, deciding what part of my sweet sister I wanted to edit next.

“Your hair,” I said, grunting it like a caveman. She leaned into my grip, eager to hear the command. For a moment, I thought of Amanda's long, platinum blonde locks – then frowned. I didn't want my sister to look like my enemy at all. “Red.”

Moira gasped, screaming for joy as a sudden climax washed over her. My sister had always had a little bit of red in her long, brunette locks, but my command brought it out until her hair was practically crimson. It lengthened as well; going smooth and even until it was trailing down her back nearly all the way to her ass. I imagined myself holding on to it while taking her from behind – the fantasy could become reality whenever I wanted now.

“More, Master,” Moira whimpered, sounding like an addict needing a fix. “There must be something else about me you'd like to see different...”

“Come here, you little slut,” I said, taking her by the back of the neck. I bent her over my knee, yanking up her skirt. She cried out in mixed surprise and delight as I put her in the position. It was so easy – she was like a rag doll in my grip, utterly helpless before me. The extent of my own change in strength shocked me.

My hand slipped beneath her skirt – she wasn't wearing any panties underneath – and gripped the firm flesh of her ass. She groaned beneath me, trying to grind her soaking slit against my leg, but stopped when my hand came down on her ass with a vicious swat.

“I'm in control,” I told her, savoring the way she gasped beneath my hand. “Say it.”

“You're in control! I'm sorry, Master – I'll be a good girl for you, I promise, just don't spank me again...”

Whap! My hand came down on her other ass cheek, making her cry out.

“I never knew I had such a dirty little slut for a sister,” I said, feeling my erection press against her. “You're such a whore, Moira.”

“I'm your whore, sir,” she whimpered. “I'm such a filthy little skank, I'll do anything you tell me to!”

I grinned and gripped her ass again, right where the skin was turning red. “Bigger,” I commanded.

It expanded beneath my hand, my sister's ass growing until she had a perfect, heart-shaped booty and hips that screamed i'm a fertile slut, knock me up! I loved it.

“That's right,” I said, letting one wet finger slide deep inside of her, brushing her pucker. “You like looking this way, don't you slut? You like being a bimbo for your own brother.”

“Yes! Oh, yes, please! Please change me more! I want you to make me into a goddess – then I want you to fuck me like a piece of trash!”

“I'm going to defile you,” I said, wrapping my hand around her hair and pulling. “You're never going to be same after this dick.”

“I don't want to be the same,” she gasped. “I wanna be your whore! I want to be your naughty little girl!”

I couldn't take it anymore. I flipped Moira around and pressed her down on the bed, tearing off her pencil skirt and leaving her naked on top of the comforter. With her new, curvy body she looked like a model – or a porn star. I was going to make sure she fucked like one, too.

To her surprise, I didn't mount her and start pounding away that instant. Instead I knelt between her legs, parting her thighs with my hands, and sought out the sweet reward at her core. She tangled her fingers in my hair, screaming loud enough to alert the neighbors as my mouth found her clit and began to pleasure her.

“Oh fuck, Master - oh fuck! I don't deserve this! Oh, you spoil me so fucking bad, baby – you like the way that tastes? You like having your own sister's pussy on your tongue?”

My gaze rose to meet hers. “You think I'm doing this for you? This is all about me.”

Before she could ask what I meant, I slipped two fingers inside of her. “Tighter,” I demanded.

If changing her hair or her breasts had set her on fire, commanding her innermost channel to mold itself to my will made her pussy boil over with need, even as my command became true. I felt the muscles of her sex clench around me, tightening as far as they could around my fingers...and never untighten. An instant later she was no longer clenching – that was just how tight her cunt was, naturally.

“Wetter,” I said with a smirk. “I want you dripping when you walk.”

“Oh fuck...” A torrent of moisture dribbled from her cunt, coating my fingers and hand. She was going to need it, with what I was about to do.

I got on my knees before her and pulled off my pants. My cock stood fully erect, pointing the way to her sex like the compass on a treasure map. She stared at it in naked awe, unable to believe such a wonderful thing was about to be inside of her. I took my cock in my soaking, Moira-juice-covered hand and pumped it a few times, shooting a stream of precum along her inner thigh.

I closed my eyes. “Bigger,” I said.

Until the second I did it, I hadn't been sure it would work. But it did – pleasure filled me to the brim as my cock throbbed in my fist, each throb making it bigger and harder until it stood out from me like a thick tree branch, ready to split wet little sluts open. Moira's mouth dropped open as she stared at it, and an utterly captivating fear entered her expression.

“Oh fuck, is all that for me?” she groaned. “I don't know if that's going to fit, bro.”

“Oh, it's going to fit. It's going to fit you harder and deeper than anything ever has before.” I positioned my cock at the entrance to her cunt. Her folds teased the tip of the fat purple head as it nestled between her swollen lips. I could feel the heat radiating off her like an oven.

She bit her lip and nodded. “Please, bro,” she whimpered – I wasn't sure if she was begging me to enter her or begging me not to hurt her. “Please...”

I slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, filling her to the brim. She screamed, and for an instant I was worried until I realized what it was – Moira had just had an orgasm. Just the feel of my perfect, mammoth god-stick splitting her open sent her over the edge – and that was just the beginning.

“Yes! Yes, Jake, fuck your sister's pussy! Fucking pound me, bro! God damn that's big – I don't know if I can take it!”

“Come here,” I growled, gripping her hips and forcing her down on me. I swore I could see my cock bobbing beneath her skin, stretching the muscles of her thighs. “Take it all! Every fucking inch.”

Her walls gripped me tight, like a warm, welcome hug from a friend I hadn't seen in years. She was wet and willing beneath me, just barely able to take the entirety of my cock as I thrust into and out of her again and again, penetrating her anew with each stroke.

Slowly she came out of her cock-induced trance and started fucking me back, rocking her hips against me to meet me thrust for thrust. Her walls felt amazing; her body felt amazing beneath me. I wanted to wrap her so tight around my cock that she could never let go; that no thought would ever enter her pretty little head again except how good it felt to serve her brother's needs.

After a few more good, hard strokes I withdrew, letting the head of my cock rub in tiny circles over her clit while she writhed and sobbed.

“I want to fuck you from behind,” I said. “Flip over.”

She complied eagerly, crawling onto her hands and knees and sticking her perfect ass in the air with her back arched. “Like this?”

In response I slammed into her, burying myself inside her to the hilt. I took her long red hair in my hand and used it as leverage to fuck her deeper; filling her in ways I was sure no man ever had before or would again.

“Fuck, you're so good, Jacob,” she panted, flushed with exertion. “You're such a good man. You're such a man. Mom and I would be nothing without you – you keep us safe, and you take care of us, and you give us that amazing fucking dick whenever we need it! God, I love you, bro!”

“I love you too,” I grunted.

“You're fucking me so hard,” she whimpered. “Are you fucking me the way you wanna fuck that bitch Amanda?”

I grabbed her hair hard enough that it shocked her; I made her look at me. My other hand grabbed her mouth and squeezed until she stared at me wide-eyed.

“I don't ever want to hear that cunt's name in your mouth ever again,” I told her.

My hand left her mouth. She flashed me the naughtiest smile I had ever seen on a girl as she said, slowly and clearly: “Amanda.”

What happened next was savage. I lost control of myself; I grabbed the back of her head and forced her against the bed, pressing her down so hard it hurt while I fucked her with long, fast strokes. I pinned her beneath me, helpless, fucking her like a primal caveman monster.

“Oh FUCK, Master! You're fucking me so fucking hard - oh Jesus Christ...!”

I felt Moira come beneath me; her entire body shaking with a mind-melting orgasm. Her pussy got even tighter around me – I could feel her womb, wet and primed for my seed. I fucked harder, tunnel vision invading my view, pounding her like I was gonna kill her. She lapped it up, doing everything she could to match me stroke for stroke, completely focused on getting me off.

“Oh shit,” I finally groaned, unable to hold back any longer. I meant to pull out, but something about the feel of Moira's tight, welcoming walls made me want to shoot as hard and deep as I could, bathing her womb in hot sticky seed. She let out a cry of triumph as I exploded in her, filling her to the brim and over, spurt after spurt. Then I really was pulling out, spraying her ass and back with my come as even more baby-making juice coated my sister's lower body.

When it was over I collapsed next to her, utterly spent. I stared up at the ceiling, the world rocking back and forth with bliss, the entire bed one big mess.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of basking in pleasure, Moira rolled to the side and put a hand over my chest, snuggling me.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered in my ear. “That was wonderful. Did I please you?”

“Did you please me,” I said, chuckling. “What a silly fucking question.”

Moira laughed too, a little bit of my sister shining through the bimbo I'd turned her into. “Making me wait for it was definitely worth it,” she said. “That was so much hotter than it would have been if we'd fucked right after you healed me. I hope you won't make me wait as long for the next time.”

“Give me five minutes,” I deadpanned, and she threw back her head and laughed.

“That was like, one half of one percent of me making it up to you, by the way,” she giggled, resting her head against my shoulder. “You've got to fuck me way more before I can feel good about myself again.”

“You're ridiculous,” I said, lying back against the bed. Fuck, I felt good. “Do you think Mom heard that?”

“I think they heard it in China, dude,” she said, giggling softly. “And that was nothing compared to how that party is going to sound.”

“The party,” I said. “Fuck. Are we doing that tomorrow?”

“I'm doing it,” she said. “You're going to be fashionably late. Gives plenty of time for Miss you-told-me-never-to-say-her-name to arrive.”

Amanda. She was going to be there; along with nearly every other girl at the school. Would they all end up serving me? Was that my destiny – to turn a bunch of barely-legal sluts into my own personal harem?

My cock throbbed against my leg. Apparently I was okay with that.

“You meet her, she meets you, she ends up your adoring slave, Mom and Dad drop the lawsuit to make the whole thing go away,” Moira said, stifling a yawn. “Simple as can be.”

It sounded simple. But the party was going to be a much more complex affair than anything I'd done with my powers so far – and if we failed, our court date was fast approaching...
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“Would you like a drink, Master?”

I slid my sunglasses down the brink of my nose. The sun was high in the sky, hot glare reflecting off the roaring ocean waves. This section of the beach was private, an ultra-exclusive treasure reserved for me alone – and my conquest.

“Sure,” I said.

Amanda leaned over, pulled another beer from the cooler and rolled over on the deck chair, pressing her young, firm body against me. She was dressed in a barely-there string bikini, and when she turned I could see it stretch taut over the curve of her ass. She ran the cold bottle teasingly over my bare chest before opening it, pouring it into my mouth.

“Good girl,” I said, watching a shudder of pleasure wash through her at the compliment.

“Thank you, Master. I love you so much.” Amanda snuggled close, her fingers slinking beneath the waistband of my boxer shorts to caress my cock. Wait, boxer shorts?

“I'm so sorry I was such a terrible bitch to you and your family,” she whispered, her breath hot in my ear. “I understand everything so much better now. My body was made to serve you – to be owned by you. Tell me how I can make it up to you.”

She giggled against my ear as her fingers found my cock and gripped it. “Oh. Looks like somebody has an idea of what they want. Would you like me to put that big, hard cock in my mouth, Master?”

Placing my hand gently on the back of her head, I guided her mouth down to my cock, putting the margarita on the table next to us. A margarita? Suddenly it was a beer again, flashing between the two like a skipped frame in a film reel.

“What's going on...ohhh,” I groaned, no longer caring. Amanda's warm, wet mouth was on me, sucking me deep, and nothing else mattered.

“Fuck that feels good,” I told her, wrapping my fingers in her hair. “You're a good little slave.”

“Master? Master?”

Now that was strange, I thought. How was Amanda talking and sucking me off at the same time?

“Master? Wake up, Master...”

My eyes opened. The warm sunlight I'd felt on my skin moments before was a ray peeking through the curtains of the bedroom window. I wasn't on a beach – I was in bed, and it was morning. I'd been dreaming of conquering Amanda, my hated enemy – none of it was real.

Well, except the feeling of a wet mouth sucking at the head of my cock, That part I definitely still felt.

I tossed back the covers, letting them fall between my Dad's big king-size bed and the wall. Laying underneath, her head between my legs was Sarah, my step-mother, playing with my cock like it was her very favorite toy. She was wearing her uniform from the restaurant the night before – a tight, low-cut white top tied beneath her breasts and a clinging miniskirt – and the sight of her filled me with desire. I understood instantly how she made so much money in tips at her job – any red-blooded man would pay money to have a sexy babe like this smiling at him.

“Good morning, sweetie,” she said, giggling. “Or should I say Master?”

Mom punctuated this statement by sliding my cock between her lips, taking it all the way to the base down her warm, tight throat. I was in heaven.

“I was just coming up to tell you breakfast was ready,” she said, pulling off me with a wet pop. “And when I saw how hard you were under the covers, I thought...well, I used to wake your father up this way all the time. What do you think?”

“Keep sucking me,” I demanded, rocking my hips forward. “Please.” The dream was still thick in my head; images of Amanda's half-naked body all mixed up with the very real picture of my Mom sucking my cock. I'd woken up already on the edge, and I wanted to come, now.

“Oh shit, Mom,” I grunted, lying back against the pillows as she picked up the pace. My fat cock disappeared down her throat, filling her up with no gag reflex as she gave me the kind of treatment a real man deserved. I gripped her hair tight, unable to contain myself any longer.

“Fuck, fuck, I'm gonna come,” I said, my voice thick with pleasure. “I'm gonna shoot...”

Mom took that as her cue to take me deep, bringing me so far down her throat I could feel my balls beginning to slide over her lips. I shot an instant later, burst after burst of hot, sticky seed draining from my cock and into her wet, waiting mouth. She sucked me dry, rocking back and forth and shuddering with pleasure as each new spurt of my come sent waves of pleasure through her body.

When I was all done, Mom cleaned my cock off with her tongue and gave the head of my cock a long, slow kiss. “There we go,” she said, in the same tone she used to use when bandaging our cuts and scrapes. “That's a good boy. You came so much for Mommy. Do you feel better?”

My eyes drank in the sight of my gorgeous, half-naked mother, curled up at my feet on the bed like some sort of pet. It was insane to think how much she had changed in just a few short days – body and soul. She'd been the first person I'd used my newfound powers on, seducing her and turning her into my perfect fantasy girl. Everything about her from her longer legs, blonder hair and large, gravity-defying breasts screamed MILF, screamed trophy wife any rich man would die to have. And she was all mine: my plaything. My possession.

Thoughts like that used to make me uneasy; lately they just made me hard. Why else would I have the power to make myself irresistible to the opposite sex if I wasn't meant to control them? Why would I have the ability to remake their bodies at my command if they weren't meant to serve me, to exist for my pleasure?

“Yeah, that was great,” I said, my eyes never straying far from those gorgeous, milky tits. “You're the best Mom ever, Sarah.”

Sarah shuddered with delight, the compliment sending her augmented body into an instant orgasm. “Oh, thank you, sweetie,” she said, riding the wave of pleasure.

“What's for breakfast?”

Before she could respond, the door swung open. My step-sister Moira stood in the doorway, wearing an apron, a pair of heels and nothing else. Like Mom, I'd used my powers to turn my step-sister into a walking wet dream: her tits were as big and firm as her Mom's, her long red hair ached to be pulled and used as leverage during a hard, primal fuck, and her pussy was the tightest, wettest, most wonderful thing I'd ever stuck my cock into. She saw me lying there with my boxers pulled down, my half-erect cock still dripping precum as Mom looked on hungrily, and her pretty mouth dropped open in anger.

“What the fuck, Mom?” Moira took a step into the room. “I was going to blow him during breakfast! No fair!”

“Oh, sweetheart, you know I can't resist Jacob's cock,” Mom said, keeping her eyes on me instead of her daughter. “Besides, he wasn't complaining. I woke him up from a dream about that wretched little slut Amanda.”

I did a double-take. “Wait, how did you know that?”

Mom laughed. “Are you kidding me? As soon as I touched your cock, I heard you moaning in your sleep. 'Mmh, Amanda, yeah, put it in your mouth'! So I did what that little tramp won't do.”

“Yet,” Moira added, a mischievous grin playing on her face. “After tonight, things'll be different.”

I hoped she was right. Otherwise, things were looking grim. A little over a year ago, my step-sister Moira was hit by a drunk driver just after her eighteenth birthday, landing her in a wheelchair with only the slimmest hopes of ever walking again. To make matters worse, the person who hit her was represented in court by Laura Miller – a hotshot defense attorney, and Amanda's Mom. Because of them, Moira got a much smaller settlement than what we'd needed to get her back on her feet again, and I'd had to give up my dream of going to a good college two states away to stay home and take care of her while going to community college. It wasn't far off to say the Millers had wrecked our lives; and now they were even trying to ruin Moira's miraculous healing.

We were facing a new lawsuit, alleging that Moira had made her injuries up as a scam. That wasn't true, of course, but with her legs literally better than they'd been before the accident thanks to my powers, we had no chance. They'd take back the meager payments we'd been getting, along with a boatload of fees: enough to bankrupt us, force us to walk away from the home I'd grown up in.

I couldn't let that happen.

“She has to be mine,” I said, nodding. “It's the only way.”

“Please,” Moira said, her mouth twisting in a smile, “even if we didn't need to blackmail her parents, making miss rich-bitch your live-in slave would be priority number one. I have plans for that little tramp.”

With a start, I realized I wasn't the only one fantasizing about adding Amanda to my harem. Moira had liked girls even before I'd turned her into a sex-crazed goddess: she probably had Amanda revenge fantasies of her own. We'd have to compare notes some time.

But for now, it was time for breakfast: we were going to need our energy. Mom took the day off work to help Moira prepare – after all, if we didn't make this work, it wouldn't matter if she had her job at the restaurant or not. Both women watched me lovingly as I ate, attentive to my every need. As soon as my glass of orange juice was half full, Moira filled it; Mom grabbed another helping of eggs and slid them onto my plate as I wolfed them down. My appetite was larger than normal, and it was all going to my physique: I looked more muscled than I had a week ago, like I spent hours at the gym.

I was just finishing up my second helping when the doorbell rang.

“I'll get it,” Mom said cheerily. “That's probably your friend, Moira.”

“Friend?” I glanced at my sister questioningly. “Who'd you invite over?”

“Shit,” Moira said, pushing her chair back. “It's Kate. I asked her to come over and help me get the house ready for the party, but I didn't know she was going to be here so soon.” She glanced down at her naked body, clad only in an apron, and pulled a face. “I've got to run upstairs and change – unless you want her to see me like this, sir...”

Kate? I was shocked. Kate was one of the only girls at school who had stayed friends with Moira after her accident, but my sister had never been very close to her: they were too different. Kate was an uptight, super-religious girl from a strict family, and it was hard to see how she'd ever ended up friends with a vivacious, free-spirited girl like my sister. I'd never been a big fan of hers, but I certainly appreciated her occasional visits when Moira was injured.

I wasn't about to let Kate see my sister serving us breakfast wearing barely anything other than a smile: she'd probably faint right on the spot. “No,” I told her, “go upstairs and change. I'll keep her busy – just hurry.”

“Yes, Master,” Moira said with a dirty little wink. “I'll be right back.”

As Moira left to (hopefully) get into some clothes that wouldn't make her friend start an impromptu prayer session, I followed Mom out of the kitchen and to the front door, getting there just as she opened it. Kate stood on the front step, looking around like she was expecting an unpleasant surprise at any moment.

“Well hello there, Kate!” Mom said, smiling bright enough to power a small town. “It's so good to see you.”

“Hi Miss B,” Kate said. “Is Moira home?”

“Of course – she's just taking care of something.” Mom stepped aside, gesturing towards the living room. “Come on in – there's some breakfast left if you're hungry.”

“No thanks, I ate,” she said. Her gaze traveled up and down Mom's body, and her face flushed a deep, embarrassed crimson. “Um, Miss B? What is that you're wearing?”

“Oh, this?” Mom glanced down into her cleavage, giggling gently as she wiggled her chest to make her tits shake. “This is my work outfit. You've seen it before, haven't you?”

“Yes,” Kate said, looking shocked, “but...it looks like it's shrunk.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I can...well, I can see just about everything.”

Mom tossed her head back and laughed. “Well you know, if you've got it...”

Kate looked pained, but stepped inside, her eyes still looking at Mom's body with a mixture of shame and disapproval. I was really glad she hadn't accidentally seen Moira in that apron.

As she stepped into the house, she caught sight of me. “Oh, hi Jacob,” Kate said with a little smile. “Moira told me this 'miracle' of hers wouldn't have happened without you.”

Something like that, I thought. “We're just all really happy for her. I mean, wow. It's great, isn't it?”

“Yes,” she said with a sniff. “But Moira's healing is the result of one person and one person alone: God.”

God and a whole bunch of pheromones, I thought, but held my tongue. Kate stepped by me, searching around for Moira – and as she passed me, she suddenly froze, inhaling deeply.

Her head moved on a swivel towards me. “Are you wearing cologne, Jake?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “You like it?”

She leaned forward, frowning – but still took another long whiff. “It does smell nice,” she said archly. “I just never took you for vanity, Jacob.”

You can see why I never got along with Kate. She walked into the living room like she owned it; as if she was waiting for Moira to come downstairs and start waiting on her. If she hadn't been a friend to my sister when she was injured, I'd have kicked her out: still, as I looked her over from behind, it was hard not to stare. Kate would be the first person to disagree with you, but she had a banging body underneath those drab clothes.

If she put on some makeup, maybe wore some more flattering clothes, she'd be so much more popular, I thought. She could maybe even give Amanda a run for her money.

Now that was an interesting thought. Kate was always so demure, so weirdly cold when it came to other people. Could I alter someone so completely opposed to everything I wanted her to become?

No, I told myself. I shouldn't do that. Kate hadn't done anything to me beyond being a little abrasive: she didn't deserve being turned into a little bimbo slut.

I have to be a good person, I thought. I have to be responsible. Still, I couldn't help it: my mind erased her dumpy khakis and boring blouse, imagining what she'd look like in nothing but a skimpy bra and panties.

I shook my head, dispelling the fantasy. My family was one thing: I was going to be around them every day, so affecting them was inevitable. And there was plenty of reason to brainwash Amanda. But this was an innocent girl, one of Moira's friends.

I have to go, I decided.

“Well you and Moira have fun,” I said quickly, walking backwards out of the living room. “I'm sure she can't wait to catch up with you...”

“Where are you going?” Kate said, cocking an eyebrow. “Moira said you were going to help out with the party.”

“Oh, I'm sure the two of you can handle things perfectly well,” I said, turning to go. “You don't need me hanging around...”

“Stop,” she said, sounding distracted. As I watched, she took a long drag of the scent filling the room, swaying slightly. “Don't go. We need you, Jacob.”

No, you don't, I thought. I'm the last thing you need. “I really do have something to take care of...”

I headed for the stairs – but Kate was there, blocking my path so I couldn't ascend them without physically moving her aside.

“How do you smell so good?” Her nose wrinkled; her eyes rolled gently behind her lids, like someone slipping into a wonderful dream. “It's, like, making me hungry.”

“We have some breakfast left in the kitchen,” I said, my eyes sliding to the open doorway. “Want me to get you something?” If she let me go, I could slip out the back door before she even realized I was gone.

“No,” she said, putting a hand to her forehead. “I didn't mean it like that. I...I don't know what I mean. I...I think I need to sit down...”

Kate wobbled again, and despite my attempts to leave I couldn't just let a woman fall over. I grabbed her arm, steadying her, and her other hand gripped my wrist so tightly it would have left a bruise if not for my enhanced strength.

“Here, come over here,” I said, a little alarmed. “Sit down on the couch.”

I led her across the room, her steps barely moving inches over the carpet. She clung to me, and I noticed with rising alarm that she had her face pressed against my flank, inhaling deeply.

“Thank you,” Kate said once she was sitting on our big, comfy couch. “I'm already starting to feel better. You're...such a wonderful brother, Jacob.”

“Oh, don't mention it,” I said. “Here, let me get you some water...”

“No, please.” Her hand took my wrist again, and I couldn't get free without yanking her loose – I didn't want to scare her. “I know I'm not the best person in the world when it comes to feelings.”

“You – you should be having this conversation with Moira,” I said. “She's going to be down any minute...”

“She's so lucky to have you,” Kate said dreamily. “I wish I had such a strong, caring, cute brother...”

“We think of you as one of the family,” I said, trying to put a damper on the feelings I could sense building up inside of Kate. “You're practically Moira's sister...”

“God, you think?” Kate's eyes lit up with delight. “You think I'm pretty enough to be Moira's sister?”

My mouth worked silently. That had backfired. “Sure,” I said, smiling awkwardly.

“I mean, I know I'm nowhere near as good a dresser or anything as her, but – I'm not bad looking, right? Jacob?”

How I wished she would just let me go. Worst of all, my cock didn't want me to abandon Kate – it was throbbing to life in my pants, big enough that she was sure to notice it if I stood up.

“Of course,” I said. “Like I said, totally think of you as a sister, but yeah – you look good.”

She leaned forward conspiratorially. “I bet I'd look good in one of those outfits they put your Mom in,” she said, her eyes widening like she'd shocked herself by being so bold. “Oh! I'm so bad!”

“Look, I really have something I need to take care of upstairs,” I said – but I was already giving up. Even I could smell the warm, musky scent of my pheromones filling the room – I was shocked Kate wasn't already tearing her clothes off and begging me to fuck her senseless.

“It's a sin, thinking that way,” Kate said. Strangely, she seemed even more turned on from admonishing herself. “Good girls aren't supposed to think about boys, or makeup, or dating – not until some strong, powerful man picks her to be his and puts a ring on her finger. You're supposed to save yourself.”

“But maybe,” she whispered, leaning so close I could feel her breath on my chest, “I wouldn't mind wearing something like that sometime. Just in private, of course – not where anyone else can see. Wouldn't that be fun?”

“Yeah, it would,” I said, putting a hand on her thigh. For an instant, she looked at it like she wanted to brush it off, then she shivered with pleasure at the touch.

“I don't think it's such a great sin to want to practice for the man you're supposed to marry,” Kate said matter-of-factly, raising her head until her lips were inches from mine. “After all, it's natural...it's primal... it's so...”

We kissed. Her lips met mine and her young, soft body melted against my hardness, submitting herself to it. An instant later her eyes went wide and she pulled away.

“Oh, no! Oh, what did I do? Lord, forgive me!”

Despite that, she pushed herself against me and kissed me again, this time even deeper. I felt her hands trail down my chest, rub against my thigh like someone searching for treasure.

“So wrong,” Kate whimpered, biting my lip. “I'm a good girl...”

“You're a very good girl,” I said, putting my hand against the back of her head and pinning her against me. “Feel what you've done to me.”

Her hand grazed my cock. Her eyes went big as saucers, her mouth dropping open as if already imagining what my massive shaft would feel like filling her throat.

“Oh my Lord,” she whispered, “no one ever told me they were so big...”

“They're not,” I said with a snicker. “Just mine.”

She sucked in a heavy breath, her face flushing with lust as she started to pant. She touched my bulge slowly at first, like she was frightened, then with greater and greater need.

“I'm such a bad girl,” she sobbed, burying her head in my shoulder as she rubbed me. “I shouldn't be doing this. It's a sin...”

I hated seeing her like this. Watching her struggle with her morality, slowly losing control to her animal lust, I felt equally turned on and upset with myself.

You can fix it, a dark little voice said in the back of my mind. Help her work out her feelings. Explain it in a way that makes sense.

Before I knew what I was doing, the words were in my mouth. “No, Kate. This isn't a sin.”

She looked up from my shoulder, her eyes big and blossoming with tears. “No?”

“You said it yourself. You're supposed to save your body, keep it pure from all those nasty boys who want to defile it, until a strong, powerful alpha male comes. One who lets you know, with just the touch of his fingers, how wanted and desired you are.”

My hand snuck beneath Kate's skirt. She had boring white cotton panties on beneath, but they were easy enough for my fingers to slip aside. I touched her aching, soaking slit, and it was like she'd been struck by lightning.

“Oh, my,” she whimpered. “That feels so good, Jacob. But it's so bad...”

“It's not,” I murmured into her hair, stroking her gently as I pulled off her skirt. “When you find that man, the one who makes you the way a real woman is supposed to feel, the one who can pick you up and fold you like a rag doll...”

As I finished my sentence, I picked Kate up and deposited her on the couch, pinning her beneath me. Her arms encircled my waist, clutching me as she pressed her core against me. I could feel her pussy gushing as she boiled over, becoming well and truly horny for the first time in her young life.

“...then you're supposed to do what he says. Obey him. Let him take you the way he wants, because it feels so good. Let him make you pregnant...”

“Yes!” Kate clawed at me desperately. “Birth control is such a sin. Coming inside of me is the only way to make love! It feels so right to be filled up – to be bred like an animal for my capital-H Husband!”

“I'm that man,” I said, and she moaned, knowing it to be true. “And I'm going to give you everything you deserve, my pet – everything you've been denying yourself for so long. Every second you've spent waiting for me will be worth it.”

She pressed against me, spreading her legs wide – but her mind still swum with confusion.

“No,” she gasped. “I'm not your wife...I'm not married, I'm not married, I'm not married...”

On each married, I felt her cunt clench against me, like the very word sent shocks of pleasure through her body.

“Sure we are,” I said, unbuttoning her blouse. Her breasts heaved beneath as pleasure infiltrated her mind. “After all, what is marriage, really? 'They shall become one flesh'...”

“Oh, Lord,” she sobbed, taking my hands and making me caress her tits. “I want to be your flesh, Jacob. I want that perfect fucking god-stick inside my flesh, making you feel the way a wife is supposed to make you feel! Please, please fuck me, Sir!”

I couldn't take any more. I ripped my belt off, looping it behind Kate's neck and pulling her mouth to mine. My pants slid down to my knees, and my mammoth cock sprang free, throbbing against her thigh and shooting a thin stream of precum between her legs.

“Oh, Jacob,” she panted, taking my cock and guiding it to her entrance. “Make me yours.”

Grinning, I took her by the hips and slid inside her, taking her virginity in one smooth, hard stroke. Kate gasped as my cock filled her virgin snatch for the first time, stretching her pristine walls until they were wrapped around my shaft, gripping me tight. It felt amazing to bury myself inside of her – heavenly, even.”

“Yes, Lord! Yes! Oh, please don't stop, Jacob!” Once I was inside her, Kate was a perfectly submissive little slut. What she lacked in experience she made up in raw enthusiasm – she rode each thrust of my cock with abandon, clawing my back and muttering prayers of thanks as I pounded away inside of her.

“Thank you, God! Oh, thank you for this!” Kate was delirious now, drunk on my pheromones – and apparently confusing exactly what the word worship meant in this context.

“I am yours,” she said, taking me by the chin and locking eyes as I plunged within her. “I belong to you, as the field belongs to the farmer. As the slave belongs to the Master. Thank you, God, thank you for this bliss!”

I was unsure who she was thanking – was she praying to God, or had I become her God? Either way, I bore down harder and thrust deep, grazing her cervix as I stretched her further.

“Please Lord,” Kate prayed, looking almost serene as I fucked her. “Please allow this seed to quicken within my womb. Please make me pregnant, as You intended – please judge my womb worthy enough to carry the seed of this perfect Man you've sent me!”

I was jackhammering inside of her, the world shrinking to the wet, welcoming tightness of her cunt. I could feel my balls bubbling, getting ready to drain a thick load inside of Kate.

“I'm gonna fill you up,” I grunted, taking her by the hips and fucking her with primal fury. “I'm gonna shoot inside of you!”

“Yes, Lord! Yes, please come in me! Please put your wonderful, heavenly baby-making seed inside of me! Fuck, fuck, fuck...”

The walls of Kate's cunt drew tight around my cock as she climaxed, her womb gripping me tight like it wanted to suck me in. The pleasure was too much to stand; I gave her one last hard thrust and exploded inside of her channel, bathing her walls in my spunk.

“Oh my God,” Kate whimpered, eyes rolling back in her head. “My God! My God! Oh, it's so much...!”

She had that right. Every time I'd come, my enhanced cock had somehow found a way to shoot even more seed inside of my conquests. Kate was no exception – between her dirty talk and the thrill of taking her virgin cunt, I'd filled her until it dribbled from her slit, too much for her womb to handle.

“My cup runneth over,” she whispered, staring at her slit after I'd pulled out of her. “Thank you, Master. Thank you, thank you thank you so much...”

I sighed happily, pleasant exhaustion filling my limbs as I sat up. That's when I saw Moira standing at the bottom of the stairs, watching us. Apparently she'd taken my request to “go get dressed” to mean “go get the sluttiest thing you can find and put it on,” because she'd changed out of her apron and into a pair of black fuck-me heels, fishnet stockings and a tight leather corset that had to be brand new. And no, I didn't forget panties: her bare slit was shining and wet, right between her thighs like an open invitation for me to bend her over and fuck her any time I wanted.

Kate saw my expression and looked up, catching sight of Moira. Her mouth dropped open.

Moira smiled. How long had she been standing there?

“I hear,” she said, taking a step into the room, “that Jacob wants us to be sisters.”

Oh. She'd been here the whole time. I wondered if her pussy had been gushing as she watched her brother fertilize her best friend. I wondered if she'd touched herself right there, and I hadn't even noticed because I'd been so focused on fucking Kate.

“Yes,” Kate said, biting her lip. “I'm so sorry, Moira – but he's just so manly. He's like a King, a Lord...he's my Lord. I worship him with my body...”

Moira silenced Kate with a long, deep kiss. “I love you, Sis,” she said as she pulled away.

Kate's eyes lit up with understanding. “I love you too, Sister,” she said, grinning up at me. “We're going to take such good care of you from now on, Jacob.”

“Good,” I said. “Now, I want you two to stop fucking around and get this place ready for the party. Moira, explain to your new sister what's at stake here. I'm going to prepare.”

I left the two of them on the couch, hugging and making out and celebrating their newfound sisterhood. I walked out into the warm sunshine, my body deeply satisfied but my mind still filled with anxiety.

As I got to the car, I pulled out the little slip of paper I'd stuck in my pants earlier. There was the name and address of a doctor on there – one who specialized in experimental medicine. A Doctor Logarius – sounded foreign, but I didn't care. I wanted to know what was happening to me – and how long it would keep happening. Especially now that I had a family to look out for, it was important that I knew everything I was capable of.

It's a mistake, that dark little voice whispered. Crumple it up – go back inside and show those two little whores a good time. Don't worry about anything...

I shook my head. I had a responsibility: to Mom, to Moira, to keep this family together.

I put the car in drive and pulled out onto the street.

––––––––
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The party was in full swing by the time I got back.

I parallel parked the van against the curb, nearly two blocks away from the house. Moira really did it, I thought as I got out of the car. Everyone's here.

Cars stretched up and down both sides of the block. The deep, hypnotic bass line of a popular dance song thudded through the air as I made my way up to my own house. I barely recognized the place: every light was on, and people were hanging out and chatting in small groups on the lawn, drinking and laughing. Somebody waved as I walked by – I couldn't see too well, but I waved back, and they went back to drinking.

After knocking on the door (how weird, I thought, knocking on the door of my own house), it opened.

“Oh, hey Jacob,” the woman at the door said, a big grin on her face. “We've been waiting for you. Now the party can really begin.”

I was stunned. Standing in the doorway was Vera, one of my Mom's coworkers. She was a tall beauty a few years younger than Mom, with long brunette hair in ringlets that I'd thought more than once about wrapping around my fingers. She wasn't wearing her uniform from the restaurant, however: she'd changed into what looked like her college cheerleading outfit, a tight little number that fit her ample curves like a second skin. I couldn't help but stare.

“Well?” Vera arched an eyebrow. “Are you coming in? Or did you want me to take care of you right there on the doorstep?”

It took an instant to register what take care of me meant – how had my pheromones hit her that fast? The idea of getting a public blowjob right on my front step had its charms, but the last thing I needed was the cops breaking up my party before I could get to Amanda.

“Sorry,” I said smoothly. “I was just shocked at how great you look.”

She shuddered with pleasure. Yep, she was definitely under the influence of my pheromones, if not some other fun substances as well. “Thank you, Jacob. Come in. Can I get you a beer?”

“Sure,” I said, taking a look around. Moira and Kate had really outdone themselves. Between the fancy lighting, the high-quality alcohol and the half-naked women, this place looked more like an ultra-exclusive club than the home where Mom, Moira and I lived. Other women paraded around in short, clinging outfits, carrying booze and party favors on trays: all Mom's coworkers from the restaurant seemed to be in attendance.

“This is awesome,” I said, excitement trickling down my spine. “Now I just need to find Amanda.”

As I made my way through the living room, the eyes of every girl in the place lingered on me. I could see naked lust in their gazes; in the way one girl put her hand on her boyfriend's cock as I walked by but looked at me as if to say don't you wish I was doing this to YOU? It took a few moments for me to understand why – when I did, it was because of my nose.

Underneath the smell of the party, the place absolutely reeked of my scent. I must be putting it in the air whenever I'm here, I realized. The girls who'd been here for hours were already drunk off it, anxiously awaiting the powerful alpha male who had turned their brains to mush and their pussies into fountains. Now that I was here, they looked like they wanted to throw themselves at me.

Moira sat in the center of the room, cradling a gigantic bong in her lap. Kate lay next to her, her arms wrapped around my sister's body as she stared at the device with wide, innocent eyes. A small crowd of girls surrounded them – it looked like they'd all been indulging for a while.

“Come on, Sis,” Moira said, coughing a bit as she took another huge hit from the bong. “Don't be such a square!”

Kate bit her lip, looking nervous, then took the bong from Moira's outstretched hands. My sister lit the bottom of it for her, and a massive cloud of smoke made its way up the tube. Kate inhaled it all, held it, then let out a massive cough.

The girls surrounding them laughed.

“Oh wow,” Kate said, her eyes dilating. “Oh...wow! That is sooo good...!”

Kate leaned forward and locked lips with Moira, the two sharing tongues as their hands explored each others' bodies. A cheer went up from the girls surrounding them as the two tight young things went at it. Kate was now fully convinced she was Moira's sister, and the two were obviously getting high and horny off the idea of putting on a taboo, forbidden show for our party guests.

“Moira!” I called, putting a hand to the side of my mouth.

Moira broke off the kiss and stared at me. As her eyes glimmered with recognition, I could see everything else in her mind drop away – just the sight of her Master made her forget the party, forget the sexy girl who'd been hers a moment before.

“Jake!” She sounded so excited. “Hey girls, my brother is finally here!”

A half-dozen faces turned to me, all filled with lust and devotion. I wanted them – wanted to make each of them contort with pleasure as they came, their wombs filling up with my fertile seed – but there was one thing I wanted more: Amanda.

Where's Amanda? I mouthed, glancing from Moira to Kate. The younger girl shrugged, the cross nestled between her hypnotically-enhanced tits snuggling deeper into her cleavage.

“No clue,” Moira added. “Ask Mom.”

“Well, where is she?” I said to myself, stepping over a football player and a cheerleader who were already rounding third-base and heading for home. The party was getting hotter – it was like my arrival had flipped a switch, sent it into overdrive. Couples were making out, a girl dropped her head into a boy's lap and began kissing his cock through his pants; a few of the waitresses had already removed their tops and were inviting boys and girls alike to suck their creamy, erect nipples.

All this caused reactions in me, of course – how could it not? I yearned to show my dominance, to make every wet little slut line up for a dose of spunk from my throbbing alpha-male cock – but I couldn't give in. Not until I had what I came for.

I found Mom in the kitchen, her top already off, wearing nothing but a short skirt and a pair of fuck-me pumps. She was pouring shots of tequila between her breasts, and two preppy-looking girls were taking turns lapping them up, running their tongues and lips over her nipples, making them hard.

As soon as she saw me, her face lit up. “Son! Oh, I wanted you to introduce you to someone...”

The two girls at her chest turned, looking at me like they'd just found the man they would serve for the rest of their lives. I recognized them both: they were members of Amanda's clique, lieutenants in her army of barely-legal mean girls.

“Jacob, I want you to meet Mallory,” she said, indicating the first girl, “and Suzie.”

Mallory was a tall, statuesque blonde who wore her long hair in a ponytail down to her ass, while Suzie was a curvy Asian beauty with flawless, latte-colored skin and a cute pixie cut. Both of them were drop-dead gorgeous, especially as they lapped up alcohol from between my mother's tits.

“Hi,” I said, my gaze shifting between them like a carnivore trying to decide between two premium cuts of steak. “Where's Amanda?”

They glanced at each other, confused. “We don't know, Jacob,” Mallory said.

“I wouldn't recognize her if she walked in right now,” Suzie added, giggling. “I am sooo wasted.”

“Me too,” Mallory said. “Wanna fool around, Jake?”

I did. Oh Christ I did. “No,” I said. “I want Amanda. Where is she?”

“You know, I don't know why she hates you so much,” Mallory said, stepping forward. “You're so cute, and hot, and manly. God, you just look like the sort of guy who should have girls kneeling for him, begging to spend time with him. You look like a fucking King.”

“Fucking God, more like it,” Suzie said, stepping next to her friend. “All those fucking muscles.”

“I bet your cock is even stronger than those big, tough arms,” Mallory said, giving my bicep a squeeze.

“We wanna see,” Suzie said.

I took a step backwards. “Amanda,” I said, harsher than I had intended. Both girls squeaked with terror, their eyes widening like I was some kind of beast.

“We don't know,” Suzie said, trembling. “We're so sorry, sir...”

“We can call her for you,” Mallory pleaded. “Please. We'll do anything you say...”

“Son, you're torturing these poor girls,” Mom said, downing a quick shot of tequila.

“Mom.” I said firmly. “We're supposed to be saving our house...”

“Oh, I know, but I'm just so horny I can't stand it,” she said, taking Mallory by the back of the neck and forcing her to her knees. “Go on, suck him off,” she said, savoring each syllable. “That ought to really get him going.”

Before I could stop them, Mallory had my fly open and was stroking my cock. I stared down at the scene in disbelief – I'd gotten even larger since the last time I'd fucked. My cock looked like a tree branch poking from my pants, dribbling precum like a fire hose, bathing Mallory's face as she jerked me off.

“God damn, that looks so good,” Suzie said, pressing her body against my side. “You make me so horny, Master – feel how wet I am for you!”

Suzie guided my hand beneath her skirt. She wasn't kidding: I felt her pussy gush with fluid, quivering in time with her heartbeat. Her slit was almost too warm to the touch, and sliding the tip of my finger inside let me know she was tight and primed for anything I could want to do to her.

“Oh wow, this is so big,” Mallory gasped, staring at my cock like it might hurt her. “I don't know if I can take it all...”

“Of course you can,” my Mom assured her. “Just relax and take it. You don't have any gag reflex any more – you can take anything in there, can't you slut?”

Mallory nodded, tears of joy in her eyes as she slid the fat head of my cock between her lips. I couldn't take it – her pace was agonizingly slow. I put my hand to the back of her head and slammed myself down her throat, taking her the way I wanted.

“Oh fuck, that's so hot,” Suzie whimpered, grinding her pussy against me. “Show that little slut, Master. Ram your cock down her throat and make her gag on your seed. You deserve it. You deserve to make her your bitch, Master!”

“Yeah,” I said, getting into it. “Yeah, that's right – take it all...”

Mallory did, relaxing until I was sliding in and out of her throat with no resistance, stretching her tight walls around my cock. My fingers slipped inside of Suzie's cunt, like a promise of what was to come, and she melted against me as she watched her friend submit to my power.

“It makes me so hot to watch you break her,” Suzie whispered in my ear. “I can't wait for you to do the same thing to me.”

Fuck yes. I wanted to break both of them, punish them for their loyalty to my enemy. I wanted both of them kneeling, bellies swollen with my seed as they mindlessly pleased me. I was going to start right now.

I put my hand around Suzie's neck. She leaned into it, getting off on her own submission as I lifted her body away from my other hand. She twitched and writhed, struggling to bring her pussy back down on my fingers, but I held her firm.

“No,” I said. “You don't feel any pleasure unless you're giving me pleasure, slave. Got it?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped, relaxing beneath my fingers at last.

“Mom,” I said. “Go look for Amanda. When you find her, bring her to me. I'm going to be knocking up these two sluts.”

“Yes, sir,” she said smoothly, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. “Have fun.”

“Oh, I will.”

Pulling out of Mallory's mouth, I pulled Suzie to the kitchen table, carrying her by the scruff of the neck like a misbehaving pet. She whimpered with anticipation as I tossed her onto the table, spreading her smooth thighs and slipping two fingers into her cunt. 

“Get up there next to her,” I commanded Mallory. The girl did the same, but as she climbed onto the table I twisted her, forcing her onto her taut little belly. Her ass and legs hung off the edge of the table, right where I wanted them.

“There we go,” I said, pulling my pants off. I looked them over like a gentleman farmer appraising two new heads of cattle. Their slits shined with moisture as they presented themselves to me. I couldn't decide who I wanted to fuck first – Suzie could watch and encourage me as I shot my seed inside her, but I could go even deeper into Mallory from behind. In the end, I decided to alternate.

“Come here,” I grunted, grabbing Suzie's ass and yanking her to the edge of the table. Her perfect, trimmed pussy lay bare before me and I slid inside of her in one smooth stroke, stretching her aching walls around my shaft. She cried out, nails digging into the wood of the table as I fucked her. The whole room shook with the force of my primal, caveman cock as I slammed myself inside of her, filling her all the way to her womb with each thrust.

“Play with yourself,” I commanded Mallory. “I want you wet and ready for when I fuck you.”

I hadn't needed to make the command – Mallory was on fire with lust, watching her best friend get ravaged. It was more like I'd given her permission to touch herself than anything else; she sighed with relief as her fingers rubbed her clit, becoming a blur.

I was rough with Suzie. Something about her switched all the higher functions of my brain off, make me want nothing more than a sweaty grudge-fuck. Maybe it was pent-up frustration at not finding Amanda – maybe it was me evening the score, taking advantage of the sort of person who had taken advantage of me my whole life. Either way, I'd never fucked a girl as hard or rough as I had Suzie.

My hand rarely left her neck; I squeezed her tight enough that her face flushed with more than pleasure. Her hair was my plaything; something to yank and pull to make her cry out with mingled pain and pleasure as I wrapped her entire being around the sweet line of my manhood. My hands came down on her ass, her tits, even her face a bit as I lost control of myself, giving in fully to my power for the first time. She loved every second of it, begging for more.

“That's right,” Mom whispered. I hadn't even felt her coming up behind me, but her breasts were warm and soft against my back. “Fuck her like you want to fuck that little tramp Amanda. Show her who's boss: show her who her true King is, son.”

I was going to. “I want you covered in bruises,” I said, jackhammering between Suzie's thighs. “I want everyone to know who fucking owns you.”

“You own me! You fucking own me, Master! You own my pussy! You own my womb! You own my entire life, sir!”

Her words sent me over the edge. I buried myself inside of her folds, filling her to the brim, then my cock exploded in a mind-bending orgasm. Thick, sticky fluid poured from my cock in spurts, draining directly from my balls to her wet, waiting womb. I felt it splash against her walls, filling her way beyond anything I'd done before.

By tomorrow, she'll be carrying my child, I thought, the idea sending a shock of pleasure down my spine and another thick burst from my cock.

As I began to wind down, I yanked my cock from Suzie (making her pout and whimper at the loss of my perfect dick filling her, completing her) and rammed it into Mallory. The feeling of a new, fresh pussy around my shaft filled me with renewed vigor, and the rest of my load was still more than a normal person would have been able to shoot on their horniest, most fertile day. Both girls groaned, eyes rolling back in their heads as the feeling of my hot seed inside them filled their pussies with a torrent of bliss.

Thought returned slowly, only coming back to me once I'd pulled out of Mallory and shot a few final spurts of come over the lips of her swollen, well-fucked cunt. As I remembered where I was and what I was doing, I turned to Mom.

“Where's Amanda?” I asked. “Did you find her?”

Mom looked upset. She shook her head.

I turned back to my new conquests. I barely even thought of them as people anymore – they were just vessels for my seed, warm holes to fill with my cock. They weren't Kate or Moira – they were the enemy.

I reached into Suzie's purse and rifled through it until I found her phone, tossing it on her sweat-and-come-coated belly.

“Call her,” I commanded savagely. “Now.”

Suzie did so, the phone ringing against her ear as she dialed her leader. She spoke a few low, whispered words, then held the cell phone out to me. “She wants to talk to you,” she said.

I took the phone. “Amanda,” I growled.

“What's up, loser?” Amanda had lost none of her snarky, better-than-you tone: I could hear it through the receiver. “How's your pathetic little party going?”

“Where are you?” I was past small talk; beyond caring about her insults. I was a hunter, a beast who wanted nothing more than to ravage her so hard she wouldn't be able to think about anything other than me again.

“At home,” she said with a sigh, “doing rich person things. You know, all the cool stuff you'll never be able to do, because you're a dickless loser.”

“Get over here,” I snarled. “Now.”

She laughed loud and long – even so, I could tell there was some wariness in her tone. She wasn't used to the target of her derision reacting in this way – sounding this way when they spoke to her.

“I'd love nothing more than to come to your little white-trash party and tell your hypocrite sister what a bitch she is to her face,” Amanda said. “But I'm not allowed.”

I snorted. “Since when have you given a fuck about what's allowed?”

There was a pause on the line. I could tell she was shocked and trying to hide it – I could almost hear her thinking what's gotten into him?

“Unfortunately, Mommy and Daddy are strict on this point. No contact with anyone we have pending litigation against. Otherwise you could claim we were doing something improper and get a mistrial.” I could hear her smug smirk through the phone. “I wouldn't want to do anything to jeopardize the smackdown we're going to lay on your shitty life, Jakie.”

I couldn't help but laugh. It was so stupid – how she thought I cared about any of this.

“You talked to Suzie,” I said.

Now she was on less sure footing. “Yes,” she said. “I sent them to the party to keep an eye on you – I knew you'd be looking for me-”

“I just fucked her,” I said. “Mallory too. I didn't just fuck them, either – I owned them. They're mine now, filled up with my fucking come – and I'm pretty sure both of them are going to be pregnant from it.”

This time the pause was much longer. “Put Mallory back on the phone.”

I laughed harshly. “Fuck you. They're not yours anymore: they're my sluts. You think I give a flying fuck about lawyers and lawsuits, Amanda? This is about revenge. This is about payback. I'm going to find you, and when I do you're going to be barefoot and pregnant for the rest of your life, cooking my meals and worshiping the ground I walk on. I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't even remember a time when you were in control of your own life.”

“What the fuck? You are gross, Jake.” All the heat was gone from her voice – now she sounded worried. “Don't ever talk to me again – I'll sue the shit out of you...”

“We won't need to talk,” I said. “When you see me, you'll know just what to do. Get ready.”

Then I hung up, because I was sick of listening to her.

The three girls stared at me like they couldn't believe what they'd just seen – like they'd just watched a golden God climb to his throne. Mom gaped openly, pride filling her features.

“Well,” I said, “I guess we're going to court.” I couldn't fucking wait.
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Up on the screen, a gorgeous blonde writhed with pleasure. Her cheerleader's uniform was torn all over in strategic places – showing enough skin that the audience would be hungry for more, would already be fantasizing about what was still covered. She was shackled to the wall, a thick collar around her neck and another around her waist. In contrast, the room she was in looked spacious and luxurious – like the halls of some old, venerable library.

Two girls watched the cheerleader as she struggled and moaned, her eyes rolling in her head. The first, a curvy Asian in what looked like a slutty Halloween version of a professor's costume, stepped forward and waved a vial of something beneath the cheerleader's breasts.

“You want another dose?” she snarled. “Greedy little bitch.”

“Yes, please!” The cheerleader's struggles grew more intense, but there was no getting out of the restraints the other girls had her in. The Asian cutie laughed and ripped a new seam in her outfit, exposing a bare breast to the camera.

“All you little sluts are the same,” she said, curling up next to the cheerleader. “You all think you're so strong, and since you're rich no one is ever going to fuck with you. Well, you're not so strong now, are you?”

The cheerleader whimpered and shook her head.

“Beg me.” The Asian girl – it was Suzy, the gorgeous preppy girl I'd brainwashed at my last house party – slipped her fingers beneath the cheerleader's skirt and massaged her clit until her neck strained against the collar. “Beg for another taste of Master's pheromones.”

“No! Please! I don't want it – I want my free will...”

“Free will?” The girl laughed, her fingers becoming a blur between the cheerleader's thighs. “There's no such thing. All wet little sluts think they have 'free will', until  a big strong man comes and fucks it right out of their head. Master is going to make you melt.”

“Maybe if you apologize to him,” the second girl added, “he'll go easy on you. Make you like it.”

The girl continued to struggle, but it was clear her captors' words were beginning to affect her. She stopped straining so much; her hips rocked against the Asian girl's fingers, allowing her to milk pulses of sweet bliss from her clit.

“That's such a good idea,” Suzy said, grabbing hold of the chain that held the cheerleader to the wall. She tightened it until the girl cried out, face going red as the sudden lack of air heightened both her pleasure and her fear. “I think you should apologize right now, slut. Look right at the camera. Tell Jacob how sorry you are.”

She let the chain go slack – the cheerleader gasped for air. As soon as she could speak, she was sobbing.

“I'm so sorry, Jacob!” The words tore from Amanda's lips like they caused her physical pain. “I'm sorry I called you white trash and made fun of your sister! I'm sorry I ruined your life! Please, please forgive me...”

Suzy drew the chain tight – and unstopped the vial, shoving it beneath Amanda's nose. “Breathe deep, slut.”

Amanda did, sniffling at the glass bottle. Her eyes rolled back until the whites were all that could be seen. “Oh my fuck...”

“How do you feel now? Tell Jacob what you think of the way he smells.”

“He's so...manly,” Amanda gasped. “I want to serve him. I feel like my whole life was just a dream, a training exercise to prepare me for my real life! I want to make Master feel good, just like you...”

“That's right, you piece of ass,” Suzie said, her voice going tinny from the speakers. “We're going to let you please Jacob – but not until we have some more fun with you...”

I lay back on the plush bed, watching the video play for the fifth time that day. Between my legs, my newest pet played with my cock, sucking and stroking it while I watched my two slaves torment the girl who had been my greatest enemy. They'd shot it days ago, and as far as I was concerned it beat both Blade Runner and The Godfather out for the title of “best movie ever.”

“You deserve an Emmy for this,” I told the girl between my legs. “Even though all of it was real.”

Amanda looked up from my cock, a perfect smile on her gorgeous face. Any trace of resistance was gone from her; she lived now for nothing but my pleasure. “I'm so glad it pleases you, Master,” she whispered, giving my shaft a stroke. “I love how hard watching my degradation makes you. It's like I'm reliving the trauma all over again!” She made it sound like her dream honeymoon, instead of what the old Amanda thought it was before my pheromones had turned her into my slave – a nightmare.

“That's right,” I said, pressing my hand against the back of her head. “Go back to sucking me off, slave.”

“Yes, sir,” she groaned around my shaft, sliding me deep into her throat. “I live to serve...”

I watched the old Amanda scream with pain and pleasure on screen as the new one worked her lips up and down my shaft. Life as King was even better than I could ever have imagined...

––––––––
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“I have some news for you,” the man said. “Are you sitting down?”

“Something like that,” I said, trying to keep the edge of pleasure out of my voice. I was indeed sitting down – sitting on the couch at home, while my step-sister Moira bounced up and down in my lap, riding my cock into the stratosphere. It wasn't the way most people would recommend someone get ready to defend themselves in a judicial hearing, but when you've got the power to make women serve you with sheer force of will, it's hard to keep from sinking into whatever tight, wet little thing throws itself at you.

“Hang up the phone,” Moira whispered, rocking her hips in a circle as my cock throbbed in her pussy. “I want you to focus on me...”

I put a hand over the phone, shushing her. “This is important,” I told Moira. “It's about my ability.” Ever since I'd gained the power to control the women around me, thanks to the irresistibly manly pheromones I secreted from every pore, I'd had questions. How long was this going to last? Would it stay this powerful forever? What limits were there to what I could and couldn't do? Before I'd enslaved half the town at my sister's house party, I'd visited an experimental physician named Dr. Logarius, hoping for some answers. Now he was on the phone, and all my step-sister could think about was getting another hot load in her tight teen pussy. Typical.

But she obeyed me – they all did. To them, I wasn't just an alpha male – I was the alpha male, and disobeying me was like spitting in the face of everything that nature told them to do. When I told Moira to shut it, she obediently did – but that didn't mean she stopped fucking me.

“Okay.” The Doctor had a hint of some far-off accent I couldn't place. “I did an analysis of your blood and found some very interesting things, Jacob.”

“I'm anxious to hear them,” I said. Moira picked up the pace – I gave her ass a hard slap, but it only made her moan and fuck me harder.

“Well,” the Doctor said, sounding a little nervous, “there's no easy way to say this: Jacob, you're a Neanderthal.”

“Excuse me?” I sat up, but Moira only dug her legs in tighter. I wanted to push her off me, but the feeling of her soft walls around my cock was too intoxicating to stop. “What the hell does that mean? I'm a caveman?”

Doctor Logarius laughed, as if he knew this was awkward. “It's a bit more complicated then that. How much time do you have?”

“Plenty,” I said, wondering if he could hear the sounds of Moira panting even though I'd commanded her to be quiet.

“Well, Neanderthals were cavemen, in the classical sense of the term,” the Doctor said. “They lived in Northern Europe and were an genetic offshoot of humanity, living side-by-side with Homo sapiens. Sort of like another branch on the tree of life.”

“Okay. I get you so far.” And if Moira didn't slow down, the good Doctor was going to hear me shoot my load right over the phone.

“Neanderthals and Homo Sapiens inter-bred,” the Doctor said, “until some unnamed catastrophe wiped them out. But their genetic legacy continues in our DNA. Most people are anywhere between two and five percent Neanderthal. Some people claim our Neanderthal DNA governs some of our most primal desires and urges: the need to hunt, the tendency of so-called 'alpha' males to compete with each other, the drive to...”

“To fuck,” I said, my cock giving a tiny spurt inside of Moira. Just hearing me say the word caused her innermost muscles to clench around me. “So it's the caveman part of our brains, basically. The part that sees a pretty girl and wants to bash her over the head with a club, drag her back to our cave and pound her until she's carrying our babies.”

Oh my god, that's so hot! Moira mouthed as she rode me.

“Yes, well. Um.” Doctor Logarius coughed. “That's not exactly a scientific way of putting it, but sure.”

“Most people are 2-5% caveman,” I said. “How much am I?”

There was pause on the other end of the line. “Seventeen percent.”

“So I'm seventeen percent caveman?” I said, as much for Moira's benefit as mine.

“You totally are,” Moira whispered, thrusting her tits in my face. “The way you fuck me is so savage. Only a real primal caveman would ram his cock into his own sister like that. I'm gonna come all over your big, savage cave-cock, bro...”

Moira's face contorted in silent agony as she climaxed, the muscles of her sex clenching around my cock as she milked it. Her curvy frame shook as waves of pure bliss rocked her body, filling me with the desire to shoot my seed.

“What's even more surprising,” Doctor Logarius was saying, “is that there's no precursor DNA in your family line. It's like you hit the lottery – the odds of there being this much caveman DNA inside of you are literally one in a trillion. It's absurd. If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn't have believed it.”

“Uh huh,” I said, already focusing more on the way Moira met me stroke for stroke than the Doctor's ramblings. “So whatever is happening to me isn't likely to stop happening.”

“Well, we don't know,” the Doctor said. “There are all sorts of stories – some pre-historical reports implied Neanderthals had limited telepathic powers, for example. All I know is, they were a very small race of people in terms of numbers, yet somehow they interbred with humans to an extent that all of us are 1/20th them.”

“I'm pretty sure I know how they did that,” I said, watching Moira ride me with renewed vigor. Come for me, she mouthed. Come hard.

“Well.” The Doctor coughed. “I'd love to take some more samples and discuss this further. This is a major scientific breakthrough, Jacob – I hope you realize that...”

“I know, Doc,” I said, feeling my balls tingle against Moira's slit. “I want to help you with your research. Can I call you back in a bit?”

“Certainly,” he said. “I-”

I hung up, tossed the phone across the room, and took hold of Moira's hips. With a primal grunt, I stretched her walls around my cock with a series of savage thrusts, wiping that naughty look off her face and replacing it with one of pure submission.

“Oh fuck,” she murmured, helpless before me. “Oh fuck, bro, fucking shoot in me...”

I did, unloading burst after burst of hot, sticky seed as growled in her ear like an animal. Pleasure washed over me like a tidal wave as I filled her channel, pumping her womb full of come. When I was done, I pulled out of her, leaving trails across her belly and thighs, and shoved her down on the bed, making her present herself from behind like an animal. I thrust inside her with a hard, full stroke, pounding savagely at the interior of her womb until I felt another sudden, shocking orgasm wash over me.

“Jesus Christ, Jacob,” Moira groaned, unable to believe what I'd done to her. “That was fucking awesome!”

“I guess hearing about cavemen made want to act like one a bit,” I said, panting with relief.

“Mmh, you should do that way more often,” she said snuggling against me. “You wild man.”

I laughed, rolling a bit to stare at the ceiling. Moira's arm came up and rested on my chest.

“We're so fucked today,” I said quietly.

When Moira spoke, her tone was a bit more serious. “I know. It doesn't matter – so what if they win the lawsuit. I know you'll take care of us, bro. You're a man, and that's just what a strong man does.” Her fingers gripped my chest a little tighter. “Besides, you've got the power to have any woman eating out of your hand after spending ten minutes alone with her. All we have to do is find some billionaire heiress, secure a 'private meeting' with her, and boom – we're back in business.”

I chuckled, but that wasn't a bad idea. “Maybe,” I said. “If my powers really aren't going to fade any time soon, we might be able to bounce back from this. I'm just going to hate watching the smug looks on the Millers' face in court.”

“Fuck them,” Moira said defiantly. “If we lose, we'll find some way to pay them, then we'll leave this town and never look back. We won't ever see those hypocritical assholes again. Even if she gets her day in court to gloat over us, this is the last time Amanda gets to ruin our lives.”

I turned, staring at her. “You mean that?”

“Damn straight I do,” she said firmly. “I love you.”

Before I could say anything else, the bedroom door opened. My step-mother Sarah stood in the doorway, sporting a smart suit and an impressively coiffed hairdo. She must have been getting ready while we were fucking, I thought, the image of her primly doing her hair and makeup while listening to her daughter scream with pleasure through the walls making me hard.

“What are you two still doing in bed?” Her gaze traveled from Moira to me and back again. “We're going to be late.”

“Hey, Mom, did you hear? Jake's a Neanderthal.” She flashed a naughty smile as she sat up, making no effort to hide her nakedness. “I'm gonna be carrying his caveman babies.”

That was another worry playing in the back of my mind. Neither my step-sister Moira or my step-mom Sarah had had their periods this month. It seemed unlikely that I'd managed to get them both knocked up so quickly, but maybe if I had caveman pheromones I also had some kind of caveman super-fertility. Moira at least seemed convinced she was already pregnant, even though it was too early to confirm.

“I'm gonna name them Oog and Ugg,” Moira said, her smile getting wider. “Unless they're little cave-girls. Hey, what did cavegirls call their daughters, anyway?”

“Dinner, mostly,” I said, grabbing Moira around the waist and pinning her down playfully. “Don't you know we're all savage cannibals?”

Beneath me, Moira sounded like she was more than ready for a little eating, but Mom put a stop to it. “Both of you get dressed. The last thing I want is for my children to walk into a courtroom looking like they just had sex.”

Beneath me, Moira pouted, rocking her hips against mine just enough to perk my cock back up. She shot me a glance and bit her lip, her eyes sliding to Mom. I knew exactly what she was thinking, without having to ask. Maybe I do have some sort of telepathy, I wondered. At least when it comes to primal shit.

“We've got plenty of time.” I stood up, still naked, and crossed the room to where Sarah stood looking annoyed. “Besides, I want to see what you're wearing underneath of that suit.”

Mom scoffed. “No. Jacob, we're going to be late-”

“He came in me, Mom.” Moira was behind her, pressing her young, tight body against Sarah's back. “He shot his fucking seed inside my cunt. Isn't that amazing? Mmh, just feel it...”

Before she could react, Moira took Sarah's wrist and slipped her fingers between her folds. My step-mom felt the warm, come-soaked mess I'd made of Moira's cunt, fat gobs of semen dribbling onto her impeccably-manicured nails. I felt her sharply inhaled breath; the way her heart beat faster in her chest.

“He's gonna make me pregnant, Momma,” Moira said, sounding like she was describing the best thing in the world. “Then he's gonna make you pregnant, too. He's going to make us a real family, like Daddy never could. So take off these clothes and show him how wet he makes you.”

I could see Mom's resistance wither. Her fingers gripped Moira tighter, demanding the creamy proof of my dominance over her step-daughter.

“Forget Amanda,” Moira whispered. “That feels so good, Mommy – don't stop!”

Mom leaned forward and sniffed hard, her face against my chest. “Oh, Jacob,” she moaned, her body quivering with delight. “You're so manly, just standing there naked like that...”

“Like I own you,” I said, piercing her with my gaze.

Slowly, she nodded. “Yes. Oh, it feels so fucking good to say that, baby...”

“Take her clothes off, Moira,” I commanded. “I want to her to get more comfortable.”

Moira stripped Mom, unwrapping her for me like a present. The suit top and dress she'd spent so long picking out, getting just right for her day in court slid off her body, crumpling to the floor. She stood exposed before me, her body trembling as Moira's fingers mercilessly stripped away anything between her skin and mine.

“Son,” Mom moaned, running her fingers down my chest. “This is so wrong...”

“Feel how hard I am,” I said, taking her wrist and bringing it to my crotch. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, gripping it tightly. “How hard you're making me.”

“He's so big,” Moira whispered, pressing against Mom's back. “Those big, heavy balls all full of come...let him unload inside you, Mom. Let him make you pregnant.”

“Fuck, I think she's probably pregnant already,” I said, looking Sarah up and down. Her body was gorgeous, the impossibly curvy figure of a goddess thanks to my hypnotic conditioning. Even after the treatment Moira gave my dick, I was so hard at the thought of being inside of her.

“Make sure,” Moira said through her teeth. “Fill her up. I want us both swollen with your babies, bro. I just wish we already were – we could walk into the courtroom and show the Millers how much we love each other, how much I love being owned by my brother. It'd blow their uptight little minds.”

“What's happened to me?” Mom said wonderingly. She stroked my shaft, slowly at first then faster. “I just heard you pump a load inside of my only daughter, and all I can think about is how wonderful it would be to feel this cock inside of me.”

“This happened,” I said, sliding inside of her. Mom's folds welcomed me like a long-lost friend, caressing the hard, unyielding ridge of my cock as it plunged into her softness. I leaned back to watch myself enter her, sliding out until the head of my cock was visible in her folds before impaling her on my fullness again.

“Oh my god that's so good,” Mom grunted, her hips rocking to meet mine. “Don't stop fucking me, baby – Mommy loves having that big, perfect dick inside of her!”

“Mommy hasn't been the same since she felt Jacob's big dick,” Moira said, gripping Mom tight. “Isn't that right, Mom?”

Sarah's lips became a tight line as she nodded.

“Pound her so hard, bro – don't hold anything back.” Her hands reached around Mom's hips, grabbed mine and forced me even harder between her legs. “Make that wet little pussy yours!”

Fuck, that felt great. My cock slid into Mom's pussy, penetrating her at the perfect angle as she lifted one leg to take me deeper. Her face and breasts flushed with exertion, her breath coming hot and fast. She was on display, presented to me by Moira's demanding arms, a vision of middle-aged MILF-y lust as I slammed into her again and again.

“Oh fuck, I can feel your balls quivering!” Mommy said, her voice edging over into a frantic, frenzied pleasure. “You're going to blow, aren't you son?”

I gave her no response – just fucked her harder. It was like I hadn't been inside Moira a few minutes ago, like I'd never been inside any woman – like I was spilling my seed inside her for the first time.

“Look at the way he fucks you,” Moira said savagely. “Watch him dominate you, I'm young and strong – able to take what he's dishing out. But he just melts you, Mom – you're like his fuck doll! It's so fucking hot to watch him break you!”

“Yes, that's right,” Sarah said, gasping. “Break Mommy, Jacob! Split me open and pour that warm, creamy load right into my pussy!”

I couldn't hold back any more. With a final thrust, I plunged deep into Mom, filling her up like every caveman I was descended from as I exploded within her tight, wet walls. I lost control; kept on thrusting as creamy seed shot from my cock in spurts, bathing her womb in fertile goodness. 

“I wish you weren't just my step-son,” Mom muttered against my ear, completely losing control of herself. “I wish this pussy was your home, Jacob. But now it really is your home, and you're welcome here whenever you want. Any...fucking...time...you...want...”

I felt Mom's pussy clench around me as she came, milking the last few bursts of creamy spunk from my shaft. I pulled out slowly, letting her walls feel every inch of me, and Moira craned her neck to watch as I ran the head of my cock over her clit.

“Look at that fucking monster,” Moira whispered, her eyes glued to my dick. “God, he's so fucking big. Big and strong like a real man...”

I pulled out of Mom and passed my cock along to Moira, letting her know I wanted her to suck my clean by grabbing the back of her neck and forcing her to her knees. She didn't mind; she cried out with delight as I took control of her, dominating her will as she made herself my servant.

She lapped up my load as Mom watched on, completely stoned off the pleasure I'd given her. A few final bursts of precum dribbled from the tip of my fat purple head as Moira sucked, cleaning me of both my and Mom's juices.

“Oh, Jacob...” Mom stuck two fingers into her pussy and rubbed herself; they came back sticky with my load. “I can't wait until I'm carrying your baby.”

“Alright,” I said with a smirk, staring at my naked, submissive step-family. “Now I'm ready to go to court.”
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The parking lot at the courthouse was nearly empty by the time our old van pulled in. Most of the cases on the dockets were scheduled for the early morning, so only stragglers and gawkers remained at this point in the afternoon. I pulled in next to an old, beat-up station wagon and cut the engine off, looking around the lot for what I knew had to be there.

A moment later, I saw it – that gaudy, pink BMW. Amanda's car. She was here.

“There she is,” I said, pointing across the way. From the backseat, Moira appeared, hooking her arms over the armrests. “And that's gotta be Mrs. Miller.”

Right next to Amanda's car, in the middle of an otherwise deserted lot was a jet-black, late-model luxury car. This had to be Amanda's mother, Laura. Laura was the lawyer who had originally represented the drunk driver who hit my step-sister Moira, ensuring our family never got the money we needed for her recovery. Now she was back, alleging we'd made the whole thing up. She and her family were claiming that Moira's miraculous healing was anything but: that it was a scam we'd fabricated for money. As if we'd do all that for such a small amount of money, I thought. But as I'd healed my step-sister with my powers, commanding her with sheer alpha male magnetism, I had no way of proving anything. And I had no plan to prove my case.

I was just going to hope for the best.

Moira seemed to be thinking the same thing. As we stepped out of the van, she pulled me into a quick, tight hug.

“Whatever happens in here today,” she whispered, “we've already won.”

The thought brought a smile to my face. “Okay,” I said. “Let's do this.”

We marched across the parking lot like an invading army, me in front and Moira and Mom flanking me on either side. As I reached the courthouse doors, I saw a familiar figure smoking a cigarette and checking her cell phone. My heart stopped.

Amanda.

Just the sight of her, in her conservative skirt and button-up blouse made me want to throw her to the ground and unleash all my caveman DNA all over that tight, bitchy body. Even dressed as the demure, sedate scion of a powerful lawyer family, there was something about her that made her look like a crazy club slut, a wild thing who'd treat you to the best night of your life and make you pay for it for eighteen years after. I wanted her, and I hated her, and both mixed so hard inside of me I could feel my cock leaking precum into my boxers.

She looked up and her eyes became points. A slow, sinister smile spread across her gorgeous face. She'd pulled out all the stops on makeup for this day – her beauty game was A1. I wanted to make that mascara drip, smear that gorgeous dark lipstick around my cock as she took me deep down her throat.

“Well if it isn't Jake and his family, walking in late,” she said with a sniff. “I'm surprised you didn't try to put your slut sister back in a wheelchair to get out of this.”

“That kind of talk is not appropriate,” Mom said with all the outrage she could muster. “This is a court of law for God's sake-”

“Shut the fuck up, you wrinkled old hag.” Amanda flipped her cigarette in our direction, but it landed well short of where we stood. “I'm done being nice to you hicks.”

“You were nice to us?” Moira said with a laugh. “When was that – I must've missed it.”

Amanda looked like she wanted to explode – then thought of something better, instead. She bit her lip, the brilliant white of her teeth contrasting with that dark, sexy lipstick, walking forward like she was almost sorry.

“This is your last chance, Jakie,” she whispered coquettishly, getting close enough to me that I could smell her perfume. “After today, you'll never be able to lay a finger on me again. But don't you just want to make me pay for all the awful shit I've done to you?”

This was the same tactic she'd been using forever – she knew I wouldn't lay a finger on her. I couldn't – walking into the courtroom with a black eye would be all she needed to put our family in the poorhouse forever.

And besides, hitting Amanda wasn't close to what I wanted to do to her now. Plus, the closer she got to me, the more of my pheromones were entering her nose, filling her lungs.

“It would ruin everything if you gave me one good smack right here,” she said in a baby voice, running a finger under her eye. “But wouldn't it just feel so good? Make you feel like a real man for once in your pathetic, white trash jerk-off life?”

She stood there, staring up at me. I counted her breaths, picturing the pheromones entering her bloodstream, and realized something with a start: she was breathing way faster than I was. She was more afraid of me then I was of her.

The knowledge made me smile – I saw her eyes widen.

“I don't need to lay a finger on you,” I said, leaning forward. “I told you over the phone exactly what was going to happen the next time we met.”

“In your sick fucking fantasies, maybe,” she said, stepping back. “You dickless little perv. You're such a pussy – you won't even show your sister and Mom what it means to be a man.”

“Oh, he shows us that all the time, honey,” Moira said with a satisfied smile.

“You'd better get inside,” Mom added. “I'm sure the adults are waiting to get this show on the road.”

Amanda pulled a face. I don't think she'd ever met a group of targets so indifferent to her insults before – so completely over her. For a moment, I watched the conflict play out on her face, before she decided to withdraw.

“Whatever.” She rolled her eyes and snuffed the cigarette butt out with the heel of one of her expensive fuck-me pumps. “You're all losers.”

“You look a little turned on,” I said evenly. “What's up with that? You get off on strangers standing up to you?”

She scoffed, but uncertainty crept into her features. “I'm going inside,” she announced to no one, brushing past me. “Fuck all of you.”

“Really, that's the best she can come up with?” Mom rolled her eyes, like she'd been watching a toddler throw a tantrum. “And you told me how many times what a monster she was?”

“We just weren't a family before,” Moira said, taking my hand. “We weren't strong. We didn't have a Man like Jacob to lead us.”

Inside, the air conditioning cooled the sweat off my forehead. Our footsteps echoed across the marble floors as the three of us were led through the metal detectors, and then into the courtroom.

“Ah, finally,” a soft feminine voice announced as we took our places. “We were beginning to wonder if you were going to show up.”

It was like looking into a time machine. Anyone wondering what Amanda Miller would look like twenty-five years from now needed only to look at her mother, Laura, to see how formidable and gorgeous she would be close to forty. She was her daughter with all the sharp edges removed, smoothed over with years of experience and professionalism. Plus, she was a goddess: if I squinted a bit, I could easily have believed she was Amanda's older sister, not her Mother. I didn't know whether the gym or plastic surgery that gave her that youthful, full complexion – I didn't care. I was stunned.

Laura caught me staring and flashed a cold smile. “This is the part where you state your names for the court,” she said mock-helpfully.

“Hi,” I said. “I'm Jacob Blake.”

“Moira Blake,” Moira chimed in.

“Sarah Blake,” my Mother said wearily.

Moira looked around the nearly-empty room. “Where's the guy who hit me?”

Laura's lips twisted in an acid smile. “Mr. Parker's presence was not necessary today. This is merely a preliminary hearing – where the dollar amount of liens until the trial will be set.”

“Do you understand?” the judge asked. She was an older, distinguished-looking woman, and it seemed like she noticed the imbalance of power in the room from the get-go. “What counsel means is that preliminary penalties may be levied against your home, car or other property, depending on your performance today.”

“That's not fair,” I said, unable to stop myself. “That'll bankrupt us.”

“Like you nearly bankrupted Mr. Parker with your fraudulent claims?” Laura interrupted.

“That's not true,” Mom said, her voice quaking with rage. “My daughter was hurt. They said she'd never walk again.”

“And yet, she is walking,” the judge said, sounding a little sad. “Quite well, in fact – completely unassisted. Her legs look rather strong.”

This was already a shit-show. I risked a glance behind me, to see who else was in the room – the only person in the stands behind us was Amanda. As she caught my eye, she flashed me a naughty little wink and gave me the finger.

I'm the only man here, I realized. I don't know why I had thought the judge had to be male, or that Amanda's father would be here. There had to be some way to turn that to my advantage.

Almost as soon as I thought it, Moira spoke up. “Excuse me,” she said, sounding more like a frightened teenager than the powerful, confident woman I knew she was. “Could you please turn off the air conditioning in here? I'm very cold.”

Laura scoffed. “Miss Blake should have worn something a little bit less revealing if she was concerned about the temperature-”

“Counsel!” The judge glared at Laura, and for a moment I watched Amanda's mother blanch, realizing she'd overstepped. “There's no reason to be rude. Do you have a logical reason not to adjust the temperature in the courtroom?”

“Defense is just stalling,” Laura said, recovering smoothly. “Just as they did by arriving late. But it makes no difference. Go right ahead.”

The judge looked at me. “Young man, the gauge is right over on the wall. If you would be so kind...”

A few steps later I found myself standing before the thermostat for the courtroom. Excitement coursed through me. I had a plan – Moira had given it to me, imparting it without telling me a single word.

First I turned off the fans in the court. I didn't want air to circulate – I wanted it to stay right here. Then I slowly turned the knob marked HEAT upward.

Laura thought she was making us sweat. I was going to sweat for real.

I walked back to my family, unable to keep the swagger from my step. Amanda glared at me from the benches, her prim face twisted into a mask of disgust. I didn't care. Now all I had to do was exactly what Laura was accusing me of: stall.

“Now that that is taken care of,” Laura said as I turned to the judge, “I move that a comprehensive exam be done of Moira's legs, so as to prove-”

My hand was in the air before I could think better of it. “I object!”

Laura froze. Slowly, she turned to me, looking more shocked than upset. “You...object. Really?”

“Your honor,” I said, thinking fast, “may I approach the bench?”

The judge nodded. “This seems highly unusual, Sir.”

I strode to the podium, all smiles and swagger. “I promise this will all make sense soon.”

A moment later, I was standing before the judge, close enough to reach up and touch her. I waited, heart thudding in my chest, for it to happen. The air was thick in the courtroom, and pheromone-enhanced sweat was pouring off me – it had to work. It would work.

Wouldn't it?

Just when my resolve faltered, the judge leaned forward and inhaled deeply. “Hmm,” she said, not displeased. She leaned even further, sniffed harder.

“Could you come up here as well, Mrs. Miller?” I waved her forward, ignoring her frown. “I think she ought to hear this, maybe even more so than Your Honor.”

Laura looked like she wasn't sure if I had lost it or was planning some sort of brilliant turnaround. Honestly, I didn't know either. But she came to the bench, standing next to me with an expectant look on her face.

“Well?” she asked after a moment. “What do you have to say?” Then she leaned forward and sniffed me.

I cleared my throat. This was it; the moment this plan either worked or fell apart. I had to keep both of these women next to me, inhaling my pheromones, for as long as possible. I couldn't just bullshit something – they had to be riveted for at least a few minutes.

I only had one card left to play, so I did.

I told the truth.

“Let me tell you how this all went down,” I said, gesturing to both of them. “It all started when I was bringing Moira back home after a therapy session...”

What else could I do? I told them the whole story, from my encounter outside the doctor's office to having an increasingly 'intimate' dinner with my step-mother. Laura's face got red when I insulted her daughter, and by the time I described Mom dropping to her knees and blowing me while I did the dishes, she looked like she wanted to object – but she stood there, spellbound, listening. I told them about healing Moira, turning my darling step-sister from an invalid to a healthy, athletic young woman, and I didn't shy away from what happened later when she wanted to 'repay' me. Briefly, I told them about what had happened since -  I even confessed my plan to blackmail the Millers by ensnaring their daughter with my addictive alpha-male scent. It took fifteen minutes; fifteen long minutes where Laura and the judge listened, inhaling my scent, becoming drunk on my pheromones. I prayed it was enough.

“...so that's what happened, pretty much,” I said, winding to a close. “I'm not proud of some of the things I've done with my powers, but I wouldn't change any of it – Moira and Susan are my world. And that's why you can't take our house from us.”

The change in both women was undeniable. The judge stared at me through heavy-lidded eyes, her aged frame having relaxed against her chair at some point during my story. She looked like she'd just eaten from a long, slow banquet, and was ready for a heavy nap. On the opposite end, Laura couldn't stop fidgeting. She was filled with a nervous energy, and from the flush on her face and her hard, fast breaths, I knew exactly how she wanted to blow off that steam.

“That's so amazing,” the judge said, sounding awed. “You're so...manly, Jacob. Taking control of all those women like that.”

“I knew something was going on with Kate,” Amanda's Mom said excitedly. “That little prude is always walking around like she's got a stick up her ass, but suddenly she's letting her hair down and her tits out? But I had no idea...”

I nodded, filled with satisfaction. “So you believe me.”

“Of course we believe you,” Laura said. Her hand strayed out, as if she was nervous, then settled against my chest. “What woman would dare contradict a man like you?”

“So, then...” A smile lit up my face, “there's no reason for this lawsuit, then. I healed Moira, plain and simple.”

“Crystal clear,” the judge said. “Do you agree, prosecutor?”

Laura made a pained expression. “Jacob. My family has been awful to you. I had no idea – my job is my job, but to hear my own daughter saying these things to you...”

“It's alright now,” I said, putting my hand over hers. She practically fainted at my touch. “Everything's alright now.”

“Let me make it up to you.” She stepped forward conspiratorially, pitching her voice low. “I want to give you something. Something to make up for the way the Millers have fucked your family over.”

I gave her a look that let her know exactly what I was thinking of doing to her. She squeezed her thighs together and whimpered with delight.

“What's that?”

She leaned forward and whispered it into my ear: “My daughter.”

Meanwhile, Amanda was just beginning to realize that the balance of power in the courtroom had shifted beyond her wildest imaginings. She looked up, saw her own Mother clinging to me and whispering in my ear, and stood.

“What are you doing?” Her face was all confusion. “Why are you letting him touch you like that...?”

“I'm so sorry,” Laura said, shaking her head. “My daughter can be such a... bitch sometimes.”

“Don't I know it,” I said. “She called me pushing my sister in her wheelchair 'walking the dog'.”

“She'll have to pay for that,” Laura said smoothly.

Amanda was out of the stands now, approaching us like she couldn't wait to start throwing punches. “What the fuck is going on, Mom? Why is no one doing anything?”

“Come here, sweetheart,” Laura said, taking her daughter by the arms. “I want you to see something.”

Confused, Amanda let herself be led by her mother. A moment later she stood before me, looking up at me with a gaze of pure disgust.

“This,” Laura said, “is a man.”

Amanda's eyebrows shot up. “Mom, this is gross.”

“Smell him,” Laura commanded. “He smells like leather and musk and sex. I know you know what sex smells like, Amanda – I've seen the boys you drag behind you.”

“Mom!” Amanda's looked stung – but she sniffed. Now that she was in front of me, pinned in a courtroom that was rapidly becoming a sweltering hotbox, she couldn't keep her lungs clear of my scent if she tried.

“What are you...ooh, that does smell good.” She leaned forward, burying her face in my chest. The feel of her soft lips against my suit jacket made me throb, filled me with a desire to grab her tight and bury myself inside of her like an animal. “Why does that smell so good?”

I gripped Amanda by her hips and held her against me. She could feel my erection pressing against her thighs, she had to, but she didn't move or cry out. Instead, she buried her face against my chest and inhaled. 

“My head feels so funny,” she said with a giggle. “I had no idea anything could smell this right...”

“This is the way a real man smells,” Laura said. Strong. Powerful. Commanding. There's a 'man' right in the middle of the world 'command,' isn't there?”

“Yep.” Amanda bit her lip and inhaled deeper, her thighs flushing with warmth. I could feel her pussy gushing, the lust inside her beginning to boil over. “I was so wrong about you, Jacob...”

No more Jakie. No more name calling, no insults. From now on, she was going to refer to me properly.

I put a finger beneath her chin and tilted her face so that she looked up at me. “You insulted me,” I said.

“I did!” It was a sob; it tore from her throat like it came from the depths of despair. “I was so awful to you, Jacob, but I'm not that person anymore...”

“Worse than that,” I said. “You insulted Moira. My sister. More than that – a girl I fuck. A girl I own.”

“You fuck her?” A flicker of confusion passed over Amanda's features, replaced quickly with a desire to please, to submit. “Of course you do – you should fuck every girl, Jacob. Every girl in the world should kneel for you, should beg you to show them their true purpose...”

My hand gripped her chin, pinched her cheeks inward until her lips looked like a fish's. She winced, shaking with mingled pain and pleasure as I drew her close.

“You belong to me,” I said. Low, commanding. It wasn't a question. “Say it.”

“I belong to you, Jacob,” she repeated, melting against me.

“From now on, you call me 'Sir' or 'Master',” I said, grabbing her ass so tight she cried out.

“Yes, sir! Whatever you say, sir!”

“You will be the lowest of the low,” I said, a cruel smirk twisting my features. “The bottom rung of my harem. The gutter sluts I bring in off the street to strip for me, they'll be treated with more dignity and respect than you. You will never be allowed to advance. Ever.”

Her mouth dropped open in shock, but her eyes begged to pledge me fealty. “Yes, sir! Yes, Master! Anything to be near you – I'd rather grovel at your feet than be queen in a world where I didn't have you!”

My hand moved to her throat, squeezed it gently. I wasn't into pain or humiliation as a general rule, but I was really enjoying this. Mom and Moira watched, Amanda's own mother watched me do this – and none of them stopped me. To them, it was proper and right – the thought of correcting their Man was utterly alien to them.

“Whenever I want,” I told her, pulling open her blouse with my free hand, “I will fuck you. I won't ask, I won't warm you up, I won't kiss you or cuddle you after. I'll rut with you like an animal, and once I've gotten my nut I'll leave you on the floor, whether you've come or not. You'll be my cum dumpster, Amanda – and unlike all these other girls, you are going to take the Pill. Religiously. You will never bear my seed, never carry my heirs. A nasty little cunt like you will never be allowed to breed.”

“Yes, sir,” she groaned, grinding her hips against me. If I kept this up much longer, she was going to climax right then and there, in front of her own mother. “I'm your cum dumpster. I don't deserve anything else.”

“You agree to all this,” I said, feeling myself building to the climax of the conversation, “in order to join my harem. You agree that your body is forfeit; that you can never say 'no' to anything I command. I will humiliate you, degrade you, punish you for the rest of your life.”

She nodded, desperate for my approval. “Yes, yes! Please! Please let me be your lowest, filthiest little slave, sir!”

In all honestly, I wasn't sure how long these rules would stick. Amanda was a gorgeous woman, and beneath her acidic exterior was a very smart woman as well – probably her punishment would extend no further than a couple weeks of humiliation. But I wanted her to think she was surrendering for life – I wanted to take her, break her, and have her know that if I chose it would be every day for her.

“Laura,” I said, shaking everyone from their reverie. Amanda's mother looked at me like she couldn't believe I was talking to her. “Yes?”

“I came inside of my step-mother right before we arrived,” I said. “She could use another orgasm. Get between her legs and treat her well – make it the best you've ever given. I want to see my seed on your tongue.”

Laura straightened up. “Yes, Master.” She turned away and kissed my mother on the mouth, hard. Moments later their hands were all over each other, pulling off the stodgy power suits and slacks they wore, exposing the soft flesh beneath.

“Moira,” I said. In an instant she was beside me.

“Hey.” Her tongue was hot in my ear. “That was so fucking dominating, bro – I have never been this turned on...”

“She's ours,” I said, indicating Amanda. “I know you wanted your piece of this little tramp.”

Moira's eyes lit up. “Oh God, you fucking bet. Seriously, this is like Christmas, with more fucking.”

I couldn't help but grin. “Amanda, I command you to obey all of Moira's commands as if they were my own. You're going to do whatever she says. Understood?”

Amanda nodded. Her gaze slid from me to Moira, eyes widening with fear. “Yes, sir.”

Moira wasted no time in acting. “Come here, bitch,” she said, grabbing Amanda like a bad puppy and dragging her to the stands. “Come taste me.”

Moira reached beneath her skirt and pulled down her panties. The soft, jet-black lace slid down her perfectly white thighs and hit the floor. She bent over the front-most bench, hiking her skirt up to show her shaved, shining slit.

“I want you to apologize for everything you've done and said to me,” Moira said, clearly enjoying this. “And I want you to do it right to my clit.”

Amanda's eyes grew wide, but she did as Moira commanded. Gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them wide, she slid her tongue across Moira's slit from the back, making her inner muscles quiver with delight. When her tongue touched her clit, my sister moaned and arched her back, pressing her softness against Amanda's face.

“That's right, keep going,” she said, wiggling her hips. “You've got way more to apologize for than that!”

I heard Amanda's muffled apologies as she ate my sister out, her mouth and nose covered by her swollen, aching sex. The sight of her on her knees, finally admitting everything, submitting herself to my gorgeous step-sister was too much. I couldn't just stand there any longer – I needed to be inside of her.

“I'm gonna fuck her while she does that,” I said, in a tone that brooked no discussion. “Gonna make her mine.”

“Oh fuck, you go, bro!” Moira writhed with pleasure, her hands tangled in Amanda's long, platinum blonde hair. “I want this little slut to get us both off. I want her to make us come at the same time!”

I grabbed Amanda's skirt and yanked it off. A moan came from her mouth, though of desire or fear I had no fucking idea. Her panties were next to go – I was already feeling the frenzy, the caveman desire to pound Amanda until she couldn't walk for days, and before I knew what I was doing I'd torn her undergarments to shreds.

Amanda pulled back, just far enough for her to speak. “Master, please! Please fuck me! I want you to take out all your frustrations on me – use me until you feel better!”

“Did I tell you you could speak?” Moira asked, arching an eyebrow. “Get your mouth back on my cunt, slave.”

Amanda went back to her task, burying herself between Moira's thighs. I had some burying of my own to do.

I unzipped my pants and placed my cock on top of Amanda's ass, letting her feel the length of my hardness. The fat purple head of my dick spat a burst of precum right where a tramp stamp would be if she had one; and right then and I there I decided I was going to command Amanda to get one at her earliest opportunity. I was still thinking of what it would say when I grabbed my cock, angled down and forced myself inside Amanda's cunt, filling her to the brim.

The change in her young body was immediate. All her muscles clenched up, a long sigh of pleasure left her lips as my manhood stretched her walls.

“Fuck, she likes that, bro,” Moira said, pulling Amanda's face away from her cunt. “Don't you, slave?”

Amanda's eyes had rolled so far back in her head that only the whites were showing. “Oh my God!” she screamed. “Oh, holy fuck...!”

With a savage grin, I grabbed her by the hips and pummeled her snatch. I was savage, primal – if the guys Amanda had been with before were her worshipers, I was her defiler. I forced her face back into Moira's cunt, barely letting her breathe as I drove her walls insane with long, slow strokes. She clenched around me, impossibly tight as I filled her.

It was everything I had imagined, and more. Amanda's cunt was perfect: as if thousands of years of cavewoman DNA had popped up in her veins, giving her nature's perfect sheath for my mammoth, throbbing god-stick. We fucked like animals, like the first people to discover how good rutting could be, and while Amanda soon lost the power to do much more than hang on for dear life, I don't think Moira cared. She was watching her hated rival be broken like a horse, tamed by her powerful alpha-male stud, and that was better than any tongue could be.

“Gonna come in you,” I said, grabbing Amanda by the hair and arching her back. “Gonna shoot in you, you nasty little bitch...”

“Yes, Master,” she grunted, matching me stroke for stroke. “Does my tight little pussy make you feel good, Master? Does it make you want to shoot all that warm, sticky cream in my womb?”

As a response, I grabbed her hips hard enough to bruise and buried myself as firmly as I could, grazing her core.

“I don't deserve this,” Amanda said, her voice reaching a crescendo. “I don't deserve any of this but I'm so happy, I'm so happy I can be one of your girls, Master – I want to serve you forever and ever and feel this big hard cock making me feel so fucking good...”

Amanda tossed back her head and howled with pleasure, the feeling of me inside her sending her over the edge. Her cunt clamped down on me as shockwaves of pleasure rippled through her muscles, and the feeling of it sent me right past my own tipping point. She was wet and primed and perfect, the best place in the universe to put my seed. I shot in her like I was dying, like everything that made me me was packaged up into one spurt, splashing against the walls of her womb.

“Oh my goddd,” Amanda whimpered, unable to contain her joy. “Oh, oh you're coming so much inside of me! Oh fuck, I can feel it! Mom, Mom – he's coming in me! Master is fucking breeding me like a mare...”

Laura looked over from where she and my Mom were eating each other out, straddling each other's faces. “That's wonderful, dear. I've never been more proud of you.”

I pulled out of Amanda and let the last of my load splash across her ass and back. Thick ropes of my seed left her skin glazed, like the brand on a new, prime piece of cattle. I watched her writhe, getting off just from the feel of it. She was mine now, body and soul. I had won.

Both Amanda and Moira got on their knees, sucking me dry. They shared my cock between them, making out with it perched between their perfect, pouty lips, and shared what remained of my load. After they finished, they lay there, smelling me. Inhaling the sweet, musky scent of my dominion.

“You belong to me,” I told them both.

They looked up at me in unison. “Yes, Master. We're yours.”

As they stared up at me, eyes shining with love and devotion, I realized something: they could be sisters. They didn't look all that much alike, but there was something in their eyes that made them look like relatives. I could mold Amanda now, make her look even hotter than she did – make part of my family.

They were all part of my family now – a family that was about to get much, much bigger. And from now on, no one was ever going to fuck with my family again.
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I opened the door, and there she was – waiting for me.

My stepmother, Catherine, knelt just within the entrance way, her body taut and quivering with anticipation. I closed the door behind me, letting my gaze devour her eager, entranced body. Her pouty lips, covered in dark lipstick, that had delivered a thousand insults and cutting remarks. Her hands, that had sent the text messages that made my first girlfriend break up with me – that wrote a letter that tanked my chances of getting into my dream college. The quick, clever mind that had sabotaged my life in a hundred different ways, had made my life a living hell for years. The firm, perfect breasts and shining, shaved slit that had driven my Dad mad with lust so long ago, that had caused him to spill his fertile seed inside such an awful, irredeemable woman.

That was all over now. Pheromones poured from every inch of my skin, controlling her like a bitch in heat. Mom was no longer my enemy – she was my slave. And she loved it – she lived for it.

She looked up at me and inhaled deeply, her eyes fluttering with pleasure.

“Welcome home, Troy,” she whimpered, running her hands over her hard nipples. “Would you like me to suck you off now, or would you prefer for me to serve you dinner first?”

––––––––
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Jesus Christ, I thought, stepping outside of the dean's office into the warm afternoon air. My life is over.

It was a gorgeous summer day, one of the last before the spring semester ended. It looked like nearly everyone not in class was out on the green, throwing Frisbees or playing hackey sack or just sitting out in the warm sunshine and talking. As I watched, a gorgeous young co-ed in knee-length socks and a tight sports jersey chased a soccer ball to my feet, giving me a naughty wink as she ran back to her game.

If I was another man, I might have taken that as an invitation. I might have run after her, joined the game, started a conversation. What's the use, I thought dejectedly. I'm never going to college here.

So I walked on, feeling sorry for myself. Halfway back to the parking deck, my phone started vibrating in my pocket. I picked it up gingerly, expecting another angry phone call from Catherine – but it was a name I hadn't seen in a while. My step-sister, Erica.

She sounded bright and cheery, as usual, when I answered the phone. “Hey, bro! How was your college visit?”

“How did it go?” I almost didn't want to say anything. A sense of shame filled me; even though I hadn't done anything, it still hurt. “It didn't.”

“Huh? I must not have heard you. What did you say?”

“I said it didn't!” My voice was too loud; someone getting into their car froze and stared at me. I held my hand up in a gesture of apology and lowered my voice. “It didn't. I got fucking bum rushed at the Dean's office. My scholarship has been canceled.”

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. “What? You're fucking kidding me. They can do that?”

“They can when you've made quote-unquote 'sexually aggressive threats' towards a student,” I said dejectedly. “Regardless of whether you've actually done it or not.”

“Wait – back up a second.” I heard Erica drop whatever she was doing and take notice. “I thought you were going there to accept some kind of award?”

That's what I had thought, too. I had worked my ass off for months, scoring higher on a number of absolutely insane placement tests than any other student in the state to win the scholarship that would let me to go college. My stepmother Catherine had made it perfectly clear she wouldn't contribute a cent to my education – neither would she sign her name to any student loans. So a scholarship was the only way I could make it work. And I had made it work, at least for a little while.

“It was Mom,” I said, something angry coming into my tone as I stepped into my car and shut the door. It took a couple of tries – for all her wealth, Catherine also wouldn't spend a cent on transportation, so this car was a beater I'd mostly put together myself. “She did this.”

“Troy, you always blame Mom for everything,” Erica said, in the tone of someone who's had this argument one too many times. “She didn't even know you got the scholarship.”

“She found out. I don't know how, but she did.” Every word made me sound more certain. “You don't know her like I do, sis. She's evil.”

“She's not evil,” Erica said with a laugh. “She's just a little selfish sometimes.”

I sighed. How could I make her understand? Erica had always been the golden child in our house – she was Mom's “real” child, as she never despaired of telling me whenever no one else could hear her. She had her pick of everything – expensive designer clothes, tennis lessons, a fancy late-model car. And when it came to boys, Mom was right there, giving her advice and teaching her how to use birth control. Meanwhile, I got dick. It was insanely frustrating, and eighteen years of it had nearly driven me insane. 

“You don't get it,” I told my sister. Erica wasn't bad or anything – she's about as nice as it's possible to be growing up in such a toxic household. She just has no idea of the privilege she lives with. “I'm going to confront her,” I said. “I have to. This is even worse than what happened with Nikki.”

Erica sighed. “I talked to her about Nikki,” she said, in her classic conciliatory tone, “and she is so sorry about that. You know she just gets...weird when it comes to her son dating girls.”

“Weird? She's made sure that I'm an eighteen-year old virgin,” I said. “She ruined my relationship with Nikki. I will never forgive her for that.”

“I know it seems that way, bro, but...you'll grow up. You'll have other girls-”

“No I won't!” I felt like exploding. “Because she'll send disgusting shit to all of them! Or she'll stalk them and creep them out until they abandon me!”

Erica sighed. “I'm trying, bro,” she said. “I know she can be a strict Mom.”

“Sis,” I said, running a hand through my hair, “Today is my eighteenth birthday. I have no girlfriend, no scholarship – I'll be lucky if I have a place to live. I have no money for a place of my own, and the only friends I have are the ones who've never met Catherine. I'm fucked.”

“Happy birthday, by the way,” Erica said with a little giggle. “I wanted to talk to you about that.”

“Yeah?”

“I'm coming down from State this weekend,” she said. “I want to see you, and maybe we can all sit down and work this out between you and Mom. She doesn't hate you, Troy. You can work this out.”

I sighed and shook my head. She really didn't understand. Still, it would be good to see her. “Sure,” I said. “That way at least somebody will give me a birthday present.”

She laughed, that kind-of-sad laugh between two siblings who know exactly what they've been through. “I'm really sorry about the scholarship. Is there anything I can do...?”

“Not unless you can prove to the Dean that I have a psychotic stepmother who's been sending threatening messages to female students under my name,” I said, pulling a face.

“I can try,” she said after a moment. “I'll see you this weekend, okay?”

“Okay.” I felt like hitting the dashboard, but the car was so cheap and barely holding-together that something might break. “I hate this.”

“One more day,” she said helpfully. “You're eighteen now, and you can leave. Be strong, okay?”

How many times has SHE ever had to be 'strong'? I wondered, grumbling. “Yeah.”

“Alright,” she said. “Bye.”

I hung up the phone and clutched the steering wheel, fighting back tears. I was so close to getting out – so close to being free. I'd spent months fantasizing about being on my own for the first time, able to make friends and go out with girls without the shadow of my wicked stepmother hanging over my head.

I had been so close. But not close enough.

Almost instantly, the phone began to ring. This time there was no question about who it was. Catherine.

I was tempted not to answer – hell, I wanted to toss the goddamn thing out of the window – but that just would have made things worse later. So I picked up the phone.

“Hey, Mom,” I said wearily. “I got some bad news today.”

“Don't 'Mom' me, you disgusting little twerp,” Catherine snapped. There was an almost palpable glee in her voice as she suddenly switched gears into a saccharine-sweet tone: “So, how did you like getting raked over the coals by your dream college? Seems they found out you're a filthy little perv.”

Just like that, I knew – beyond a shadow of a doubt. “It was you,” I said, growing angry.

“Of course it was me,” she said, laughing. “Did you really think I was going to let my only son sneak off to college without telling me? You don't get to make decisions like that without me, Troy. I own you.”

“You did this to me.” I was shaking with rage. “You wrote those fucking letters. You sent those texts to Nikki-”

“Oh, honey,” Catherine said, her faux-sweet tone making me want to puke. “Nikki was no good. Women like your Mommy can smell slut on a woman – did you know that filthy little skank was planning on giving herself to you as a birthday present when you turned eighteen?” Mom clucked her tongue. “Thank God she's dating that boy on the lacrosse team now – what was his name? Tyrone? My, he's such a big boy...”

“You...you bitch,” I said, unable to believe the words spilling out of my phone. To hear her admit everything so brazenly, without a shred of remorse. “You're not my Mother.”

“You're damned right I'm not,” she snarled, stopping to take a sip of something. “You think I ever wanted you? Your father made me take care of you. Left you on my front steps like a puppy who wouldn't stop shitting on the rug. He was supposed to give me my baby, the one that would keep him with me forever. Instead, he bailed on me to travel the world and bang younger, nastier sluts. I bet he'd love your ex Nikki. She'd be knocked up ten minutes after meeting him.”

“Don't you dare bring Dad into this,” I said. I refused to back down. I'd had enough – this was it. No way I could live under the same roof as this woman anymore.

“You don't even know your father,” she said, sounding like she was about to lapse into tears. “I did everything for that man – every dirty, degrading thing he'd ever fantasized about. And he took it from me like I owed it to him, like it was his right.” There was a pause on the line, and when she spoke again, there was a tone I'd never heard my mother's voice have in it. She sounded like an addict reminiscing about her first high. “He smelled,” she whimpered, “so good...”

“I don't want to hear about how Dad smelled,” I said, my stomach turning with disgust. “I just want you to know: I'm coming home, packing up my stuff, and I'm leaving. You'll never have to deal with me again.”

“Oh, no.” The sadness was banished from her voice, replaced with the smug, syrupy tone I associated with Catherine. “We can't have that, Troy. If I let you go then there's a small chance that, despite all evidence to the contrary, that you might actually land on your feet. That you'd get a good job, an apartment – a girlfriend willing to let you put your filthy cock inside her. And I can't have that.”

“Why not?” I was on the verge of tears. “If you hate me so fucking much, why not just let me go!?”

“Because,” she said, as if she were explaining it to a child, “this is the only thing that makes me happy. That lets me hurt your father. I can't break him; I'll never get to see him again. But I have you – and you remind me so much of him at your age...”

My blood ran cold. “You're a monster,” I said. “You can't make me stay. I'm eighteen, although I'm sure you've forgotten.”

“I know more than you think,” she said cryptically. “Far more. And I don't think you're going to run. After all, if I don't have you at home, it'll just be me and Erica...”

There was ice in the pit of my stomach. “Erica?”

“My daughter.” There was true malice behind her words – I couldn't believe I'd never realized it before. She wasn't just misguided, she was pure evil. “She's so innocent – she's had the best of everything. But if I didn't have my special playmate at home every day, who knows what I might do to her? She depends on me for her tuition, her room and board – if I cut that, she'd be right back here. And then I can start doing to her what I used to do to you.”

“You wouldn't dare.” Not to Erica – not her own daughter. This was a hollow threat, it had to be.

“Well, you'll find out if you try and run,” she said with a smirk. “Now be a good son and come home. Maybe if you're a good little boy, I'll wear something extra revealing this weekend when Erica comes over. I'm sure she'd love to see you squirm, trying to hide that pathetic little boner of yours.”

“You're depraved,” I said. Even as my resolve held firm, my cheeks burned with shame. Sex had always been Catherine's greatest method of control in our household, which was why it was important she had a monopoly on it. Even as she sabotaged my every attempt at gaining sexual experience with girls, she flaunted her still model-perfect body shamelessly around the house. Of course she never let me do anything but stare – that would have required her to have a soul or a drop of empathy – but she knew that her efforts bore fruit. She was the only girl I was allowed to look at, and she was so curvy and sexy and ripe – all of my teenage wet dreams had starred her, whether I wanted them to or not. My hands shook as I struggled to hold the phone steady.

“I'm depraved?” Another of those cutting laughs echoed through the phone. “You're the one who wants to fuck his own mother.”

“Step-mother,” I whispered.

“Whatever – it's practically the same thing. Hold on, dear – there's someone at the door.” I heard her rustling, a thud hitting the line as she set the phone down on a table. I heard her voice, muffled, asking a question.

The line went silent. After a few seconds, I glanced at the phone, making sure the call hadn't disconnected. It hadn't – the timer was still ticking over, second after second.

It was some time before Mom came back on the line – and when she did, I nearly dropped the phone. The tone of her voice – it wasn't just something I had never heard before, it was something I never thought I would hear.

Her voice was quivering with fear.

“Come home, Troy,” she said, all of the snark gone from her voice. “Come home right now.”

“Mom? What happened – is everything okay?”

“You just received a package,” she said. She still sounded afraid – and angry, which made no sense. Why would she be upset I got a freaking package? “It will be waiting for you on the kitchen table when you get home.”

“Mom?” It was as if someone had thrown a blanket over my anger – what the hell was going on? “What just happened?”

“It will be on the table when you come home,” she said flatly. “Please come home now, Troy.” Catherine had never said please to me in her entire life.

The line went dead.

––––––––
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The entire drive home, I turned the incident over in my mind, truing to make sense of it. I was almost able to convince myself that it was all a trick – some new strategy Catherine had put together to keep me from leaving – but I had never heard anything like the fear and uncertainty in her voice when she'd asked me to come home. I was honestly a little nervous about what I was going to find when I got back.

As I drove down the freeway, flipping through the dial, my thoughts turned to what Catherine had said about Dad. I knew so little about him: probably so Mom could throw him in my face whenever she needed to keep me in line. I wanted to know more; needed it. My family – my real family – was important to me, a mystery to be solved.

His name was Jacob. That was just about the only thing I knew about my father. I'd gleaned a bit more: that he used to be my step-mother's lover, that she'd been madly, head-over-heels in love with him, and that he'd left me with her at a very young age. I also knew that he'd arranged a moderate stipend to be delivered to her every month, and that instead of using it on me or saving it for my college, she lived on it and spent it on herself. I had no idea why he would do something like that – why leave me with another woman? Why abandon my step-mother at all, if she was so devoted to him? All questions without any answers – at least, no answers that weren't locked in Catherine's sinister, sociopathic head.

I'm going to find him, I told myself. Once I leave the house, it's priority number one. Surely he would have to take me in, but that wasn't what I really wanted. I wanted to know why: why he had abandoned me, how he could have left me in the care of a woman who did nothing but hate me.

Catherine's car was in the driveway when I pulled up to the house. I was a bit surprised; usually she'd be off by now, doing whatever it was that she did with the money Dad gave her. Or at the gym: Catherine was a fitness nut, spending long hours keeping her still-youthful body toned and tanned, looking better pushing forty than most of the girls at school were at eighteen. I'd been hoping she'd already be gone, so I didn't have to deal with her. Now it looked like I had no choice.

The front door was unlocked and slightly ajar – another first. This day was getting weirder and weirder.

“Hello?” I asked, stepping inside. “Is everything okay?”

Catherine's voice responded from somewhere far off. “Come in here, Troy.” She didn't sound happy.

“Where are you?” I glanced around the living room, looking for signs of a struggle. Had the man who'd arrived been more than just a delivery man? It seemed unlikely, but so did everything else that was happening.

Mom sighed, and I could almost feel her rolling her eyes. “In the kitchen, just like I said.”

If I had suspected my day was strange before entering the kitchen, what I saw inside left no doubt. Catherine sat at the other side of the table, her slender back pressed against the chair as she regarded me coolly. She wore a thick, white terry-cloth bathrobe, and had her long blonde hair done up with chopsticks. Her skin was still faintly damp, like she'd just gotten finished with a long, hot shower. For Mom to be dressed this way, lounging around half-naked in the middle of the day – it was more than unexpected. It was completely unlike her. It was no less shocking than if I'd come home to find her wearing a clown suit, or walking around the kitchen on stilts.

She cocked an eyebrow as I stared at her. Her makeup was impeccable, as if she was going out for a date with one of the rich, powerful men who were constantly chasing her. Her lipstick was so dark it was nearly black.

“Well?” She glanced down at the table. “Open it.”

It was only then that I noticed what she was talking about: there was an envelope sitting in the center of the table. Picking it up and turning it over, I saw that it was addressed to me – no return address, no identifying markings. It felt weighted to one side, like something had been stuffed in the envelope and gotten lodged in the corner.

The back of the letter was sealed with an old-school looking circle of wax. I saw the symbol dug into it – a stylized, cursive 'J' – and my hands began to shake.

“What...” I looked up at Mom, “What is this?”

She sighed. “Just open it up and get it over with.”

“Get what over with? Why are you even here right now?”

She frowned, looking like she wanted to agree with me. “I have to be here. I have to hear what he has to say.”

That clinched it. Dad. I knew what the 'J' had to stand for.

I tore the letter open from the side, not wanting to disturb the seal. It was proof, like a testament that everything I had seen and heard wasn't a dream – I did have a father, and his name was Jacob. And he'd written me a letter for my eighteenth birthday.

He wants to meet me, I thought. That has to be it...

But there was no letter inside of the envelope. Instead, a flat black oblong slid out of the paper and bounced onto the counter. After a moment of confusion, I recognized it as a flash drive – a particularly nice one.

“Oh, of course,” Mom said with a groan. “He would make a video. Hang on.”

She got up from the table, walking up the stairs to her bedroom. I couldn't stop myself from staring – the robe she wore barely went down to mid-thigh, and as she ascended the steps I could see the curve of her ass and the milky warmth of her inner thighs. I bit down on my tongue and tried not to think of the sudden tightness in my pants.

A few moments later, Mom came back down the stairs, bent at the waist to give me a view of her firm, pale breasts. “Here we go,” she said, sounding annoyed. She clutched a laptop in her other hand and set it on the table facing me. “Of course I have to do all the work.”

I slipped the flash drive into the laptop. There was only one video file, marked “Son1.AVI”. I loaded it and sat back, watching intently.

The video started, and I was staring at a man in an expensive suit as he stood in front of a window looking over a sprawling cityscape. Wherever this was, we were up high – in the penthouse of a high-rise, maybe. The man looked distinguished, handsome – a couple years older than Mom, maybe. There was a light sprinkle of gray at his temples, and his face had a few more wrinkles, but I gasped when I realized how much of my own face I saw reflected in his.

He smiled awkwardly at the camera. “It's on? Good. Hi, son. If you're watching this, then let me be the first to wish you a happy birthday.”

“Dad!” I tensed up, expecting Catherine to snap the laptop closed, rip out the flash drive and stomp on it, any of the things she normally would have done at a time like this. Instead, she just sat there, her lips twisted in a sneer.

“My name is Jacob, and I'm your father,” the man said, leaning back against the wall. “I know you're probably wondering why I haven't spoken to you before now – why I haven't been in contact with you for so long.”

I was nodding along with the video already, spellbound. This was my father!

“I know it hasn't been fair,” he said with a sigh. “And I've been selfish, I know. I'm sorry for that. But...I've also been trying to protect you. I left you with Catherine, a good woman...”

“Bullshit,” I said, the word leaving my mouth before I could stop it. I glanced up at Mom, fear churning in my stomach, but she was paying even more attention to the video than I was.

“I'm sure you're wondering if I've gotten you a present for your birthday,” he said. “Maybe a plane ticket to see me, or something like that.” He frowned, like he didn't want to say what he was about to say. “I'm sorry, son, but that can't happen yet. Besides, by this time tomorrow I don't know if meeting me is going to be the first thing on your mind. You see, you do have a birthday present coming – of a sort. It's happening to you right now.”

“What?” I shook my head, confused. “Do you understand this?” I asked Mom, but she just shushed me.

“Your life is about to get a lot more...complicated,” Dad said. “The truth about your old man is...um...”

He laughed and ran his fingers through his hair. “I'm no fucking good at this,” he said, glancing at someone standing behind the camera. “How about you give it a try, honey?”

He stepped aside – and the most beautiful woman I've ever seen stepped into the frame. Tall, tanned and gorgeous, with long brown hair in ringlets down her back, she was the picture of elegance and grace – she made even a total babe like Mom look plain and boring. She flashed a thousand-watt smile at me through the video screen, a diamond the size of a walnut sparkling on her finger. I knew immediately – this was Dad's wife, his partner, the woman he left my step-mother for. And I couldn't blame him one bit.

“Hello, Troy,” she said, looking right into the camera. “My name is Moira, and I'm...I'm your mother. Your real mother.”

My jaw hit the floor. This was my Mom? Jesus, I was a child of royalty – I'd never seen a more attractive pair of parents in my life.

“I want you to know,” my Mom, my honest-to-God real Mom said, fighting back tears on the video screen. “I want you to know that I think about you every day. I love you, and leaving you behind was one of the hardest decisions I have ever had to make. I want you to know I'm so, so sorry – and that one day I swear to you we will be in the same room and you can say whatever you want to me, and I'll explain everything. I promise I'll make it up to you, sweetheart. I love you.”

I felt no hate in my heart for this woman. Sweetheart... She must have had a damn good reason for what she did. Even if I nursed a grudge against Jacob for leaving me behind eighteen years ago, I couldn't be angry at Moira.

“So, your father,” she said with a little giggle. “Your father, to put it bluntly, has a one in...let me think...3.7 trillion genetic mutation. One that causes him to be utterly irresistible to the opposite sex.”

I didn't know my jaw could fall any farther. “What!?” I yelled at the screen.

“Because of this, your Dad is pretty successful. Being in the same room with him for a few minutes makes men defer to him, and makes women...well...want to be his. They beg for it. Even I'm not immune. Just being next to him, smelling that musky, man scent pouring off him...I want him so badly. The second we turn this camera off, I'm going to fuck his brains out.”

This was insane. This had to be some kind of joke, some prank Catherine was pulling on me for my birthday. Yet she looked ashen, like her whole world was collapsing around her. I remembered the words she'd said over the phone, the ones that had almost slipped out against her will: he smelled so good. What the hell was going on?

“Being that this is genetic, we obviously were concerned about the possibility of this being passed on,” Moira said, regaining control of herself. “Your Dad...well, he's impregnated a lot of women. Usually the first time he's inside them – the mutation makes him pretty fucking fertile as well. So we took blood samples from each of his children shortly after they were born and sent them off to Doctor Logarius, then took another sample just after your sixteenth birthday to confirm.”

Confirm?

She paused. “You have the same mutation as your father,” she said. “You are going to have the same powers as him – you might even be displaying them already.”

“If so,” Dad said, “I want you to know whatever you've done is totally normal – it's nature. You're the alpha male now, son. Women are going to flock to you.”

“Just a few minutes in the same room with you and they're going to be stripping off their panties and mounting you,” Moira said with a naughty wink. “Hell of a present, right?”

A present? I couldn't believe it. It was too far-fetched – the idea that I was going to become some sort of...what? Seduction machine? Super-alpha-male? No. It was crazy.

“Well,” Dad said, pulling her close, “there's one other part to your present. Catherine, stand up please.”

As smoothly as if they'd rehearsed it, Catherine rose to her feet. I was so shocked, I nearly fell back in my chair.

“I've kept your stepmother in top physical condition,” Jacob said. “She exercises, eats right, and watches enough pornography that she knows how to perform any dirty fantasy a man might ask for.”

“Hmmph,” Catherine said, rolling her eyes.

“You've probably had some rather un-motherly thoughts about her already,” Moira said, her eyes gleaming with mirth. “That's totally okay – after all, she's not your real mother. Hell, I was your Dad's step-sister before he married me.”

“Jesus,” I whispered. “What the fuck is going on?”

“Catherine,” Dad said. “Are you listening to me?”

Mom replied robotically, like an old song she'd memorized: “Yes, Master. I hear and obey.”

“Master? If this is some kind of joke, Mom, you'd better fucking stop it...”

“Catherine,” Dad said, the faint hint of a smile playing on his face, “from now on, you belong to Troy. You will do anything he asks you, perform any act he requests, and serve him with all the love and devotion you showed me. Because I own you.”

“Yes, Master,” Catherine said with a shudder. Her face flushed as pleasure tingled down her spine. “You own me.”

“Well, I owned you,” Dad said, laughing at his own joke. “Troy owns you now.”

“Troy owns me,” she replied in a dreamy monotone. Her eyes rolled back in her head briefly before settling back, and now all the sarcasm and snark was gone from her face.

“Mom?” I asked, unsure of myself. “Catherine?”

“Take good care of him,” Moira said. “I relinquish my control of you as well – once you fulfill one final command. You're wearing the bathrobe, I trust – just as we told you.”

She nodded.

“Go ahead and open it,” Moira said, biting her lip mischievously. “Show him his new property.”

Before I could say or do anything, my step-mother undid the knot at her waist, pulling the plush bathrobe open and letting it fall back over her shoulders. I heard my own intake of breath and felt my face go suddenly numb. All the blood in my body was rushing through my cock, making it throb.

Mom was gorgeous. I'd never seen her naked body in full before – only glimpses of it, tantalizing but emasculating little sneak peeks to remind me of how pathetic I was in her eyes. Now her whole body was on display, a feast for my eyes. Her heavy breasts were firm, with barely a hint of sag. Her slit was freshly trimmed, like she'd just got finished taking care of it in the shower, and the lips of her sex were swollen and glistening with moisture. Mom looked turned on, submissive – ready to do anything I commanded. The complete opposite of the woman who had devoted her life to ruining mine.

“This...this is real,” I said to no one in particular. “Holy shit, this is real.”

“This is a present from us to you,” Moira said, hugging Dad from the side. “But we have more presents in store.”

“We can't wait to meet you, son,” Dad said. “It'll be sooner than you think – I promise.”

“I love you,” Moira said. “Be safe.”

The video jerked suddenly, before cutting to black. Catherine's desktop reappeared as the video app closed itself. My gaze slowly left the laptop, taking in the sight of my naked stepmother standing at attention.

“Tell me the truth,” I said, commanding her for the first time. “That video – it was real? It wasn't some kind of prank – that's my real mother and father?”

Mom nodded. “It's true. All of it.”

I sucked in a long, slow breath, struggling to calm the racing throb in my chest. All this knowledge, all at once – it was a heady thing to try and process.

“So my Dad is some kind of...mind controller?” I still didn't quite understand that part. “His pheromones are special?”

“Oh yes.” Catherine's shoulders rolled back; her body shuddered like it was remembering past delights. “Being with your father was like nothing I'd ever experienced. It was like a drug. It's like....do you remember that one time I left those naughty pictures of myself in your room right after Nikki left you?”

How could I forget? Right after being screamed at by my now-ex-girlfriend, storming into my room with tears in my eyes, I'd discovered the comforter had been covered with photos of my stepmother in naughty lingerie. Winking at the camera on all fours, biting her lip like she knew exactly how to drain my balls. I'd hated myself, but I'd been so frustrated and horny...I'd done things with those photos I regretted.

“You couldn't help yourself,” she whimpered. “You hated me – wanted to leave and never see me again – but your body reacted, independent from your brain. You got so horny, like you had no control over it. That's how your father made me feel, every second I was with him. He smelled so fucking good – like a real man...”

“Do I smell like him?” I asked. “Come over here and smell me.”

It was an absurd request, but Mom obediently walked across the room and put her face against my chest, inhaling deeply. Almost instantly, her body went taut with pleasure.

“Oh...my...Godddd...” she sobbed, sounding like an addict getting a fix. “You do smell like him. It's so faint, but it's there. Oh wow...”

Her nose was pressed against me, desperate to get another hit of my addictive pheromones. It wasn't until that moment, watching my controlling mother brought to the level of an animal as she clung to me, that I truly believed what was going on. It felt good to watch her squirm – really, really good.”

“You like it, don't you?” I said, grabbing her hip and pulling her closer to me. “You can't fucking get enough.”

She shook her head, her lips becoming a tight little line. “No. I won't do this – I won't let you win...”

“I've already won, Mommy,” I said, snaking my hand between her thighs. “You teased me for so long – but look how badly you want me.”

I was bolder than I could have imagined. My hand slid between Catherine's tender thighs, two fingers sliding into her slit to massage her clit. Mom responded like she'd been struck by lightning, arching her back and burying her face in my chest.

I had never done anything like this before. Catherine had ruined my relationship with Nikki before I'd gotten past the kissing stage – now my hands were on my step-mother's most private areas, and she was putty in my hands. She rocked her hips in time with my fingers, inviting me deeper within her, coaxing me further.

“You have to do what I say, right?” I felt a smirk stretching my face. “Then I say: you don't want me to stop. It feels really good to be fingered by your own son – in fact, every wave of pleasure washing over you is taking away all those bad feelings you used to have. All the resentments, the jealousy you had towards me – it's all washing away, replaced with nothing but pleasure and the desire to please me.”

“You bastard,” Mom said, her thighs gripping my hand. “You and your asshole father and your hypocrite pervert mother...”

“You will never speak ill of my family again,” I said harshly. “My real family. You understand me, Mommy?”

Her resistance melted. It was like me asserting myself made her fly to pieces, completely lose what nastiness she still had at her disposal.

“Yes, Troy!” She squeezed her eyes tight, riding my fingers as they worked between her walls. “I'll never say anything bad about them again, son – I promise!”

“That's right,” I said. Her tits bobbed in my face; I leaned forward and slid one into my mouth, working my tongue around the sensitive, stiff nipple. Mom cried out and bucked against me harder, riding the waves of sensation as I dominated her.

“You're going to come for me,” I told her, pulling back. “You're going to come harder than you ever have in your life, and when you do, all those awful thoughts you used to have are going to be gone.” I put my hand against her cheek and pulled her close. “You're going to be so sorry for the way you treated me, and want more than anything to make up for it. You'll beg to make it up to me. And you will never, ever try to control my life again. Understand?”

Her eyes flashed with anger. It was the last piece of resistance she would ever show. “Yes,” she gasped.

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, sir! I will, sir – just please let me come!”

I laughed and slipped another finger into her warmth, running them in circles around her clit. “Come for me, Mom,” I commanded. “Come for me right now.”

“Oh, Jesus,” she gasped. “Oh, oh my fucking god, oh fuck fuck FUCK...!”

Catherine's entire body clenched, the walls of her pussy gushing around my fingers as climax washed over her. Her resistance faded, her brain and body rewriting themselves as a mind-melting orgasm tore through her, filling her to the brim with bliss. Warm fluid coated my hand as she throbbed, coming and again on my hard, masculine fingers, spending herself completely. When she was finished, she sank against me, exhausted, completely under my control.

I can't believe it, I thought, feeling her wetness coat my knee. I just blew my wicked stepmother's mind.

“Oh, Troy,” she panted, looking up at me. Instead of sarcasm and scorn, there was nothing in her eyes but love and devotion. The kind of look I'd always wanted to see from my mother, the kind of devotion a real son deserved. But there was something else, too – naked, filthy lust. She gazed up at me submissively, and I knew: this woman would do anything I commanded.

I'm not going to be a virgin any more, I thought excitedly. My life is going to be completely different now.

“How are you feeling, Mom?” I asked, a little unsure of myself.

In response, Mom bit her lip and buried her face in my chest, inhaling deeply. “Oh, Troy. Son. You made Mommy feel so good...”

“I want you to make me feel good,” I said, blurting the words out before I could think too much about it. How many times had I wanted this? How many times had she teased me, taunted me with her MILF-y sexuality, laughed at the idea of me stroking my cock at night as I pictured a scene just like the one before me now?

“Of course,” she said, looking at the bulge in my pants with awe. “Mommy would be so happy to make you feel good, Troy. Mommy wants to make you the happiest son in the world from now on.”

Her hands were on me, working my belt free and pulling down my pants. My cock stood up straight, tenting my boxers, and she yanked those down too. She gasped as my cock sprang into view, diamond-hard and tipped with a fat purple head dribbling precum.

“Oh my,” she whimpered, giving the head of my cock the barest touch. “You're even bigger than your father, Troy.”

“Is that right?” I couldn't help it; the bitterness rose to the surface. “I remember you used to tell me how small I was, to make me feel like I would never be able to satisfy a woman.”

She grimaced. “That was a lie,” she said. “You're hung like a horse, son. God, this cock looks so fucking good – any woman would do awful, filthy things to have a dick this big inside her.” Mom giggled, as if she'd just made an extremely funny joke. “I'm so sorry I said those things, baby. I don't know what got into me!”

“You were a bitch,” I snarled. “Say it.”

“I...” She froze for a moment, before the new her reasserted control. “I was a bitch, honey – no sense in denying it. I apologize, Troy – let me make it up to you, please...”

“Apologize to it,” I said, taking my cock around the base. “After all, that's what you insulted.”

Mom grinned and leaned in close to my cock. “I'm so sorry, Troy's cock,” she whispered. “I'm sorry I said you were small. You're not, you're so fucking big...”

“Kiss it,” I commanded. “Put it in your mouth.”

“Mmm, you like that don't you?” Mom gave my cock a hard, fast stroke. “Mommy spies on your computer, you know – she knows exactly what her little boy blows his load to at night. I think just about every video you watch has 'blowjob' in the title somewhere. Have you ever had a woman's lips on your cock, Troy?”

I shook my head.

“Then I get to be the first?” Her eyes shined with delight. “Oh, son – thank you so much for saving yourself for me!”

I was about to tell her that saving myself had nothing to do with it, that it was her fault, but then her mouth was on me and I couldn't think about anything else. Mom hadn't given a blowjob since the day Dad left, nearly eighteen years ago – but there was no way she hadn't practiced every single day, just in case he came back and wanted to fuck her again. I had heard jokes and stories about what having your dick sucked was supposed to be like – it wasn't like that. It was so much better, so good I nearly felt tears running down my face.

My hands tangled in Mom's hair as I bucked my hips, meeting her soft, pouty lips stroke for stroke. All the frustration, all the anger I felt at her sabotage, her cutting insults, her ruining of my life came to the forefront, making me savage. I needed to work out my frustrations on her body, and from the way she moaned as I fucked her throat I could tell she wanted it just as much as I did.

Finally I pulled off, removing my cock from her throat with a wet pop.

“God damn, sir,” Mom panted, gasping for breath as she stroked me. “You're so fucking primal. You fuck me just like he did – better, even.”

“You're damn right,” I said, grabbing her tits. I wanted to massage them, knead them between my hands for every time I'd been given a glimpse of them. I wanted to coat them in come for every time she'd used them to make me feel even more insecure and small.

“You smell so fucking good,” she said, sighing happily. “It's pouring off your cock – god, it's just like I remember. I think getting you all turned on like this is accelerating the process – the whole room smells like you now!”

I could smell it too – a musky, tangy scent that reeked of manliness and sex. It had an effect on me, too – it made me want to dominate Mom more. It made me want to be the alpha male my pheromones were telling me to be.

“I want to come,” I said with a growl.

“How do you want to come, baby?” Mom asked, running her cleavage over my cock. “You want to come in Mommy's mouth? On her tits? My face?”

“All of the above,” I said, sliding my cock between her lips. This time there was no pretext that we were doing anything other than focusing on my pleasure – she relaxed her throat like a champion, taking me all the way to the base until my balls bounced against her lips with every thrust. I was humiliating her, dominating her – and I couldn't get enough. I felt the tingle travel up my shaft, and Mom must have noticed it too because she locked into a hard, driving rhythm, taking me all the way to the base as her tongue wrapped around my cock in ways that were so perfect, so undeniably fucking amazingly right that I couldn't help but shoot my seed in her sweet, wet little mouth...

With a series of harsh, animal grunts, I buried myself deep in her throat and detonated. Thick ropes of come shot from the head of my cock as my balls drained down her throat, bathing her walls in my seed. Every moment of Mom's training had prepared her for this – she sucked me like a champ, not even stopping her rhythm but matching it to my bursts, taking each rope of come down her mouth as it shot from my shaft. After the first few, I pulled back, letting my load explode on her pretty face. I kept coming, more and more until I couldn't believe my balls had been able to hold it all, glazing her lips and chin and dribbling down into the hollow between her breasts. When I was done, Mom was a mess – her mouth was full of my spunk, and her face and tits were a testament to the eighteen years of pent up, frustrated loads she'd gotten so much pleasure out of teasing me for.

“Oh. Oh sweetheart,” Mom said, licking the head of my cock clean. “Oh baby, you came so much! Mommy did a really good job taking care of you, didn't she?”

“Holy fuuuuck,” I sighed, relaxing back in my chair. I felt fucking stoned. The world swam as I bathed in the aftereffects of my climax, bliss tingling down my spine. Mom lay between my legs, adding to the pleasure by cleaning my shaft and balls with her tongue, stopping only to lap up the thickest parts of my load from her tits and face.

“I'm so sorry I treated you so bad,” Mom said, giving the head of my cock a kiss. “I should have done this from the start – I should have made you a real man.”

“I am a real man,” I said tiredly. “I'm the man.”

“Of course you are, sweetie,” Mom said with a giggle. “Aww, it looks like I've tired you all out. Why don't you come up to Mommy's bed and get some rest?”

There was more I wanted to say – so much more – but she was right. I was crashing, both from how quickly my life had changed and from how wonderful shooting my load in a woman for the first time had been. Sleeping in Mom's bed, her naked body wrapped around me felt like a perfect capstone to such a weird day. So I let her lead me upstairs, my eyes level with her perfect, heart-shaped ass.

I felt my cock beginning to throb as we opened the door to her bedroom. “Here we go, sweetie,” Mom said, patting the comforter and smiling. “From now on, this bed is for the man of the house...”

“Get in bed,” I commanded her. “Don't put anything on, just get under the covers.”

She giggled again. “Of course, son. We'll keep each other nice and warm...”

In bed, I felt her skin against mine. Her body tingled with sensation. The feeling of a sexy female body all over mine was just amazing – before I knew it, I was rock-hard again. Mom moved her leg, discovering my erection, and I felt her heart start beating a little faster.

“Oh my,” she said, rubbing my boner with her thigh. “You have one hell of an appetite, Troy. Just feeling that big cock is making me so wet...”

I took her by the shoulders and rolled her over. She let out a low, relieved moan as her back hit the sheets. She spread her legs, letting me mount her, pinning her wrists to the bed as she pressed against me.

“Tell me you want me,” I said, leaning back. “Admit it.”

“I want you so bad, Troy,” Mom gasped, rolling her hips against me, letting me feel how hot and wet she was. “I've always wanted you. You remind me so much of your father – as much as I've hated you, I've always fantasized about you grabbing me by the hair and making me your bitch!”

“Like this?” I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled, forcing her to arch her neck to see me.

“Yeah,” she gasped, “yeah! Oh fuck, Troy that's so good...”

“I'm gonna fuck you now, Mommy,” I growled into her ear. “I'm gonna become a man by shooting my load deep into that tight little slit, just like Dad did. You're not on the pill, are you?”

She shook her head, eyes shining with lust.

“Didn't think so. I'm sure he wanted you ripe, just in case he wanted to put another baby in your belly when he came to visit.” The head of my cock nestled in her folds, throbbing against her entrance. “That's what you've wanted all along, isn't it? To be bred like a bitch in heat. To carry the heir of a real man.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she panted, more animal than woman. She was all biology and need, helpless before my manly scent. “I want you to knock me up, Troy. I want you to knock Erica up, too. Both of us should have your children – don't you want to see us with big, swollen bellies, baby?”

I hadn't even thought of Erica – but the thought of making both of these women mine, my fucking property with my seed inside them, made me lose control. I pierced Catherine's folds and filled her walls, sliding inside of her to the base with one smooth stroke. Once I was inside her to the hilt, I gasped with pleasure. Holy shit, that felt so good! I had thought getting my dick sucked by this gorgeous bimbo slut was the best sensation that could ever be – but it didn't hold a candle to being inside of her, stretching her walls around me.

“Fuck me, Troy,” she panted, matching my thrusts. Mom was so responsive to my every command, even the ones that were purely physical, communicated with a grab or a thrust. It was incredible, unbelievable, and before I knew it I was right at the edge.

“That's right, baby, I know you're tired,” Mom cooed into my ear. “Spill your seed inside Mommy's cunt, and let Mommy hold you in her arms and rock you to sleep. Mommy's going to spend every minute taking care of you from now on, feeling so good – in the morning, I'll wake you up by letting you put another load in me...”

It was too much. Mom was so tight, so perfect, that I had to shoot. I cried out, burying myself so deep I grazed her womb as another thick load shot from my cock, filling her fertile walls with cream. Mom clenched around me, the feel of my load inside of her sending her into orgasm, her body helping my seed along as it made its way inside of her. I collapsed, exhausted, and Mom snuggled close to me, sniffing me deep as tiredness overtook me.

“That's right, baby, just relax,” Mom whispered into my ear. “You're a real man now, and a real man sleeps with his well-fucked bitch snuggling in his arms...”

She was so right. I was the man, and this was my house now. I opened my mouth to say so, but I was asleep before I could say a word.

I can have Erica too, I thought, spiraling down into unconsciousness. I can get Nikki back. I can set everything right, fix everything that was stolen from me.

It was a wonderful thought. Mom's warm arms pulled me close as I fell asleep, nestled between her perfect tits.
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“Troy, wake up. There's something I need to show you.”

I woke up groggy, taking a moment to remember where I was and why. When the memories flooded in, my cock throbbed to life, remembering how wonderful it had been to shoot an unprotected load inside of my own stepmother. But now my stepmother was standing at the foot of the bed, holding her laptop, and she looked upset.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“Late,” she said. “Almost morning. I have to show you this. I was commanded to show you this video once my transformation was complete. Once I became completely under your power.”

I frowned, tempted to tell her to come back to bed, spread her legs, and let me worry about whatever this was in the morning. “Who commanded you?” I asked. “Dad?”

She shook her head. “No.”

So I set the laptop in front of me and looked at it. Mom bundled up next to me, her skin cold from walking around the house naked. There was a folder on the desktop that had been hidden before – it contained one video, simply marked '1.AVI'.

I didn't know what to expect when I opened it – another message from Dad, maybe. But instead, it was Catherine staring at me.

“Hello, Troy.” An acid smile crossed her face. When she spoke, her tone dripped scorn. “If you're watching this video, it means you successfully turned me into your brainless bimbo slut, and you've probably already pumped a half-dozen loads in my cunt. Congratulations. You really are your father's son.”

I sat bolt upright in bed. “What is this?” I asked Mom, but she just shook her head.

“I don't remember,” she said, sounding on the verge of tears. “I must have hypnotized myself to forget...”

On the screen, the old Catherine kept talking. “I knew, of course, that you were going to have the same powers as Jacob. I'd suspected since you were born, but when they demanded a second blood sample when you were sixteen, I knew beyond a doubt. But that almost didn't matter – because I've been planning this for a long, long time.”

Planning what!? Panic filled me, and the odd thing was the woman on the screen was right next to me, helping me with a commiserating squeeze. She was full of my come, and yet she was still fucking me over.

“I'm sure you think that now you're going to get everything you want – you'll fix your old relationships, get into college – maybe you've even thought about how good it would feel to sink your big, hard cock into my daughter's tight little slit. Well, you've had your powers for a few hours, but I've spent over a decade planning to make sure that doesn't happen.”

This was insane. This had to be a prank. No one could possibly be that evil...

“This won't be the last video you get from me,” Catherine said with a laugh. “There'll be plenty more – I've filmed lots of videos of me gloating over how much of a failure you are. You will never fuck my daughter, and you will never get into college. You will never fulfill your dreams, Troy. You are my revenge, my way of getting back against your fucking parents, and I will not be cheated out of my revenge.”

I glanced over at Mom. A fat tear ran down her face.

“The little slut who serves you now can't help you,” Catherine said smugly. “She has my body, but I locked my mind away - no one can tell you what I have planned. You're not going to last a week, Troy. You're so stupid, and naive, and gullible. You think your parents are going to save you? They didn't even want you. And now I'm going to prove it.”

“So enjoy my body while you can,” Catherine said, cocking her head and grinning. “Because it's the last good thing you're ever going to get in your life. Bye bye, bitch boy.”

The video ended abruptly, snapping back to the desktop. I sat there in silence, stunned.

“Honey?” Mom's voice was a sob. “I'm so, so sorry...”

“This isn't your fault,” I heard myself say. “She's always been like this. And you know what? Fuck her. She's already lost – she's not here any more. I don't care what traps she's got in store for me – I'll fucking beat them. I'm going to fix my life, and I'm going to meet my parents.”

Mom snuggled closer, putting her head on my shoulder. “I know you are, sweetie. I wish I could help more.”

“You're doing plenty already,” I told her. “Let's get up and start brainstorming – we need a plan of action.”

You want to ruin my life, from beyond the fucking grave? I thought, staring at the blank laptop. Let the games begin, Catherine. I'll show you how a real man deals with threats.

But first, I was going to fuck her again. I had some more frustration to work out.
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When I woke up the next morning, there was a very long moment where I didn't remember anything of what had happened the previous night. I lifted my head to see beams of daylight streaking through the curtains and wondered why I had such a pleasant soreness in my limbs, why I felt so wonderfully drained and somehow manly. I didn't question it – I just basked in the sensation, rolling back on my shoulders and resting against the pillows.

Then I turned over and saw my step-mother lying next to me, and I remembered everything.

For an instant, all the old hatreds came flooding back: after all, it was tough to let go of them. Catherine, my wicked stepmother, had made my life a living hell for as long as I could remember. She'd ruined my relationship with my first girlfriend and sabotaged my college scholarship in as many weeks, ensuring I'd never be able to leave home like my step-sister Erica. And as I'd found out yesterday, she'd done all of this to get back at my father, Jacob, whose alpha-male pheromones had made her his helpless, submissive slave.

My parents! The thought was searing, jolting me to full wakefulness. I'd wondered about them my entire life: who they were, what they did, why they had given me up at such a young age to live with a gorgeous woman who despised me. Yesterday, I'd gotten to see them for the first time. Jacob and Moira, my real parents, two people who were proud of me and loved me unconditionally – and told me that I was about to become an alpha-male god, a sexy stud that women would crawl on their knees just to get close to. My mind was still reeling from that knowledge, but my body had known just what to do: I took Catherine, in just about every way I'd been able to think of. And now she was in bed, next to me, snoozing comfortable after a night of hard, animal fucking.

For a few moments, basking in the glow of a new day, I surveyed my prize. My stepmother's body was only half-covered by the blanket; the sides of her firm, mouth-watering breasts pressed against the mattress, making my cock throb. Her long, lustrous blonde hair hung together, the sweat she'd worked up last night still there. I remembered grabbing that long hair, using it to get a better angle inside of her, making her submit. The memories sent a shudder of pleasure through me.

Catherine smiled in her sleep, as if replaying the previous night's fuck-fest in her dreams. Her hips rocked gently against the mattress as a soft moan escaped her lips. One of her legs twitched, fast, as if in her subconscious I was spreading her legs and sinking inside of her.

She was mine now, I realized. My possession, my slave if I wanted her to be. There was nothing she wouldn't do for me – I could roll her over and mount her, and when she fully wakened she'd be begging me to go deeper, to fuck her harder, to fill her more than any man had before.

And yet I felt a deep unease as I looked her over – because I remembered the final message I'd received last night. My stepmother was a devious, evil woman, willing to do whatever it took to get revenge on my father through me. And she'd known she was going to be hypnotized. She'd walked into her servitude, knowing with one-hundred percent certainty that my pheromones would override her logic, melt her brain until she was my perfect bimbo slut. All so she could have her revenge.

You will never go to college. I heard her words in my head, words she'd recorded right before my powers had begun to claim her. You will never fuck my daughter. I am going to RUIN your life, Troy.

I shook my head. All that could wait. Right now the world was simple: I had an erection, Mom had a firm, tight little pussy, and putting the two together would make me feel incredible. I slid the covers over and rolled her onto her back, bending down to put her nipple in my mouth.

Mom stirred, her eyes fluttering to half-wakefulness as I parted her thighs with my free hand. “Good morning, honey,” she said with a sleepy smile. “You want Mommy to make you feel good?”

Oh yes, I thought, letting the head of my cock nestle in her folds. That's just what I want.

She giggled and turned her head to the side. “Use Mommy,” she whispered, sounding half-asleep. “Use Mommy's sexy body to make yourself feel better. That's what I'm here for. God, your cock feels so good...”

With a grunt, I slid inside her. The thrill of her tight, wet walls wrapping around me sent an electric shock down my spine. Mom had been a hypnotic thrall for nearly her entire adult life, and every inch of her was calibrated to provide maximum pleasure to her alpha-male master. Her cunt gripped me, her inner muscles clenching as I thrust inside her, milking me as I fucked. The soft ridges of her interior teased me, drove me insane, made me want to dump the thick load that had been saving itself up in my balls all night straight into her womb.

As Mom began to wake up, her training kicked in. Her hips rocked forward, matching each of my thrusts with an equal force. Her nails raked my back; she thrust her tits in my face and invited me to lick them, to suck them, to manhandle them and leave bruises if that was what I wanted. Her body lay spread beneath me like a banquet, and I was sampling a little of everything.

I can change her, came a little thought in the back of my head. The video said I could.

“Hey Mommy,” I said in a teasing voice, gripping one of her tits with my fingers. “I want some breakfast.”

“Mmh, Mommy will be happy to fix you breakfast once you come, Troy,” she whimpered, her face flushed with pleasure. “A big, strong man like you needs a big breakfast, and Mommy knows exactly how to cook for you...”

“That's not what I meant,” I said, sounding savage. “Wouldn't it be great if these big, sexy tits of yours were swollen with milk?”

Mom let out a high, shocked cry and arched her back as she began to change. Responding to my will, my total alpha-male dominance over her, the sexy body she'd tempted me with for years obeyed my command. Her breasts swelled, becoming fuller and drooping slightly from the weight of what was inside. With a finger, I tested the side of one of her nipples, and a thin stream of milk oozed from the stiff, sensitive contact.

“Oh Jesus,” Mom groaned, sounding like she couldn't believe the sensations washing over her. “Mommy's breasts are so full, Troy – god, it actually hurts how swollen they are.”

“You need me to relieve that pressure,” I said, pounding away at her softness. “Don't you?”

“Yes, baby! Oh fuck, pleeeease! Please drink me all up!”

Grinning, I bent over her heaving tits and locked my lips around her nipple. I barely needed to suck – it was like wrapping my lips over the end of an over-inflated balloon, only instead of air it was sweet, warm cream filling my mouth.

“Unngh!” Mom's hand was on the back of my head, pressing me against her. “Don't stop, Troy! Drink every drop of Momma's sweet goodness! Suck me dry!”

I was definitely doing just that. The exertions of the previous night, combined with the thrill of mounting my gorgeous stepmother had filled me with a ravenous hunger, and every mouthful of her warm milk relieved it a bit more. I slurped greedily, moving in time with my thrusts, draining her tits in the same motion that filled her cunt.

“Taste yourself,” I said, grabbing her other breast and moving the nipple to her mouth. “The more you drink, the better my cock will feel inside you.”

Mom began to suck from her own nipple – and almost immediately her breaths grew ragged and desperate, her hips rocking against me with a manic need. I doubted I could really change the chemical composition of her breast milk with just a command, but that didn't matter – I'd told her what kind of effect I expected it to have on her, and her brain was more than willing to submit.

“Fuck!” The nipple slipped from her lips, shooting a stream of milky goodness down her chin. “Oh Troy, this is the best anyone's ever made Mommy feel. Fuck, I think I'm gonna come...!”

“Don't come yet, Mom – I'm getting so close. I want you to come at the same time as me.” My cock was a blur, sliding in and out of her with jackhammer force, shaking the bed with every thrust. “I want to feel your tight little cunt clench up around me when I shoot inside you.”

“Yes, baby! Don't make Mommy wait much longer – I can't hold back! That big fucking cock is just so good in my tight little pussy!”

She rose up on her elbows, giving my earlobe a hard, sudden nibble. I shivered with delight as her hot tongue explored the outer rim of my ear, and her warm breath tickled me...

“You want to come, don't you?” Mom whispered, coaxing me as I slammed my hard meat inside of her. “I'm so warm and wet for you. It's a perfect place for you to put your seed, son. Mommy wants you to lose control – I want you to be an animal for me, fuck me like the dirty little whore I am just for you. Show me what a man you are, Troy. Come for me!”

Her words sent me over the edge. I fell off the cliff, putting a final hard thrust between Catherine's walls and burying my head in her soft tits as a wave of pleasure washed over me. I hit the crest and kept going, burst after burst of hot, sticky come shooting from my balls and filling her inner channel. As she felt me let go, Mom closed her eyes tight and clung to me, her body sending her into a hard, lasting climax that left her panting, ragged breaths against my neck as I rode each spurt of seed for all it was worth.

As I came down from my peak and started to relax, I pulled out of her and rested my head against one massive, soft breast. I slid two fingers into her folds, pressing them gently against her clit to feel it pulse along with her heartbeat.

“Oh my goodness,” Mom said, sliding her breasts into my face. “You came so much for me, Troy. Thank you, son.”

“It wasn't for you,” I said, giving her tits a gentle swat. “That was all about me.”

“Mmmh, yes sir,” Mom said, grinning lasciviously. “If focusing on you means having an orgasm like that first thing in the morning, I can't even imagine what focusing on me would be like. I don't know if I'd survive it!”

I rolled off the bed and drunk in the sight of Mom's dripping, freshly-fucked body. I felt a sudden throb in my cock looking over her sweaty body, face flushed with exertion and the biggest smile I'd ever seen on her face.

“I'm going to take a shower,” I told her. “But first...come here.”

She started to get out of bed, but I held up a hand to stop her. “Over here,” I said, pointing to the foot of the bed, “on your knees.”

She grinned and got on all fours. Her big tits swung like udders as she crawled across the comforter, legs spread like an offering to me. As she reached the end of the bed, I cupped her chin in my hands and indicated my cock. It was coated in a mixture of hers and my juices, dripping with the last few drops of my load.

“Clean me off,” I said. “I want to see that pretty little mouth around my cock.”

“Yes, sir,” Mom whispered, every bit the picture of a submissive, uncomplaining slut. She took my cock in her hand, stroking it gently until it was at full mast. I noted with satisfaction the way her eyes widened, as if she hadn't remembered just how big it was, even after taking it inside of her. Fully erect, I was close to nine inches long – Mom's constant teasing and misinformation had led me to believe I was small and incapable of satisfying a woman, but reality had given me all the confidence I needed.

Mom leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside of my fat, purple head. “Like this?”

“Stop teasing,” I said firmly. Fuck, that felt amazing. I wanted her warm, wet mouth on me – now.

“I would never tease my big, hard, boy,” Mom said, giggling. “God, you're so hard already – was my pussy not enough for you, Troy?”

“Every one of your holes is amazing, Mom,” I gasped. She'd slipped the head of my cock between her lips and was sucking it like a lollipop. “I just love watching you on your knees.”

“Mmh, this is right where I belong,” she said, taking me into her mouth for a moment before pulling back. “Right here, staring up at you. Kneeling before you.”

“That's right,” I said, putting gentle pressure on the back of her head. “Making everything right, one hard fuck at a time.”

Mom squealed with delight as my cock filled her mouth. She made a tight seal around my shaft with her lips, taking me to the base and showing me just how good she was at giving head. A moment later I was fucking her throat, filling her with long, slow strokes, sighing with pleasure as her tongue wrapped around me in ways I didn't even know women were capable of.

It really is true, I thought. She was making things up to me. All my resentment, the hurt feelings I'd built up for my wicked stepmother over decades of abuse were melting away, fading a little bit more with each toe-curling orgasm she gave me. Much more of this, and I might even be able to forgive her.

“Fuck yes,” I gasped, going hard and fast. “Fuck, fuck, your mouth is so fucking good, Mom...”

She couldn't speak, but I heard her moan approval, her tongue writhing as she tried to coax me over the edge. Another few thrusts and my world exploded with pleasure, my cock spurting forth with a renewed load as she sucked greedily at my cock. Mom didn't waste a drop, tightening her lips around me as she sucked every drop of thick, salty spunk from my balls. My knees shook with pleasure, bliss traveling up and down my spine in waves as each spurt washed over me like a miniature orgasm of its own.

Finally I was spent. Mom took the hint and slowed down, working on cleaning my shaft with her warm, wet mouth. When I was all done, my shaft shining with her spit, she pulled out and planted a line of kisses down my half-hard cock.

“Thank you, son,” she said, her eyes shining with devotion. “I love getting a load in my mouth first thing in the morning.”

“Alright,” I said, hustling her off the bed. If I didn't get a move on, I was liable to fall back asleep, and then this whole cycle of fucking would start back up for another round. We had work to do. “Go get cooking, Mom. I'm going to get cleaned up.”

“Yes, Troy,” she said, flashing me a naughty smile. “I love taking care of you – in every sense of the word.”

I knew she did. But there was another Catherine, locked behind those eyes, and she had nothing but awful plans for my newfound powers. She'd had an entire decade to plan my downfall, and today was my first test – my first opportunity to prove she was wrong. To make her fail.

You will never fuck my daughter, she had told me in her final video.

We would see about that.

––––––––
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“So where are we going?” Mom leaned back in her chair, sipping her second cup of coffee as she surveyed the empty plates before us. “You made it sound like some kind of surprise.”

I took a second to respond – I was very full. Between a healthy bellyful of Mom's sweet, creamy milk and the amazing breakfast she'd fixed while I was in the shower, I was beyond satisfied. Now I was ready to turn my mind towards the pressing issues of the day – like figuring out where Catherine's trap was hidden.

“No big surprise,” I said, studying her face for any sudden changes. “You know Erica is coming over for dinner tonight, right?”

Nothing. No sudden rage, no storm cloud passing over her eyes. Mom just looked a little confused. “Yes,” she said. Then a long, slow smile spread across her face. “You're looking forward to it, aren't you?”

My cock throbbed to life in my pants. I had never thought of my step-sister Erica in a sexual way before, but it was like my pheromones were having just as much effect on me as they were on Catherine. I wanted sex – more than that, I wanted to be in control during sex. I wanted to dominate women, make them beg for my cock, and the idea of Erica's soft, pouty lips forming words like yes, sir and I will obey, Master had been playing in my mind all day. I knew a few minutes in the same room with me would have the same effect on Erica that it had on Mom: she'd be stripping off her clothes, soaking her panties and begging to ride me into the stratosphere. And that's what worried me.

Mom had hypnotized herself. Obviously her time around Dad had taught her some of the ins and outs of mind control, and she'd had years to perfect her abilities. She'd also told me that I would never fuck Erica, so there had to be some kind of trap between me and getting into her pants. If mentioning it didn't work, then the trigger was probably seeing her – I had no doubt that the instant Erica walked into the room and caught a whiff of my masculine scent, Mom would be grabbing whatever knife or gun she'd secretly hidden in the house and getting her 'revenge'. I had to stop that from happening.

Fortunately, I'd come up with a plan as I ate my breakfast. One that, even if Catherine had programmed herself to be suspicious, wouldn't ring any alarm bells until it was too late.

“You're absolutely right,” I said. God, even my voice sounded different – smoother, more commanding. I barely even needed pheromones to make women wet. “I want Erica to serve me, just like you do. I'm going to take her soft, sexy body and fill it with my seed. I want to see both of you fat and swollen with my heirs.”

If I'd been nervous that talk like this would set her off, I shouldn't have been: Mom was shivering with delight. I watched her hands stray to her thighs, like she was restraining herself from masturbating right at the kitchen table.

“Troy,” she said, voice thick with passion, “that sounds wonderful. Of course she should serve you – every woman you find attractive ought to belong to you...”

“So I want to get things ready,” I said, interrupting her. “For both her, and you.”

“And me?” Mom cocked an eyebrow. “What do you mean, sweetheart?”

“I mean,” I said, “that you should go get dressed. We have some shopping to do.”

Mom complied eagerly, like she was excited to see what I had in store. She cleaned the table and sashayed upstairs to get dressed, while I sat on the couch and ran over possibilities in my head. A few minutes later, I heard her footsteps on the stairs and glanced up.

“I think I'm ready for a day out,” Mom said with a giggle. “You like, Troy?”

“God damn,” I whispered. “You look amazing.” Catherine had always been a fashion-conscious woman, and the outfit she'd chosen was equal parts professional and slutty. A tight black pencil skirt encircled her waist, complimenting a pair of high-heeled fuck-me pumps sharp enough to cut glass. Above the waist she sported a tight white button-up, but with her expanded bust size it barely fit her: she wasn't wearing a bra, and the top two buttons were undone, so that her firm, full tits threatened to spill out at any moment. She looked less like my stepmother than my naughty secretary, and my mind instantly filled with thoughts of bending her over a desk and seeing what was under that skirt.

“Thank you, sweetie,” Mom said, biting her lip. “I know I'm an old maid compared to Erica, but I hope I can at least hold my own when it comes to pleasing you.”

Before I knew what I was doing, my mouth was on hers. My hands encircled her tiny, wasp-like waist, pulling her close as I bit down on her bottom lip. My hand slipped under her skirt, and as I suspected there were no panties underneath it.

“You bad boy,” Mom purred, pressing herself against my erection. “No wonder you want to have more women serve you – keeping that big dick satisfied is not a one-woman job.”

I was about to let go, fulfill the naughty fantasies that were filling my head at seeing her in that outfit, but something held me back. Something hard and angry. I pulled back, grabbing her hair in a way that made her yelp with mingled pain and pleasure, and looked her straight in the eye.

“You're not going to betray me, are you, Mommy?” I whispered. God, even my angry whisper was sexy as hell. I thanked whatever power had given me my pheromones that they'd made me this way.

Mom was quivering beneath my touch. She looked like she wanted to melt against me as she quaked before my rage. “No, son,” she whimpered. “I...I don't know what that monster I used to be put in my head. But I promise, I'll do everything I can to fight it, baby. I want to make you so, so happy...”

I stared at her a moment longer. Even my rage was making me hard – it made me want to be rough with her, to fuck her and leave bruises.

Well, she can wait, I thought savagely. Let her squirm a bit. Give her a taste of how she made me feel. I had big plans for tonight – Mom was going to make a grand entrance. Her daughter wasn't going to have the slightest idea how much things had changed, until it was too late. And Catherine's trap? Every whiff of my powerful, masculine pheromones made me feel invincible, unbeatable – she didn't stand a chance.

I had a plan. But first, Mom needed to dress the part.

“I know you do,” I finally said. “Come on, let's go.”



The Alpha Gift 3

[image: image]










“Yes, Troy,” Erica said, sinking to her knees. “I belong to you. All I want is to make you feel pleasure – tonight and every night. I'm going to be the best big sister ever from now on.”

As I watched, Erica spread her legs and slid her fingers beneath the soft lace panties I'd bought her, showing me how wet and ready she was. I could smell the waves of arousal pouring off her body, mixing with the sweet musk of my powerful pheromones. Erica's face flushed crimson as one finger slid into her folds, teasing her clit.

“Unnngh!” She clenched around it, rubbing herself shamelessly, then held her hand out like an offering. “Would you like to taste me, Troy?”

Would I? My cock throbbed in my slacks, desperate to be thrust someplace warm and wet. My mind swam with possibilities, all of which involved tossing my stepsister to the ground like some sort of alpha-male caveman and slamming myself inside of her until even the neighbors could hear her scream with pleasure. I had never thought of Erica as a sexual being before, even though I'd lived in the same house with her for years. Now, looking over the soft curves of her breasts, her lips glossy and parted with ecstasy, the throbbing inner muscles of her thighs, it was like my body wanted to make up for lost time.

“That's right, honey.” Mom was like a devil at my shoulder, her slender fingers stroking my manhood through my pants while my stepsister debased herself before me. “Show Troy what a dirty little slut you are. Let him know just how good it would feel to stretch your walls with his big, hard manhood and fill you up with his cream.”

“Please, Master,” Erica begged. Her voice was smoky with lust. “Please taste me.” Her other hand slid under her panties and sparks flew as she rubbed her inner folds.

Any thought that what she was doing was wrong, was the slightest bit out of character had drained from her mind. All the sexual thoughts that Erica had never had about me – eighteen years' worth – flooded her mind, filling her with the desire to submit to my cock. To pleasure my cock. To be bred by my big, hard, alpha-male cock.

I couldn't believe how quickly she'd changed.

“I'd love to,” I said, taking her wrist and turning it away with an almost playful gesture. “But I'm not satisfied with sucking your finger.”

Her mouth formed a perfect little 'o' of surprise as she realized what I was going to do.

I bent down and took Erica by the hips, ripping aside the delicate lace panties that Mom and I had bought her for just this moment. She groaned with relief at being freed, her trimmed slit gushing with moisture as her pussy boiled over. There was nothing but raw, animal need in her eyes as she looked up at me helplessly.

“Oh, bro,” she groaned, the sound a low purr in her throat. “If I had known what a fucking man you were...”

“I want to taste you,” I said, talking over her like what she was saying didn't matter. Like she didn't matter. And she shuddered with pleasure when I did it – when I took control. Because it was her nature now, in her very marrow – you submit when your man commands you.

“But I want it from the source,” I said, parting her thighs. Erica groaned louder and spread her legs, opening the gates to her innermost kingdom. She lay spread before me like a banquet, warm and flushed from the top of her head to the lips of her cunt. She was mine now, as Mom had been.

As every girl I met was going to be from now on.

I bent low, ready to sample a taste of my newest slave.

“Things are going to be different from now on,” I said with a smirk, savoring the way Erica squirmed at being denied my attentions. “Now that a real man is in charge of the house.”

“Yes,” they said in unison – my stepmother and stepsister. My lovers. My possessions. All thanks to my pheromones.

“We live to serve,” Erica groaned as I bent down to her soaking slit. “I live to serve...”

––––––––
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Now that I'd asserted my dominance, the ride out was strangely quiet. I could tell Mom wasn't entirely sure what to say to me – but after a few minutes in the enclosed space of the car, her breathing turned ragged and heavy. My pheromones again, making her wet. I smiled behind the steering wheel, imagining what must be going on in her head, the slow, erotic torture.

We reached our destination – an upscale clothing boutique in the middle of downtown. Mannequins in the window showed off clothing so provocative that if actual women were wearing it, they'd be arrested for indecent exposure. Mom stared at the corsets and skimpy lingerie, her gaze fixed on a tight leather ensemble that looked halfway between punk chick and dominatrix, her breasts heaving. I could tell she was picturing herself in each outfit, imagining the way I would look at her in something so revealing.

“Are we shopping for me?” she asked as I parked the car. “Or my daughter?”

“Both, of course,” I said with a smirk. “I was thinking about matching outfits. If you're going to be my harem, you might as well have uniforms. I'd like to see all my girls lined up, ready to please me – wouldn't you?”

Mom shuddered, biting her lip hard like she was trying to force herself to cool down. “Yes, Troy. God, you smell so good – can we fuck before we go inside?”

I smiled and shook my head. “No. I want to watch you writhing, Mommy. But if you're really good, I might let you suck me off in the dressing room.”

Mom nodded, her eyes lighting up like I'd promised her the moon. It still shocked me, how sudden the change in her had been when my abilities had risen to the surface. Some mornings, I still woke up thinking it had all been some kind of crazy dream – until I turned to see Mom lying next to me, naked and dripping with my seed. Occasionally at those moments, I'd feel a sharp pang of what I can only describe as my conscience, trying to bother me. Wasn't it wrong, I thought, to use a gorgeous, middle-aged MILF this way? Mom wasn't the sort of person to suck a guy off in a dressing room – or suck anyone off, for that matter. She acted as if no man could possibly win her affections without a black credit card and his own personal aircraft, and I was sure that even then she'd only put out exactly as much as she was required to. Catherine was a queen bitch, and I'd brought her low – even if she'd begged me to send her body down each filthy, degrading step.

She deserves it. The thought always came; it came when I looked over her naked body in the morning and it came now, as I turned my eyes back to the road. Catherine had been more than a queen bitch in our household: she'd been a tyrant, ruling my life and ruining every chance I ever had at something better. She'd wrecked my relationships, destroyed my college scholarship, and never missed an opportunity to let me know what a pathetic little wimp she thought I was. For years I had thought she was totally insane – but now everything she'd done to me made a kind of awful sense.

Catherine had been one of my Dad's lovers – one of many. My father had the same gift that I did – a one-in-a-trillion genetic combination that made him irresistible to the opposite sex. Women who spent any amount of time smelling his (or my) musky, hypermale pheromones became convinced he was the ultimate alpha male – a masculine God they needed to offer their bodies, their minds and their lives to. He'd had thousands of women, and his super-fertile seed had made nearly all of them pregnant – but not Catherine.

She'd expected to join his harem. Even, as she confessed to me one night when I interrogated her for every piece of information about my Dad I could get, being the lowest girl in his personal pecking order would have been good enough for her. Instead, he'd dropped me in her lap and jet-setted off with Moira, my real Mother, to have more adventures.

I didn't begrudge her a little bitterness. But the way she'd treated me went beyond the pale. The fact that the same alpha-male magic that bound her to Jacob now made her ache day and night for my touch was a kind of karmic justice. The odd thing was; I felt closer to her now. I was starting to like her, like actually like her in a way I hadn't with any of my girlfriends. She was fun, smart as a whip and as adventurous in life as she was inventive in the bedroom – I could see how a guy like Jacob could have been infatuated with her. I had to be careful not to get too attached to her, myself.

After all, there was a part of her that was still trying to kill me.

One of the saleswomen approached us as soon as we were inside the building: a slender young brunette who looked like she was used to waiting on celebrities and billionaires. I had been a tiny bit concerned about bringing my stepmother in a place like this, but she took one look at us and simply turned to me, saying: “Good afternoon, sir. What were you and madam looking for today?”

Older, sexy woman, and young stud, I thought. She knows where the money is.

“Something...elegant,” I said, thinking it over. “But sexy. Also something that's available in my lady friend's size, but also in a smaller one – we're going to have a younger woman joining us tonight.”

This information didn't shock the saleswoman in the slightest. “Of course, sir. If the two of you will come this way...”

The saleswoman led me to a chair by the dressing rooms, and led Mom behind a curtain into a room filled with expensive lingerie. She affected a cool, above-it-all demeanor, but I noted with some pleasure how the saleswoman inhaled deeply as she walked off, her nostrils flaring as she strained to catch more of my intoxicating, manly scent.

“How's it going back there?” I asked a few moments later. I heard giggles from behind the curtain.

“Very well, Troy,” Mom said, something thick and lusty in her tone. “Be out in just a second...”

A moment later, the curtain parted – and my jaw dropped. I recognized the outfit Mom was wearing from one of the mannequins in the store window. It was a sheer, wispy top, with push-up cups that shaped her already large breasts into firm, massive mounds of flesh. It looked like it would take little more than a bend at the waist or a stiff breeze to free them from the tight fabric. Below that, a skimpy pair of lace panties barely covered her womanhood, merging with dark fishnet stockings down the length of her legs. The outfit apparently came with matching black fuck-me pumps, with heels so high and sharp it was a wonder she was able to take more than a step or two in them.

That wasn't what made me gasp, though: I'd already seen every inch of Mom's gorgeous body in a dozen naughty configurations. What shocked me was the sight of our demure salesgirl wearing a matching set, standing next to my stepmother like she'd been very, very bad.

“What do you think?” Mom said, then laughed deep in her throat as she saw the way I was staring. “Our salesgirl is just about Erica's size, so I asked her if she wouldn't mind trying on the set to see how it would look on someone a little less...curvaceous. I can see it's had quite an effect on you, son.”

She was talking about my cock, which stood fully erect and practically throbbing in my pants. How could it not, with the sight of two nubile, gorgeous women presenting themselves to me? Then the last part of her sentence reached my brain, and I gasped. But Mom stepped forward quickly.

“I told her everything,” she said in a breathy whisper, pressing her breasts against my arm. “She loved your scent so much, she wanted to know everything about you. She's so interested in getting to know you...”

“It's been so long since we've had a real man come in here,” the salesgirl said dreamily. “A man who knows what he wants and isn't afraid to take it. I...I've never felt as sexy as I do right now, with your eyes on me, sir.” She giggled and put a finger to her bottom lip. “Do you mind if I call you sir? It just seems so...appropriate, don't you think?”

God, yes. It sounded more than appropriate – it sounded just right. I could smell my own pheromones, pouring from every pore of my muscled body, and they smelled right, too. Ever since I'd started to produce them, they'd been affecting me just as much as the women around me: I was more muscular, stronger, more confident than before. I could lift a slender woman like our salesgirl right over my shoulder like some kind of caveman, and she'd be helpless to resist as I had my way with her. I could sink inside her so easily...

That was another part of it – I couldn't stop thinking about sex. Specifically rough, dominant sex. I was starting to lose the power to resist my own urges, but strangely no one around me seemed to mind.

“You should call me Sir,” I said, stepping forward. She trembled as I towered over her, putting a hand under her chin and raising her gaze to meet mine. “What's your name?”

“K...Kimberly, sir,” the salesgirl said. She looked like she was struggling hard to keep from sliding my finger into her mouth and sucking it.

“She's a cutie, isn't she?” Mom stepped next to her as well, letting the scent of her arousal mix with Kimberly's. Those panties she was wearing were definitely going to need to be washed before I presented them to my stepsister. Or not, I thought with a smirk.

“Tell me, Kimberly,” I said, placing a hand against her back and pressing her against me. She gasped at the contact of skin-on-skin, which made me happy. “Is there a place in your store where the three of us can have some privacy?”

“This place used to be a music studio before we bought it,” she whimpered. I could feel the heat rolling off her in waves: she leaned forward and buried her face in my chest, getting high off my masculine scent. “There are some dressing rooms in the back that used to be recording booths – they're totally soundproof...”

Soundproof sounded good. Although the thought of Kimberly and Catherine's moans of pleasure being loud enough for all the other customers to hear had its own appeal, too.

“Perfect,” I said, moving my hand down to her ass and giving it a little squeeze. Fuck, it felt so amazing under my fingers – I should have made her turn around to give me a better view. I made a mental note to do so later. “You'll take us there, of course.”

She nodded, looking up at me like she'd found something that had been missing her entire life. “Of course, Sir. I...I...”

“You want me,” I said. It wasn't a question.

“Don't feel bad, baby,” Mom said with a smirk. “Everybody wants him. Hell, I want to drop to my knees and suck his cock right now.”

Kimberly's eyes widened like she'd been thinking the exact same thing.

“Come on,” I said, giving Kimberly a little shove in the right direction. “Let's go fuck.”

At the word fuck, both women trembled like I'd just promised them their hearts' greatest desire. They practically skipped as we made our way towards the back of the building, passing one very confused saleswoman on our way to the 'old' changing rooms.

Finally we reached a row of booths, and Kimberly opened one up with a key she must have pulled out of thin air, for all the places she had to stash it. “No one will bother us in here,” she said, flashing me a naughty little wink.

It never failed to shock me how quick the changeover was. Ten minutes ago, Kimberly had been an ordinary salesgirl, probably counting the minutes until her shift was over and she could back to whatever she considered her real life. She probably had a boyfriend at home, a favorite TV show she was halfway through catching up on, interests and hobbies. Now she was a single-minded machine, focused on nothing more than getting my fat cock into every one of her holes and keeping it there as long as possible. She needed me to fill her, to breed her, to complete her, and she'd gladly jettison every single thing she'd loved in her previous life to make that possible.

That knowledge got me harder than anything else.

As soon as the door was shut behind us, I grabbed both girls by their shoulders and pressed gently down. “On your knees,” I said roughly, feeling my cock shoot a jet of precum in my boxers as I took command. “I want both of you to taste me.”

Both of them sank to their knees eagerly – Mom with with the anticipation of a well-known, favorite treat, Kimberly with the anxiety of someone pleasing their man for the first time. Mom could see it too; as the knelt before me, she leaned over and planted a quick kiss on the younger girl's cheek.

“Don't worry,” my stepmother whispered. “You're going to do great. Look how hard you've made him.”

Kimberly's mouth dropped open as her eyes shifted over. My bulge was straining against my slacks, throbbing for release. My boxers no longer fit – it was as if I'd gained a good three inches on my length in the last few days, with the girth to match. I was packing a monster, and both girls were practically salivating as they freed me from my pants.

“Holy fuck that's huge,” Kimberly said, the words coming out as a whimper.

“It's so good,” Mom said, taking her by her shoulders. “It's the best cock you've ever had.”

God damn, Mom is my wingman, I realized, barely restraining a chuckle. That felt weird, but also strangely good. It was nice to have these kind of adventures with her, to let her pick out fertile little sluts for my harem. It made her seem almost motherly. I decided right then and there that once I defused whatever traps Catherine had laid out for me and ascended to the height of my powers, I was going to put her in charge of managing my harem.

But for now, my attention strayed back to the two wet little sluts at my feet, staring at my cock like it was a holy relic. As I watched, Mom ran a finger over the fat, purple head, getting the tip nice and coated with my precum.

“Here,” she said, sliding the finger between Kimberly's parted lips. “Taste him.”

The finger entered Kim's mouth, and her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her lips formed a tight seal around Mom's finger as she sucked greedily, rolling the taste of my seed over her tongue. A thick, low purr echoed from her throat as she basked in my taste, like an animal savoring with a treat.

“There we go.” The finger left her mouth, trailed the edge of her chin before reaching down to give one of her barely-restrained tits a squeeze. “Suck him off, honey. Show my big man how good those lips feel.”

Kimberly groaned with relief, like an animal finally being let off the leash. She leaned forward, giving my cock a few tentative strokes – her fingers just barely fit around my shaft – before bringing the head to her lips and running her tongue over it. “Like this?”

I felt my whole body tense up. Pleasure shot like a bolt of lightning from the tip of my cock to my brain, and it took everything I had not to grab Kimberly by the sides of her head and fuck her throat raw. Instead a low, primal groan left my throat, and both women beamed with pride.

“Maybe I can take a little more?” Kimberly said, teasing the underside of my head with her hot, naughty tongue. “It's so big, though, Sir. I...I've never taken such a big man in my mouth before.”

“You can do it,” Mom said quickly, taking position behind her. “Take it deep, slut.”

Mom wasted no time. It was like we were linked telepathically; she knew without having to ask exactly what it was I wanted. Taking Kimberly's head from behind, she eased the younger girl onto my cock, forcing the thick shaft inch by goddamn amazing inch between her lips. Kim's mouth was warm and wet, full of incredible suction, and watching her take me down her sweet, sexy throat made me cock twitch with delight.

Finally I was all the way in. My balls rested against Kimberly's lips as my fullness stretched out her throat. The girl gagged gently once and was still, breathing quietly through her nose – each breath sending another powerful jolt of my pheromones straight into her bloodstream. Her eyes rolled back with pleasure as a fat jet of precum dribbled from my cock into the back of her throat.

“Do you want to fuck this little slut's face, Master?” Mom asked, rubbing her tits against Kimberly's smooth, flawless back.

I nodded, unable to do anything more. Kim's mouth was tight and wet around me, and every tiny movement made me want to drain my balls right down her throat.

“Take her,” Mom said with a smirk. “She belongs to you, son.”

I couldn't hold back any more. I rocked my hips, slamming my cock deep down Kimberly's throat as she relaxed around my hardness, letting me fill her. Mom's hands were around her head, pressing her harder against me with each thrust until my balls were practically in her mouth. Kimberly cried out like I was inside of her pussy, not her throat, every movement of my granite-hard shaft sending shivers of pleasure through her body. As I watched, her hand dove beneath her panties and stroked her clit, her fingers matching each stroke of my cock like she was imagining me inside of her cunt and her mouth at the same time.

“Oh my fucking God,” I groaned, a low guttural grunt leaving my throat on every thrust. I could feel my balls tingling with need, my release coming hard and fast. I didn't want it to end – Kimberly's hot, hungry mouth around my shaft filled me with pleasure, and the sight of the gorgeous salesgirl on her knees for me made me feel like a fucking conqueror – but she wasn't slowing down. If anything, she was kicking her oral skills up a notch, her pretty face a blur on my cock. Mom's hands on the sides of her head sent her into overdrive, until I was fucking her face with savage, single-minded intent.

“Uh! Uh! Uhhhhh!”

My cock began to twitch, throbbing in her throat, and at the very last moment Kimberly and my Mom acted in unison, pulling her back so that only the head of my fat cock rested in her mouth, squarely on her tongue. At the same instant, I erupted. Thick streams of hot, ropey come shot from my cock, spilling over Kimberly's tongue and down her slender throat, foaming over her lips to coat her chin and breasts. Fat droplets of seed coated her cleavage, leaving stains all over her pretty lingerie – stains I intended to leave for Erica.

Oh fuck, Erica.

The thought of it being my gorgeous, blonde stepsister on her knees before me hit me all at once, and suddenly I was shooting with renewed vigor, a second climax hitting me from the base of my spine to my balls. My cock left Kim's mouth and I stroked it in her face, covering her in my thick seed. She gasped, reaching out to touch my cock like it was the entire world to her. Her hand became a blur in her panties and suddenly she was shaking, crying out, her own passion reaching the edge of the cliff and toppling over as she came with huge, ragged sobs, whimpering my name.

“Fuck, Troy,” Mom said, her voice filled with pride. “God, honey, you came so much...”

I couldn't disagree. Kimberly looked glazed in every sense of the word. Her skin sizzled with my seed; her eyes were glassy and stoned from the force of her pleasure. “You're damn good at that,” I said, staring down at her, and the compliment made her come again. “You'd make a perfect addition to my harem.”

“Th-thank you, Sir,” Kimberly said, her voice dreamy with bliss. “It means everything to me that my body pleases you...”

Staring down at her, I felt my cock twitch with a sudden, violent need. The sight of her on her knees, praising me for coming all over her perfect face and mouth, made me want to do more. To take more. I had to have her.

“Come here,” I said, helping her to her feet. Turning her around, I bent her over a nearby table and motioned for Mom to come closer.

“God, she looks so good covered in your come,” Mom said, running a finger down the girl's glazed chin.

“I know. I want to watch you clean her off while I take her from behind.”

Mom's eyes widened, as if she couldn't believe I had anything left after a load like that. “Damn, son – this girl must really get you going.”

She did. I spread her legs with my hand, savoring the way her inner muscles quaked at my touch. Kimberly was already gone, past the point of speech, her body reacting to me like an animal's. It was simple biology: she needed to be bred, and I needed to sink my hard, already-throbbing cock right in her soft, warm folds until I exploded.

Kimberly let out a low moan of pleasure as I spread her legs and buried my cock in her folds from behind, pressing gently and entering her inch by wonderful inch. Now that my first, feverish orgasm was over, I wanted to take my time – building this one up to something special. I wanted to give my body all the time it needed to make the load that would fill Kimberly's womb – and my enhanced alpha-male powers were already extending to the task.

I felt the head of my cock graze her clit and her whole body tensed up, a whine of pure bliss echoing from Kim's mouth. She pressed herself against me, warm and firm, while on the other side of her body Mom lapped at her tits, her tongue encircling her nipples and cleaning up my load.

She likes that, I thought with a smirk. So I figured I'd give it to her some more.

Lifting her off her feet – Christ, that was so easy to do now – I slid just the head of my cock between her walls, grinding the fat purple mass of it against her clit. It was too much for her to handle. Her body writhed like electric current soared through it, her breaths coming in great, ragged gasps.

“Oh fuck,” she managed through clenched teeth. “Oh Jesus don't stop...!”

I had no intention of stopping. This was fun. I loved the way she reacted to my touch; how just the slightest amount of contact could send her over the edge. She was that responsive, that attuned to my alpha-male body. She was wetter than any girl I'd ever felt.

Her breathing changed, and suddenly her hips went wild against me. She clawed at my chest, desperate to get the full length of me inside of her, but I held her tight. It was a slow, agonizing torture – she ground against the head of my cock with sheer desperation, her every breath begging me for release.

With my free hand, I grabbed her gently around the neck. I could feel her pulse hard and fast against my palm.

“I want you to say my name when you come,” I growled in her ear, never slowing my thrusts. “I want to hear you scream it.”

She nodded, sobbing with the need to climax as it came on an inch at a time. “Don't stop, Troy, please...oh Troy, fuck...”

My hand gripped her throat tighter, making her gasp. “That's not what I asked for. My name.”

Confusion filled her face for an instant, then she relaxed. A knowing smile came over her face.

“Master...” she whispered.

If I had thought her hips were crazy before, I'd been sorely mistaken. She clung to me like she couldn't get enough, like I was her lifeline, and every molecule of her body erupted with pleasure from that single point of contact, the head of my cock grinding against her clit.

“Master,” she whimpered, her chest heaving with the beginnings of orgasm. “Fuck, Master – I love you, Master! I love you, I fucking...oh fuck, Master!  MASTER!”

Her words turned into a scream of pleasure. As she climaxed, I finally gave her the release she was asking for. I loosened my grip around her, let her lithe body sink down, my cock filling her to the brim. The feel of it entering her after so much teasing sent her into a tailspin, her already mind-melting climax destroying her utterly. She clenched around me, every inch of her tightening to the limit as pure, wonderful bliss filled her to the brim and poured over.

The thrill of it sent me right to the edge. I was so sensitive from the way I'd teased her, that it only took a few hard, savage thrusts inside her womanhood before I felt my own climax coming on hard. I bent her over the desk and buried myself inside of her to the hilt. The head of my cock brushed against her innermost core, closing the distance to her womb as I felt her inner walls massaging me. With a final, hard thrust, I felt my cock twitch and spasm and start shooting. It was like my whole being drained from my balls, coating the inside of Kimberly's womb in a thick, creamy load I knew instinctively would breed her. She had no choice; she lay helpless beneath me, body stretched to exhaustion from the hardest, most dominant fucking of her young life. As I pulled out of her, the slow satisfaction of a job well done filled me with a deep, relaxing peace.

“Wow,” Mom said from where she lay atop the table, rubbing her folds. “I feel like I just watched something beautiful, baby.”

I took her chin and forced my mouth against hers, kissing her deeply. She was surprised, but melted against me – especially when my fingers went to her clit and encircled it. Mom was already primed – it took less than thirty seconds before I felt the moan leave her lips, her inner walls quivering around my fingers. She came hard, rocking back on her elbows and basking in the sensation as I rubbed the last few waves of pleasure from her cunt.

The room reeked of sex. I surveyed the two sluts under my command, both of whom were dripping wet and glowing in post-coital bliss. Kimberly's lingerie clung to her in shreds, a casualty of my rough, alpha-male handling of her.

“The outfits are perfect,” I said, giving both women my approval. “I'll take them. And I'll take you, too,” I said, looking down at Kimberly. She glanced up, stoned out of her mind on bliss, and gave me a slow smile and a thumbs-up.

“Should we wear her on the way out,” Mom asked, “or have her gift wrapped?”

I laughed. I really need to keep an eye on her, I thought, even as warmth filled my chest. I'm giving her way too much leeway.

I couldn't let myself forget – Catherine was not my friend. My powers had turned her into my willing servant, a bimbo as obsessed with using her sexy body to make me come as she was with procuring more girls to inhale my addictive, hypnotic pheromones. But unlike me, she'd known for years that all of this was going to happen. My special genetics. My transformation into a muscled, powerful alpha-male who she wouldn't be able to resist. The idea that I'd break her, turn her from my wicked stepmother into my first and most loyal slut.

She knew. She had known for years that this was her eventual fate, even as she made my life a living hell. It was why she'd spent so much time trying to ruin me. And she'd made plans to get back at me, even though right now all she could think about was how to fit Kimberly into our lives in a way that would best please me.

You will never fuck my daughter, the voice said in my head. You will never go to college. I will ruin you...

So Catherine had said in her last video message to me, recorded in advance before she'd succumbed to my pheromones. And yet, so far I hadn't had a hint of resistance from her. I was starting to worry – especially with my stepsister Erica coming to dinner tonight.

She had to be the trigger. And I had to be ready. Another girl could be a perfect way of hedging my bets, making sure I had back up...or it could be handing Catherine another tool she'd use to destroy me.

I weighed all this in my mind while I stared down at Kimberly. When she saw my gaze was on her, she spread her legs and began to gently massage her folds, like she was trying to coax me into entering her one more time. Goddamn, what a dirty slut, I thought kindly.

Catherine couldn't know I was going to do this. She had plans, and she was smart, but surely her plans had limits? In the movies, a horror villain could set up tapes of himself, enough to fill seven or eight films after he'd been “killed” on-screen – but this wasn't a movie. Mom couldn't have planned anything so detailed.

“Get her dressed,” I said to Mom, nodding at our latest conquest, “and make sure you clean her off. I don't want her coworkers wondering why she'd leaving work early, stoned, with a face covered in come.”

“Of course, darling,” Mom said smoothly, helping Kimberly to her feet and cleaning her off like a madam maintaining her prize girl. Which she is, I thought, more than I'd like to admit.

“I can't wait to see my new home, Master,” Kimberly said with a blush. “I'm just...I'm so happy. You two are so wonderful...”

At moments like this, I almost felt guilty. Then I remembered that for Kimberly, this was like an amazing dream that she'd never want to wake up from. If I tried to leave her now, she'd beg me to stay. She'd promise anything, make threats, beg me on her knees...that would be way too painful for me. Especially when she looked so goddamn good.

“You're going to love it,” Mom said, her hands going everywhere on Kim's body. “You can help me get ready for tonight – my daughter is coming home from college. Troy is going to make her his bimbo bitch.”

Kimberly's eyes lit up. “Really? Oh, Master, you must be so excited. Another girl to breed...”

Kim's hand strayed between her legs, and a shudder of pleasure passed through her body. Oh yeah, I thought, she's definitely knocked up.

That could wait for later, though. Right now, I had a dinner to prepare for. And, hopefully, a trap to avoid.
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“Everything seems so...different around here,” Erica said.

A knowing, cat-like smile crept across Mom's face as she sipped from her glass of wine. From upstairs came the almost imperceptible sound of the bed in the guest bedroom squeaking as Kimberly used it to pleasure herself. Even if Erica could hear it, I didn't think she was in any position to say anything – I could see her nostrils flaring with every breath, her body pulling in more and more of my musky, Manly pheromones.

“Things are different around here,” Mom said, leaning back in her chair. “Better.”

“I hope you don't mind me saying,” Erica began, “but I was totally expecting to walk into a war zone when I came into this house. Instead, it looks like you and Troy have worked out all your differences without me!”

“Of course.” Mom glanced over at me, her eyes shining with lust. “The college thing was all a big misunderstanding – I called the Dean and smoothed everything over. Of course I don't want to ruin Troy's chances at education – I only want what's best for my big, strong son, of course.”

Erica's gaze turned to me, and it was clear she was thinking pretty hard about Mom's “big, strong son,” too. She'd dressed conservatively for our family dinner, expecting a lot of drama, but now she looked like she wanted to tear off the tank top and jacket she was wearing and pull off the sporty white jeans and sensible shoes she'd put on and clothe her body in lingerie even skimpier than the pair Mom and I had bought for her. Her breath came harder and faster with every minute, and I could see a barely-visible flush to her cheeks. Sis was getting stoned off my pheromones, and in a few minutes those jeans of hers were going to be dripping wet – if she still had them on.

“You even took in some kind of a...boarder?” It was clear Erica still had no idea what to make of that. Kimberly had greeted her at the door, of course, and the maid's outfit she'd been wearing at the time barely covered the curve of her ass and fit her like a coat of paint. Erica had spent most of the pre-dinner portion of the visit staring at the younger girl's heaving cleavage and heart-shaped ass, trying to make sense of things. But of course, the more of my pheromones she inhaled, the less need there was to make sense of anything. It was way more fun just to go with the flow and feel.

“Something like that, yes.” Mom said. “She's been very helpful around the house.”

Erica laughed like Catherine had just told a funny joke and took a huge swig of her wine, refilling it from the bottle. She was drinking a lot, as if she was trying to reassure herself that it was the alcohol that was making her feel the way she felt – as if it was just wine that made her horny and submissive, that led her thoughts to dwell on the easy way Mom and I touched each other and joked. She's picturing the two of us fucking, I realized as I watched her. And it's turning her on, even though she doesn't want it to.

“Wow,” Erica said, slurring her words just a touch. “You've made up with Mom, you're going to college – next thing you're going to tell me you've got a girlfriend, Troy!”

Mom and I turned to each other, slowly, and smiled. Erica froze in place, her wineglass poised halfway between her lips and the table, and her face went as white as the tablecloth.

“Um...” she said. “Is there something I don't know?”

As she watched, Mom placed her hand on my thigh. The wineglass clattered to the table, nearly toppling.

“I've had a lot of making up to do ever since your stepbrother and I buried the hatchet,” Mom said smoothly. God, she was loving how uncomfortable she was making Erica, too. “You know I've always had a thing for younger men – your father was younger than me – and, well...isn't 'you only live once' what your generation says?”

Mom took a sip of her wine, watching Erica squirm.

She looked like she wanted to be upset, but was too turned on by the thoughts trickling through her head. She turned to me, a disbelieving look on her face like she was expecting me to tell her this was all a joke.

“Troy. You? And...” she couldn't bring herself to say 'Mom', “...Catherine?”

I heard movement upstairs – Katherine getting ready, just as I instructed. If there's a trap, it's going to spring now, I thought. I smiled at my stepsister, the gorgeous blonde who had transformed in my mind from platonic sister to potential fuckdoll, and took Mom's hand in mine.

“She's amazing,” I said with a smile. “Mom is as...enthusiastic as a girl half her age. I've barely been sleeping the last two weeks.”

“Oh, stop,” she said, resting her hand on my shoulder. “You know I let you sleep in, dear. Can't have my big hard man go without rest.”

Erica's lips were a tight white line. Even with my pheromones singing in her bloodstream, she was still shocked. “You two...fuck!? In Dad's bed!?”

“Well it's not like he's here any more to warm it up, dear,” Mom said. “Besides, I'm sure you're getting plenty of hot college dick – isn't your Mom entitled to a little fun, too?”

I watched both of them, my caution at war with the throbbing need in my pants. Any second now, I thought. One of them is going to snap, grab a knife, something...

That second bled into the next, and the next. Nothing happened.

“Or,” Mom said with a naughty lilt to her voice like she'd just thought of it, “are you jealous? I mean, just look at him.” She was rising from her seat now, crossing the room to where Erica sat, a familiar transformation coming over her face. It was the look of someone letting the pheromones take control, giving themselves up to the blinding desire inside of them.

“He's so hot,” Mom said, stopping at Erica's side and putting her head on her shoulder like a cartoon angel. “Just look at him, Erica. Those muscles, that smell...isn't he just the way a Man should be?”

A flicker of fear entered Erica's eyes, and she leaned back like a part of her wanted to get up and run. But more of her looked like she wanted to slide her hands in her pants and start rubbing herself, right at the dinner table.

She whimpered, then a quiet word slipped from her lips. “Yes...”

“He has such a big cock,” Mom purred, her tongue lapping at Erica's earlobe. “It feels so amazing inside of me – your stepbrother makes me come like no man ever has before. I come over and over again, all night long, screaming his name.”

I could tell every word was sending pictures into Erica's brain, telling her how amazing it would be for her to be in that same position.

“Jesus,” she groaned, writhing in her chair. Oh yeah, she was turned on.

Mom glanced over her shoulder at me, and the look she shot me could have set the table on fire. “Come here, Troy. Let her feel what a real man is like.”

I stood up, smirking, walking across the room. It's going to happen now, I thought, panic flaring in the back of my mind. I glanced up towards the stairs, where Kimberly stood clutching a knife, and as she caught my gaze she gave me a single, firm nod.

Every step I expected one of their faces to change, for them to hurl themselves at me. It didn't happen.

Instead, I reached Erica and sucked in a shocked breath as her hand reached out and stroked my cock through my slacks. Her pretty face went red with arousal as she felt the length and girth.

“Holy fuck,” she whimpered, as if imagining how it would feel inside of her. “You weren't kidding, Mom...”

“Take him out of his pants,” Mom insisted. “Feel how hard and warm he is in your hand.”

“Mom!” It was cute. Erica was trying so hard to be shocked, but she was so turned on she couldn't stop herself. “I...I can't do that.” But she was already doing it, hands working at the front of my pants.

My cock came free, and she gasped. Before Mom could even say anything, she was stroking me, sending shocks of pleasure up and down my spine.

“It's so big,” she gasped, leaning forward and pressing it against the side of her face. “Fuck, Troy, you smell so good...”

You will never fuck my daughter. You will never...

We'll see about that.

I picked her up, latching my hands behind her ass and just physically pulling her out of her seat. She cried out in surprise and delight at my strength, clinging to me like she never wanted to let go. I turned around, depositing her on the edge of the table.

She spread her legs wide, and tried to hook them around my ass before I stopped her. She looked up at me questioningly, trying to guess what I wanted.

“You're so wet,” I said, rubbing her through the front of her pants. The reaction was immediate and shocking; she tossed her head back and howled with pleasure, her tits shaking hard enough to spill out of her tight top.

It was so easy. Her pants came right off, like they were barely even there, and before I knew it I was on my knees, sliding her panties to the side. Erica's breathing quickened as she realized what I was going to do; her fingers twined in my hair.

“Troy, holy shit,” she gasped. The fact that Mom was standing right there didn't matter. The fact that until ten minutes ago she'd thought of me as her brother didn't matter. All that mattered was me burying my face in her sweet folds, and the instant orgasm that ripped though her body as my tongue touched her clit, demolishing any resistance.

“Troy!” Her legs tightened around both sides of my head; she writhed across the table, spilling wine across her breasts and belly. “Oh fuck, bro, fucking fuck I'm coming...!”

She didn't stop. Every touch sent her higher, and every jolt of pleasure left her speechless, babbling my name and calling me 'bro' like the idea that her own stepbrother was eating her out drove her wild. The walls of her cunt clenched around my tongue and a second, immense orgasm tore through her body, leaving her breathing ragged and her eyes glazed with pleasure. Her pussy gushed, boiling over with bliss, and behind me I could hear Mom offering a steady stream of encouragement, advising me of the best ways to pleasure her own daughter.

As Erica came down from her peak, I moved upward, kissing along her belly and up to her breasts. My tongue found her nipple and sucked, making her arch her back with renewed pleasure. Warmth spilled from between her legs, filling the kitchen with the heady smell of sex.

“I'm going to fuck you,” I said, like I was realizing it for the first time. Erica was going to be mine, just like Mom and Kimberly. And they'd just be the first – from now on, every attractive woman I met was going to be serving me...

“Yes,” Erica begged, her eyes shining with devotion. “Please fuck me, bro. I need it. I need to feel you inside me...”

I parted her thighs with my hand – and as I did, there was a knock on the door. I ignored it, intent on burying myself in my stepsister's folds, when it returned – louder and angrier.

“Make whoever that is go the fuck away,” I snarled over my shoulder. But Mom was frozen, her eyes wide with fear. What the fuck-

The door exploded. Literally exploded.

Before I knew what was happening, there were arms around my waist and a gun in my face. A flashlight came on, shining in my face so bright for a moment all my other thoughts were replaced with a fear that I was going to be blinded.

“That's him!” A voice shouted. “Grab him!”

Someone was screaming. It took a moment for me to realize it was several someones. Erica and Kimberly were sobbing, while Mom sounded like she was trying to frantically bargain with someone while fighting back tears.

“What the fuck is this?” The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. I reached to pull my pants up, and someone shoved me to the floor.

When I could see again, a group of men stood over me. They were police officers, in shiny black armor that made them look like a cross between ninjas and beetles. SWAT team, I realized.

One of the men looked down at me savagely. They were all wearing masks – even if I could have stalled, there was no way my pheromones could help me here.

“You're under arrest,” the leader said. “You son of a bitch.” Then a boot kicked me in the face, and the world went black.
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“I think your chances are pretty good, Master. They have no physical proof that you committed the crime, just circumstantial evidence and hearsay. I'm fairly confident we can get you off.”

“I'm fairly confident you're getting me off right now,” I said, thrusting harder between the lawyer's warm, smooth thighs. “Lift your leg a little more, slut. I really want to feel those walls wrapped around my cock.”

“Yes, sir,” she said with a giggle. She rocked her hips to meet me, biting her lip and letting out a little squeal of delight. “God, I'm so glad you called me. It's been so long since I've represented a real capital-M Man, Troy. Fuck, you smell so good...”

“You know it,” I said, sliding a hand over her slender throat. “I'm the best you've ever had.” 

“You're the best I've ever had,” she whimpered, the feel of my fingers around her neck spurring her to be even dirtier. Hell, she was pretty close to the best I'd ever had, too. Even before I'd used my powers to expand her bust, give her perfect curvy hips with a heart-shaped ass and turn her pussy into the tightest, wettest little cocksleeve ever, she'd been a hell of a looker. And this was my lawyer? God, I was a lucky man.

“Yeah, I think you'll definitely get me bail,” I said, every little ridge of her perfect inner muscles sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. “Once I finish breeding you first, of course. You want that, right?”

“Mmmmh hmm!” The lawyer bit her lip, a little giggle breaking from her mouth. “And don't worry, Master – I'll never tell anyone. Attorney-client privilege...”

Yeah, I thought. Feeling climax bubbling within me. I get the feeling I'm going to be invoking that a lot in the next few days...

––––––––
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“Arson,” the man said.

“Arson?” I felt my face twist. “Bullshit. Why would I commit arson?”

The man cocked an eyebrow. He looked like he wanted to be having this conversation even less than I did. “How the hell should I know? I'm not the one who burned three buildings down.”

“Three buildings?” I gulped heavily. This was very, very bad. “Man, I didn't burn down shit.”

“That's what they all say. Get in the cell.” I did as he asked, wincing as the heavy metal gate slammed shut behind me.

“Hands.” I reached out through the cell, and the guard freed my wrists from the handcuffs with a quick snapping sound. I rubbed them, the soreness from the tight metal gradually fading.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

“Yeah, you're a sick puppy,” the guard said. “You sit tight.”

It would be hard to do anything else. My cell was about as big as a broom closet: four unmarked concrete walls, a chemical toilet, and a bench that might have doubled as a bed for a jockey in the Kentucky Derby. I barely had room to think, much less walk around. Sitting down revealed a blanket that was scratchy and uncomfortable; I balled it up before eventually kicking it onto the floor, sighing.

I hadn't seen it coming. For days I had known revenge was on its way, set up by my wicked stepmother Catherine long before she fell under the spell of my addictive pheromones. But I'd expected it to strike closer to home; for there to be some hypnotic compulsion in Catherine or my stepsister Erica that made them turn against me, try to stick a knife in my back the instant I started to have my way with them. Never in a million years would I have thought Catherine capable of something this twisted, this far-planned, this ridiculous. Arson?

I turned the word over in my mind, staring at the wall. What kind of sentences did they even hand out for that? Even if they decided I did it, all that happened is some building got burnt up, right?

What if there was somebody inside? I thought, my blood going cold. That would be life. In jail. And that would be exactly what Catherine wanted, her revenge for being saddled raising me by my alpha-male, hypnotist Dad. 

I was so fucked.

After a moment, I stood up and shook the door of my cell, pressing my face between the cold metal bars. “Hey,” I yelled, “don't I get a phone call!?”

A far-off laugh was the only reply I got.

Okay, Troy, think, I told myself, turning in circles in the tiny cell. You're not powerless. You have plenty of advantages. You're super strong, about a hundred times more confident then you were a few weeks ago, and you can make a girl's pussy gush like a fountain by spending five minutes in a room with her. There's GOT to be a way out of this.

After a few minutes I had a couple of ideas – none of which seemed possible from the cramped confines of my cell. I was just going to have to wait. As much as I hated it, it was best to bide my time and get ready for an opportunity.

“Hey,” I shouted through the bars, this time with a joking tone, “any chance I can get a book or something?”

Silence.

So I waited. I have no idea how much time had passed when the door to the cells opened, but I'd been dozing off with the awful, scratchy blanket wrapped around me and now it was covered with sweat – no doubt from all the awful dreams I couldn't remember.  The shadows visible through the high window had lengthened by a bit. I wished I'd known a little better how to tell time from them.

The guard walked in, and to my surprise, he led a woman in front of him. She was an angry-looking girl with a shock of bright blue hair under a beanie cap and a sour expression on her face. I had no idea if the clothes she was wearing had been torn up in some kind of struggle or were supposed to be that way. Her black pants were covered in chains and way too baggy to make out any curves, but her tight white tank top showed off a generous expanse of tanned, firm breast. I could get used to this view, I thought.

The guard went through the same routine as he had with me, putting her in the cell across from mine and making a show of uncuffing her wrists. “Here you go,” he said maliciously. “Looks like you've got some company, little lady. That guy-” here he nodded in my direction, “-set the 23rd Street Bridge on fire. You watch out for him.”

For an instant, her eyes widened in mingled shock – and admiration. “Oh shit, seriously?” Her lips curved in a smile, before she remembered where she was and shot the guard a vicious look. “Fuck you, pig.”

“Yeah yeah, whatever,” the guard said, chuckling as he walked away. The door slammed and we were alone.

Almost as soon as she noticed me, the new girl gave me a rude stare and shot me the finger. “What the fuck are you looking at?”

“Nothing,” I said, shaking my head. Except those tits, maybe.

“Yeah, keep it that way.” I turned away, sitting on the tiny cot and resuming my long staring contest with the wall. After a few seconds, she spoke up again, some of the heat gone from her voice.

“Hey. Was that pig telling the truth? Are you really the guy who lit that bridge up?”

I turned back. She was looking at me, expecting an answer. Since she wasn't sneering at me, I decided to give her one.

“That's what I'm in here for,” I said wearily. “But I'm not the guy.”

“Oh. Bummer,” she said, laying back on her cot. For some reason she didn't seem to have the same issues balancing on it that I did. “It would have been cool to tell my girls I met the Psycho Pyro.”

“The...what?” I cocked my head, expecting the worst.

“Dude, where the fuck have you been?” She leaned forward, a smile on her face like the opportunity to share bad news was the best thing that had happened to her all day. “The Psycho Pyro! He's been in all the papers – a different building goes up in flames every night, then the news gets a taunting letter the next day with a clue about what he's gonna blaze up next. It's fucking crazy.”

My mouth went dry. My stomach dropped to somewhere around my knees. “Uh huh,” I said, barely able to speak. “That's really interesting. How many places have been, uh, 'blazed up' by this guy so far?”

“Three,” the girl said, miming surprise. “Including the bridge.”

Oh shit. I had no idea how she'd done it, but there was no doubt in my mind who was behind the fires. And who wrote those letters to the press, which no doubt had clues in them had led straight to one suspect: Troy. Me.

I had to get out of here, or I was never going to leave.

“They think you're the Pyro?” The girl wrinkled her nose, leaning through the bars and squinting. “You sure don't look like a psycho arsonist.”

“It's always the quiet ones,” I said sarcastically.

“Dude,” she said, a strange note coming into her tone. “You smell. What is that?”

A note of hope bloomed in my chest, only to fade out immediately. My pheromones, I thought, only you're too far away and this cell block is too big for you to be affected by them.

“Not me,” I said quickly. “Must be the plumbing.”

She shook her head, looking a little confused. “No, it was...kinda nice, actually. I was gonna ask what cologne you wore. Whatever, it's gone now.”

Yeah, of course it was. I sighed heavily, looking around my cell like there might be some hidden escape hatch I hadn't seen any of the thousand other times I'd looked for one.

“So what's your name, anyway?” I finally asked.

It took a second before the girl answered. “Chloe. You?”

“Troy,” I said, extending my hand through the bars with a smirk. My arm would have needed to be about thirty times longer to be able to shake her hand. “Nice to meet you. Wish it was under better circumstances.”

“Yeah, no doubt,” Chloe said, tapping the chains on her pants to the beat of some song I didn't recognize. “Aren't you gonna ask what I did?”

“Let me guess,” I said, smiling despite myself. “Vandalism.”

“Nope.” A big, almost dopey grin came over her face, giving me a glimpse of what Chloe might really be like underneath all that punk posturing. “I punched a cop.”

“No fucking way. You hit a cop?”

“He was fucking with my friend,” she said fiercely. “Beating him up for no fucking reason. Nobody fucks with my friends – not even if they're wearing a uniform.”

I nodded. “Fair enough. It sounds like you'd be a good person to have in a fight, Chloe.” The wheels were spinning in the back of my mind.

“Yeah, wouldn't you like to know,” she said with a snort. “You've been staring at my tits since I got here.”

She didn't sound angry, so I decided to take the risk. “Hey, they're nice tits,” I said sardonically.

She blushed gently and looked away. “I had a jacket when I got here. Those pigs took it. I could fucking puke thinking of what they're probably doing to it.”

“Yeah,” I said, my gaze traveling to the floor. Suddenly it hit me. That shitty, itch-tastic blanket laying on the floor of my cell.

Covered in my sweat.

“Hey, are you cold?” She nodded once, frowning a bit. “Yeah, I bet – it's freezing in these cells. Here.” I wadded up the blanket, stuck my hand back out of the cell, and (all the while praying it wouldn't fall flat or go wide) tossed the blanket to Chloe. It landed dead center between the bars of her cell in a heap at her feet. A quick glance down the hall confirmed the guards hadn't seen a thing.

Chloe looked at the blanket like she wasn't quite sure what to make of it, then finally picked it up and wrapped it around herself. I couldn't see those amazing curves any more, but it was a small price to pay.

“Thanks,” she said, sounding a bit sheepish. “Most guys wouldn't have done that – they'd have spent the entire time staring at my tits instead.”

“You're welcome,” I said, watching her closely. “I wish these cops were as willing to believe I'm a good guy as you are.”

She laughed, snuggling further into the blanket. It didn't seem to bother her at all. “Yeah. Hey, this blanket really smells.” She bunched part of it up in her fist, holding it to her nose and inhaling deeply.

“Oh gee, thanks,” I said, using sarcasm to hide the triumph in my chest. “Gift horses, Chloe.”

“Hey, I didn't say it was bad. Smells nice. Really nice...”

After that, Chloe broke off talking for a bit, burying her head in my blanket and taking deep, slow breaths. Every inhale brought my pheromones into her lungs, soaring through her bloodstream, overriding her logic and common sense with horniness, submission and an overwhelming need to please.

After a minute or two, I saw what I had been hoping for: a lump moving low under the covers. Chloe let out a low whimper of pleasure as she rubbed herself beneath my blanket, burying her face even deeper in the fabric.

“Fuck,” she muttered, resting her head against the wall of the cell. “Fuuuck...”

I couldn't keep the grin off my face. “What'cha doing over there, Chloe?”

“Shut the fuck up,” she whimpered, her voice thick with pleasure. “That's what.”

I got up and leaned against the bars of the cell, leering at her openly. “I know what you're doing,” I said, my voice low. “Keep doing it. Let me see more.”

Chloe's eyes fluttered, only the whites showing, and she did as I commanded. The blanket sank to beneath her waist, showing off her heaving, sweat-covered tits and the blur that was her fingers underneath the waistband of her pants. Every thrust sent a little tremor through her body; every touch left her moaning, gasping, whimpering my name.

“I'm so horny,” she said, her voice ragged with lust. “How did I get so fucking horny?”

I answered her question with a question. “You like the way that blanket smells, don't you?”

She nodded so hard I was afraid her neck snapped. “Fuck yes. It smells so fucking good. It's making me wet – making me need this so bad...”

I was enjoying this. I could feel my cock pulse in my pants; my bulge slid between the bars like an arrow pointing to Chloe's nubile body. “That's right. Keep rubbing yourself. It feels so good to do it – to let go, let the feelings wash over you. To submit to them.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she groaned, her face flushed with arousal. She blew out a huge breath and slipped another finger inside her folds, tensing up as her walls stretched around her hand.

“Come for me, Chloe,” I commanded her. “Come for me right now.”

My words sent her over the edge. Chloe clapped her free hand over her mouth, but it was too late – she screamed with pleasure, body arching like a bow as her pussy boiled over, sending her into a mind-melting climax that left her panting and sobbing with relief. Tears streamed down her face as she rubbed out the last few aftershocks of her orgasm, her legs opening and closing convulsively with each spike of pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned, rolling back against the wall of the cell. “Shit. I'm still so fucking turned on...”

In no time at all, her fingers were moving again. Chloe was going back for round two already – bad girl!

She opened her eyes and looked across to my cell, confusion evident on her features. “I don't...I don't feel any relief,” she sobbed. “It's gone. I'm just as horny as I was two minutes ago...I can't control myself...”

“Of course you can't,” I said. “Just smell that fucking blanket. It was on my body for an hour – but it smells so fucking good, doesn't it?”

“Yeah,” she groaned. “It's so musky and manly and just...I don't know, fucking right. Like, nothing in my whole fucking life has ever felt as goddamned right as the way you smell, Troy.”

“You've never met a real Man before,” I said with a smirk. “Your body is just reacting the way it's supposed to. I bet you wish we were sharing a cell now, huh?”

Her mouth dropped open like I'd unspooled a film reel in her head. I knew she was imagining it now: both of us wrapped up in that blanket, me inside of her, her body giving her the relief and submission she so desperately craved.

“Ohmigawd yes,” she whimpered, sounding girlish and unlike the punk princess I'd been talking to. “I wish these fucking bars weren't here, Troy – I'd crawl across this floor to suck your cock. I'd let you fuck me however you want.”

“You need it,” I said, with a knowing glance towards the door. “You need it more than anything.”

“I need...cock,” she whimpered, her tone awe-struck like she'd just had a world-shattering epiphany. When she spoke again, her voice was louder, tinged with a manic intensity. “I need your cock, Troy! Fuck! Fuck!”

She started banging on the bars, thrusting her tits between them, wrapping her legs around one and dry-humping it shamelessly. It all just left her more frustrated, dripping wet and achingly close to the man her body was screaming at her would make feel so perfectly good, make complete for the first time.

“Hey! Fucking HEY!” She rattled her cage, screaming at the top of her lungs. “Let me the fuck out of here!”

The door swung open. The look on the guard's face was smug as he made his way down the hall, but once he got to Chloe's cell his eyes bugged out of his head.

“Lady. What the hell are you doing?”

“Please,” Chloe whimpered. “Help me. I...I need...”

“She needs medical attention,” I said, doing a passable imitation of someone freaking the hell out. “She just started raving like this! You're calling me the crazy one?”

“Alright, alright, shit,” the guard said, still staring at Chloe. His eyes were fixed on her tits, even as she writhed against the bars, reduced to unintelligible moaning. He took a step forward, like his primal brain was telling him to get close and touch them. “Let's just all calm down for a second-”

Chloe wasn't calm. The instant the guard got within her reach, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled, slamming his head into the same bar she'd been rubbing her tits against moments ago. He crumpled like a cheap card table, spilling onto the floor and rolling over with a strangled groan of pain.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, shocked. I hadn't known Chloe was going to be quite that proactive. 

She rifled through the guard's pockets until she found the keys, then shoved them into the lock with shaking fingers. It clicked, and the door swung free.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she said to herself, triumphant. Then her gaze settled on me and a wicked little smile lit up her face.

“What did I say I would do for you if these bars weren't here, sir?”

Before I could answer, she slunk to her knees, moving sinuously like a cat. She got down on all fours and slowly made her way across the cold concrete floor, keeping her eyes on me the entire time. She licked her lips with anticipation as she crawled, debasing herself before me in a gesture of submission.

How fucking weird, I thought. I'm locked up and she's free, but all she can think about is treating ME like a King.

“Not all cages have bars,” Chloe said, as if she read my mind. But a moment later as she reached me, I realized what she was talking about – her hands caressed my cock through my slacks. “I think this has been chained up way too long, sir.”

“Agreed,” I said, looking down at her.

“Let me welcome you back to freedom...Master.” Her eyes shined with mischief. “You don't mind if I call you that, do you? It's just...you smell like a Master. It's like...I'm on the floor of a prison, I just assaulted a guard and I'm getting ready to put your cock in my mouth, and I've literally never felt better in my whole fucking life. I feel so goddamn sexy when you look down at me like that, Master.”

“That's exactly what I want you to call me from now on,” I said, my hands gripping a fistful of her hair. I'd already decided to keep this one.

“This is where I belong,” she murmured as she freed my cock from my pants. A delighted little gasp interrupted her as a fat jet of precum shot from my cock, splashing across her tits. “Right here, Master. On my knees, subservient to you. Making you happy with my body.”

Before I could say a thing, before I could warn her that guards might show up any minute, she leaned forward and slipped my cock between her lips. The cold of the hallway was instantly extinguished by the warm, inviting wetness of her mouth. I leaned against the bars, sticking my cock as far out as I could go, letting her go deep on it and bury it in her throat to the hilt.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, pulling back for a moment. “That feels so fucking perfect. I jilled off seven times and didn't get any release but tasting the head of your cock...” A giggle burst from her lips. “I'm high as a kite, Master.”

“You should see how you feel when you get that thick, creamy load as your reward for being a good little cocksucker,” I told her, stroking her chin. “You're going to come like you've never felt in your whole life.”

“I don't even care about that,” she whispered, eyes shining with devotion. “I just want you to come. I want to make you feel better than any woman has ever made a man feel. I want you to bathe me in your load, sir.”

Again, I had no time to form an appropriate response before she opened up and swallowed my cock, taking it with twice the speed and enthusiasm she had before. I sighed with pleasure, twining my fingers in her hair and rocking along with her suction, letting my cock open up more of her tight, wet mouth for fucking. Her hand disappeared into her pants and brought her off again and again, filling her with bliss as she gave me the blowjob of a lifetime.

Even with the danger, even with an unconscious guard on the floor and freedom thirty seconds away, all I could think about was blowing my load. Blame the pheromones affecting me if you want, blame the utterly amazing way Chloe teased my balls with her tongue, pleasuring them with the tip while my shaft stretched her lips – it was all too perfect. The sensation was amazing, and in no time at all I felt my balls tighten against her chin as my body readied her hot, salty reward.

She could tell it was coming; she locked into a hard, driving rhythm and didn't stop. Her mouth worked around my shaft, her naughty tongue teasing me to the brink and letting me sail over, milking me with her slurps as I felt my cock begin to pulse inside of her. The world faded away as pleasure crested over me in a wave; in the next instant the only thing in the universe that mattered was the feeling of my load draining from my balls straight down Chloe's throat. She grabbed my balls, squeezing and pulling like she wanted every drop of my sweet, sticky load inside of her.

She stayed right where she was as I came down from my peak, demurely sucking the head of my cock as the last few bursts of seed dribbled from it. With her eyes closed and hands folded between her legs she looked like she was praying to me, even though I knew full well what those hands were doing between her thighs.

“Fuck, that was so good,” I said, my cock leaving her mouth with a wet pop. I'm definitely taking this girl with me, I thought.

“Thank you, Master.” Chloe wiped a fat gob of my seed from her chin and sucked her finger clean while I watched, swirling it on her tongue. “I can't wait to feel you do that inside my pussy.”

“Come on,” I said, rattling the bars of the cell. “Open the door. We need to get the fuck out of here-”

The cell block door swung open with a hollow thud.

Shit! I reached through the bars, my hand opening and closing rapidly. “Give me the keys,” I said through gritted teeth, trying to stay quiet. But it was no use – Chloe was frozen on her knees, streaks of my come drying across her face and breasts as she stared like a deer in headlights.

I expected guards. Angry guards. Instead, I heard high heels.

“Jesus. What the fuck are you doing, Troy? You want to add 'aiding and abetting' to the rest of your charges?” The voice was low and rich, almost musical, with the barest hint of a Southern drawl.

Chloe rose to her feet, looking afraid. Walking towards us was a single woman in a smart, expensive-looking business suit, carrying a briefcase with a look on her face perched somewhere between pride and disgust. I caught a glimpse of long, shimmering brunette locks, a pretty and upturned face, and long, sensual legs as she got closer.

The woman reached the cell and sighed heavily, looking from Chloe's come-coated face to me. “I guess I should have expected this.”

I was busy stuffing my half-erect cock back into my pants and pretending nothing had happened. Chloe, however, beamed up at the new arrival, a beatific look on her face. “Hi there,” she said. “Are you here to please Master, too?'

She glanced down and gave Chloe an annoyed look. “In a manner of speaking.”

“This isn't what it looks like,” I said, my eyes fixed on the keys sitting on the floor in front of Chloe's knees. “We can explain.”

The woman held up a hand. “I don't want to hear it. Let's just get you out of that cell, and we'll let the guards deal with this girl. I'll make sure to keep your name out of it.”

Hope bloomed in my chest. Out of the cell? I was getting out of the cell? “Who are you?” I asked, disbelief in my tone.

She laughed. “I guess I should have lead off with that, huh? Kind of hard to think clearly when you walk into a quick BJ and escape attempt. I'm Gabrielle King – your lawyer. And I'm getting you out of here.”

My eyes slid from Gabrielle down to Chloe, who was staring up at me like a puppy waiting for another treat. Something didn't feel right about this. “Not to be a dick,” I said slowly, “but I don't remember hiring a lawyer.”

“You didn't,” she said flatly. “I've been in touch with Catherine, your stepmother. As well as Jacob and Moira.”

Her words hit me like a freight train. Everything that had happened so far – the betrayal, being accused of arson, having Chloe's lips around my cock minutes ago – all of it suddenly seemed small and insignificant.

“My parents? My real parents? You talked to them?”

Gabrielle flashed me a tight little smile. “Yes. They have me on retainer, actually. They called me as soon as Catherine called them and presumably informed them you'd been arrested. The police seem convinced you're the West End Arsonist-”

“The Psycho Pyro,” Chloe said dreamily.

“Yes, that stupid name. It took some doing, but you made bail about twenty minutes ago. I'm here to take you home.”

Home? Home was a foreign concept to me – a place I had never been. “You mean – you're taking me to them?”

But she shook her head. “No. I'm sorry – I meant your home. Come on, we can talk about all of this in the car.”

She picked up the key from the floor and slid it into the lock. The door swung open, and I was free. It felt strangely absurd that something so small could change my fortunes so much.

“Wait,” I said, stopping at the entrance to my cell. “What happens to Chloe?”

A flicker of annoyance showed in Gabrielle's face, just for a second – then the professional smile came back. “You've known her for all of thirty seconds, Troy. We really need to go-”

“She was helping me escape,” I said. “I know you just see some girl who's sucking my cock, but she attacked a guard. For me. I'm not leaving her here to suffer the consequences.”

“What? I'm not going anywhere!” Chloe stood up, looking defiant – an effect that was somewhat undercut by the streaks of come on her face and tits. “I belong to Master. I'm nothing without him. Wherever he goes, I go.”

Gabrielle shut her eyes, her lips forming a tight line. Her hands curled into fists, and I could see her physically suppressing the urge to snap at me. Finally she relaxed.

“You fucking hypno-bitches are all the same,” I heard her mutter under her breath. But when she spoke up next, her tone was cool and professional. “Fine,” she said. “I'll figure something out. We'll take her with us.”

Chloe threw her arms around me. “Oh, thank you, Master! I love you so so so much. I'm going to be the best little slave you've ever had!”

I hugged her back. Next to us, Gabrielle rolled her eyes.

If I had known then what I know now, I would have stayed in the fucking cell.

––––––––

[image: image]



xXx

––––––––

[image: image]



“Chloe's crime is a misdemeanor,” Gabrielle said with some exasperation. “Can we please talk about you instead, Troy? I didn't come all this way to defend some punk girl who hit a cop.”

It was a few hours later, and the three of us were sitting around the kitchen table of Catherine's house, drinking coffee and discussing our cases. Mom popped in every few minutes wearing nothing but a plush bathrobe a size or two too small for her, looking at me in a way that said as soon as you're ready to fuck, I'm down for it. I wanted to – Christ, just the sight of her long legs made me want to spread her over the table and pump a thick load into her pussy – but I had bigger problems.

Getting Gabrielle to see things my way was becoming one hell of a headache.

“I did do those things,” Chloe said, frowning. “But...that wasn't really me. It's not the person that I am now. Can't we explain to them that I belong to Master now, and I'll never do anything like that again? All I want is to serve him and be his good little slut and have his babies.”

For a moment, I got to enjoy the rare sensation of my new lawyer being speechless. Her mouth opened, then snapped closed, then opened again, the plastered-on smile returning. “I don't think a jury will go for that argument.”

“I want you to represent both of us,” I said firmly. “If you work for my family, you work for me. And every one of my girls is part of the family, too – that includes Chloe.”

“Maybe we could take a break?” It was Mom, standing in the doorway and twirling the sash of her robe like a stripper. “There is something I really need Troy to come take care of in the upstairs bedroom. I could probably use the new girl's help, too.”

Gabrielle groaned and buried her face in her hands. “This place is worse than Jacob's house,” she griped. “At least there the harem is organized.”

Every time she mentioned my father, I wanted to grab her by the shoulders and demand she tell me exactly where my parents were. But I couldn't – and that caused something to click in my head.

“Gabrielle,” I said. “You don't seem like you're affected by my presence.”

“You mean I'm not tearing off my panties and offering to join your threeway?” For once her smile seemed genuine, if a little sarcastic. “You're absolutely right. I'm immune to you and your father's pheromones; it was a major factor in hiring me to be his legal council. There was an...well, let's just say an accident when I was a child, and it left me with no sense of smell. Your Dad was quite surprised the first time he met me that I didn't crawl under his desk and beg to suck his cock like all the other girls. I think he respects me a little more for it.”

“I see.” I couldn't help it, my eyes traveled over Gabrielle's body, imaging my father's eyes doing the same thing. She was gorgeous – when she was younger and signed on to work for Jacob, she must have been an even sexier bombshell. “So you never...”

“Fucked Jacob?” Gabrielle laughed, and the sound was like music in Mom's kitchen. I decided I liked her laugh a lot, and wanted to hear it more often. “Of course I did. Him and Moira both. I think they liked it found it even hotter to share a...willful woman between them.”

The atmosphere in the room abruptly changed. Everyone was imagining this cool, professional lawyer sitting at the table sandwiched between my gorgeous mother and my alpha-male Dad, screaming with pleasure. I could feel my cock throbbing under the table, and from the flush that came over Mom's cheeks I could tell she was horny, too.

“You fucked them,” I said. “Even though you didn't have to.”

“Well of course I did,” she said with another one of those small, secretive smiles. “They're hot. And they're constantly surrounded by beautiful, half-naked sex slaves, which kind of makes a girl think about getting laid even if she's not riding high on pheromones. Besides,” she said, leaning forward just enough to let me see down her top. “I like sex. A lot.”

There was a beat of awkward silence. “I like sex, too,” Chloe said dreamily. “I love to have sex with Master.”

“Uh huh.” Gabrielle leaned back in her chair. “Maybe we should move on to something else...”

“No,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “Chloe. Mom. Go upstairs and make each other come.”

Chloe's face lit up. She turned to Catherine like there was nothing on Earth she wanted more, but my stepmother turned to me with a worried look. “Are you sure, Troy?”

“Go upstairs,” I said. “That's an order. I need to have a talk with Gabrielle.”

The two of them obeyed, Chloe putting her arm around Mom's waist and snuggling against her in a strangely familial way as they left the room. Chloe already seemed to be forgetting her former life – in a week or two, she probably would think she was Mom's daughter, too. The thought made me hard, but not as hard as the smug little smile on Gabrielle's face.

My hands were shaking as I gripped the table. Gabrielle saw it and a slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“You want to fuck me, don't you, Troy?”

I did. Good God I did. I nodded, too turned on to speak.

Her smile grew wider. “I knew I was going to spread for you the second your Dad told me to come help you. Even if you can't hypnotize me, the men of your family are such...intoxicating alpha males.”

She leaned forward, placing a teasing finger on my chest. “You fuck like beasts,” she whispered.

Another of those gorgeous laughs left her throat. “It's been a while since you've been with a woman like me, isn't it? A woman who isn't under your power – who can demand things from you. Someone who wants to get off even more than they want to feel you shoot your come inside of them.

Her hand moved down inch by inch, trailing from the buttons of my shirt to the zipper of my pants.

“I think that's what your Dad likes so much about me,” she said with a smirk. “I'm a dirty, dirty tease. And for a guy who can make any other woman come by crooking his little finger, a confident, wicked little tease is the hottest thing in the world.”

I wanted her so bad. I wanted to break her; to pin her to the table and fuck her so hard they'd have to send someone else to take over my case. And she knew it; and it turned her on.

Her finger reached my cock and grazed the bulge straining against my pants. She touched it for the briefest of moments, then pulled away, leaving me groaning in frustration.

“Why don't you take that big cock out and stroke it for me?” she said.

Huh? I was so unused to this – I was accustomed to being in control. “I want to fuck you,” I said.

“All in good time,” she said with a smoky grin. “Now take that dick out and stroke it for me.”

I did what she said. My hands undid the zipper and pulled out my hard, throbbing cock. The head was already dripping with precum; when I stroked it, sending a shock of pleasure through my body, the slit erupted in clear fluid.

“That's right.” Her eyes were locked on my rock-hard shaft. She licked her lips as I picked up my pace, each movement of my hand making me want to be inside of her more.

“Those girls up there,” I said through gritted teeth, “any of them would crawl across broken glass to slide this dick in their mouths.”

“But they're not me,” she said with a smirk. “Ooh, you're so fucking hard for me, Troy – would you like to see my tits? You want to stare at these big, soft titties while you stroke your cock?”

I wouldn't give her control. And yet, I was so fucking turned on. I nodded once, hard.

“I want you to say it,” she said, leaning forward.

“Show me your tits,” I gasped.

She chuckled darkly, looking like she'd just won a prize. “You didn't say please, but I guess we can work on civilizing you later.”

Her jacket came off, tossed onto the floor, and the thin cotton blouse she wore beneath joined it a moment later. Her big, soft tits strained at her bra as she teased the clasp in front open, her breaths growing hard and fast. She could tease me, but she couldn't hide how turned on she was getting, too – I could smell the warmth rolling in waves from between her legs, even if she couldn't smell my manly musk.

“Stroke a little harder for me now,” she said, biting her lip. “Show my girls how much you like them.”

She let the bra fall away, and my hand picked up the pace as my eyes devoured her gorgeous, alluring orbs. I leaned forward, mouth open, but she put a finger on my forehead and held me back.

“Ah ah, did I say you could put your mouth on them? I didn't even say you could touch them.”

God, she was such a tease. I was groaning with frustration, a constant whine behind my teeth.

She stood up, and before I knew what she was doing she sat down in my lap, her legs spread wide and straddling me to either side. The sweet warmth of her cunt was inches away, and knowing how close I was to being inside her drove me crazy. She knew it, too: her smile grew even wider as she ran her tongue across my neck and nibbled my ear.

“I have a confession to make,” she said teasingly, rocking her hips against me. God, she was so close – why wasn't I holding her down, slamming my cock inside of her?

“What's that?” I asked, stroking even harder.

“I lied just a little earlier,” she said with a smile. “I'm not going to let you fuck me. Not just yet. I want you to earn it, the way your Daddy had to. Oh no, don't stop stroking for me – harder, Troy.”

Her hand grabbed mine and returned it to my cock. I was humping against her and finding nothing, her hips just out of reach.

“You're my special guy, Troy,” she whispered in my ear, replacing the words a moment later with her tongue. I cried out in ecstasy. “Just like your Dad was my special guy, too. All those girls, all that power, and you're totally helpless. You can't even stop yourself from shooting your cum all over me – you're just so turned on...”

I was. She was so intoxicating, I was starting to worry that Gabrielle had addictive pheromones of her own.

“Here,” she said, arching her back. “Put your face right here, baby. Right between my titties. Suck them while you blow your load all over yourself.”

She put her hands over my shoulders and her lips against my ear. “That's the only taste of me I'm going to give you – for now.” I heard her laugh.

I wanted to resist – to show her she didn't have power over me. But those perfect, warm, soft tits called me like a siren dashing a sailor over the rocks. With a groan of relief, I buried my face in her cleavage. Her rock-hard nipple finding its way into my mouth. She cried out in bliss as I sucked it, and an instant later I felt myself detonate, cock pulsing over and over again as I shot a thick, creamy load. I was so pent up, so turned on, that my seed splashed all over Gabrielle – from her pencil skirt to the undersides of her gorgeous, inviting tits. I sucked and sucked, buried in her titflesh, as I felt my whole being drain from my balls and squirt out of my cock.

She rubbed the back of my head as I rode out the last waves of my climax, making approving noises. “That's a good boy,” she said, “So weak and helpless. You did so good for me, Troy. Next time I'll let you taste my pussy.”

I wanted to taste her. I wanted to do more than that; I wanted to spread her legs and split her open with my thick cock, make her beg for my seed. But at the moment I felt utterly exhausted. I slumped against her tits, peace filling my sore limbs.

“I'll get one of the girls to come down and clean you up,” she said with a giggle. “Chloe or Catherine? Probably it should be Chloe – you don't want your prime girl to see you all drained and defeated like this.”

I felt a shock shoot up my spine. How did she know about my feelings for my stepmother?

“Don't worry,” she said, turning at the stairs. “I'm sure that little punk slut will suck you clean, and let you do whatever you want. Make you feel like a King. But just remember...”

At some point she'd slipped her tits back under fabric, now she slid them out again. As she pressed them together, I could see the remains of my load staining them along the bottom.

“I'm in control of that cock,” Gabrielle said with a smirk. “You don't get to do anything with me until I give you permission – and you'd better believe I'm going to tease you blue before I let you fuck me. I'm the one in control, Troy – say it.”

I was so conflicted. Dominating little sluts like Chloe felt so good – but what Gabrielle did to me was like nothing else. I felt like a long-time addict who suddenly got a hit of some newer, stronger drug – all I wanted was more.

“Yes,” I said.

“Awesome.” In an instant, she was all business again – cool and professional. “I think the two of us are going to have a very fruitful partnership, Troy.”

As she disappeared up the stairs, I leaned back in my chair and wiped my hand off with a napkin. The rest Chloe would be more than happy to lick off me. My body sung with the after-effects of my hard orgasm, but my mind was full of worry.

She knows my parents, I thought over and over again. I have to get her to tell me where they are. And I have to prove I'm not the West End Arsonist – the Psycho Pyro. AND I have no idea if Catherine planned any more traps for me...

Life had already been complicated, and Gabrielle had just made it way more so. But so far, it was fun as hell.

Just you wait, I thought. She was trying to break me; but I was going to try just as hard to break her right back.

And even without my pheromones, I had a few tricks up my sleeve.
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“I'm worried about Gabrielle,” my stepmother Catherine said, her forehead creased with worry. “I think she's becoming a bad influence on you, son.”

“A bad influence?” Gripping Mom's hips, I thrust forward deep into her, making her moan with surprise and pleasure. “Hard to imagine she could be a much worse influence than you.”

Mom's mouth dropped open in surprise as I stretched her walls. She groaned, riding the wave of bliss, then pushed back, wrapping my cock in every bit of pressure I'd just given to her.

“Very funny,” she said, trying to roll her eyes. It was hard; the bed kept shaking. “I'm worried about you. This is the first time you've been inside me for two days – it's not like you, Sir!”

“Oh, you're starting to miss it?” I pulled out of her, running the head of my cock over her slit. Thumping the head gently against her clit a few times made her writhe with naked need, and I grinned as I slipped myself back between her walls. “You miss this big fucking cock inside you, Mom?”

“You know I do,” she said with a whimper. “My body was made to serve you, Troy.”

She had that right. I'd changed her utterly – Mom had been a knockout even before my pheromones made her a helpless, wet, submissive pet to run my harem, but the changes I'd made to her left her barely recognizable. Her dirty blonde hair was a shimmering, perfect platinum blonde, running down her back in a long trail I ached to wrap my hand around and pull for leverage. She had the firm, gravity-defying tits of an eighteen-year old in her MILF-y frame, only expanded to a size so large she got stares whenever she left the house. She was a perfect bimbo goddess, and she was mine, and all the thoughts and plans she'd had of ruining her life had drained out of her pretty bimbo head along with the rest of her intelligence.

If only I'd done it sooner.

Mom's walls were wet and perfect around my cock; ever thrust left me tingling with ecstasy. I could feel my load bubbling in my balls, throbbing from sitting there overnight. I needed to come.

“You're just afraid of competition,” I said with a smirk. “All the other girls in the house are young, vapid little sluts – you've had that MILF niche all to yourself. Now Gabrielle wants in on it.”

“But you don't fuck Gabrielle,” Mom said, looking up at me with a worried expression. “You just...talk to her. It makes no sense. She should be spreading her legs and getting on her knees for you, just like the rest of us. And sometimes she takes you up into the bedroom and I hear things...”

Before I knew what I was doing, I had my hand around her throat. I was careful not to grip too tight – I'd never really hurt Catherine – but she was talking out of turn. She needed to be reminded who was the boss of this house.

“You don't understand Gabrielle and I's relationship,” I said with a snarl. “She excites my mind – and you excite this fat fucking cock deep in your womb. I own you, and your only purpose in life is to make me happy...”

“Why isn't Erica here?” Mom twitched in my grip. The feel of my fingers on her setting off her body's submissive streak – but her eyes told another story. She looked at me, almost accusing. “Why isn't my daughter here, serving you like she's supposed to be?”

I thrust that thought into the back of my mind and buried it. “Because she's at college,” I said quickly. “I have plenty of wet little sluts to make me come. I'm up to my eyeballs in pussy – we're going to need a bigger place soon-”

“Gabrielle told you not to.” It was a whisper.

“It complicates, things,” I said, feeling a surge of annoyance. “Who are you to tell me what to do, huh? You spent my entire life trying to break me, to ruin my future. You sabotaged every chance at happiness I ever had before I put you under my power. And now you dare to criticize me?”

It was pure fury. Mom seemed honestly taken aback. “I'm...I'm sorry, son,” she whimpered. A tiny tear dribbled down her right eye, smearing her makeup. “I just want what's best for you...”

“You're not my mother,” I said, releasing her neck. “You're my whore. Turn around. I'm going to show you exactly what that means.”

She gulped heavily, but did what I said. Mom turned around, sticking her heart-shaped ass out like a present as she bent over the dresser. God, she looked good like that. I ran my hand up her thigh, watching as she shivered with delight. Then, right as her face relaxed into pleasure, I slapped her ass, as hard as I could.

“Ah!” Her legs buckled, only her arms on the dresser keeping her upright. “Troy, that hurt-”

I slapped her ass again, this time swatting the other cheek. The place where I'd smacked her the first time was already beginning to redden. 

“You don't tell me what to do,” I said, bringing my hand down on the spot I'd already hit. Mom hissed, biting her lip hard so as not to cry out. I heard the sounds of muffled conversation downstairs – the rest of my harem, gossiping about what I was doing to my stepmother the way other girls talked about the trashy TV show they'd watched the night before.

“Who's in charge?” I snarled, my breath hot against her ear.

“You are,” she whimpered, pressing her body against me. “You are, Troy. I'm so sorry I upset you – I'll be such a good mommy for you from now on...”

She trailed off with a cry of surprise as I slipped the head of my cock between her legs. I rubbed her slit with the tip, driving her crazy. A few seconds later she was pressing back against me desperately, but I didn't let any more of it go inside.

“Beg me for it, Mom,” I said, grabbing that long blonde hair. “Beg for your step-son's cock.”

“Please! Please fuck me, Troy! I need to make it up to you – I need to show you what a dirty little mommy slut I am...”

I couldn't take any more. I shoved her down onto the dresser, pinning her body beneath mine as I shook with hard, powerful thrusts. I locked into a hard, driving rhythm and didn't stop – pouring all of my frustration and anger into fucking her as hard as I possibly could.

“Yes! Oh fuck, yes Troy! Come in mommy's cunt! Fill it up with your seed! Oh fuck, I'm going to come too...!”

The world went white. I brought my hand down on Mom's ass one more time, spanking her hard as I felt the first spurts of come leave my cock. I throbbed inside of her, each pulse matching my heart beat, each one firing a thick rope of hot come between her tight, wet walls. I leaned back and roared with triumph, spilling myself inside of her until I was spent.

As I came down from my peak, Mom was looking at me in the mirror over the dresser, smiling. “Thank you so much, honey,” she said, breathless. “That was so wonderful.”

“Yeah,” I said. God, I was blissed out – that was awesome. “You were right: it's been a while since I did that.”

“Nearly forty-eight hours,” Mom said, turning around and stroking my chest. “The other girls were starting to get worried – but I got a nice, thick load out of it.”

“Yeah.” The smell of sex filled the room, along with my special pheromones. Every breath brought more of the musky, Manly scent into our bloodstreams. “Why aren't I doing this more often?”

“Oh, I love that cocky little grin,” Catherine said, pinching my cheek in a strangely motherly gesture. “That's the Troy I know.”

I frowned. “I didn't go anywhere.”

“You didn't? None of us have seen you in days. You're spending all your time with Gabrielle. I had to ambush you the second you woke up to get you to fuck me.”

“I told you,” I said, the wave of annoyance threatening to make a reappearance. “I...”

I trailed off. After a moment, she frowned.

“What, Troy?” Her eyes shined with devotion.

“You're right,” I said with a sigh. “I have been spending a little too much time with Gabrielle. I've been neglecting you girls. But...I know it's hard to understand. She's just...different.”

Mom nodded knowingly, but how could she know? Gabrielle was something else, something totally beyond the realm of my experience. Completely immune to my pheromones (a childhood accident, she'd said, that robbed her of her sense of smell), she had no reason to fall on her knees and worship me like every other girl I came across. Instead, she teased me – giving me tantalizing glimpses of her tits and pussy while she either stroked me off or commanded me to stroke for her. Maybe the balance of power in our relationship was a little bit tilted in her favor, sure, but I was enjoying myself. I hadn't even noticed that I was neglecting my harem until Mom convinced me with her most potent asset – her pussy.

“I know what I'm doing,” I reassured her, pulling her in for a hug. “Okay?”

“Of course you do,” she said, her voice thick. “You always know exactly what to do. You're such a Man, Troy – you're even more of a Man than your father. I love you.”

My eyes widened in surprise – that last part didn't sound like the brainwashed beauty I'd created at all. It sounded like the old, sinister Catherine, but...changed, somehow.

“I love you too,” I said, not realizing I meant it until the words were out of my mouth.

She broke off the hug and looked up at me, her eyes pleading. “Will you do me one favor, Troy? I know I have no right to ask – you're my Master, after all – but will you at least consider it?”

I mulled that over. “Sure. What?”

She bit her lip. “Bring Erica here. I want my daughter to serve you.”

I sighed. We'd been over this. Erica was my stepmother's daughter from another man – my stepsister. She'd had her a year or two before my father Jacob, the alpha-male mind controller, dropped me off with Catherine and changed her life forever.

“Why not?” Mom frowned, hearing me sigh. “Because Gabrielle says not to?”

“It's a bad idea,” I told her. “We're already having enough trouble keeping a low profile. Maybe after the trial...”

The trial never left my thoughts for long. The police were convinced I was an arsonist who had set fires to three buildings in town – the man the papers called the 'Psycho Pyro'. Gabrielle was a lawyer, sent by my parents to beat the charge. She seemed confident we could win, but I was still worried.

“She doesn't want you to bring my daughter here,” Mom said. “She doesn't want you to fuck her. Doesn't that remind you of something?”

You will never fuck my daughter. You will never go to college...

“Yeah,” I said dryly. “Believe me, I'll never forget.”

Catherine's words: the words on the tape she'd made for me just before my pheromones had started up in earnest, transforming her into a bimbo. I'd woken up from my first night as Master of my house, my limbs wrapped up in my stepmother's, to discover she'd already betrayed me. Catherine had set up plans to ruin my life that would trigger after I'd already enslaved her – one of which was framing me for arson. I didn't know if there were any others, or when they might strike.

“That's a coincidence,” I said. “Gabrielle is a good person – my parents sent her. She's a little full of herself, but she's not evil.”

“I bet she doesn't want you to go to college, either,” Mom whispered. “Too much risk for that, too?”

I shook my head, alarmed. “We've never even talked about it. Mom, I don't need to go to college – I've got the world on a string. I don't need to explain myself to anyone.”

“But those were the things you wanted to do!” Mom gripped my shoulders, begging me to listen. “And you're not doing them. Because of her.”

“Mom.” I spoke in my kindest, most soothing voice. “I'm totally in control, okay? I'm living my best life – doing exactly what I want to do. Now calm down.” I cupped her chin, raising it – then planted a kiss on her soft, pouty lips that made her melt against me. “I can't have my best girl worrying herself when she's got a whole harem of babes to look after.”

Mom grinned, looking utterly at peace. She put her head against my chest and snuggled close. “Okay,” she said. “Just...be careful, alright? I care about you so much, Master.”

“I know,” I said, holding her close. “I...”

There was a knock at the door.

Mom turned away, displeasure written on her features. “I'm sure we both know who that is.”

Despite myself, I smiled. “Yes, Mom. That would be Gabrielle, here to prep me for court.”

I could barely hide my excitement. Just the anticipation of seeing her again, of having her gorgeous body near mine made my body tingle and my cock stand up at attention. 

“You'd better go to her, then,” she said grumpily.

If Mom was expecting me to hang around and offer an apology, she was sorely mistaken. I was the man of the house, and I was going to receive my guest. I took the stairs two at a time, heading down to the kitchen with nervous, fidgety energy.

I practically ran her over. The door swung open and she was there, her arms around me as Chloe and Kimberly stared wide-eyed, expecting me to fall.

“Woah there, stud!” Gabrielle's smile was wide and welcoming as she pulled me tight. Her lips met my ear as she added under her breath: “There's my special man. Happy to see me?”

An instant later, she felt my throbbing erection against her thigh and winked at me. “Ooh, someone's happy I'm home,” she said, her voice liquid smoke.

“Gabrielle was just telling us – she got the both of us off!” Chloe was half-standing, practically shaking with excitement. At her words, I felt a stab of it as well.

“Not exactly – more like a chance at getting you both off the hook.” Gabrielle flashed me a secretive little smile and turned back to the table. “The court has finally assigned a judge to your cases – both of them. She'll be having an evidentiary hearing in a week, where she looks over the facts of both cases and decides if there's enough evidence to take to trial.”

Her hands moved in a little flourish, like a magician doing a trick. “I got Troy a private meeting with her this afternoon to 'discuss certain aspects' of his situation.”

Kimberly frowned. “I don't understand. How does this help...?”

Chloe punched her on the arm, making the brunette yelp. “Duh! Five minutes in a room alone with Master and she'll be on her knees, begging for him to treat her the way he does you and I! Then all he has to say is 'I won't fuck you until you agree to let us go', and BANG!” She punctuated the last part of her sentence with a fist on the table. “Scott-fucking-free.”

“Scott fucking free,” Gabrielle echoed. “Easy, right?”

I smiled. Everything was going according to plan. “I guess that's why my parents pay you the big bucks,” I said with a chuckle.

Gabrielle's face grew suddenly serious. “Girls,” she said, her voice pitched low, “could you give Troy and I few minutes alone in here? There's...something I need to discuss with him.”

Both girls looked at me, waiting for my command. I loved it when they did that in the bedroom, but it was a little irritating that they took so little initiative out of it.

“Yes,” I said. “Go upstairs.”

Both of them got up from the table, leaving the kitchen hand-in-hand. When they were gone, I turned to Gabrielle. “What's going on? Is it about my parents?”

Gabrielle cleared her throat. “Yes. I...got a call from them last night.”

My stomach did a flip. I was terrified and full of hope, all at the same time. Dreading the answer, I opened my mouth and asked: “And?” It came out as a croak.

Gabrielle glanced past me and surveyed the door, then leaned in and whispered. “I didn't want to tell any of them,” she confided. “Least of all Catherine. But...they're ready. They want to meet you, Troy.”

It was more than I could have hoped for. I felt like any moment I was going to float right off the kitchen floor, lighter than air.

“You look very pleased,” Gabrielle said with a smug little twist to her lip, noting my shock.

All I could manage was: “When?”

“I'm going to take you to them right after we're done with the judge,” Gabrielle said.

Oh wow. After years of waiting, I was finally going to get to meet Jacob and Moira. My brain rolled with possibilities. What was I going to say? What were they going to say? Would they tap me on the shoulder, say 'good job' and move on, or would we be a family?

“Let me just get dressed,” I said in a rush, turning away. “Then we can go...”

“Hey. Hey!” Gabrielle grabbed me by the shoulder. “Don't tell anyone, okay? I don't want Catherine or any of the girls she has under her knowing – or going with us.”

I felt my brows turn down into a frown. “What? Why?”

Gabrielle leaned even closer in. “Because,” she whispered, “she's plotting against you. She tried to have you framed for arson. She doesn't want you to do all these things that will make you happy – what would make you happier than finally meeting Jacob and Moira?”

Gabrielle was right. If there was some last-ditch contingency plan, some trigger that would make Catherine go insane and attack me, finding out I was going to finally meet my parents would be it. I couldn't let that happen – I couldn't let her hold me down any more.

“Okay,” I said, giving her a curt little nod. “I'll just be a second. Go start the car.”

“Wait, wait...” Gabrielle took my other shoulder and turned me to face her. There was a strange, languid smile on her face.

“I just gave you the greatest present you've ever gotten,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “Don't I deserve a little thanks for that?”

From the look in her eyes, she had something a little darker than just a simple 'thank you' in mind. But the excitement of finally getting to meet my parents was still burning through my blood, keeping me from seeing.

“Yeah, thanks,” I said.

She cleared her throat. “Not good enough. Come on now, special guy – make me feel like you appreciate me.”

I stared at her, feeling a chill dampen my enthusiasm. This was exactly what Catherine had warned me about, had been trying to snap me out of with her enthusiastic fucking. You let that woman have too much power over you...

But my mouth was shaping the words before I could stop them. “Thank you, Gabrielle.”

“That's right.” She bit her lip and glanced down, looking me over. “Now I want something from you in return.” I felt her fingers graze the front of my pants, and instantly I was hard as a rock. A low, surprised moan left my throat, making her laugh.

“Take it out,” she commanded. Her eyes shining feverishly. “I want to see you stroke it for me.”

I shouldn't have done it. After my hard dominant fuck with Mom that morning, I was riding high on being King – doing things my way. But I felt myself slipping under her spell, something dark and even enjoyable about letting her take control. I unzipped my pants, letting my thick, throbbing cock spring out into the warm air of the kitchen.

“Oh my,” Gabrielle said, clucking her tongue. “Looks like my dick is all wet. Did you stick that meat in some dripping little slut this morning, Troy?”

I nodded. “In Catherine.”

She shook her head, waggling her finger like a teacher disciplining a naughty student. “Bad boy. I was going to show you my big titties while you stroked off, but now I won't even if you beg me. You'll just have to think about them. Jerk yourself off, Troy. Stroke that thick cock for me.”

I did as she said, grunting in frustration all the while. Every hard stroke of my hand sent pulses of pleasure through my body, but it was a tiny stream next to the vast, coursing river that was stabbing my cock inside a wet, willing pussy. I felt vaguely guilty, somehow dirty as I watched her watch me.

“You can't help yourself, can you?” She curled up next to me and purred, her lips grazing my earlobe. “I'm so fucking sexy – when I tell you to start stroking, it's like you lose all control, isn't it?”

“Uh huh,” I gasped, feeling a new wave of pleasure at the words.

“That's right, you like having a strong woman tell you what to do. Every special guy needs a Mommy to help him drain his big, heavy balls. You've got two already – a real one and that fake bitch upstairs. Maybe you need a third one?”

My cock twitched in my hand. My eyes shut tight, body tensing as her words made me stroke faster.

She laughed knowingly, her tits pressing against my chest. “Oh, you like that, don't you? Me being your Mommy. Taking care of you the way only a good little Mommy knows how to. You could be my weak little baby – my helpless, hard little man. You want that, don't you baby?”

I did feel helpless – powerless to resist. It was like the strong, self-reliant me from a few minutes ago ceased to exist. “Yeah,” I groaned, feeling a pulse of precum bathe my fingers.

“Ask for it,” she whimpered, moving against me like I was inside her, rocking her hips against my leg in time with my strokes. “Beg me to let you come.”

I rested my head on her shoulder and whined with frustration. “Please let me come, Mommy,” I groaned. “Please?”

She laughed, the sound triumphant to my ears. “Go ahead, sweetie,” she said, letting the tip of her tongue graze my ear. “Shoot your load-”

I interrupted her mid-word with a low, primal grunt as the first burst of my seed left my cock. She let out a gasp and stepped to the side, neatly missing the first few ropey strings of my seed as they landed across the kitchen table. I moaned hard in time with each pulse, feeling it spill from my body like all my power and alpha-maleness was leaving me along with it. As I came down from my peak I felt drained, in every sense of the word.

“Good boy,” Gabrielle said, clapping me on the shoulder. “God, you are so much fun to play with. Now you can go get ready.”

She left me in the kitchen, alone and feeling weirdly ashamed. My instinct was to call for one of my girls to come clean me up, but I couldn't. Instead, I balled up a few napkins and cleaned my load from the table and my cock, tossing them in the trash when I was done.

Why am I so ashamed? I asked myself. Gabrielle takes control of me, and I take control of them. I shouldn't feel this way...

But I did. And as I went upstairs to get ready to meet my parents, I wondered how I was ever going to look them in the eye with Gabrielle on my arm.

Gabrielle noticed it too; no sooner had we left the house and pulled onto the highway than she shot me a sardonic little sneer.

“Oh, honey,” she said, putting a hand on my thigh. “You're not feeling emasculated, are you?”

“I don't want to talk about it,” I said. If only she could smell me – then I could have her begging for my load. I'd have her spreading her legs, pinned under me, as I took back all the power in our relationship. But she was immune.

She giggled. “Fuck, I have had so much fun with you, Troy. It's a shame it's going to be over soon.”

“Over?” I stared at her, uncomprehending. “What do you mean?”

“We're about to fix both your and Chloe's cases,” she said, cool and professional again. “Then I introduce you to your parents. After that, there's no reason for me to be around. I'll go back to my normal work.”

“Oh,” I said after a moment. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

Something about that made me feel a bit better. Gabrielle was fun, and giving up some of my power to her felt great, but too much was corrosive – she was toxic to be around. Catherine had been right about that – I saw it now, as I seethed with shame. Not having her around would let me settle back into my alpha-male, dominant position, which was just fine with me.

The drive over was mostly silent after that. Sooner than I expected, the courthouse loomed in our windshield, silent and somehow dark in the afternoon light.

“There's nobody here,” I said as she pulled into a parking space. “What the fuck?”

“It's a private meeting,” Gabrielle said with a roll of her eyes. “The building is usually closed today, but the judge agreed to see us. Ten minute meeting.”

“Alright,” I said. “Sounds good. Ten minutes is more than enough.”

Soon, the judge would be eating out of my hands. Maybe dominating her in front of Gabrielle would make me feel a little better – the idea of making her scream my name and beg for my load while my lawyer had to watch had a certain erotic appeal.

The door was unlocked; the hallway inside just as silent as the parking lot.

“Hello?” I called out jokingly. I was almost feeling good again – the idea of a new conquest always gets me going like that. “Is anyone home-”

Something hit me on the back of the head, hard. I crumpled, gripping my neck and crying out with pain. As I turned, I saw Gabrielle standing over me, holding the fire extinguisher that a moment ago had been hanging on the wall.

“Nighty night, special guy,” she said, and brought it down on my head.

––––––––
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Man, something smells awful, I thought. Like burning...

My eyes snapped open. The smell wasn't a dream; it filled the room, almost choking in how strong it was. Gasoline.

I tried to get up – and found that I couldn't. My hands were tied to a desk, leaving me laying on the floor, helpless. I could just barely lift my head enough to see a flash of movement and the sound of someone humming.

Gabrielle. What the fuck had she done?

As if my thought had summoned her, she came walking up into my field of view, carrying a gas canister in her perfectly manicured hands.

“Oh good, you're up,” she said, grinning as if this was the most normal conversation in the world. “I was afraid you weren't going to wake up in time – it's important that you feel yourself burning alive.”

“Burning alive!?” I strained at my bonds, kicking my feet in a futile attempt to get up onto my knees. “What the fuck is this, Gabrielle!? Let me go!”

She shook her head. “No can do, special guy. The West End Arsonist is about to burn to death, trapped inside his latest target as it crumbles to the ground. Not a death too many people will mourn, or pay much attention to.”

I strained harder, getting nowhere. “Gabrielle,” I said, trying to stay calm. “I'm not the Psycho Pyro. This joke has gone too far – you need to untie me-”

“Of course you're not the Psycho Pyro,” she said, grinning down at me. Too late, I realized her smile was fixed in place, like the rictus on a corpse. “I am.”

Ice filled the pit of my stomach. “You?”

“I told you I had an accident when I was kid, didn't I? Lost my sense of smell. I was eight years old, and I burnt my Uncle's barn to the ground.” She giggled. “I didn't mean to, I was just playing with matches. But the hay burned so fast, and it was so...pretty. I couldn't look away.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head as if I could dispel all of this. “No, no, no...”

“When I came to, the paramedics were pulling me out of the blaze,” she said. “But I guess a part of me never really left.”

“You can't be!” I howled at her, fists shaking. “You work for my fucking parents, for Christ's sake!”

She cocked her head. “Seriously? You idiot. I've never even met your stupid fucking parents. Catherine picked me up a week before your birthday and hypnotized me. But, to tell the truth, she barely even needed to. I love starting fires, and I love dominating weak little men like you. All she did was give me an excuse.”

“You're insane,” I said. My instinct was to call for one of my girls – but they were all gone. At home, with Catherine.

Catherine?

“Catherine is mine now,” I said, trying to steady my voice. “She doesn't even like you. You're only going to make your Mistress unhappy by killing me...”

Again she shook her head. “Not true. Right before we left, while you were cleaning up that little mess you squirted all over yourself, I was telling your stepmother her trigger phrase.”

“Trigger phrase?”

“She woke up.” Gabrielle bent at the knees, getting her face inches from mine. “She's herself again.”

Oh goddamit. I was fucked.

“Now that she's back,” Gabrielle said, standing back up, “she can finally appreciate her revenge. You may have fucked her, but you never fucked her daughter. You never went to college. And you never met your poor, pathetic parents. There's just a couple of loose ends to tie up, and she can start having some real fun with your girlfriends.”

My girlfriends? Chloe, Kimberly... “What is she going to do?”

“I have no idea,” Gabrielle said. She splashed a final arc of gasoline across the top of the desk I was bound to, then tossed the empty can across the room. Walking to the front, she took a lighter out of her pocket. “I don't think she's decided quite yet.”

I had one gambit left, and I decided to take it. “Gabrielle, stop. Look what you've done – this room is covered in gas. If you light that, there's no way you get out in time.”

She looked at me, naked confusion on her face, and laughed.

“Oh, Troy. I have no intention of getting out.”

She dropped the lighter.

It caught the gas with a blaze, spreading from one wall to the next. As Gabrielle laughed, the corner nearest her caught fire, jumping from fixture to fixture. She walked towards me calmly, grinning from ear to ear.

“You're insane,” I said. “You're totally insane. You used my parents against me to trick me into going off with you alone and now you're going to kill me.”

“I was homeless when your stepmother found me,” she said, leaning over me. “Living in an alley, setting fire to everything I could get my hands on. What do I have to live for after I finish fulfilling the tasks she gave me? Better to go out in a blaze of glory, surrounded by the flame.”

As I watched, she stared past me at the roaring fire, the flames licking their way across the wall. Incredibly, impossibly, her hand slid beneath her skirt and began to rub.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned, closing her eyes. “God, fires get me so fucking hot. No pun intended. When I watch something burn, I just can't help myself – I have to get off...”

Her free hand was on my bulge, massaging it gently. I wanted to ignore it, to focus on the raging inferno about to consume us both, but this was more physical contact than she'd showed me in our entire relationship.

Abruptly, she seemed to come to a decision. “Come on,” she said, grabbing at my pants. “Let's get these off you, stud.”

I fought, kicking my feet, but in no time at all I was down to my boxer shorts. My cock throbbed against the fabric, clearly visible.

“I'm going to give you what you want,” she said, sounding surprised at her own words. “I'm going to fuck you. Maybe you'll even get to come before you start to burn.”

“You're goddamn insane, Gabrielle!” She yanked at my boxers, pulling them down, and thrust her face at my hard, throbbing cock. “You're fucking...ohh...”

Her warm, wet mouth enveloped me, even as the air in the room continued to heat. Her free hand worked at her folds as she sucked me, working my shaft with a focus that set every nerve ending in my body singing with pleasure.

“You're nice and hard,” she said, pulling off me. “Don't you want to feel this tight little pussy once before you die, Troy? Come on, baby – be my good little boy one more time...”

She straddled me, shoving her panties to the side. The smell of sex filled the air, mingling with the singed smell of burning wood. My eyes strayed above her, where the room was burning with a terrifying speed. We had minutes, if even that.

“For the love of God, Gabrielle, we're both going to die...”

“Which is why I need to make this hard and fast,” she said, gripping my cock and burying the head in her folds. “No time for anything else.”

Then she was wrapped around me, her hips moving with a fury I would have never thought lay beneath her teasing, ice-princess exterior. I slid into her to the hilt, groaning with pleasure. As she ground her pussy against my shaft.

“That's right,” she said, panting. “Hard and fucking fast. Don't hold back, baby, spray me down as soon as you're ready! Fill my fucking cunt!”

This bitch is crazy, I thought, fighting the pleasure. Gabrielle's cunt was beyond perfect: it was everything I had ever wanted. Every inch of her gripped me just right, fit around my shaft like it was made for me, made me want to forget the hellstorm around us and just fuck until my thoughts dissolved in a hard, unprotected climax.

But I couldn't. If I died here, Catherine won. And I'd never get to meet Moira and Jacob.

“Fuck! Fuck that's so fucking good!” Gabrielle tossed her head back, tearing open her blouse and letting her big, firm tits spill over my chest. “Look at those fucking flames, Troy – so goddamn sexy. Fuck, they make me wanna cummmmm!”

Flames were indeed coming toward us; they covered the top of the desk I was tied to, spitting black smoke. Gabrielle paid them no mind; her entire being was focused on the hot, wet point of contact between us. I noticed her pick up her pace, losing her rhythm, then felt her walls clench around me as she came.

“Oh fuck baby! Fuck that's so fucking good!”  In a moment of pure insanity, Gabrielle reached out to the flames, like she was offering her pleasure to them. They lapped at her arms, leaving scorch marks, and she didn't even flinch.

She picked up the pace, fucking me with deep strokes that took me all the way out of her, only to bury myself in her folds once again. I couldn't hold back; even my panic couldn't keep my balls from tightening around her slit.

“That's it,” she groaned, grinning as she rode me. “Come for me, Troy. Shoot your fucking load inside me...”

I closed my eyes, pleasure threatening to overwhelm me. “Oh shit...”

I came with a cry, smoke filling my lungs as pleasure filled the rest of my body. I felt myself explode inside of Gabrielle, the sensation of spraying down her walls so sweet and perfect that for an instant, I forgot the hell I was trapped in. She rode me slower, cooing with encouragement as I pumped the rest of my load inside of her.

When I opened my eyes, flames were trailing down to my wrists. The ropes binding me to the desk were aflame, along with the desk itself. I pulled back, out of sheer blind animal panic – and felt the ropes give. My arms were free!

“Oh baby.” Gabrielle had her eyes closed, savoring the moment. “You make me feel so complete...”

I smacked her on the side of the head. Her mouth dropped open; but before she could regroup I grabbed her by the shoulders and rolled, pinning her to the floor. Her hands gripped my shirt, trying to keep me from rising, but I let her tear it off. She lay there, holding onto my shirt like she had no idea what do with it as the flaming remains of the desk collapsed on her face.

Her scream was horrific.

I looked around in a blind panic, seeking an exit. The whole room was now on fire, flames everywhere. From behind me, Gabrielle continued to yell, her cries somewhere between a tortured scream and a laugh. I shuddered and dropped to the floor.

Stay low, I thought, remembering some half-forgotten fire safety training. Have to stay low...

I crawled on my hands and knees, gasping for air. The door to the judge's chambers had collapsed as it burned; somehow I was able to get under it. But the rest of the building was no better; even as I moved onto the somewhat-cooler tiles of the main hallway I saw fire engulfing everything.

So I crawled, inch by inch, struggling to stay conscious. Once or twice I blacked out, only pure stubbornness compelling me to get up and continue. Just as I felt myself giving up, my face touched something blessedly cool, made of glass.

It was the double-doors of the courthouse – on one side, shabby workmanship had left a half-inch gap between the glass door and the concrete, letting a trickle of cool air through. Thank god for cheap contractors, I thought, sucking in air.

Even as my head cleared, the heat behind me continued to increase, reaching unbearable levels. Sucking in a lungful of air, I stood up and slammed my body against the glass, praying the fire had weakened the frame.

It gave on the third push, cracking into pieces and depositing me out on the pavement. Shards of glass cut into my arms as I crawled away, trying to get away from that awful poison heat. I could no longer hear Gabrielle.

When I'd gotten far enough away, I rolled over and stared up at the sky. A thin trail of blood led from me to the door, testament to my wounds. The last few minutes still had a touch of unreality to them; I had trouble accepting.

Catherine is back, I thought. My wicked stepmother. I should have died...

She'd won – at least, that's how she saw it. And my harem of girls – girls who hadn't done anything wrong other than shack up with me – were at her whim, about to be victims of some very bad shit.

I had to stop it. I had to stop her.

Somehow, I managed to get to my feet. And when I heard the sounds of sirens, ambulances and police cruisers on their way to the scene, I somehow found the strength to run.
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“Hey there, stud. Want to go for a ride?”

The hooker bent low, thrusting her chest forward to emphasize her spectacular cleavage as she leaned into the car’s window. Her breasts were soft and pillowy, the stiff nipples clearly visible through her thin, clingy low-cut top. As I stared, she licked her lips and glanced from side to side.

“So what’s it gonna be, boy? I sure wouldn’t mind going on a date with a cute guy like you...”

She stuck her tongue firmly in her cheek and made a circle with her hands, the universal symbol for ‘blowjob.’

At my hesitation, she grinned and leaned a little further in. “Come on, man, don’t be shy. It’s hella cold out here. Why don’t you let me in and we can warm each other up?”

I had no doubt that if I let this hooker into my rental car and drove her into an alley, that she’d give me the best blowjob of my life. I knew it, with absolute certainty, because I’d lost count of how many times those soft, perfect lips had been wrapped around my hard, throbbing shaft. I had no idea how many times I’d grabbed a handful of that short, bright-blue hair and forced her down harder on my cock, demanding that she make me come.

The girl grinning at me, desperate to make a few bucks by selling her body was Chloe – who had been near the top of my harem just a few short days ago. She’d wanted for nothing; lived a life of luxury while helping other girls please her Master.

What the fuck had happened?

“How much to have that cute little mouth around my dick?” I asked, pitching my voice low.

Chloe’s face lit up. “There we go. Tell you what, I’ll give you a little bit of a discount – just ‘cause you look like such a fucking stud. How about...”

She named a figure – more than I would have expected. But the amount didn’t matter, as I had no intention of paying it.

“Alright,” I grunted. “Get in.”

Chloe gave a little giggle of delight and opened the passenger-side door, sliding into the seat like she was auditioning for a porn film. The rest of her outfit was just as trashy as what I’d seen from the window: a too-short, too-tight skirt along with fishnet stockings and stiletto heels. She must have been freezing out there, but she didn’t show it – Catherine’s hypnotic powers had probably made sure of that.

In an instant she was all over me, her hands massaging my cock through my pants, tracing lines across my chest.

“So, stud,” she whispered into my ear, “you sure you just want a quick suck? You’re not interested in seeing how good this could make you feel?”

She took my free hand and slid it under her skirt, parting her thighs. Her cunt was as warm as an oven, freshly trimmed, and her folds clenched with delight as my fingers entered her.

“Oh fuck that makes me feel good, Sir,” she groaned, lifting a leg to straddle me from the side. “Tell me you want to fuck me, stud. Whisper it right in my dirty little ear.”

I did want to fuck her. It felt like it had been ages since I’d been inside any of my girls – since Catherine’s betrayal robbed me of my home and my harem. She thought she’d killed me, and she was half-right.

“Yeah – let’s get somewhere a little more private,” I said, driving into a nearby alley. I put the car in park and reached towards the glove box. “Now we can really have fun.”

“Sounds great,” Chloe said. She nuzzled my neck – and froze. “Hey,” she said, a wary note coming into her voice. “I know that smell...”

Before she could react, I thrust the rag in her face. There was no chloroform or other chemical on it – nothing so crude – just my sweat. I’d done jumping jacks for thirty minutes before wiping my shoulders and chest off with the rag, coating in a sheen of my special pheromones. Chloe inhaled, millions of them entering her lungs and her bloodstream all at once.

It was like watching a junkie who’d gotten clean get a hit of their favorite drug after months spent sober. Chloe’s eyes fluttered, only the whites showing, and a low moan left her throat. An instant later, she was holding the rag – and she was burying her face in it, taking deep, desperate breaths.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her body quivering with pleasure. “Oh, that smells so fucking good. Fuck, fuck, fuck I’m gonna come...”

She lost control of her muscles, her arms and legs twitching as pleasure washed over her. She cried out, blowing out a heavy breath as her face flushed, riding out her climax. In that tiny space, my pheromones were strong enough to obliterate Catherine’s programming – removing her devotion to my wicked stepmother and reminding her of how wonderful it was to be a part of my harem. When the rag dropped from her face, her exhausted-but-blissful look told me the truth: that this was my Chloe again, not Catherine’s.

“Master?” She looked at me as if waking up from a long and not particularly pleasant dream. “Troy? I thought you were dead – Catherine said you’d been burned alive...”

I shook my head. “Gabrielle tried to kill me,” I explained. “All this time – she was the arsonist, Chloe. The Psycho Pyro. It was just like you said – I was being set up the whole time. Catherine brainwashed her right before she lost control of herself.”

“Oh my God,” Chloe said in a tiny voice. “She showed up right as we were about to escape from prison...”

It was something I hadn’t considered before. But she was right – the fact that Gabrielle showed up just before we were about to escape Catherine’s plans hadn’t been an accident. It was just another level of control.

“She planned everything,” I said, “but she failed. I survived, Chloe.”

“Oh, Master!” Chloe’s face filled with bliss; she jumped from her seat and into my lap, wrapping her arms around me. “Oh God it’s so good to see you! I missed you so much...we all miss you...”

“Tell me everything,” I commanded her. “Everything that’s happened since Gabrielle’s death.”

The news wasn’t good. Chloe filled me in on the whole story: the fire had been the trigger for Catherine to snap out of her pheromone-induced trance, and ever since she’d become my wicked stepmother again, she’d been asserting her dominance over my former harem.

“She’s got all the girls turning tricks,” Chloe said, sniffling. “She can’t get into any of your accounts: she’s got the house, but no cash. So she uses us to make money.”

“That’s...not a lot of money. No offense,” I said, reacting to her shocked look, “but I heard how much you offered for a blowjob. Catherine had rather expensive tastes...”

Chloe looked ashamed. “Most of the girls are working as escorts,” she said. “They’re making a mint. But she doesn’t like me, so she told me to dress up like this and walk the streets. I...I think it was my punishment. For being so loyal to you...”

I felt like my blood was beginning to boil. The idea that Catherine would visit my punishment on someone like Chloe, debasing her for no reason other than her devotion to me...it was evil. I shouldn’t have been surprised – after all, all of this had started as a way to punish me for things my father had done – yet I still was.

“I’m so sorry,” I told her, holding her by the shoulders. “You swore to love and serve me, and I failed to protect you. All I can say is, I’ll never let her hurt you again.”

She blinked away tears. “That’s okay, Master. I love you. Everything’s okay now: we’ll get out of here, and go wherever you want. I’ll be your slave, and fuck you whenever you want and have all of your babies.” She looked up at me, her eyes shining with devotion.

I very much wanted to tell her yes; to say that we’d drop everything, bail on Catherine, and set up shop halfway across the world, brainwashing beauties with my powerful pheromones. But I had unfinished business to attend to.

“I want that, Chloe,” I told her. “I really do. But we’ve got to save the rest of the harem.”

She thought about it, then nodded solemnly. “You’re right, Master. It’s not fair that I get to be your slave while the rest of my friends suffer.”

She took that better than I expected, I thought. “Is everyone at the house, still?”

She nodded eagerly. “The whole team, except for a few folks Catherine de-programmed and sent back to their old lives. Oh, and we have a new prime girl.” She grinned wickedly at my confused look. “Erica.”

“Erica?” It beggared belief. “Catherine brainwashed her own daughter?”

It was the one thing my wicked stepmother had always sworn she would never do. While she had hated me from the day my father dropped me off in her arms, she’d always showered praise and affection on Erica, her real daughter. In fact, she was one of the main reasons Catherine sought revenge against me to begin with – to make sure I didn’t turn her daughter into my submissive little slut, the same way my father had done to her.

“She had to,” Chloe said with a shrug. “She’s gone.”

She was gone? That was great news. Without a strong presence anchoring them, it would be that much easier to take back control of the house. Wait. Where did she go?

“Why did she leave?” I asked. “I mean, if she’s so hard up for money, she shouldn’t be traveling far...”

Chloe swallowed hard. “She spent all the money she had.” The girl sounded her mouth was suddenly full of ashes. “Because...”

“Because why?” I asked, a little annoyed.

“Because she left to finish her revenge,” Chloe said.

Revenge? All the pieces fell into place. “You don’t mean...Dad? Mom?”

My real parents, Jacob and Moira. Jacob had given me up, for reasons I still didn’t understand, leaving me with Catherine when I was just a baby. Catherine was just another one of Dad’s conquests, but she never forgot how he saddled her with me for the rest of her life – and she’d never let me forget, either. Everything she’d done was just as much about getting back at him as it was me.

And I’d been starting to fall for her, I thought, remembering the conversation we’d had just before my ambush. Stupid Troy.

“Once you were out of the picture, there was no reason for her to hold back,” Chloe explained. “All she needs to do now to finish her plans is to destroy your father – and turn your mother into the lowest, filthiest servant in her harem.”

The thought of my perfect, loving mother Moira on her knees in Catherine’s harem made me blind with rage. “Okay,” I said. “New plan. Fuck the harem: you tell me where Catherine went, then we go catch that bitch and make her pay...”

“I don’t know,” Chloe said with a whimper. “No one does. There’s only one person she trusted with the information, just in case. And it sure as hell wasn’t me.”

“Erica,” I said, the word falling into my stomach like a stone. “So that’s why she brainwashed her own daughter. She needed someone she could trust absolutely.”

Chloe nodded, the motion nearly making her big, firm tits spill from her top. “That makes sense, Sir.”

“Chloe,” I told her. “I need you to get me back inside the harem. I have to get Erica to tell me where my parents are. I have to stop my stepmother from ruining their lives, too!”

“Oh, I can do better than that.” She licked her lips and arched her back like a cat. “I’ve got a plan that ought to get all those dirty little girls hot and wet for you again, Master. And I’ll tell you...”

Before I knew what was going on, her hand was back on my bulge, massaging it to full hardness.

“...once you let me suck your cock,” she whispered.

On the one hand, I was fighting the clock. The longer I left my girls under Catherine’s power, the less chance I’d have of getting them back. But on the other hand...

Chloe gave my cock a squeeze and I growled, low and primal in my throat. On the other hand, I hadn’t come in days – and the last time I had, it had been in the middle of a blazing inferno while a psycho bitch rode my cock. I could go for something where I was the one in control.

“Please, Master?” Chloe got on all fours, crawling toward me like a cat in heat. “You smell so fucking good – it reminds me of all the things we used to do. The way you taste when you spurt in my mouth...”

I reached down and unzipped my pants. My cock throbbed as it slid free, the fat purple head already dripping with precum.

“Oh, Master,” Chloe groaned, my cock spurting a clear burst of fluid over her fingers. “God, I’ve missed you so fucking much...”

She leaned forward and parted her lips, close enough for her to tease the head of my cock with her breath. Her lipstick was a dark shade that matched her short, unruly punk hairdo. She’d chosen it for one reason – to look good while she had a fat cock between her lips – and the effect made me throb with need. When her tongue touched the underside of my cock, moving in a slow circle, it was all I could do not to grab her by the sides of her head and force myself down her throat.

“Oh, holy shit,” she whimpered, sounding overcome with emotion. “Fuck that’s the best thing I’ve ever tasted. Thank you, Master...”

“Shut up,” I groaned, wrapping my fingers in her hair. “Shut up and suck me off.”

Chloe complied eagerly, taking my cock into her throat and relaxing until I was buried within her to the hilt. Her gag reflex was long gone, destroyed by my powerful pheromones, and she bobbed in my lap like nothing in the world mattered except making sure my cock felt as good as humanly possible. I savored every inch of her, feeling my shaft penetrate deep inside as she welcomed my cock like a long-lost friend.

“Fuck, I love how hard you get inside of me,” Chloe whimpered submissively, pulling me from her mouth and running her tongue along my sensitive head. “I forgot how amazing it feels to give you pleasure...I’ve already come three times since I started sucking you off!”

“Oh yeah? Show me.” I reached beneath Chloe’s skirt and parted her folds, feeling her clit throbbing with the aftereffects of her climax. It felt amazing to just grab her, to have no limits on what I could do to her body – I didn’t have to ask permission to touch her most intimate areas, because she belonged to me. I was her Master, and she was my willing servant, and my cock felt so incredible in her throat that I was about to blow my load any moment.

“Where do you want to come, Master?” Chloe asked, looking up at me. “In my mouth, on my face, on my tits? Anywhere you want – everywhere you want. Just tell me.”

I grunted and grabbed her by the hips. “Right here,” I snarled, spreading her legs.

Before she could say anything, I pinned her against the seat and thrust into her folds, spreading her walls and burying my cock deep inside of her. Chloe squeezed her eyes tight and cried out, the muscles of her cunt clenching around me as the triumphant feeling of her Master’s cock inside of her sent her over the edge into climax.

One hand found her throat; the other yanked down her top and gave her hard nipple a twist. Chloe loved pain, and Chloe loved being used, and I was giving her both at the same time.

“You’re a whore,” I told her, thrusting hard and fast. “Fucking a man you barely know in the backseat of a car on a public street.”

“I’m your whore,” she gasped, face going red. “Just say the word, Master, and I’ll go right back out there with a pussy full of come to make you more money.”

“I don’t need your money,” I said, feeling my cock begin to spasm. “You belong to me now, Chloe. From now on, all you need is this fucking cock.”

“Yes, Master!” Chloe looked ecstatic as she rode me; like she was living a dream come true. “All I need is this fucking cock right here! Come in me, Master – make me your whore. Your bitch. Your filthy little come dumpster...”

A wave of pleasure washed over me and I felt myself start to shoot, thick ropes of come splashing inside of Chloe’s womb. Each burst was accompanied by a savage, primal grunt as I thrust deep inside her, putting my load as far into her as it would go. She locked her legs behind my hips, coaxing me deeper, rocking back and forth to milk my cock of every drop of sweet, blissful pleasure.

I came down from my peak slowly, collapsing into Chloe’s pale, milky tits and resting. Sweat covered my forehead – our exertions had made the inside of my car as hot as an oven. Chloe put her hand against the back of my head and nestled me between her tits, clenching and relaxing her inner muscles to give me pleasant aftershocks of hot, sweet pleasure.

“That’s right,” she whispered. “God, that felt so right. Welcome home, Master.”

“It’s good to be back,” I said, exhausted. “Now – tell me how I’m going to get my girls back.”

Chloe grinned, and for a moment there was more than a little of the old defiant punk girl she’d been a lifetime ago, before my pheromones had made her want to give everything up to become my sexual servant.

“How does the car smell right now?” she asked me.

I wrinkled my nose, smirking. “Like sex. Like I just fucked your brains out.”

“Mmmh, you got that right,” Chloe said, absently squeezing one breast. “But what else?”

I frowned. The only other scent in the car was the musky, capital-m Manly smell that had followed me every day since my eighteenth birthday. “My pheromones?”

She put a finger to her nose. “Ding ding. All we’ve got to do is give those girls a faceful of that amazing smell and they’ll snap right back to their senses. Goodbye Catherine, hello Master!”

I had thought much the same thing. After all, it was how I’d snapped Chloe out of her trance. “There’s too many of them,” I said, shaking my head. “Maybe if you can get them to come out in groups, one or two at a time...”

Chloe clucked her tongue. “Troy, I used to be a little hell-raiser before I met you. And one of the first things I learned in juvie was how to make a stink bomb.”

“A stink bomb?”

The look on Chloe’s face made me feel suddenly naive. “What, you’ve never seen one?”

“I’m familiar with the basic concept,” I said, a bit taken aback. “I’m just not sure how it applies to this situation.”

“When I was in college,” Chloe confessed with a grin, “me and a couple of my friends tossed a stink bomb through the window of the Gamma Phi frat house. Assholes kept whistling at us on the street corner. The whole place smelled like rotten eggs for a fucking week – they didn’t mess with us after that.”

My mouth dropped open. “Could you make a stink bomb that smelled like something else? If you had right ingredients, I mean.”

Chloe laughed and rubbed my forehead with her finger. It came back coated with sweat.

“I’ve got all I need right here,” she said, slipping the digit into her mouth. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she groaned with pleasure as she tasted the salty liquid, overfilled with my pheromones. “Oh yeah,” she whimpered, sounding like she’d just came. “That’ll do.”

“I hope it will,” I said firmly. “Come on, get dressed – we’ve got to hit the hardware store...”
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“And you’re sure Erica is in there?”

It was hard to tell through the binoculars I’d picked up at the store, but Catherine’s house looked more-or-less deserted. There was no car in the driveway, and the big bay windows in front had the curtains open to reveal an empty living room. If I was some random person living in Catherine’s neighborhood, I’d have assumed she was on vacation and the house was vacant.

Chloe nodded, looking at the house with a combination of excitement and fear. “We’re supposed to hide – Catherine’s orders. She doesn’t want anyone noticing she’s turned the house into a brothel. They might call the police while she’s gone.”

I put down the binoculars and rubbed the bridge of my nose. “So where is everyone?”

Chloe took the binoculars from me and looked over the house. Pointing towards the yard, she said, “they’ll all be in the basement. That’s where Catherine told us to stay when we weren’t with a client. Or in my case, walking the street. It’s afternoon, so everyone will probably either be napping or exercising.”

I grunted noncommittally. “So they’ll all be in the same place, then? Good, let’s go.”

We left the car and made our way down the street, hopping onto the curb in front of Catherine’s large McMansion. Every step I half-expected to hear the cry of an alarm, the scream of a girl on guard duty who had seen us – but there was silence as we approached the door.

“You’ve got a key, right?”

She reached beneath her skirt and pulled it out of a hidden pocket. Then she nestled open her satchel and grabbed a hold of something round and black.

“One for me and one for you,” she said solemnly, putting the bomb in my hands. It was obviously homemade and crazy-looking, something we’d put together out of PVC and fittings from the hardware store. But one toss, and it would crack open, filling the immediate area with my potent pheromones. I hoped it would work.

Chloe glanced into the glass frame at the center of the door, then looked up at me with insistent eyes. “If anything happens in there...”

“Everything will be fine,” I assured her. “It’s under control.”

“If they take me,” Chloe said, her voice quavering, “you kill me.”

“Kill you?” My mouth dropped open; I was honestly shocked. “I’m not killing you, Chloe.”

“I’d rather die than be one of Catherine’s bitches again,” Chloe said with a snarl. “A life without you isn’t worth living, Master.”

I disagreed with her on that point, but now wasn’t the time to argue. “Alright,” I told her. “Let’s not go crazy, though. Now let’s go.”

The key was surprisingly heavy, an old-school ornate creation that must have been custom built. A new lock shined above the doorknob – another new expenditure in Catherine’s kingdom. Of course she’s mad about security now, I thought, she’s about to go up against my parents. She’s got to turn this place into a fortress.

Chloe turned the key in the lock with a little pop, and the door was unlocked. She opened it, holding her hand against the frame to muffle the noise as much as possible, and stepped inside.

The living room looked exactly the way I remembered it. Dust motes shone in the afternoon light, and as my eyes adjusted to the dimness of the room I noticed a thin sheet of dust on the furniture and tables, like no one had used the room in some time. Over Chloe’s whispered objections, I walked to the mantle and ran my finger over it – it came back caked with dust, leaving a streak on the wood. 

“What the hell is the deal with this?” I whispered, holding up my finger.

Chloe shook her head, eyes wide. “We don’t use this room anymore,” she said, a little note of fear entering her voice. “Catherine makes us all stay downstairs, like sardines. She doesn’t care about us the way you do, Master.”

I took a wary step towards the door. “This is a trap,” I muttered. My encounter with Catherine’s last attempt on my life loomed large in my mind – were her girls just waiting for the signal to ignite this whole place, turning my own home into a blazing inferno?

Chloe went pale, but shook her head. “No, Master! Are you fucking kidding? I’d rather die than turn against you...”

“Chloe?” There was a voice from the kitchen – or rather, the stairs leading from the kitchen to the basement. It was muffled, but it sounded like my stepsister Erica. And she sounded pissed. “What are you doing home early? Is there someone with you?”

I readied my pheromone bomb, but Chloe waved me back. Quiet, she mouthed, her glossy lips making me think of a cock sliding between them. She pointed at the wall, where I wouldn’t be seen from the kitchen.

I stepped to the side just as Erica came up the stairs, her heels clacking on the floor of the kitchen. I couldn’t see her, but I watched the change that came over Chloe instantly – she assumed a submissive posture, eyes locked on the floor like a misbehaving pet in the middle of being punished.

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered, letting her hands shake just a little bit.

“Sorry doesn’t cut it,” Erica said – and now I was sure it was her. Jesus, what did Catherine do to her? She sounded like a carbon-copy of her mother, twenty years younger but just as bitchy. “Why are you here?”

“I...I have news,” she said, taking a step forward. Her hand slipped into her satchel, and I knew she was palming the bomb.

“News? What kind of news?”

“The...the other girls need to hear,” Chloe said, glancing up just a bit. “If we could go downstairs...”

I heard Erica step forward, then the sound of a hard, stinging slap. Instantly my vision went red. She had just hit Chloe! She’d hurt one of my girls – the most loyal, dependable friend I had...

“Don’t ever tell me what to do,” Erica replied coldly. “Now tell me whatever garbage you heard out there, slave.”

I should have stayed put – let Chloe take the heat for me, set up a better vector of attack. But now I was pissed.

“It’s big news,” I said, stepping out into the kitchen. The bomb practically hummed in my hand. Erica’s eyes expanded to the size of saucers.

“Troy’s alive,” I said with a smirk. “And he brought his harem some new toys.”

My hand shot out of my pocket, clutching the black orb for an instant before letting it go. It flew in an arc, passing an inch over Erica’s head and smashing against the far wall of the kitchen. It landed on the floor and rolled to a stop.

My stepsister ran a hand through her long blonde hair and tried to compose herself. “You missed me,” she whispered, sounding almost absurdly relieved. “You missed me...”

The bomb burst.

Erica screamed and dropped to the floor as a geyser of pressurized pheromones poured from the top of the bomb in a stream, filling the room with the musky, manly scent of submission. She clambered to her feet and ran past me, getting to the entrance of the kitchen – and stopping. Her firm tits were heaving in her tight t-shirt and sweat streamed down her forehead, but not from running. She turned around, staring at the bomb, every breath bringing more of my addictive pheromones into her lungs.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, watching the geyser unfurl with a hiss like steam escaping. “This is just what Mom warned me about. She said it smelled amazing, but oh fuck...”

As she closed her eyes, lost to bliss, I heard voices from downstairs – angry voices.

“What’s going on up there?” someone called. “Is Chloe causing trouble?”

“Hello? Erica? Mistress?” said someone else – from the tone of their voice I guessed it was Kimberly the salesgirl.

Shit, I thought. I need that other bomb...

Chloe was closest to the blast, and was already laying spread-eagle on the kitchen floor, helplessly rubbing her folds. As I came closer her legs suddenly twitched and drew up, a low moan leaving her throat as she came. She didn’t let up for an instant. This was what an OD on my pheromones looked like: everything inside Chloe above the raw, biological need for pleasure had been switched off, leaving a creature with no inhibitions or shame. I couldn’t have stopped her if I wanted to – and I had no desire to stop her.

This was what I wanted to do to every girl sitting downstairs – all the girls I used to control. But I needed Chloe’s bomb.

I grabbed her satchel, digging inside for the orb I knew had to be somewhere in there. The hot, musky scent filled my nostrils, threatening to overwhelm me just as it had Chloe. I wasn’t susceptible to my own pheromones the way women were, but they still had an effect on me – making me hyper-masculine, super dominant and unstoppably horny. The last thing I needed was for my former harem to come rushing upstairs and find me balls deep in Chloe, unable to stop them from tying me up and saving me for my wicked stepmother.

“Where’s the bomb?” Chloe’s eyes fluttered, her back arching as another brain-melting orgasm tore through her body. “Chloe, I need it! Your Man commands you!”

She had just enough presence of mind left to roll to the side, lifting her legs as she slipped another finger into her slit. The bomb lay beneath her, dented and on a hair trigger.

“Hello?” I heard voices on the stairs. “What the fuck is going on up there?”

I had seconds to act – and I did. I ran to the door, ignoring the throbbing rob of pure need that was my cock, and chucked the bomb down the stairs. I heard a series of surprised cries, then – thank God – the hiss of my pheromones escaping.

The cries turned into moans of pleasure, but I had already stopped paying attention to them. I turned, stepping over Chloe as she came with a heaving, ragged breath, my gaze fixed on the one girl in this house I had never sunk my hard cock inside of – my stepsister Erica.

She looked at me for a long second, as if trying to decide whether or not I was real.

“Troy?” Her fingers dug into her thighs, squeezing the supple flesh as her pupils dilated. A low, throaty moan left her throat and her eyes fluttered for a moment before she got herself back under control. “You can’t be here. Mom said you’re not allowed. She said she got rid of you!”

“I’m going to fuck you,” I said, as if I had just realized it. My hands were at my belt, freeing my cock. The world had shrunk down to me and Erica, and it was like every sexual thought I had failed to have about my gorgeous stepsister came rushing in all at once.

Erica shot me a defiant look, even as she wrung her hands over her thighs like she was struggling to keep from touching herself. “No,” she whimpered. “Mom said – she said to never let you have me. It was her goal in life...”

“Fuck her goals.” In a single, smooth motion, I ripped Erica’s booty shorts from her legs, tossing them across the room. She wore nothing but a thin pair of black panties underneath, already dripping with her juices. Then those were gone, and her perfect, shaved slit lay bare before me.

“Here’s how this is going to work,” I told her, in a tone of voice that said I was in total control of the situation. “I’m going to make you beg. I’m going to make you scream and cry for my cock before I put it in you. You’re going to be so ready for it, that when you feel that thick cock stretch your walls, you won’t be able to understand how you ever lived without it.”

“No, no no,” she said, shaking her head. “Catherine...Catherine programmed me to resist. She commanded me to fight you...”

“Then fight,” I said, sliding two fingers inside of her. It was like I’d taken a taser to her; she lost control of her muscles and was unable to do anything but feel. And feel she did; my fingers found her clit and encircled it with hard, teasing strokes that left her breathing ragged and her cleavage dripping with sweat. The smell of her sex threatened to overwhelm my pheromones.

“I won’t give in,” she said through clenched teeth. “You’re my fucking brother, Troy – this is sick...”

“If it’s sick, then tell me to stop.” My fingers kept up their attentions, then I added another and put them deep inside her, stroking her g-spot. She screamed and tossed her head back, her hips rocking to meet me as I worked inside of her.

“Just tell me you don’t want it, and I’ll stop,” I teased, my focus returning on her clit. “If you don’t, it must mean you want it – you want to just lie there, breathing in my God pheromones, getting higher and higher while I make you come.”

“I’m not gonna...not gonna come,” she squealed. She tried to squeeze her legs together but it only made everything below the waist tighter and warmer, and in moments her moans doubled up on each other.

“Don’t I smell good?” I reached up to her breast and cupped it, leaning over her until I was nearly straddling her. Instantly the thought of how good it would feel to spread her legs and slide inside her filled me, and I knew it was in the forefront of her mind too. Grinning, I withdrew my fingers from her cunt and started stroking myself – my hand was so wet with her juices that they slid effortless up and down my shaft.

She looked at me like I’d taken the sun away. “Why – why did you stop?” she begged.

“It’s even better right from the source,” I said, tossing my head back. “Unnnngh...”

I gave my cock a hard little squeeze, and a fat burst of precum shot from my cock, splashing just over her pussy and along the underside of her taut belly like an animal marking its territory. Erica gasped as her limbs shook, the feeling of my seed on her skin giving her more pleasure than she dared to admit to me.

“Taste it,” I commanded her. “Taste it and I’ll put my fingers right back where you want them.”

Her hand shaking, Erica scooped up a fat gob of my precum and raised it slowly to her lips. She looked like she wanted to toss it in my face, to tell me to fuck off, but she was too turned on to stop herself. Her soft, glossy lips parted to admit her fingers, and the instant my manly essence touched her lips, her face changed. She gave a giggle and began to suck her fingers greedily, eyes rolling back in her head.

“Oh my...gawd!” My fingers returned to her cunt, where her inner muscles spasmed with another hard climax. “Oh Troy, that tastes so fucking good...!”

I grabbed her by her long blonde hair and lifted her up, like a caveman. She let me – she was mine now. She’d do anything I asked. My cock was in her face, slapping against her cheek and leaving another smear of dripping, hypnotic come.

“Suck it,” I commanded her. “Suck your Man’s cock.”

If there was any part of Erica that still wanted to resist, it was no longer in control. The girl was all biology and need now, like a bitch in heat. She slid the head of my cock into her mouth and made a tight seal around it, suctioning me expertly as she let it slide into her mouth inch by blissful inch.

Catherine must have spent a long time teaching her to do this, I thought deliriously. The idea of mother teaching daughter the best way to suck a man’s cock was strange, but I thought about having Catherine and Erica on their knees before me, fighting over my swollen balls and my throbbing cock, and in an instant I was harder than anything.

The sounds of sex filled the room. Downstairs, every member of my harem was going at it, my pheromones pushing their arousal into overdrive and keeping it there. The basement was an orgy of fingering, pussy eating and toy-play, every girl trying to put on the best show for Master to see when he came to take back control of them. Chloe cried out as she came again, probably on her hundredth orgasm by now. And all I could think about were my stepsister’s lips around my throat, the amazing feeling of having my cock worshiped by a girl I’d lived, eaten and slept next to for my entire life. I knew every inch of Erica intimately, even if we’d never been anything other than brother and sister to each other, and the new sexual dimension to our relationship charged every second of this with pure excitement.

She leaned back and stroked me, another jet of precum splashing on her tits. “God, you’ve got such an amazing cock, Troy. I wish I’d known sooner...” She bobbed on my shaft for another moment, coming off it with a gasp. “I bet you didn’t know your big sis could treat a cock like this, could you?”

“Every girl can treat a cock like this,” I said, taking her by the back of the head and angling her eyes up to meet mine. “As long as they get rid of their pesky, stubborn will.”

She understood immediately. “Of course, Master,” she said, taking my finger into her mouth and sucking it greedily. God, my stepsister was a bad little girl. “I have no will, Master. I live only to do as you command. My body is yours for the taking.”

“And,” I said, rubbing my cock on her chin, “her inhibitions.”

Her eyes lit up. “Absolutely, Master. I’ll do anything you say. No exceptions.”

Fuck, the things I wanted to do to her. I had a savage need to plunge inside her, to breed my stepsister like she was nothing to me but another bitch to have her womb pumped full of my seed. But there was one thing I needed more.

“Tell me where Catherine went,” I commanded. “Tell me where my parents are.”

Instantly, she started to crawl away. My vision went red. “Where are you going-”

“To show you, Master,” she replied in a meek little voice. I realized she was going for her pants, and when she reached them she pulled out her cell phone and tossed it to me.

“My password is all nines,” she said with a lopsided grin. “Everything’s on there, all my conversations with Catherine – and her travel plans. They’re in the phone’s GPS program...”

I loaded the phone up and scrolled through. Catherine’s itinerary was highlighted in red, along with an estimated return date of four days from now. Looking at the arrival and departure times, my eyes widened.

“Italy?” I did a double-take. “Why is Catherine going there?”

“Because that’s where your parents are, Master,” said a voice at my feet. Erica was back on her knees, looking up at me submissively. “They live in a villa on the coast – one of their many houses. They think Catherine has come to bury the hatchet, to grieve over your death. They suspect nothing.”

“Fuck,” I said, putting the phone down. They couldn’t be taken in so easily, could they? But then again, I was their son – even if they’d abandoned me at a young age – and they must be torn up by reports of my death, especially just as I was about to meet them. It was the final phase of Catherine’s revenge, destroying the people who started this entire thing, and if I knew anything about her it was that she’d planned my parents’ destruction down to the minute.

I had to stop her.

“We have to go,” I told Erica, making her pout as she stroked my cock. “We have to leave now.”

“But Master, you have to fuck me first,” she begged, teasing the tip of my cock with her tongue. For a moment, I could think of nothing else but how amazing that was at making me feel good, how badly I wanted to come...

“It’ll be a little while before the next flight,” she whimpered. “I’ll go with you – I’ll help you. Just please – please use me. Make me complete...”

I thought about it – for about two seconds. “Chloe,” I yelled.

Still looking half-drugged, Chloe sat up. Her fingers rubbed her folds, but in slow motion compared to how they’d been going a few minutes ago. “Master? What...what happened...?”

“I’ll explain later,” I said, tossing her the phone. “Book the next flight to that destination. First-class. Three seats.”

“Three, Master?” Chloe looked confused but immediately began to obey.

“You, me, and Erica,” I said. “You’re the only one I can truly trust, Chloe. And you did kind of beat the shit out of a guard for me.”

She grinned. “I remember that well, Master.”

“As for you,” I said, looking down at Erica. “Let’s find out how uninhibited you really are.

Erica looked like she’d just won the lottery. “Of course, Master,” she whispered, stroking me harder. “I’ll do anything you want. My pussy is so wet and primed for you...”

I slapped her across the face, cutting her off. “No,” I snarled. “You haven’t earned my cock in your pussy yet, slut. Not after you helped Catherine betray me. If I wasn’t so fucking horny, I wouldn’t give you any pleasure at all.”

“Yes, Master!” There was no snark in her voice now – just pure, unadulterated submission. It was something I’d noticed – the meaner I treated slaves, the less of their personalities my pheromones allowed to rise to the surface. I didn’t want Erica for her winning personality right now – I wanted to fuck her tight little body.

“How I can please you?” Tears formed at the corners of her eyes. “Just tell me, Master! Let me make you happy?”

“Bend over the kitchen table,” I commanded her. “Spread those legs for me.”

She did so, shaking as she put both elbows on the table and leaned. The table was tall enough, and Erica short enough, that she had to stand on tiptoe – which made everything below her waist look tight and incredible.

I gave her ass a hard little swat and savored the way she cried out in mingled pain and pleasure. “It’s all fun and fingering when I’m breaking you,” I said, gathering up a handful of her hair, “but now that you belong to me, it’s about my pleasure. Understood?”

She nodded as much as she was able, her hair tight around my fist. “Yes, sir!”

I leaned forward, teasing the entrance to her folds with the head of my cock. She sighed with pleasure and stuck her ass out, inviting me in – but at the last moment I lifted it, pressing against the entrance to her more private channel.

“Master!?” She tensed up, confusion entering her voice.

“How many guys get to say they fucked their sister in the ass?” I said with a smirk, pressing harder. The head of my cock parted her pucker, beginning to stretch the walls of her ass.

“Master, I don’t...I’ve never...”

“You’ve never done this before? You mean my stepmother didn’t teach you how to worship a cock this way?”

Erica shook her head and bit her lip. “No. She said I’d never have to...to defile myself that way...”

I laughed darkly. “You have no inhibitions, Erica. That certainly means you have no shame. Your body belongs to me.”

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “It just – it feels so different.”

“Different is good,” I said, sliding inside of her. My cock was so coated in a mix of our juices that she gave easily, my shaft burying itself in the tightest entrance to her body with a shock of pleasure. She gave a series of low, shocked grunts, then relaxed and let me fill her to the hilt.

“Oh, Master,” she groaned. Incredibly, I felt her start to press against me, using the table as leverage to get me deeper. “That feels kind of good...”

“I don’t care if it makes you feel good,” I said, thrusting into her, “although it would be pretty awesome to tell that bitch Catherine I made her daughter come from being fucked in the ass.”

“Yes! Unh! Yes, Sir!” Erica’s voice was tight, but not as tight as the walls of her asshole around my throbbing shaft. “I...I think I might be able to come like this!”

I brought my hand down on her ass, smacking the same spot I’d already left red and stinging. She cried out, and I wrapped my other hand around her neck, holding her close.

“You’re going to come,” I told her, my breath hot against her ear. “You’re going to come your brains out the second you feel me unload in your sweet, tight little ass...”

“Yes sir! I’m waiting for you – I’m so ready! Whatever gets you off is what I live for!”

Whatever gets me off, I thought, fucking Erica’s ass with hard, long strokes. She was so perfectly tight around my cock, so responsive to my every move that I was honestly shocked she’d never done this before. I was going to make sure she did it plenty from now on.

“Fuck, I’m so close,” I gasped. Nothing mattered now except getting as deep into her as possible; my hands left her hair and throat and dug into her hips hard enough to bruise. Gripping them tight, I doubled my effort, pounding into her with thrusts that would leave her walking funny for the rest of the week. I didn’t care if she ended up hurt, and from the way she fucked me back with the muscles of her ass, she didn’t care either. One demand had turned my darling stepsister into an anal whore who loved pain, and I was using her just the way her body craved.

“Come for me,” she begged, feeling my cock begin to twitch inside of her. “Shoot in my ass the way you’d shoot in my Mom’s ass, Master. Fill your sister’s asshole up with your come, bro!”

With a final cry, I buried myself inside of her as deeply as I could and exploded. Thick, ropelike veins of seed drained from my balls, splashing against the walls of her ass and filling her to the brim.

“Now you can come,” I grunted into her ear. “Does feeling my fucking load in your ass make you want to squirt, you dirty little cunt!”

“Yes, sir! Yes! Oh fuck, fuck bro I’m gonna come...”

I felt the muscles of Erica’s ass clench around my cock, milking another burst of hot seed from my cock as she came. She shook beneath my thrusts, eyes shut tight as she came again and again. Each climax exploded in her brain, removing her devotion to Catherine and replacing it with blissful submission to her alpha-male God.

“I love you, Troy,” she gasped, her body quivering with lust as she rode out her peak. “I love you, I love you, I love you...”

“That’s a good little slut,” I said, sliding my cock out of her ass and rubbing it on her cheeks. She continued to babble, brain overheated by bliss as I cleaned myself up after my peak. “Usually I’d have you suck me dry,” I said, “but I don’t think you deserve that yet. Besides, I can see Chloe has something she wants to tell me.”

Chloe did indeed look panicked, her already pale skin even paler as she stood holding the phone.

“We’ve got tickets,” she said. “First class, just like you said. The plane leaves in two hours.”

“That’s not a lot of time,” I said. “But it’ll have to do. Erica. Snap out of it.”

Her eyes rolled in her head and snapped back to normal. “Yes, sir,” she said in an exhausted voice. “I live to serve.”

“Get the other girls up here,” I said. “I’ll have to pick one to run the harem while you’re gone. And remind them who their King is. Things are going to be more organized around here now.”

“Yes sir,” she said, snapping right into her role. Attagirl, I thought.

She headed downstairs to rally the girls. “Chloe,” I said. My punk girl was staring off into space.

Her vision cleared. “I hope we can catch her, Master. I’m going to make that bitch pay for hurting you.”

I thought of all the time I’d spent with Catherine. Some of it good, most of it bad. It had been fun having my stepmother as my willing sexual servant – running my harem and showing me all the wild fantasies I’d been missing out on. For a while, I’d even thought...

I shook my head. That was stupid. She was playing you the whole time, I told myself. If you’re weak, she’ll destroy you.

“Come on,” I told Chloe gruffly. “We need clothes for you and me. We’ve got a plane to catch.”

I just hoped I wasn’t too late.
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“Wow,” I said, staring out of the car’s window as we reached the top of the ridge. “That place is gorgeous.”

“It should be,” Erica said, checking her makeup in the rear-view mirror. “Jacob and Moira are two of the richest people on Earth: it would be scandalous if their villa didn’t fill people with awe.” She turned her attention back to the road just in time: another few seconds and we would have ended up in the Mediterranean.

The place was like a palace from a storybook, sitting right on the edge of the water. We’d set out from the hotel at first light, and in the early-morning sun it looked like some sort of fanciful mirage, the kind that would crumble to dust the moment you got close. But this villa was real: one of the many mansions owned by my real parents, the mind-controller Jacob and his wife Moira.

“It’s so beautiful,” I said, leaning back against the seat. “It’s just...”

I stopped as a groan left my throat, pleasure shooting down my spine. God, that’s so good, I thought dazedly. Chloe had been edging me from the moment we left the hotel and packed into this expensive rental car: my cock stayed in her mouth, but whenever I got close to shooting my load down her throat she’d pull back, slow down, tease me over and over again. I still had no idea how she’d talked me into it – normally I relished being the one in control, getting to come when I wanted it – but the experience was so much better than I expected. I’d been so close to climax so many times during the trip that everything was a constant haze of pleasure, my body perched at the edge of a cliff and taunting the ground below. It helped that Chloe knew me so well, knew exactly when to take me deep down her throat and when to tease me with her tongue.

As I sat in the backseat, staring at my parents’ villa, Chloe took me deep, filling her tight little throat with my throbbing, twitching cock. I felt myself rapidly reaching the tipping point.

A glance up showed Erica was watching us, an eyebrow arched in the rear-view. “Are you going to let him come already?” she asked. “We’re almost there.”

Chloe giggled as she pulled off my cock, giving it a stroke for good measure. “Master’s been almost there for an hour,” she said mischievously. “His balls are as blue as that water out the window – at this rate he’s going to fill the entire car up when he comes...”

Erica scoffed and glanced at me. “Do you need me to pull the car over, Master? Perhaps you’d like to spread Chloe over the hood and fuck her senseless for teasing you this way?”

“No,” I gasped, straining as Chloe’s tongue moved on the underside of the head of my cock, teasing it mercilessly. I was so close, so much that her mouth on my shaft would have sent me over the edge in an instant. “I like it.”

“Well, alright.” Erica turned back to the road, gripping the steering wheel one-handed. She slipped her free hand back under her skirt and stroked her clit inside of its folds, a gasp of pleasure leaving her pretty throat. She couldn’t help it – she was in an enclosed car with me, and even with air-conditioning the interior was soaked in my pheromones. I’d lost track of the number of times she’d frigged her cunt to climax during the two-hour drive – fortunately, no one in the cars we’d passed seemed to notice...

Chloe picked up the pace around my cock, swirling her tongue over the sensitive head. I felt myself moving to the edge of the cliff, but this time she wasn’t slowing down – instead, she picked up the pace, bobbing on my cock like she was thirsty for it.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. “Chloe, I’m going to...”

“Mmmh hmm,” she hummed, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. She sucked hard on the top of my swollen head, squeezing my overtaxed balls as she brought me all the way down into her throat.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. It was heavier than a normal orgasm: if a normal climax was a wave, this was a tsunami of bliss threatening to wash me away. I felt my cock twitch and spurt in Chloe’s throat, and then the world disappeared. Everything shrank to that one point of contact between us, white-hot and throwing off sparks, and I came.

Even prepared for it, Chloe moaned in surprise as my load filled her mouth. I pumped burst after burst of hot, sticky come down her throat, until it felt like my entire being was draining out of my balls and into her sweet, pert little mouth. She latched on, struggling to take every drop of her reward but determined to show me what a game girl she really was. She swallowed hard, sucking down more come in one load than she’d normally take during an entire night of hard fucking. Slowly the tide began to ebb; she was able to bob on my cock and squeeze my balls, milking me completely dry.

I collapsed against the backseat of the car, my entire being at complete, utter peace. All my troubles had faded away – I couldn’t have told you who Catherine, Jacob or Moira were if you’d handed me a copy of my family tree. The only thing in the world was Chloe’s sweet mouth sucking me clean, aftershocks as big as climaxes rocking back and forth through my body.

As I finally came down from my peak, I saw Erica staring at us in the rear-view mirror, her eyes filled with awe.

“Holy shit, Chloe,” she said, obviously impressed. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a guy come that long in my entire life.”

Chloe was still sucking the head of my cock, slurping up the last few wonderful drips of my seed; as she finished she pulled off me and sucked in a big breath, like an Olympic swimmer who just finished a race.

“Wow,” she gasped, her mouth filled with my seed. “I’m so...full. Master, that was amazing...”

As I watched, Chloe lay back in her own seat and played with my load, dribbling it between her fingers and savoring it on her tongue. She coated two of her digits with my spunk and used it as lube, rubbing her folds lazily as she sampled my essence. She wasn’t even coming, as she no longer needed to – it was like that much of my pheromones all at once had moved her to a higher level of consciousness. She was fucking glowing as she lazily licked her fingers clean.

“I think,” Chloe said with satisfaction, “that I am going to be high for a very long time.”

“And I think we’re here,” Erica said, looking a bit put out. It was obvious she’d wanted me to pull over, maybe give her a little bit of attention too, but Chloe’s mouth had been too good. Besides, my head was now clearer then it had been in days thanks to Chloe, and I was going to need every bit of that mental energy to stop Catherine from enslaving my parents.

“Good,” I said, zipping myself up as the car rolled to a stop. “Wait. Who is that?”

A woman emerged from the front of the house, walking slowly but steadily through the front yard towards the beach. As she got closer, I realized she was wearing a maid’s uniform, cut low in the bust with a scandalously short skirt, her pantyhose torn and no shoes on her feet. A quick glance at her face confirmed that she was neither my stepmother Catherine or my real mother Moira: and just as quickly, I discerned the glazed look of hypnotic command in her eyes.

“Who the hell is that?” Erica added, following the woman with her eyes. “Hey, where is she going...”

The woman crested a dune and walked onto the beach, moving with the same jerky walk – like a puppet with half of its strings cut. As she reached the water’s edge, she turned and started shuffling down the beach, weaving drunkenly from side to side as she walked away from the house. 

“We’ve got to stop her,” I said, opening the car door. “Who knows what’s been done to her...”

The front door of the house opened again. This time two chiseled-looking Adonises came walking out, the same glazed looks on their faces. Their suits were cut tight around the muscles and outrageously-expensive looking, but dirty and disheveled as if they’d been run a marathon in them. Like the maid, they headed towards the beach, moving like broken toys.

I stood there staring at them until Erica came up next to me.

“Oh, Christ,” she said, a note of horror in her tone. “It’s the hired help. My Mom cast them out, she must have...broken them.”

“I have no idea what broken means in this context,” I said, watching the strong men stagger forward. “And I don’t think I want to know.”

Chloe left the car, adjusting her skirt, and gaped at the procession. “They’re so...empty,” she whimpered.

“If Catherine did that to my fucking parents, I’m going to kill her.” I felt my hands ball into fists. If I finally found Moira after all these years, only to see her with that terrible glazed look in her eyes...

I couldn’t think about that. I wouldn’t. There was still time – there had to be.

Leaving Chloe and Erica behind, I raced up the steps of the mansion, the door the servants left ajar slamming against the wall as I threw it open. Inside, the place was cavernous, dripping with luxury.

“Hello!?” My voice sounded desperate to my own ears, but I didn’t care. “Mom? Dad? Where are you!?”

I raced up the stairs, checking one hallway then the next. No sounds came in reply to my calls; the place was as quiet as a tomb.

“Troy?” It was Chloe, from downstairs. “Where are you?”

“Upstairs,” I called. “Search everywhere! Jacob and Moira were rich, kinky mind-controllers – there’s got to be a switch in a bookcase that leads to a sex dungeon or something!”

A minute later, I did find one of the many rooms Jacob and Moira used to entertain themselves. But I still hadn’t found them.

“Nothing in the Master bedroom!” Erica cried through the walls.

“Scuff marks in the kitchen! And a side door is open!” Chloe sounded frantic. “I don’t know where they might have gone...”

It was no use. The house was deserted. I’d been too late: Catherine already had my parents. The thought of what she was doing to them, the diabolical things she was doing to their psyches and their bodies...it made me sick.

The bedroom had an ornate door leading to a wrap-around balcony. I leaned against it, the handle warm in my hand, the glass cool against my forehead. I hadn’t been fast enough. Catherine could have them halfway across the world by now...

I looked up – and saw it. Out the window, the gorgeous blue water stretched from horizon to horizon, so clear you could almost see to the bottom. And right there, like the dotted line on a treasure map, was a fading trail of foam. The further out I looked, the frothier and clearer it was, until it faded to almost nothing at the shore. The shore right next to the house...

“Chloe!” I yelled, racing downstairs. 

“Yes, Master?”

“That side door,” I said, not sounding the least bit out of breath. My strength was growing to frightening levels – I could have run miles without getting tired. “It wouldn’t happen to lead to a boat dock, would it?”

There was a pause. When she spoke, there was a note of excitement in her voice. “How did you know that, Master...?”

“We’ve got to get out there,” I said as I entered the kitchen, startling Erica. I looked around, but Chloe had disappeared. “Catherine took my parents out onto the ocean.”

Erica’s face fell. A look of pure despair entered her eyes. “Master,” she whimpered. “I’m so sorry. She must have gone out there to...dump the bodies...”

But I shook my head. “No. Catherine didn’t plan her revenge for nearly eighteen years just to kill Jacob and Moira and dump them in the ocean. She’s taking them out where there aren’t any distractions, where there’s no one they can call for help. And then she’s going to destroy their minds.”

Erica looked determined. “But...can we catch them?”

I felt excitement tingle through my limbs. “She doesn’t know we’re coming. She’ll take her time, savor the moment. We can do it, we just need some way to...I don’t know, catch up.”

“Master!” It was Chloe, her voice muffled from wherever the side door led to. “I think you’re going to want to see this!”

Erica and I raced out of the room. The side door led to a shaded little dock, a cute private space carved out of what had been a natural cave formation. Privacy, I thought. Jacob and Moira could come and go as they pleased. Nice...

Chloe stood on the dock, grinning like a kid on Christmas morning. The space where the boat had been was empty, the moorings all cast off. But next to it, gleaming like it had just rolled off the line, was a jet ski.

I stared at it, feeling absurdly like the universe had just given me a present. “Can you drive that thing?” I asked.

“I can,” Erica piped up behind me.

Chloe’s grin grew wider. “I can make a go of it. Let’s go – we can catch them if we hustle...”

“No,” I said, shaking my head as I stepped forward. “There’s only room for two on that thing – driver and passenger. And I need Erica to come with me.”

To say Chloe was upset would have been an understatement. “What!?”

“I’m sorry,” I said quickly. I felt bad about leaving Chloe behind, but I had no choice – and no time. “Seeing that I have her daughter might be the only thing that stops Catherine. I need her. You man the fort here – you’ve got your cell phone right?”

She looked very, very unhappy, but nodded. “I’ll call you if I see anything,” she said through tight lips.

“I’m sorry,” I said, pulling her close. “It means nothing. You’re still my best girl, okay?”

She shuddered with pleasure, my words sending the reward center of her brain into a frenzy. She went from standoffish to melting against me, warm and loving.

“Of course, Master,” she whimpered. I knew just from the tone of her voice how wet she was. “But you’d better come back to me.”

“You’re damn right,” I said, straddling the jet ski. Erica got on in front of me and fiddled with the controls as I put my hands around her waist. “I’ll be back. And I’m bringing that boat with me.”

––––––––

[image: image]



xXx

––––––––

[image: image]



Holy shit, this thing was fast.

I’d ridden jet skis before, but never like this. This was a top-of-the-line model, the kind of expensive toy that had horsepower like a monster truck and cost more than most peoples’ houses. Under Erica’s touch it was a roaring beast, one that followed the trail of Catherine’s boat like a goddamn bloodhound.

Before I knew it, we were riding along side Jacob’s yacht, keeping pace with it as I reached for the railings. The very back of the yacht was just low enough on the waterline for us to hoist ourselves up, and we did. If Catherine saw us approach, she gave no sign – the place as quiet and empty as if it was deserted.

That changed quickly.

“Stop,” Erica whispered, still brushing off her pants where the ocean had sprayed her down. “You hear that?”

“I know that voice,” I replied. It was Catherine, and she sounded close. We crept to the front of the yacht, moving past the engine room and the stairway to below decks, already knowing what we were going to see.

The front of the boat had obviously been designed for lounging – it was a long, low space decorated in rich wood tones, a well-stocked bar alongside plush deck chairs. But none of that caught my attention like the two people tied up and kneeling right before the prow of the ship, or the woman standing over them gloating.

Mom, I thought. Dad!

Jacob and Moira lay submissively before Catherine, twin looks of despair on their faces. Any resistance they’d been able to put up against her had obviously been beaten out of them – they looked utterly defeated.

“What was it,” Catherine demanded, glaring down at Jacob. I realized we were interrupting the climax of Catherine’s little power trip: spittle flew from her lips as she spoke, her face flushed with anger. She’d been working herself up for some time, taunting my parents as she got further and further from civilization.

“Answer me!” she snapped, kicking Jacob in the side. He groaned, shared a glance with Moira, and remained silent.

“Why her!?” Catherine sounded on the verge of tears. “Why wasn’t I good enough for you? What does this little tramp have that I don’t have – that I couldn’t give you? Answer me, you fucking bastard!”

“Let her go,” Jacob whispered. “Let her go, and I’ll tell you everything. I’ll do anything you want-”

She slapped him. She slapped my father.

“Oh, you’ll do anything I want,” she said, her tone the exact same as it had been every time she’d insulted me; every time she made me feel like less than a man. “You’ll do exactly what I say. And after I punish this little bitch and break you completely, you might actually start to like it.”

I stepped out into the light. “Catherine,” I said. “Stop.”

She whirled around – and suddenly I could see the gun in her hand. Her face contorted; a mix of surprise and anger that quickly faded beneath an acid smile.

“Well,” she said, relishing the word, “isn’t this a happy family reunion?”

“Let them go, Catherine,” I commanded. “You failed.”

She laughed in disbelief, raising the gun. “I knew I shouldn’t have trusted that bitch Gabrielle,” she said. “I should have killed you myself...”

I reached back and grabbed Erica’s shoulder, pulling her out where Catherine could see. “Put the gun down,” I whispered.

If I had thought I’d seen Catherine surprised before, I couldn’t have been more wrong. Her face fell, disbelief coming into her eyes.

“Erica?” She asked, as if hoping this was a dream. “Baby?”

“She’s mine now,” I said, unable to keep the smirk from my face. “She’s my bimbo plaything – just like you were Jacob’s. Chloe, the harem – they’re all mine now. You fucked up, Catherine. Give up and make this easy.”

Instead, she pointed the gun at Moira. I watched my mother tremble as she stared down the barrel. 

“If you so much as harm a hair on my daughter’s head,” Catherine said, “I will blow your sweet little mother’s brains out...”

“Erica,” I said. “If Catherine hurts me or my parents, jump into the ocean and sink like a stone.”

“Yes, sir,” Erica said firmly.

Catherine’s eyes grew to the size of dinner plates. “You son of a bitch,” she snarled.

“Looks like we’re at an impasse,” I said with a shrug.

In response, Catherine took a step back, raised her head and inhaled deeply.

“Ah,” she said. “I love that fresh ocean scent. Keeps me from smelling your family’s fucked-up pheromones. So if you think you can just stall until I fall under your power, you’re completely wrong.”

She was right. I wasn’t going to get out of this with my powers – I had to find some way to talk Catherine down, as crazy as it might sound. How the hell am I supposed to do that?

Catherine had planned out her revenge perfectly – if it wasn’t for my pheromones, I’d have never stood a chance against her. She was devious, and clever, and I had no clue how to make her let my parents go.

I looked at her gorgeous face – and suddenly, I smiled.

You know what? I thought. I’m just going to tell the truth. Fuck it.

Catherine stared at me like she didn’t at all like what might be hiding behind that smile. The gun wavered in her hand. “What are you smiling at?” she snapped.

“Jacob,” I said, voice brimming with mirth, “was an idiot.”

Catherine’s brows furrowed in confusion. “What the hell does that mean?”

“I mean, look at you.” I gestured towards my parents, then back to her. “You’re sexier at forty-one than you were the day my Dad brainwashed you. And when he fucked you over, you didn’t just sit around and pout – you plotted revenge against him for eighteen years! Do you know how insanely determined that is? I would have given up in a week and shelved the whole thing. But you – you planned everything, down to the day. You could give that guy from the ‘Saw’ movies some pointers.”

Despite herself, a little chuckle left Catherine’s throat. Her expression softened for a moment before she regained control of herself. “I’m glad you finally respect me, at least, Troy. Flattery isn’t going to save your precious parents, though...”

I laughed – this time, I barely even had to force it. “I always respected you, Catherine. Feared you, too. And there’s one thing we both agree on: my parents have some explaining to do.”

Both Catherine’s eyebrows raised in surprise. She suddenly looked like she was interested in what I had to say.

“I think you should tell her,” I said, my gaze shifting to Jacob. “I really think she deserves that.”

Jacob – my father, I still had trouble getting over that to look at the man himself – raised his head and shot me a baleful look. “Tell her what?”

“Why you left her,” I said, stepping forward. “Why you took control of her, used her up like a keg of beer, and ditched her for Moira.”

Everyone on the boat was staring at me now, their faces full of disbelief.

“And while you’re at it,” I said, my voice breaking, “you can explain to me why you abandoned me! Why you left me behind with a woman you barely even knew anything about, other than she made your dick feel real good! Why didn’t you raise your own son, Dad?”

Jacob’s gaze turned hard and cold. This wasn’t the man I had seen in the videotapes Catherine had given me what felt like a lifetime ago – not at all.

“I don’t have to justify myself to you,” he said.

I scoffed and stepped even closer, making him look at me. I pointed to Catherine, forcing him to follow my finger.

“That woman tried to kill me,” I said, unable to contain my own rage. “She’s still trying to kill me. She made my life a living hell until the day I turned eighteen. And she was still more of a parent to me than either of you ever were! Tell me why, Dad. Why!?”

Moira began sobbing openly. Jacob turned to her, looking annoyed, and shook his head.

“Tell me,” I snarled through gritted teeth. “Explain yourself. There is a gun to your head. And two very angry people who aren’t leaving until they get some answers.”

But, to our surprise, it was Moira who spoke.

“How could we be parents?” she sobbed, tears streaming down her face. “Just look at us!”

My gaze traveled between them. They looked like perfectly healthy parents to me – and I told them so.

“You don’t understand,” Moira whimpered. “How could Jacob be a father? We’d go to birthing classes, and he’d turn them into orgies just by being in the room! I tried to have interviews for a nanny, but all of them ended up sucking his dick! How was I supposed to deal with a man who leaves the house to pick up diapers and comes home with two new slaves?”

“I don’t know,” I said, taken aback. “But I’m not the one who had to figure that out. You were. And you left me with her.”

A shocking, animal growl came from Jacob’s throat. “It should have been fine,” he said, his every word dripping with bitterness. “I commanded Catherine to take care of you. If she had done her fucking job, none of this would have happened...”

I was stunned. They saw it – both my parents fell silent.

“Done her job?” I said in a tiny voice. “You never came to see me. You never knew what she was doing – you never cared. I...I can’t believe you. All this time, I thought...I thought there had to be some reason. You were on the run from the Illuminati, or secret agents would murder you if you showed your faces, something that showed you wanted to be with me but couldn’t. But it wasn’t like that at all. You were just selfish.”

“We gave you the tapes,” Moira said, staring straight ahead. “And Catherine.”

“You gave me a girl? That’s your justification?” I shook my head. “You said it yourself – I can get girls just going to the store to buy milk. And as for the tapes...”

There was a horrifying thought. It had been taking shape in the back of my head for the entire conversation. I didn’t want to think about it, hadn’t wanted to accept it, but...

“I want you to answer one question for me,” I said. “One question, with total honesty. If I had followed your tapes – instead of Catherine’s trail...would I have ever actually met either of you?”

Both of my parents stared down at the deck, their faces ashen, and I had my answer.

My throat was bone-dry, yet somehow I forced out the next words.

“Catherine was right.”

“Holy shit,” my stepmother whispered. She lowered the gun slowly, like she no longer recognized it.

“She was right,” I continued. “You deserved all of this. You deserved to have someone as resourceful, and devious, and utterly bug-fuck crazy as my stepmother plotting to bring you down. Because you two? Are assholes.”

Moira sobbed harder, spasms wracking her body. “I’m sorry, son,” she said, her voice thick with despair. “I’m so so sorry...”

Jacob stared straight ahead, chin up, saying nothing.

“You don’t deserve to be in my life,” I said, shaking my head. “You don’t get to share my life with me – not now. You haven’t earned it.”

I turned away from them, barely even recognizing their faces. They didn’t look like the gorgeous, glamorous people I’d fantasized about meeting my entire life. They were just another overfed pair of sociopaths, unable to hide how ugly they were on the inside.

“Come on,” I said to Catherine. “Let’s turn this boat around.”

My stepmother looked torn. Her eyes traveled from me to my parents, her mouth a perfect ‘o’ of surprise.

“That’s it?” she asked, aghast. “What about my revenge?”

“Revenge?” I laughed. It felt good; like a weight being lifted off my shoulders. “You’ve got it, Mom. These two have to wake up every day for the rest of their lives and be them. Nothing we can do to them is going to hurt worse than that.”

Later, once we’d marched Jacob and Moira below decks to the lounge and Erica showed me how to pilot the ship back to shore, Catherine came up to the bridge.

We looked at each other for a long moment, then broke out in laughter. Long, loud sighs of relief left us as we laughed, like we were sharing an old and private joke, the sight of each other cracking up making us crack up harder.

“So that was heavy,” Catherine finally said as we calmed down.

“Yeah,” I said, turning back to the wheel. The perfect blue sheen of the ocean stretched to the horizon.

She took a step closer. “Are you okay? That must have been hard for you, facing the truth about your parents like that. I know it must have hurt.”

I nodded slowly. “They’re not what I expected. And maybe that’s a good thing.”

Catherine stepped up next to me, put her arm on the railing, and shot me a lopsided grin. “So what am I supposed to do now? I spent your whole life plotting revenge – now I’ve gotten it. What are you supposed to do next?”

I shrugged. “Did the revenge make you happy?”

She thought about it for a moment. “No. No, it just made me sad.” She tossed her long blonde hair over her shoulder. “Sad that I wasted so much time obsessed with that asshole. But mostly...sad for you.”

“Me?” I glanced up in surprise.

“I tried my damnedest to ruin your life,” she whispered. “I did to you what I couldn’t do to your father. You were my punching bag, my voodoo doll I stuck pins in hoping they’d make Jacob bleed. But in the end, all I did was make you unhappy.”

“Plus you did try to kill me,” I added.

“Oh,” she said. “That. Yeah, but I did fuck your brains out about a hundred times. That has to count for something.”

“It does,” I said, grinning. “More than you know.”

Catherine looked me up and down, eyes beaming with pride. “You’re so much better than he is,” she said, shaking her head in disbelief. “I wish you were my real son, Troy.”

My hands found her hips and gripped them tight. “I sure don’t,” I said, pressing myself against her thigh. “Otherwise this would be really awkward.”

A little moan left Catherine’s throat as she pressed herself against me, inhaling deeply. “Oh, Troy...”

“I want you,” I confessed.

“Still?”

“That time we spent together, when we were lovers,” I said, putting a hand on her ass. “I liked it. I want more of it. I...I don’t want to be a tyrant, though. Not like him. I’ll try to respect you, to treat you with kindness...”

“Mmh hmm,” Catherine said, grinning wickedly. She buried her face in my chest, inhaling my pheromones. “And the fact that you turn me on like a faucet the second I catch a whiff of you...I kind of like it. It’ll help me keep pace with you, at least.”

I growled and nibbled her neck. She melted against me, heat rapidly building between her thighs.

“I love you, Mom,” I growled into her ear.

“I love you so much, baby,” Mom whimpered, holding me tight. “And I’m going to make up every awful thing I ever said to you. I’m going to compliment you so fucking much, you’ll beg me to stop...”

Somehow, impossibly, the three of us were laughing as we exited the boat: Catherine, Erica, and me. Chloe stood waiting at the dock, practically jumping up and down with excitement.

“You’re back!” she cried, throwing her arms around me as I stepped off the yacht. “What happened? Did we win?”

“We won,” I said, laughing. “We’re going home.”

Home, I thought, the word sending an uncomfortable pang down my spine. I knew what I had to do.

“Chloe,” I said, my voice lowering as I pulled her off me. “When we get back home...I’m dissolving the harem.”

Chloe cocked an eyebrow. “What? Why would you want to do that, Master?”

I turned and looked back at the yacht. “I got a sneak peek of what my life might look like if I don’t,” I told her. “Turns out I didn’t like it.”

“I think that’s a very good idea,” Catherine said, stepping off and putting her arm around me. She was grinning from ear to ear. “And I think you should be in charge of making sure all the girls get back to their homes, Chloe.”

Chloe looked like she’d bitten into a lemon. “But...Master. I don’t want to leave you. You’re not going to put me back on the streets, are you?”

Before I could say anything, Catherine clucked her tongue. “Of course not. Why would we throw out Troy’s step-sister? You’ll always have a place in our house, Chloe – you’re family.”

Chloe’s eyes widened in shock. “I’m Troy’s sister?” Then, as I watched, her gaze went glazed for an instant. When she snapped back, she looked confused, but happy.

“...I’m Troy’s sister,” Chloe said with a giggle. “I am, aren’t I?”

“Best step-sister ever,” Catherine said, catching my gaze and winking. You hypnotic bitch, I thought. I’m going to need to watch myself around you.

With a start, I realized I was looking forward to it.

I held my family close to me – the real one I had created, not the fake one lingering in the yacht – and grinned.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s go home.”






Epilogue

––––––––
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“Happy birthday, son.”

I opened my eyes to see Catherine standing in the doorway of the bedroom, looking like a wet dream come true. Her body was toned and tanned, her long blonde hair down her back in ringlets. She wore nothing but a tight little corset, a pair of lacy black panties and fuck-me heels, and as my eyes adjusted to the early-morning light she flashed me a loving smile as bright as Christmas.

“Nineteen,” I said, looking her up and down. “God, it feels like a lifetime since my last birthday.”

Catherine purred like a cat and crawled onto the bed on all fours, her heavy breasts swaying with her movements. Fuck, she looked luscious. Just the sight of her had my cock standing at attention, precum beading against my boxers and the underside of the comforter.

“I know,” she cooed, peeling back the covers. “Everything’s been so different around here since you became a man. Even more so since you made me your bitch.” A little giggle left her throat, and her fingers ran gently over the bulge in my boxers.

“You look gorgeous,” I said, stroking the side of her face. “Such a yummy mommy.”

She shivered with delight, my compliment triggering the pleasure center in her brain. Catherine had been teaching me her way of doing hypnosis lately – it was a nice change of pace from what my pheromones could do. I loved practicing it on her.

“Chloe’s downstairs making a big breakfast,” Catherine said with pride. “I told her I’d make sure you worked up an appetite.”

“Sounds awesome,” I said, leaning back against the pillows.

“So...it’s your birthday!” Mom grinned and grabbed my thighs in a way that for a moment was very motherly. “What do you want me to do? You’ve got a soaking wet MILF in your bed, just begging to please you...”

I grinned, looking her up and down. “Fuck, you look gorgeous,” I said, watching her shiver again. Slowly, I pulled the waistband of my boxers down, revealing the throbbing hardness of my cock. “Why don’t you put this in your mouth?”

“A blowjob,” Catherine said, rolling her eyes in mock-disgust as she crawled on all fours across the bed. “That’s my young man – always wanting to shove his dick in his mother’s mouth...”

Catherine bent over my cock and teased it with her tongue, letting just the tip of it run down my shaft. I groaned and bucked my hips upward, but she moved at the same time, so that all I could feel was her breath.

“Are you sure that’s what you want?” She purred happily as she ran her fingers along the underside of my balls. “Just because it’s your birthday, doesn’t mean I have to do everything you say...”

I couldn’t take any more. Grunting, I grabbed a fistful of Mom’s long blonde hair and tugged close to the roots, forcing her face closer to my cock. She cried out in mingled pain and pleasure, the haughty look on her face collapsing.

“Are you joking with me, Mom?” I said, running the head of my cock along her lips. “You think you’re the one in charge here?”

“No, son,” she replied instantly – and submissively. Just the tiniest bit of dominance and Catherine became my nubile servant, a perfect step-mother to her powerful son. “Of course not...”

“Smell it,” I commanded, rubbing my balls over her face. Her resistance collapsed; she began pressing her face eagerly into my balls and taint, inhaling my pheromones.

“That’s right,” I said, rubbing the back of her head. “Get nice and high, Mom. That’s the way a real Man smells. You’re losing control of yourself, aren’t you?”

She nodded, her nose buried in my crotch. Since Catherine and I had returned, we’d tried to have boundaries around my pheromones, but sometimes it was fun to break those walls down – and since it was my birthday, I felt good having a little fun. 

“Keep sniffing,” I told her. “Let the smell of your man’s cock remind you what you really are – his fucking whore. Say it.”

“I’m your whore,” Catherine whispered. She pulled back just far enough to look up at me, her mouth covered by my balls. She sucked one into her mouth, working it over gently with her tongue, then let it back out. “I’m my son’s whore.”

“Suck my cock, Mommy,” I said, gripping it by the base and running the precum-coated head over her lips.

She opened her mouth with a groan, taking me all the way to the hilt down her slender throat. Mom wasted no time – with my pheromones singing in her bloodstream, she was a creature of pure lust. All the experience she’d gained through a lifetime of sexual servitude made her a world-class cocksucker, and it wasn’t long before I felt my balls tighten against her lips as she bobbed up and down on my cock.

“I’m gonna come,” I said, taking her by the back of the head and thrusting my hips upward into her throat. “I’m gonna come, Mom! Take it all for me, take it all...”

A series of deep, guttural grunts left my lips as I let go, my cock pulsing in Catherine’s mouth. The first load of the day burst from my balls, draining down her throat as she sucked it greedily, savoring it like a special treat.

As I came down from my peak Catherine slowed her pace, milking me dry with steady, practiced licks. I rolled over, staring up at the ceiling with a big dumb smile on my face as I basked in the pleasure, relishing in the sensation of being deepthroated.

After a moment, I heard Catherine say haughtily: “that can’t be it.”

I turned over, still a little stunned. “Huh?”

Catherine was grinning over at me, her naked body fully on display. A thin dribble of come dripped from the side of her mouth.

“It’s your birthday, Troy. You got me high for goodness’s sake. You’ve got to be planning on fucking me at least two or three more times.”

I laughed and motioned with my finger. “Get on top of me. I want to see those big tits shaking in my face while you ride me.”

Mom crawled on top of me, eagerly straddling my cock and thrusting her breasts forward. Her hand reached between my thighs and found my already-hard cock.

“Ah...there we go,” she whimpered, as if unable to believe how big and hard I was. “I was getting worried.”

“I needed a couple seconds,” I said, grabbing her by the back of the neck and pulling her close. “Any man would after being deepthroated by you.”

When we were face-to-face I kissed her, long and slow. She was gasping as I broke it off, the lips of her sex dripping all over my cock.

“I love you, baby boy,” she moaned, quivering with need.

“I love you too, Mom,” I said with a grin. “Now I want to feel those fucking walls around me.”

Catherine laughed and buried me in her folds, my cock sliding into her in one smooth stroke. Our hips met, throwing up sparks as we matched each other thrust for thrust, our hypnotically-enhanced bodies perfect for each other. After a few sweaty minutes of fucking, I heard a voice at the door.

“Looks like this party got started early,” Chloe said.

She stood in the doorway wearing nothing but an apron, a light dusting of flour along the seam. Her tits were swollen far beyond what they’d been when we first met, and beneath the skimpy fabric was the barest suggestion of a bulge. She wasn’t far along yet, but my pheromones’ powers to turbo-charge a woman’s fertility was already showing dividends: Chloe was knocked up. Catherine said she thought it was going to be triplets.

Our triplets. Our family – one completely unlike the one that had used and discarded us. One that would never break up.

“Mind if I cut in?” Chloe tossed her apron to the floor and slid into bed, her big tits wiggling like udders as she crawled on all fours.

“Sure,” Catherine gasped, biting her lip as she rode me hard. “Maybe you’d like to give my son a little appetizer?”

Chloe grinned and bent over me, presenting one of her tits. Fluid dripped from the nipple as I pulled it into my mouth; instantly I could taste her sweet cream. Chloe had a long way to go before she bore my heirs, but with a little hypnotic conditioning her body had made the decision to start producing milk early – and with my alpha-male commands, it was now sweeter than any milkshake, healthy as an all-kale diet, and an aphrodisiac to boost. I sucked down mouthfuls of it, my cock throbbing and twitching as I guzzled down her offering.

“Oh Master, that feels so nice. That’s so...oh...oh...”

Oh yeah. I’d also told Chloe that having someone suck milk from her tit made her come. I’d have to stop that eventually, but for now, it felt too good.

With Chloe’s milk in me and Mom like a machine on my cock, it wasn’t long before a second hard come built up in my balls. I buried my face in Chloe’s tits, sucking them dry, and reached out to take Mom’s hand, gripping it tight as I felt myself reach the tipping point.

“Come for us, Troy,” Catherine begged, looking down at me with the most loving expression I’d ever seen. “Come for your family, baby. We love you so much – we just want you to come and feel oh so good...!”

I let go, the world dissolving in a haze of pleasure. The bodies of my stepmother and my adopted sister were my only reference points as my body pumped what felt like tons of thick, ropey come into my mother’s cunt, while my mouth took in what felt like gallons of hot, sweet cream from Chloe’s tits. I was so lost I couldn’t tell which felt better. I rode the wave for what felt like minutes, my body white-hot with pleasure. Slowly, oh so slowly, I came down to find both girls snuggled against me, their heads buried in my shoulders as Chloe idly played with my semi-erect cock.

“We love you, Master,” Chloe whispered, giggling. “Happy birthday.”

“Here’s to many more,” Catherine said, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

“You’re my family,” I said, pulling both of my submissive bimbos closer, letting them feel my strength as I held them close. “It still feels so amazing to say that.”

“It still feels amazing to be that,” Catherine said with a giggle. “Never let us go, Troy. And maybe...”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Maybe what?”

She shrugged. “Maybe some day, we can find it in our hearts to open the door we shut in Jacob and Moira’s faces up a crack. Just a bit. If you want to.”

The sound of those names still filled me with anger...but Catherine was right. “Maybe,” I said, gripping her shoulder. “Maybe some day. But that day is a hell of a long ways off, Mom.”

“I know, sweetheart,” she said with a smile. “I know you’ll make the best decision. You always do. That’s why you’re our Man.”

“You’re the best,” Chloe agreed.

This is my family now, I thought, pushing Jacob and Moira aside – for now, at least. And I’m never letting them go.
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“Sir? Sir! Hey, right over here, sir!”

The girl waved at me from the other side of an old plywood table, having caught sight of me as I left the student commons. Although the day was warm and getting warmer, she had on an old army jacket and a knit cap. The table in front of her was littered with odds and ends – nothing particularly appealing. Yet, she was waving at me. After the living hell the last three weeks of my life had been, I could use a friendly face, even one trying to sell me something.

“Hey!” The girl tucked a strand of dyed, bright blue hair behind her ear and flashed a thousand-watt smile as I walked over, indicating the table in front of her with a gesture. “How are you doing this fine morning, sir? See anything you like? Homecoming is this week, maybe your sweetheart would like some jewelry?”

I chuckled ruefully. “I don't have one. I think you're the first person who's as much as smiled at me since I got to this school, actually.”

A shocked look came over her face. “What? That's bullshit, dude.”

Something about her honesty made me laugh, it was refreshing. “No, it's true. Everyone here hates me – they want nothing to do with me. I'm a pariah.”

She was shaking her head. “That can't be true. You're not a bad-looking guy, and hell, you even came over here when most people look at me like I've got some kind of disease. You'd think selling a few rare trinkets on campus was illegal – I swear.”

“Trinkets?” I surveyed the table with a critical eye. “Looks more like junk to me.”

She narrowed her eyes and shot me a wolfish grin. “I think I see why you don't have any friends, dude. What is your name, anyway? Weren't you supposed to get, like, a TA or a study buddy or someone your first week?”

I sighed. “Yeah. Mine dropped me.”

“I didn't know they could do that.”

“They usually can't. My name's Vance, by the way.”

The change in her face was immediate. Her eyes widened, her pretty mouth dropped open as she took a step back. 

“Oh, shit,” she said, comprehension dawning on her features. “Virgin Vance? That's you?”

Hearing those words come from the first nice person I'd met since I came to Buford College – it made me mad. Furious.

“It's not even true!” I yelled, making a fist. “I'm not a virgin – neither are the hundred other lies they made up about me!”

She held up her hands in a gesture of submission. “Woah, dude, calm down. Never said it was true. It's just – I've heard that name around campus a few times and I don't even go here. Who the hell did you piss off to make that happen?”

I sighed again, resigned. This conversation was going nowhere. I'd met the one person on campus who didn't understand the awful thing that had happened to me, and here I was explaining it to them. “The Demons.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Demons did this to you?”

“Not demons demons,” I said. “I'm not crazy. They call them The Demons. They're like the Skulls, or more like the fucking Illuminati, only more exclusive. I didn't even know they existed before I came here.”

She nodded, picking through her wares. She seemed to be looking for something in particular. “I see. Social club, super powerful, bad shit to mess with. What did you do to piss them off?”

I ran a hand across my forehead. It was really starting to get hot – how the hell was this girl not sweating? “I wish I knew.” 

“You know,” I said, “I was the first person in my family to go to college. My parents were so proud when I got the acceptance letter – all the hard work and studying I'd done was finally paying off. I was going to go to a good school, expand my academic horizons, maybe meet a nice girl and propose to her...instead, I got on the bad side of one person, one girl with more privilege in her pinky toe than I've had in eighteen years, and now it feels like my life is fucking over. These five girls – they won't stop until I'm expelled, disgraced and either working at a drive-thru or behind bars.”

I shook my head, apologizing. “Sorry for the rant.”

I looked up. To my surprise, the girl was looking at me intently, as if I'd said something very important. More than that, there was honest-to-God compassion on her face.

“I get it,” she said slowly. “That's hella unfair. You said there's five of them?”

“Five girls,” I said, “plus all their assorted hangers-on, friends and flunkies. But only five in the club. I even have their names on a piece of paper in my wallet – I don't know what good it'll do me...”

She shook her head. “That's okay. So...it would be five versus one, right?”

“What, if I took them on?” I shook my head in disbelief. “That's crazy talk. They'd have me expelled so fast...”

“Stranger things have happened,” she said with a small, secretive smile. “And there are certain...forces, let's say, that love situations like that. The underdog triumphing against the odds. Hold on, I want you to have something...”

She fished around under the table and came up with a small box, just the size to fit in her palm. “Ah, here we go.”

It popped open with an audible squeak, like it hadn't been opened in decades. Inside was a tiny ring – a men's school ring in gold. In the center was a small garnet the dark red of dried blood.

“Woah.” I examined it with a skeptical eye. “How much is that bad boy?”

“For you,” the salesgirl said with a smile, “on the house. I think it's about time things started going your way, isn't it, Vance?”

I glanced up at her, waiting for the other shoe to drop. “I don't know. I'm not really a jewelry kind of guy...”

“Dude are you serious?” She slid the ring out of the box and held it out on the tip of her index finger. “Rings are powerful. Didn't you ever read Lord of the Rings?”

I snorted. “That's a fantasy story.”

“So? A lot of that stuff was based on real life. In the old days, a King used to give his knights rings – the ones that had proved themselves in battle, shown they were worthy to serve him. They were a way of showing favor to a vassal – they were symbols of power.” She smirked. “And some of them, like this one, were magic.”

“Magic? What kind of magic does that ring do?”

The salesgirl coughed and rolled her eyes. “Protection from demons,” she said quickly. “The human sort not excluded. You wear this the next time they mess with you, it'll be a whole different story: promise.”

I held my hand out...then hesitated. For a moment it no longer felt like I was standing in the middle of campus on a warm day – instead, it was like I was on the edge of a windy cliff, thousands of years in the past. A golden princess, her eyes flashing like the sun, held out a ring – a ring that radiated warmth, burning like the core of the earth.

The salesgirl's voice brought me back to reality. “Please, Vance,” she said, almost pleading. “Just take it, dude. It's been so long since I've gotten to do something this nice for a mortal...”

The ring filled my view. I snatched it off her finger, almost guiltily, and stared at it in my open hand. It was surprisingly light, and looked swanky – I thought it would look great on my finger...

Just then, her words hit me. “Mortal? What do you mean...”

I glanced up. The stall, and the girl, were gone.

“Ah!” I took a step back, then glanced around the green frantically, as if I was going to see her hiding behind a tree or something. Had I been hallucinating? Was I so depressed that I had invented a friendly person to have a talk with, even if they were trying to sell me something?

Slowly, I opened my hand. The ring was still there. I took it and slid it over my ring finger – it fit as perfectly as if it was made for me. Of course it did.

A cold chill shot down my spine.

“Well, if it isn't Virgin Vance!”

I froze. “Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. Another round of bullshit was about to begin.

“What are you doing out here all by yourself, nerd? Talking to yourself because no one else wants to be near you?”

I turned around, already knowing (and dreading) what I was going to see. Standing before me was the #3 name on my list: Alyssa St. James, in an outfit that cost more than a year of my dad's salary and a perfectly bitchy expression on her cold, beautiful face.

She was the only one of the Demons I had seen before I got here: as a fashionista with connections, she'd dabbled in modeling before settling down into some vanity degree designed to legitimize her entry into Daddy's company. I was ashamed to admit her pictured had turned me on quite a bit; I had no idea the person behind the image was such a fucking monster.

“Hey, Alyssa,” I said, trying to keep a stammer from my voice. Christ, why was I such a coward?

“Don't 'hey' me like we're friends, weirdo. You're not my friend. You know what you are?”

I felt anger well up within me. “I have a feeling you're going to tell me.”

Her eyes flashed at that. “You're a piece of shit the Demons have stuck to our perfect heels – the kind you could never afford. And we're about to scrape you right off campus.”

“Wow,” I said, unable to stop myself. “That might be the most stupid metaphor I've ever heard.”

The insult did it's job; she took a big step backward, face going red with anger. “You fuck-face! Don't you know who I am? Hey...”

A wicked smile crossed her face. “You know, we're the only ones out here. I could tell the police that you did just about anything to me and they'd believe it. You got so frustrated that no girl in the school would give you pussy that you tried to force yourself on me – but you couldn't even get that right.” A triumphant gleam filled her eyes. “I could really sell it, too: tear my dress, smear my makeup, make big sad tears for the campus police-”

“Stop!” I shouted, holding up a hand. “Just shut the fuck up!”

With my eyes closed, it took a few seconds to realize that Alyssa indeed had stopped talking. I opened my eyes.

Alyssa stood there, looking confused. Her lips moved in mute surprise, like she'd lost control of her own voice.

The salesgirl's voice echoed in my head. Wear this the next time they try to mess with you. It'll end up different, I promise.

I glanced down at the ring, goosebumps raising on my skin. There was no fucking way.

“You can...you can talk,” I stammered.

“What the fuck was that?” Alyssa looked like she wanted to be angry but was too freaked out. “What the hell did you do to me?”

“You're not concerned about that,” I said quickly.

She cocked her head as if realizing she'd forgotten something important at home. “You're right,” she said, a tinge of confusion in her tone. “I don't care.”

Had it really worked? There was only one way to find out: I had to push it further.

“You're not going to make fun of me anymore,” I said. “No more 'Virgin Vance', no more spreading rumors around the school, no having your little sycophants leave dog shit in front of my dorm room. Got it?”

To my shock, she nodded. “Okay. I won't do that anymore.”

I was stunned. “How...how do you feel right now?”

She furrowed her brow, glancing around her surroundings. “I'm not sure. How should I feel, Vance?”

You're asking me? “Um...good.”

She smiled. It was like the sun coming out from the clouds after a long rainstorm. “You're right. I feel good. So good!”

“You feel good about me,” I said.

“I do feel good about you.” Still that same smile.

This was real. This was working. It took everything I had not to run off, I was out of my mind with surprise. In the back of my head, I kept thinking of Alyssa's photoshoots: those pictures of her in a naughty schoolgirl outfit, the newest design of the fashion company, or laying by the pool in a barely-there bikini. I wanted to see that girl, not this wretched bitch Demon. I wanted to see what was under all those fancy clothes. 

“In fact,” I said, a smile crossing my lips, “you like me a lot, Alyssa. You have for a really long time – you've just been scared to admit it. But you aren't scared anymore, are you?”

She shook her head, visibly relieved. “I'm so glad you figured it out, Vance. It's been so hard, plotting against you with the rest of the Demons – it's been tearing me apart...”

“You love me,” I said.

She froze, as if she'd eaten something that didn't agree with her. Nonsense rolled from her lips, her body began to shake. As it continued, her eyes began to roll back in her head and spittle formed in the corners of her lips.

“I...I lo....I loooo...”

“Stop,” I said. Okay, so there were limits to what this ring could do. I couldn't make Alyssa love me. But, I realized with glee, I didn't really need to, did I?

“You want to have sex with me,” I said.

She looked over at me with relief. “Yes,” she said. “I totally want to fuck you, Vance.”

“I'm the most fuckable man you've ever seen. You get wet every time you look at me.”

Her face flushed crimson; her knees rubbed together. “Shit, Vance...when you put it like that...”

“Let's go have sex,” I said, not believing the words that were tumbling from my mouth. “Right now.”

Alyssa looked around, shock on her face for a moment, before she broke out in a broad, excited grin. “Sure! I mean, why not! I'm not doing anything for the rest of the afternoon – and you are looking fine, Vance...”

“Exactly. Let's head to my dorm.”

I let her follow me all the way back to my dorm room, praying every step of the way we wouldn't run into one of the other Demons. I still wasn't sure of everything this ring could do, and controlling two people at once might be outside the scope of its powers. I didn't want to find out just yet.

Thankfully, there were no pranks set up when we got there. I opened the door and motioned for her to come inside. The dorm room was tiny, like most of them were, but modern and well put-together. It felt cozy, at least it had before the Demons had wrecked my entire college life.

That's about to change, I realized with pleasure. I remembered the salesgirl's words: it's about time things went your way for a change.

Alyssa stood in the middle of the room, biting her lip nervously.

“So...” she said, looking me up and down, “how do you want me?”

I sat down on the bed and leaned back, spreading my legs and relaxing. “Hmm. Why don't you strip for me first?”

“Sure,” she said with a smile. “I love performing. Got any music?”

In a few moments, I had a hip-hop song with a driving beat pouring from my speakers. I'd used the music to block out the outside world before now – and now I was going to watch Alyssa take off her clothes to it.

She undressed slowly, removing her jacket and jeans first before tossing them across the room. In just panties and heels below the waist, she sat in my lap and ground against my throbbing hardness as she undid her blouse and added it to the pile. Then she turned around, stuck her tits in my face and invited me to unclasp her bra. It was one of those fancy ones that open in the front; and let me tell you watching those tits spill free inches from my face was like heaven.

She let me kiss and lick them for a few moments while she ran her hand over my pants, massaging the growing bulge there. Then stepped back, giving me a view of her whole body.

She smiled bashfully. “You want to see my pussy, Vance?”

“Yeah,” I said – then a flash of inspiration hit. “One second.”

I got up and grabbed my phone off the charger – I'd left it back at the dorm for just that reason – and opened up the camera app.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“You love modeling, right?” I said. “You love giving guys naughty shots of your body.”

She bit her lip. “How did you know?”

“I have my ways.”

She posed for me, first by thrusting her tits out and opening her mouth in a classic “please let me blow you” pose, then turning around and moving her panties to the side while bent over, giving the camera a peek at her tight, pink pussy. After I'd gotten a dozen or so choice shots, I set the phone up in a tripod on the desk and pointed it at the bed.

“I'm going to film the two of us fucking,” I told her. “I want to be able to watch it again and again.”

I didn't tell her the real reason I wanted to film her – even hypnosis might not have been strong enough for that. Fortunately, she just batted her eyelashes and slid her panties down to her ankles.

“I love being in front of a camera,” she said. “I really come alive with a lens on me. You'll see.”

I led her over to the bed, and the center of the frame, and sat down. “I want you to blow me first,” I said.

She grinned and slid down to the floor, getting on her knees. Her fingers found the buckle of my belt and undid it, then pulled my pants down to the carpet. My cock stood up, practically throbbing from the massive excitement I was feeling – I was already dripping precum.

“Jesus that's a big cock,” she panted. “If the Demons knew you were packing that kind of heat, we never would have made fun of you...”

“I don't want to hear about the fucking Demons,” I said, taking her by the back of the head. “I want you to blow me.”

She glanced up at me and grinned, then made a perfect 'o' shape with her mouth. She brought it down on me, sliding me inside her inch by hot, perfect inch.

As she began to suck I glanced over to make sure the recorder was doing its work. The green light on my phone that let me know I was taking video was lit up. I was tempted to go check and make sure it was well-centered, but decided the mouth on my cock was too sweet to move away from. Besides, I thought, a little roughness will give the video that amateur awesomeness.

“That's good,” I said, tapping her on the chin. She looked disappointed, until I reached between her legs and began to stroke her slit. “I want to feel your cunt.”

“Yes, sir!” She said with a smile, leaning over the bed. I spread her legs with my hand, turning her slightly so that we were at a good angle for the camera. Then I slipped behind her and positioned my cock at the gates of her entrance. I could feel the warmth pouring off her like an open oven.

At the last moment, something occurred to me. “Are you on the pill? I'm not wearing a condom.”

She looked over her shoulder and nodded. “Yes. You don't have to worry, baby, it's safe.”

Strangely, all I felt was disappointment. The thought of blowing a load in her unprotected pussy...it was so good it gave me shivers. I had another wicked thought.

“Tonight, you're going to flush those pills down the toilet,” I told her, taking her by the hair and spreading her legs even wider. “You're never going to touch those things again. And if you don't have a big fucking bump come the end of the semester, I'm going to bring you back here and give you a spanking you'll never forget. You understand?”

“Yes, sir!” She cried. “I - oh fuck baby yes!”

Then she stopped talking in words that made sense, because I was inside her, thrusting and spreading her soft pussy lips, pounding her so hard the bed shook. I glanced over at the camera again to make sure it was working and winked.

Let's see what the Demons think of that.

She lay prone against the bed with her ass in the air as I fucked her from behind, sliding fully in and out of her with each thrust.

“Thanks to you and your friends, I haven't gotten a date the entire time I've been here,” I said. “I haven't gotten laid in three weeks. That's three weeks of come waiting to blow inside your pussy.”

She let out a low groan of pleasure at this news.

“You want it, Alyssa? You want that inside you?”

“Mmmh, fuck yes Vance!” Alyssa was naughty as hell as she raked the side of my thigh with her nails, coaxing me even deeper inside her. “Give me all of it, baby! I want every drop! Give me that sweet, sticky come Vance please...”

I came with a roar, emptying my balls inside of her. Three weeks of pent up aggression, disappointment and frustration ebbed out of my body as my fertile seed flowed into Alyssa's womb. The sensation sent her over the edge and then she was coming, her already-tight pussy spasming around my dick, coaxing even more come from my cock.

I felt like a new man when I pulled out of her. I walked over to the phone, picked it up and held it over Alyssa's freshly fucked body, letting the viewer get a good look at my come as it oozed out of her.

“And that,” I said. “is how you do it.” I switched the camera off.

Alyssa got dressed and said her goodbyes, not leaving before she gave me a massive goodbye kiss that left my erection stiffening again. Round Two was tempting, but I decided not to push my luck just yet.

After all, there were four more girls who needed some revenge.

I watched her go, not a care in the world, no anxiety in her mind that a few hours ago I was her worst enemy in the world. Dimly, I wondered how she'd react to the video when her friends saw it – then I decided I didn't care.

Once she was gone, I hooked the phone to my computer, transferred the video, and got busy posting it on every porn site I could upload it to. Then I started crafting the links I'd spam all over social media. The Demons could spread hurtful shit about me around campus? I could do the same back to them. By this time tomorrow, the entire campus would be buzzing over this video. And the Demons would see one of their own, getting fucked by the guy they hated most. They'd retaliate, for sure – I wasn't dumb, I knew this was a declaration of war – but at the very least, no one on campus would ever be calling me “Virgin Vance” again.

I glanced down at my new ring and smiled. Thank you, I thought, whoever you were.

As it uploaded, I fished around in my pocket and pulled out the List. I had made it this morning, in a fit of anger, vowing revenge against everyone on it. At the time, it had seemed an impossible dream. Now...now it was my hunting list.

I glanced over the names:

The DEMONS

Emily Underwood

Kimberly Jacobs

Alyssa St. James

Soojin Park

Madison Van Owens

Smiling, I took a pen and scratched a line through Alyssa's name. One down, I thought. Four to go.





Owning The Tease (The Demon Prince Part Two)
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“I just don't understand,” Alyssa said. “I was in the Demons for four years. Those girls were my best friends in the whole world. How could they just shut me out of their lives like that?”

“Well,” I said, sliding my hand between her legs, “you did fuck me.”

She laughed and snuggled closer under the comforter, bringing her warm, wet slit within reach of my fingers. “There is that.”

The two of us lay in bed in my dorm room, caressing each others' bodies and staring up at the ceiling after some intense mid-afternoon fucking. Alyssa had a class that ended at noon and another that started at three, so we'd been meeting at my dorm between them during the week. It had been my idea, but it'd been easy to convince her – it was easy to convince her of anything, now.

“They just don't understand,” she said, rolling back on her shoulders and putting her head against my chest. “If they knew how you made me come like a fountain, they'd never hold this against me. They'd stop making fun of you.”

I took her wrist in my hand and slowly led it down to where my cock lay, coated in a mix of our juices. She gave a naughty grin and began to run her fingers gently over it, stimulating it back to life slowly.

“Is that what you expected to happen?” I asked. “That they'd just stop?”

She turned serious for a moment and nodded. “I feel awful for the way we've treated you, Vance. I thought when they saw the two of us together, they'd realize how wrong they were, too – and stop. Instead, they kicked me to the curb.”

She pouted – but her fingers didn't cease their motion. “They don't know what they're missing.”

“Mmh hmm.” I raised my hand up from under the covers, letting the ring on my finger catch the light and glow gently. Three days ago, a young saleswoman outside the commons had given me this ring – then disappeared. I had no idea who she was, but she talked about medieval kings like she'd rubbed shoulders with them. I still didn't understand how the ring worked, but there was one thing I knew it could do – control the minds of the Demons, the all-controlling group of girls who ruled our school and made my first semester a living hell. Alyssa had been one, before the ring convinced her fucking me was much more fun than mocking me.

“I have a confession to make,” I said, turning the ring this way and that on my finger. Her eyes followed it back and forth.

When she spoke, her voice was far away and dreamy. “Yeah?”

“I didn't just bring you here today to fuck you – although that was pretty great. I also need some information. It's okay, though, you want to tell me everything I need to know.”

As I said it, a determined gleam came into her eyes. “Damn right! I'll tell you anything you want to know if it'll help you hurt those wretched bitches.” She stroked me gently, rolling over until she was practically straddling me. “Or did you want to go for round two first?”

“In a minute. First, tell me: where is the Demons' hideout?”

She smiled crookedly. “Hideout? We're – they're – not pirates, Vance. They're co-eds.”

My heart sank. I had hoped to get them all in a room together, end this with one smooth stroke. “But you had to have a meeting place – somewhere all five of you got together and planned things. Like what sort of shit you were going to do to me.”

“Oh, we had meetings,” she said, nodding. “Just not, like, a meeting place. We met different places each time.”

Shit. “Who decided where you met? Emily?”

If the Demons had a leader, Emily Underwood was it. I assumed she would have to be my next target.

But Alyssa surprised me. “Nope. Soojin did all that. Sent us all a text with the location an hour or two before the meeting.”

“Hmm.” I lay back, allowing myself for a moment to stop thinking and just enjoy the feeling of Alyssa's body, her wet, tight, model's body all over me.

After a moment, I opened my eyes. “That's interesting. So, if I could find Soojin and convince her to stop being mean, the same way I convinced you, I could find out where the Demons meet.”

“Yeah, you could, sure.” She cocked her head. “You want to talk to all of them?”

Oh, I wanted to do way more than talk. “Yeah. Definitely. I think it's the best way to bury the hatchet.”

Alyssa smiled widely, flashing those photograph-perfect teeth. “Awesome! Maybe once you clear things up, they'll let me back in. Maybe they'll even promote me as a way of saying sorry.”

“Maybe,” I said without much conviction. “So, where could I find Soojin this time of day?”

Alyssa bit her lip and ground her hips gently against me. I let out a groan of pleasure as her warm, wet pussy brushed my cock, only to pull back just as I was getting really hard.

“You sure you want to go now, Vance?”

“Well,” I said with a grin, “let's say: where would she be about forty-five minutes from this time of day?”

I expected her to tell me and get down to business, but her smile only got wider. “You really want to know?”

I was confused. “Yes?”

“You sure? It's...kind of a secret. I'm totally not supposed to tell anyone – it's one of the worst things I could spill as a Demon.”

Now I really wanted to know what she was hiding. I clasped her face with my hand, letting the ring caress her skin. I had no idea if that would make it stronger, but it couldn't hurt.

“Tell me,” I commanded. “You want so badly to tell me.”

She giggled. “Well, alright. If you insist. Forty five minutes from now, Soojin will be just starting one of her shows.”

“Shows?” Now I was really confused. “Like a soap opera or something?” I couldn't imagine Soojin being an addict to daytime TV.

She giggled again, a little louder this time. “No, silly! One of her shows. On the internet.”

Something about the way she said internet made my cock twitch in my boxers. “Somehow I don't think you're talking about those people who film themselves playing video games for a living.”

She flashed a naughty smile. “It'll be so much better if I show you.”

Glancing over me, she cast her gaze around the room. “Where's your laptop?”

Rolling off the bed (my body already aching from the loss of contact), I found my laptop, switched it on and handed it over. The two of us lay in bed together as she logged in and navigated to a cam site, a place where people watched live footage of women stripping and taking requests for money. My eyes widened as I realized what Alyssa must have meant by 'show'.

She clicked ALL CAMS then narrowed it down to CAMS>ASIAN and began to scroll.

“Suzy's Financial Domination?” I read, aghast.

“Yeah. It's a form of humiliation, basically: making fun of guys until they give you their money. Her show won't be starting for a bit, but there's a recording of last week's performance we can watch. Wanna see?”

I nodded. “Show me.”

She double-clicked and jumped us into a random point about halfway through the video. It showed a fancy-looking bedroom with a massive bed, and on it was Soojin Park, legs spread wide wearing nothing but panties and a tight little nightie. She was sneering at the camera and making jerk-off noises.

“You want to see this pussy, don't you?” she asked, staring straight into the camera. Then she shook her head, fixing the invisible viewer with disgust.

“You don't deserve to see this pussy. None of you losers could ever see a tight Asian pussy like this without giving me all of your money. Give me some more, losers, and maybe I'll let you have a little...tiny...peek.”

In the corner of the screen, a counter read '22'. A few seconds later, it jumped to 24.

I glanced over at Alyssa. She was watching the show, a strange smile on her face. “I'm guessing that number is...?”

“The number of people watching,” Alyssa said with a nod. “That's a pretty low number, actually – there's usually more turning in to see Sooj.”

“Uh huh. And those cash register noises I keep hearing every few seconds...”

Alyssa laughed. “Oh, you mean the ching-chings? That's what Soojin calls them. That sound plays every time someone watching the stream makes a donation. Each one is ten dollars. The more donations she gets, the more clothes Soojin takes off.”

I thought of how many of those noises I'd heard in the background just over the last few seconds and whistled. These guys were putting down serious bank. “Just takes her clothes off?” I asked. “All she does is strip?”

“Well, if a guy really throws his wallet at her, sometimes she'll play with herself a little bit,” Alyssa said. “But she doesn't like to do that. She gets off on teasing them, just as much as they get off on being dominated.”

A plan was already beginning to form in my head. “So she'd never, say, blow a guy on camera if they paid her enough? Or shove a dildo in her pussy if the price was right?”

Alyssa giggled. “Are you kidding? She'd never do that. Soojin doesn't do things with boys. She gets off on frustrating them, driving them nuts. She's the ultimate tease. I don't think she's ever even actually let a guy fuck her.”

My mouth dropped open. I watched the recording: Soojin was busy insulting her viewers as they tossed money at her. As I lay there, she pulled back her nightie enough to show the barest hint of a nipple, then stuck her tongue out and covered it back up.

“You're kidding me. Never?”

“Never.”

“And you said she's got a show starting in a half-hour? Where does she do these shows? You have to know.”

“Yeah, that's Sooj's townhouse,” Alyssa said, pointing at the screen. “Her guest bedroom, I'm pretty sure. And she's always in the same place.”

“Give me the address,” I commanded, rolling off the bed and fumbling for my shirt.

Alyssa pouted and paused the recording. “You're leaving? I thought I could blow you while you watched Soojin. I wouldn't have shown you in the first place if it meant you were going to leave.”

“Sorry, babe,” I said, hastily putting on my clothes, “I don't want to miss the show. I'll tell you what – why don't you skip class and stay here. Watch Soojin's show – I think you'll enjoy it quite a bit today – and after I'm done, I'll bring her back here with me and we can all relax a bit.”

A shocked smile spread over Alyssa's face. “You're going to fuck Soojin? There's no way – she doesn't do that.”

––––––––
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“I can be very convincing,” I said with a lopsided grin. “And besides – you want me to make up with the Demons, don't you?”

Slowly, she nodded.

“So give me the address. You want to help me.”

And after a quick glance at my ring, she did.

––––––––
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xXx

––––––––
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Soojin's townhouse was in the nicest section of town, so parking was an absolute bitch. By the time I got there, talked my way past the guy manning the front door and picked the door to Sooj's suite with an old expired credit card (a trick that had saved my ass when I'd locked myself out of my apartment), I could already hear Soojin swearing up a storm, insulting the men who had tuned in to watch her strip off her clothes and “financially dominate” them.

I took off my shoes and crept through the apartment, the plush carpet like massage therapy for my toes. I found the guest bedroom by following the sound of Sooj's voice, and in no time at all I was on the other side of the door, peering in.

“So, you losers have nothing better to do than spend your afternoon paying me?”

Today, Soojin had traded her nighty for a set of lingerie that would make any red-blooded man's mouth water: a lacy black bra and panty set with fishnet garters, along with high pointed fuck-me heels. She looked like a Victoria's Secret dominatrix and was cursing like a sailor.

“You want to see my tight little Asian pussy, don't you?” She asked, cupping her panties and snickering. “You can't afford pussy like this. You're all a bunch of little bitch boys. You'll never know what it's like to have this tight little pussy all over your dick, pleasing you all so tight and snug with all those little ridges...”

God damn, I was getting hard just listening to her. I wasn't so hot about the whole “give me all your money” part, but she was damn good at dirty talk. I could listen to her describe all the ways her tight little body could please me all day, but I'd rather experience them first hand – so I opened the door and stepped inside.

Soojin whirled around, her eyes wide with shock. “What the fuck are you doing here? Who are you?”

“Damn,” I said with a smirk, looking her up and down. “You look even better in person than you do on the Internet.”

Recognition flashed in her eyes. Her pretty face went ghostly white. “Vance!? Is that you?”

She turned back to the camera, frantic. “Anyone watching this, please – this is the guy I told you about. Call the police right now! Have them come to 122-”

“Shut up,” I commanded, holding up the ring.

Instantly, Soojin's mouth snapped closed.

A triumphant smile stretched my face. “Turn around,” I said.

She turned slowly, her face full of fear. She trembled gently, looking at me like I was a poisonous viper that had somehow snuck up next to her.

I was going to have fun with Soojin. But first...

I glanced past her and looked directly at the camera. “Hi there. You could do what she said, guys, and call the cops on me. Or...” I looked back at Soojin.

“Do a jumping jack, Soojin.”

Soojin reacted instantly: she jumped into the air, smacked her hands together and came back down, her face full of bewilderment.

I held up the ring for Soojin's audience to see. “Like I said, you can call the cops, or you can keep watching the show. I promise you: today, you won't have to pay a dime. And this little slut will finally give you everything she's been taunting you about. What do you guys say?”

There was a screen next to the camera turned to the live feed of the recording, allowing Soojin to see the things her audience typed as they happened. As soon as I finished talking, the feed went totally nuts. There were fifteen people watching, and all of them wanted to tell me how they felt.

OMG this is so hot!!!

I ain't sayin' shit, go for it dude

MAKE THAT BITCH SHOW US HER PUSSY

Police? Ha, maybe they can watch too!

I read over the responses and turned back to Soojin, a wicked smile on my face. “Your audience wants the show to go on. Guess that's what happens when you frustrate a bunch of guys and give them blue balls every day, Soojin. Give them the chance and they'll turn on you like that.”

A low moan left Soojin's mouth as she struggled against my control.

“Oh!” I said, abruptly realizing. “You think I'm going to do to you what I did to Alyssa. You think I'm going to make you like this. Well, I am – but not now. You've dominated these guys, now I think it's time they got to dominate you a bit. Starting with this guy.” I glanced back at the monitor. “I think he wanted to see your 'tight little Asian slit?'”

“Let me go right now,” Soojin whispered. “I have a lot of pull in the Demons. I can get them off your back-”

“Why would I want them off my back?” I asked with a laugh. “I'd rather have you on your back – you and the rest of them. You messed with the wrong guy. Now take off that bra and those panties. Leave the garters and the heels on.”

Soojin whimpered but did as I said. First her lacy bra came off, dropping to the floor as her soft, chestnut-colored breasts were exposed to the viewing audience. Then her panties, sliding over her knees and down to the floor, giving everyone a view of her tight, shaved slit. I knew every guy tuning into the stream was creaming their pants at finally getting to see Soojin naked, after all the teasing and blue balls. But I was just getting started.

“Spread your legs some,” I said. “Give them a real good view of what they've been paying to see.”

As she did, I walked over and grabbed the monitor, then drug it over so that it was within arm's reach.

“Alright, guys,” I said, pointing at the monitor. “This is your lucky day. I am currently taking requests of exactly what you'd like to see me do to miss Soojin the tease. And,” I said, grinning, “none of you needs to pay me a dime. But if you've got some recording software at home, I'd really love a copy of this for later – I'm sure Soojin's friends would love to see it.”

A small sob shook Soojin's frame.

The requests came pouring in. A couple were too ridiculous to try in reality, and some of them were tamer than what I was looking for. But one suggestion sounded just right:

Spank her, dude!

I turned from the feed and grinned wolfishly at Soojin. “Looks like they want me to spank you,” I said.

“Please, no,” she whimpered.

“I think it's only fair,” I said, undoing my belt. “After all, you have been a very bad girl. Wouldn't you agree, guys?”

The screen filled with variations of “YES!”

I ordered Soojin to bend over the bed, her legs spread and her pert ass positioned facing the audience. Then I snapped my belt, cracking it like a whip just over her ass cheeks. She whimpered and shook, expecting a blow where there was none.

I gave her a moment of relief, then began.

My belt came down on her ass, first the left cheek then the right, then horizontally across both. For all her boasting and trash talk, Soojin turned out to be a total wimp when it came to a little spanking: she cried out and screamed like I was beating the shit out of her instead of giving her some light foreplay.

“Are you trying to get someone to call the cops?” I asked derisively, just before I brought the leather of my belt down on her ass. “It won't work – your doorman told me these apartments are soundproofed. Probably why you can yell at these guys so loud. No one is coming to help you.”

“Fuck!” Soojin cried, visibly losing hope as my belt connected with her skin again. I smacked her a few more times until I began to feel it in my arm muscles, then looked over at the feed for more inspiration.

They had formed a sort of voting group, arguing with each other before presenting their suggestion in a block, one viewer after another asking for the same thing. So when I looked over, all I saw was a whole screen of people saying: make her suck you off!

“These guys want to see what it's like to see you stretch that pretty mouth around a cock,” I said, taking Soojin by the chin. “I don't think you've ever given a guy head before, am I right?”

There were tears in Soojin's eyes. She looked back at the screen, desperate to elicit some sympathy.

“Guys, I'm so sorry,” she begged. “I've been an awful teasing bitch to you all – I'm so, so sorry! Please, I swear if one of you calls the police, I'll give you all your money back and I swear I'll make it up to you-”

“They don't want their money back,” I snarled, jerking her head to the side. “They want what they paid for. You, getting fucked and humiliated, instead of them. Instead of me.”

“Please, no!”

“Did you get off on it with me, too?” I asked, working my cock free of my pants. “Did it make you wet when the Demons made my life a fucking hell? Did you come your panties every time you contacted a girl and made sure she'd cancel her date with me?”

“No, no I swear I didn't,” Soojin begged. “I would never-”

“I'm not interested in hearing your lies,” I said, sliding my cock into her mouth.

Soojin gagged in surprise and fought, but a glance at my ring and a command to be still later, I was fucking her tight little throat with abandon. I was savage, not caring about her one bit – all this talk had made me angry, made me remember the injustices the Demons had heaped on top of me in such a short time. This was payback, and payback was supposed to be a bitch.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I gasped, taking her by the throat. It felt so good to stretch the walls of her mouth around my cock, but I knew there was one thing that would feel even better – would be the ultimate humiliation.

“What about that tight little Asian pussy you're always bragging about?” I asked, gripping Soojin by the shoulders. “I think I'd like to find out just how nice and tight it is.”

A glance at the feed showed screaming agreement, along with dozens of exclamation points and celebratory GIFs. The viewers were going nuts, some of them mentioned they had already come two or three times, this was like Christmas for them.

“Let's give them a good view,” I said, turning Soojin so that her spread pussy lips were clearly visible to the crowd. I got to the side of her and slowly positioned my cock at her entrance, pressing the lips apart with the throbbing purple head.

“Christ, that is tight,” I said, laughing. “Fellas, I'm happy to report that she was not just talking shit about her tight little pussy. Want me to see how far I can stretch it?”

I looked at the feed: it was a field of yes's.

Grinning savagely, I buried myself inside Soojin to the hilt, becoming the first man to fuck her virgin pussy. True to her word, she was tight: so snug I could barely fit my entire girth inside of her. I'd never felt a pussy that gripped my cock that way – it drove me wild, drawing an ecstatic cry from my throat almost instantly.

“Fuck that feels good! I wish all of you could know how good this little slut feels...”

Suddenly, through the haze of pleasure, inspiration struck. It was an idea so hot, so nasty, so utterly humiliating that I nearly came instantly.

I pulled Soojin over, fucking her as I brought the keyboard to me. A cursory glance confirmed that I had the ability to type to the feed, just like they could send messages to me, so I fired off a quick one – then held my finger to my lips and shushed them into silence.

Pulling back, I fucked Soojin harder, the thought of what I was about to do spurring me on.

The thought suddenly occurred to me. “You've never been with a man before, Soojin – I bet you're not on any birth control, are you?”

She glanced back and shook her head no, a grimace on her face.

“Oh, shit.” That was so hot. “I'm going to come inside you, Soojin – I'm going to blow my wad in your tight little Asian pussy. I'm going to fill you up with my seed and make you so fucking pregnant...”

I trailed off into a harsh, guttural grunt and came. Relief filled my veins, I gripped her hips and buried myself as deep inside her as I could as I drained my balls directly into her virgin cunt. I could feel her walls contracting around me; without any prompting, the force of my cock and my explosive orgasm had sent Soojin over the edge, her body betraying her with a brain-melting, shameful orgasm.

“Oh that's so good,” I said, pulling out of her as I came down from my peak. “You came too, didn't you, Soojin? It's okay, you can admit it.”

“Yes,” she said. “I came so hard – I didn't want to but I did...”

“It's okay,” I said. Holding up the ring, I brought her close. “Everything is okay, Soojin. You're not upset at all.”

As I and everyone at home watch, Soojin's face filled with wonder. “I'm...I'm not upset,” she said, surprised.

“No, why would you be? You love this – this is what you've been wanting, all this time. For someone to come here and take what you've been teasing all these horny guys with. It's your most secret fantasy.”

Soojin blushed deeply and hid her face with her hands, my commands becoming true in her mind. “How did you know...?”

“I know everything, Soojin. Now, don't feel bad. I know you feel bad about all the men you've teased and all the money you took from them, but I've got a solution. Come, look here.” I held out the screen.

She read it over, frowning in confusion. “I don't...I don't understand.”

I smiled indulgently. “These are the names and addresses of the men who've been 'donating' to your show, Soojin. You thought they were giving their money away, but really what they were doing is putting down a down payment on you. Do you understand?”

Her face went slack, but remained confused. “I don't, Vance. Help me?”

I nodded. The direct approach was best when it came to hypnosis, after all. “What you're going to do, Soojin, is go to each of these men's homes. Wherever they live, no matter how far away. I know you've got the money to do it. And when you get there, you're going to let these men do everything they've been dreaming of doing to your tight little Asian pussy. And you're going to love every second of it. Now do you understand?”

Her eyes went wide, and a huge stupid grin plastered itself to her face. “Yes, Vance! Oh, guys, I'm so happy! I can't wait to meet each and every one of you – and let you fuck me the way Vance just did! Oh, shit I'm so excited!”

“They're excited too,” I said, patting her on the ass. Then I remembered one last thing.

“Oh, and Alyssa,” I said, pointing at the camera, “since you're watching this – make sure to get a copy of this show. I have a feeling the other Demons are really going to want to see this.”





Owning The Cheerleader (The Demon Prince Part Three)
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The Demons were on lockdown.

After what had happened to Alyssa St. James and Soojin Park, the remaining members of the Demons had run for cover, withdrawing from class and campus life. The three of them hadn't been seen in days, and rumors swirled around campus as to their whereabouts. Some said they'd transferred to another school; others that they had declared war on each other and the school was about to become a battlefield. But all the rumors had one thing in common: me.

There were two videos circulating around campus, hitting the student body like atom bombs one after the other. In the first, Alyssa St. James – former underwear model and chief fashionista of the Demons – stripped down to her bra and panties before bending over her dorm bed and letting me take her from behind, talking dirty and telling the camera how much she loved me all the while. For a day after it dropped (showing up in the new releases on every major porn site no matter how many takedowns were issued) there was a debate on campus as to whether or not it was even real – the iron fist of the Demons was that strong.

If one video could be dismissed as a fake, the second ended the debate beyond all doubt: it was the recording I'd had Alyssa take of Soojin Park's final “show”: her daily cam show of humiliation and financial domination. It was Soojin's greatest secret: nearly every day, she stripped down to panties and garters while insulting and teasing her anonymous audience, collecting “donations” all the while that financed her taste for designer clothes. Only this time, an uninvited guest showed up halfway through the performance: me again. 

The thought of it – commanding her lithe little body to fulfill my every desire, forcing her to beg forgiveness to all the men she'd teased into frustration – still made me hard. The fact that I'd capped the whole thing off by forcing her to actually visit her top supporters and give them a personal “thank you” was just icing on the cake. 

So nobody was calling me 'Virgin Vance' anymore. Actually, people seemed lately to not know what to think about me: I had scared off the Demons, and had Alyssa St. James on my arm like a trophy wherever I went on campus. After weeks of meeting every day, the former Demon was something more than my sex slave but something less than my girlfriend – a totally new category that excited me with its possibilities.

All these things combined: my two victories over the Demons, my increased social status on campus and my new, gorgeous fuck buddy, led me to one inevitable conclusion – I had won. The three remaining members of the Demons weren't coming back. I had won my freedom, gotten the girl, and redeemed my academic life, all thanks to the strange and powerful ring a mysterious stranger handed me one fateful day. I felt invincible.

I couldn't have been more wrong.

––––––––
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“So, I'm being expelled,” I said, as casually as I could.

Alyssa just about choked on her vegetarian turkey wrap. “Wait, what?”

She coughed violently, raising a hand in front of her like she was trying to ward away my statement. We were sitting at the table in the school cafeteria that had previously been reserved by the Demons – yet another way I had been too cocky, taking over their territory. Heads turned to stare at Alyssa as she took a huge sip of her water and cleared her throat.

Finally, she calmed down. “Baby, what the hell do you mean 'expelled'? What did you do?”

I chuckled darkly. “I just found out on the way over here. The Dean has apparently been informed by several 'very credible' witnesses that I've been cheating on all my exams in two of my classes this semester.”

Alyssa looked confused for a moment, then paled as comprehension dawned on her face. “Witnesses?”

“Yep.” I couldn't believe the words were coming out of my mouth. “Three of them, in fact. I'll give you one guess what their names are.”

It was a rhetorical question, but Alyssa was so shocked she nevertheless whispered: “Emily Underwood. Kimberly Jacobs. Madison Van Owens.”

I nodded. “Yep. I was an idiot, Alyssa.”

Her face grew concerned. She took my hand in hers and ran her fingers over the top, caressing me. Lately I wasn't sure how much of her affection was hypnosis and how much of it was genuine: I was beginning to suspect the second had started to outweigh the first.

“It'll be okay,” she said. “It's just your word against theirs, right? And you didn't do anything. You should be fine!”

I shook my head. “It's three on one, Alyssa. And there's no telling how many favors the faculty owe the Demons. I'm fucked, plain and simple – unless I manage to change their minds.”

“Their minds?” For an instant, I was sure Alyssa thought I meant the Dean's. Then her eyes strayed to the ring on my finger. It was a thin, golden band, with a stone the dark red of dried blood. It held a power I didn't understand, one that let me control the wills of the same group of girls that had made my collage life a living hell. And it was the only thing that could save me now.

“You couldn't go to the Dean and, um, explain things to him, could you?” Alyssa asked.

“I wish. I've tried the ring on other people before – just walked up to people at random – it doesn't work. It only affects the Demons. Otherwise I wouldn't be so worried.”

She nodded. “How long do you have?”

I sighed. “They're setting up an honor council meeting in three days. I was hoping to get a chance to face my accusers, but apparently the faculty meets with them first, then keeps them completely separate from me. We're never in the same room together. Which means I have just under three days to find Emily, Kimberly and Madison and get them to recant their testimony.”

“Yikes. That's not very long at all.”

“I know. And their trail has gone cold.” I pushed away my plate of sushi, ran my fingers through my hair. “I've asked around, spoke with their teachers, even hunted down some of those people who follow them around and kiss their asses all the time – no one has the slightest idea where they've run off to.”

She looked around nervously before taking another sip of water. The sun peered out from behind a cloud and cast a long shadow across the table, cutting my plate in half.

“If there's anything I can do, baby,” Alyssa said solemnly, “just say the word.”

“I appreciate that,” I said, nodding. “You have to have some idea – where could they be hiding? If you were still a Demon and something like this happened, where would you go?”

“Honestly, I'd go wherever Emily told me to,” Alyssa said with a giggle. “She kind of rules the roost. Hey...wait a second...”

“What?” My heart jumped in my chest. Her tone sounded almost encouraging.

“I'm not sure about Em or Kim,” she said with a slow, secretive smile, “but I'm pretty sure I know where Maddie is going to be tonight.”

“You do?” That was a start. Compared to where I'd been an hour ago, it was downright hopeful. “Where?”

“The Cougars have a home game tonight.”

I stared at her, waiting for her to explain the rest. “Yeah?”

She chuckled indulgently. “Yeah. Maddie is a cheerleader, remember?”

I still didn't get it. “And? There's no way she's going to show up – it'd be too risky.”

Alyssa scoffed and rolled her eyes. “Vance, you're great, but you don't understand Maddie like I do. Madison Van Owens isn't just a cheerleader. She's the cheerleader. She'd rather die than get cut from the team. She'll be there – probably with every big, muscle-bound guy she can convince to keep her safe from you.”

“Huh. Now that is good to know,” I said. Suddenly, my food didn't seem half as interesting as our conversation. “If I could get two minutes alone with her, I could convince her to change her story. And I might find out where Emily and Kim are, too. But the Demons are on high alert now – there's no way they'll get me get within a hundred feet of Madison.”

Alyssa didn't say anything, but her mouth twisted up into a strange little smile. I stared at her, confused.

“What?”

“I just had a great idea, Vance,” Alyssa said, her smile growing wider. “Want to take me on a date tonight?”

––––––––
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I had never been to one of our college's football games before. Between class and the constant pranks and teasing by the Demons, I had never had time. The second Alyssa and I set foot in the stadium, I regretted never having come before.

The whole place had the atmosphere of a party. Drunk girls were everywhere: decked out in face paint, school jerseys and not much else. There was food and beer everywhere, smiling faces, and the shared camaraderie that only rooting for the home team can give a crowd.

Alyssa held onto my arm, practically dragging me along in her excitement. “Oh, I love the games! Emily always told us we had to be so cool and above it all, so I never got to really get excited – but now, I can really be my true self!”

“Sure,” I said, giving her arm a little squeeze. “I'm glad you're having fun. Just remember we've got a job to do.”

Her eyes flashed wickedly. “Oh, I haven't forgotten. I'm looking forward to it. Maddie and I were never friends – I can't wait to see that bitch get what she deserves.”

We found our seats (they were terrible, of course – my ticket options were still in pre-Demons mode) and promptly abandoned them, wandering around the stadium hoping to catch a glimpse of the famed Cougar cheerleading squad. Finally Alyssa squeezed my hand and pointed. Following her gaze, I saw a group of figures, ant-tiny from so high up, wearing red and white uniforms.

“That's them,” Alyssa said. “And that's Maddie right in the middle. See her?”

I did. Of all the Demons, Madison Van Owens was probably the most popular and recognizable on campus, though according to Alyssa she was actually near the bottom of the Demons' own standing. She was the public face of the school's cheerleading squad and a constant booster for campus activities. Her body was a testament to the power of hard work and training – she was lithe and tight, with barely a hint of body fat. She was a tiny, blonde little minx, and every boy on campus dreamed of sinking his cock inside her and finding out just how well those cheerleading moves translated to the bedroom.

As we worked our way down, pushing through the throngs of people, I kept my eyes on Madison. She and the rest of the team went through a series of simple cheerleading moves, warming up the crowd, then gave us all a bow and headed inside.

“That's where they are,” I said, pointing.

Alyssa nodded. “Are you ready?”

I took her hand and squeezed. “Just like we rehearsed. Make sure you turn your phone on when you get to the lockers, I want to hear everything.”

“Can do.” She leaned over and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Wish me luck.”

We split up – she continued heading down, moving gracefully through the crowd (some of whom recognized her and gave a start) while I headed back, to the adjacent parking garage and Alyssa's black SUV.

I crawled inside and lay down in the backseat, relaxing my muscles and calming myself down as I imagined Alyssa getting closer to our goal. After a moment, my phone started vibrating.

“Hey,” I said.

“You in position?” It was Alyssa.

“Yep. Good to go. You?”

“Coming up on the locker rooms now. I'm tucking you in my pocket, I'll give a yell if something goes wrong. Everybody's looking at me like I just escaped from some cult, so I must have gotten the look right.”

“The look?”

“Yeah, I tore my clothes up a bit and mussed up my hair. Nothing I can't fix later. Now don't say a word – I don't want Maddie hearing anything.”

I closed my mouth and settled back. A second later, I heard a rustling as Alyssa's slid her cell phone into the front pocket of her blouse. The sound became muffled and bassy, but in the quiet of the SUV I could still hear everything just fine.

I didn't have long to wait. After some more rustling and the sound of doors opening and closing, there was a strangled gasp.

“Alyssa? What the fuck are you doing here?” I recognized that voice: Madison Van Owens.

I have to give Alyssa credit – she's one hell of an actress. If she wasn't already a model, she could make it in Hollywood. She put the perfect amount of frantic desperation and disorientation in her voice as she started begging Madison for help.

“Maddie, oh thank God it's you. You've got to help me, Maddie, he's after me!”

I could practically hear Madison's eyes widen. “Vance is here?”

“He made me lead him here, Maddie,” Alyssa said, the words spilling out over top of each other. “He did something to me! He's got that ring, and when I looked at it, it was like I was somebody else. He told me to do things and I just couldn't say no. He made me turn against the rest of the Demons, Maddie! Please, you've got to tell Emily I'm sorry...”

“Calm down.” Madison's voice was steady now, but wary. “How did you get away?”

“It just...wore off,” Alyssa said. “One minute I was doing what he told me, the next I was me again. He wasn't watching me – I don't think he knows that can happen.”

There was a pause. “Good,” Madison said. “That's really, really good. So it's not permanent. Emily will be glad to hear that.”

“Oh Christ, Emily!” Alyssa said, sounding honestly aggrieved for a moment. “You've got to tell Emily I didn't mean it. I didn't do anything to hurt the Demons – you've got to let me back in. If you don't, he'll just get me again...”

I could feel Madison's nod. “Okay. Yeah, of course. Right after the game, we'll go to her and explain everything-”

“After the game!?” Alyssa sounded panicked. “Maddie, he's coming for you right now! He's here, in the stadium!”

“Shit.” I heard Madison pace back and forth for a moment, thinking. “Alright. I'll tell Damien we need to get out of here.”

“No.” The phone crackled as Alyssa shook her head. “He's got some of your people under his power already – he told me. He bragged about it. You've got to come with me.”

“With you?”

“I drove him everywhere,” Alyssa said smoothly. “It's like he got off on me serving him. I've still got the keys to my car, and he doesn't know I'm not under his control. We've got to run, now. It's our only chance.”

“Goddamnit...” Madison stamped the concrete floor of the locker room. “Fine. I'll explain to Coach Cross later. I'm sure he'll understand. Let's go.”

I pumped my fist in the silence of the SUV. Success! Flipping over to the GPS program built into my phone, I watched as the pale blue dot of Alyssa's phone moved out of the locker room and across the stadium. A few seconds later, I scrunched down further in the backseat, hoping I wouldn't be seen.

It was a good thing I had – a few seconds later, the driver's side door opened and Madison Van Owens scrambled in, smelling of freshly-cut grass, sweat and expensive perfume. Alyssa got in on the passenger side, drumming her fingers on the dash nervously.

“Let's go, let's go,” Alyssa said frantically. “He's gonna figure this out any second.”

“Calm your tits,” Madison snapped. “I've got this.”

The engine roared to life. The SUV pulled out of the space with a jerk and went tearing out of the parking garage. Lights passed in the darkness across the little bit I could see of the outside window.

“Shit, that was close,” Alyssa said after a minute.

“Yeah,” Madison snapped. “We just got away clean.”

Alyssa sighed theatrically and put her hands on the dashboard. “So where are we headed, anyway? I hope Emily is holed up somewhere secure. Is Kimberly with her?”

From my hiding spot in the backseat, I didn't get a clear picture of what happened next. All I heard was a scuffle, then the sound of rushing air as the passenger door snapped open.

“We aren't going anywhere,” Madison snarled, one hand on the wheel. “The last thing the Demons need is to take care of someone who betrayed us.”

Alyssa wasn't wearing a seatbelt. There was a kicking noise, then a distant thud as she tumbled from the SUV.

I sat bolt upright. “What the fuck!?”

Madison caught sight of me in the rear-view mirror and screamed. The car (I noticed with something like relief that she had slowed down before kicking Alyssa out) began to accelerate as her foot came down on the gas.

I held up my ring and let her see it. “Stop the fucking car,” I commanded.

She mashed the brakes, guiding the SUV to the side of the road.

“Stay right here,” I said, fury in my voice. “Don't hit the gas, don't get out of the car, don't even think of trying to run. I'll be back.”

I hopped out of the car and ran back down the highway. Alyssa was a blur in the darkness, but I could see she was staggering to her feet. 

“Are you okay?” I called.

“That...fucking...bitch!” Alyssa brushed off her jacket, staggering forward. “She kicked me out of a moving vehicle!”

“Are you hurt?” I looked her over – nothing appeared to be broken, at least.

“I think I'm okay. My phone's in pieces all over the road, though – it fell out of my pocket when she kicked me.”

“That's okay,” I said with relief, tears coming quite unexpectedly to my eyes. “I'll get you a new one. Best one on the market. I'm just glad you're okay.”

“Me too.” She glanced past me at the SUV, her eyes narrowing. “I'm going to make her pay for that.”

Together we climbed back into the SUV, this time with Alyssa laying in the backseat, with a seatbelt on.

“You really could have hurt her,” I snarled to Madison.

She glanced back, fear in her eyes. It was obvious she'd been trying to force her body to escape, but my control was too strong. “I was scared. I wasn't thinking...”

“Where are the rest of the Demons hiding? Where are Emily and Kimberly?”

She shook her head. “I don't know.”

“Bullshit!” Alyssa called from the back.

I nodded. “You were running to her. Don't deny it. Where were you going?”

“I wasn't going to Emily,” she said quickly. “I was going to B&B.”

“B&B?” I had no idea what she was talking about.

But Alyssa, it seemed, did. “Browder and Black,” she said wearily. “They're a law firm – one of the best in the country. Were you planning on lawyering up, Maddie?”

She shook her head, trembling. “No. Kimberly works there. She's a secretary for one of the big wigs, part time. Her Daddy got her the job. I...I figured I'd explain everything to her, and she'd put me wherever they're hiding Em. I don't know where she is, I mean it...”

“Enough.” I was furious. I had a new lead, but all I could think about was the terrible sound Alyssa had made, falling out of her own car. 

“How dare you.” I was tempted to slap Madison, but I held back. “I was going to make you like this, make you happy like Soojin was. But I don't think you deserve that.” I raised the ring. “First, you owe Alyssa an apology.”

“I am so sorry,” Madison moaned. “Alyssa, I didn't mean to hurt you...”

“Like hell you didn't,” Alyssa said with a roll of the eyes. 

“Not good enough.” I had a flash of insight, sudden and terrible. “I want you to tell me – what's the most awful thing I could do to you with this? What are you most afraid of?”

Her lips stayed tightly closed, like she was trying with everything in her to resist me. It only lasted a moment. “Take away my cheerleading,” she finally said, like it was being wrung out of her.

“Really? That seems a pretty light punishment...”

“No,” Alyssa interjected from the backseat, “it's perfect. I told you, it's what the skank lives for. Ruining her cheer career would wreck her worse than getting kicked out of the Demons.”

I gave Madison a sideways glance. “That true?”

“Yes.” It came out again like she was fighting it, so I guessed that really was what she was most frightened of.

“Fine.” I glanced over at Alyssa. “This'll only take a few minutes. You want in?”

She shook her head. “I need a few minutes to recuperate anyway. You have fun.”

I nodded, then turned to Madison. “Get out here.”

Quaking with fear, Madison moved her cute little ass out of the SUV and stood outside, on the side facing away from the road. With trees at our back, we were nearly shielded from view – but I wasn't worried. Everyone who was anyone was still watching the game; the roads were empty.

“Turn around and pull that skirt up,” I commanded, flashing my ring. She was still in her cheerleading uniform; it fit her like a second skin. “I want to see your pussy.”

She did as she was told, spreading her legs and hiking up her skirt. Beneath it she was wearing a tight silver band of spandex between her legs, and I reached between her thighs and tore it neatly in two. She gave a little whimper but otherwise remained silent. A lacy pink pair of panties was all that separated her slit from me.

“You're wet,” I whispered in her ear, loving the way she shuddered as my command hit. “You're wetter than you've ever been in your life. You're even hornier than you are scared, and you can't control how good your body feels right now.

“Shit...” She gripped the roof of the car tighter and spread her legs, grinding her pussy towards me without thinking. She bit her lip, unable to stop the warm, fuzzy sensation that was radiating through her body. She wanted it, even though she didn't want it, and after she'd tossed my girlfriend out of a moving car, that was a good feeling to savor.

“My cock,” I said, removing said same from my pants, “is going to be the best thing you've ever felt in your life.” Without hesitation, I slid her panties to the side and entered her roughly, letting my free hand get tangled in her hair. Through the tint of the window, I could just make out the silhouette of Alyssa, egging me on.

“Oh, fuck,” Madison groaned, equal parts horny and helpless. “God, don't, stop...”

“Don't stop?” I snickered. “You don't want me to stop, do you?”

“No,” she said, but whether she was answering my question or begging me to stop, I don't even think she knew. “No, no no”

“This feels so good,” I whispered. “It's the best pleasure you've ever felt. But you can't come – not yet.”

“I don't...I don't want to come,” she whimpered. God, her pussy was so tight. Her whole body was built for sex – I couldn't wait to fully brainwash her and see how many moves she could execute on my dick.

“In a minute,” I said, already feeling my cock begin to throb between those snug walls, “I'm going to come. When you feel me shoot inside you, the second you become aware of that hot, sticky seed inside of your pussy, then you're going to come. And something else is going to happen, too.”

Grabbing her hips, I thrust into her with savage force. “I want you to think about all your talent, Madison. All that training you put in to become the best cheerleader ever. That balance that keeps you from falling when you do a flip. That control that lets you know you can make your body move exactly how you want it to. Are you thinking about that, Madison?”

“Yes! Yes, I'm thinking about it oh god please don't stop fucking me!”

“I want you to put all that talent in a bucket in your mind, Madison. All of it pouring in, like water from a big, silver faucet. And when you come, it's going to shake up the bucket, isn't it? It's going to give it a good, hard shake.”

“No, please...” she whimpered. “God, why does this feel so good...”

“In fact, it's going to knock the bucket right over,” I told her. “All that hard work, all those long nights practicing, all those skills you've built up in your body and your mind, they're going to come trickling out of you, pushed out with every little quiver of your pussy as you come. Do you understand me, Madison?”

“Please don't do this,” she begged. “I'll do anything – you can hypnotize me, just like Soojin. I'll do anything for you, please!”

“You already are,” I said. “This is exactly what I want.”

With a harsh cry, I gave her hips a final thrust and came. My orgasm was hard and fast, every inch of my cock singing from the contact with her tight, soft walls. I shot burst after burst of come inside her unprotected womb, and the second she felt it inside of her she came hard, shaking and shivering and letting her eyes roll back in her head like she was having a seizure – which in a way, I suppose she was.

As I came down from my peak, I withdrew from her, leaving a trickle of seed oozing between her legs. She sobbed in mingled horror and pleasure. Clutching the car like a drowning woman holding onto a raft.

She looked over her shoulder at me, mortified. “Did...did it work?”

I shrugged. “I guess you'll find out the next time you go to practice.”

She began to cry.

I glanced back at Alyssa, who was watching the scene Madison was making with a small frown. I did feel a tiny bit bad – going and taking away the thing Madison loved most in the world was a bit of a harsh punishment, even for shoving Alyssa.

I started to get back in the car. Madison moved to the hood and looked at me, shock in her face. “You're not going to leave me here?”

“You can walk back,” I said, shaking my head. “Look...”

She glanced down at the hood and then back to me, despair in her eyes. “What?”

“I'll make you a deal. You've got an appointment to be at an honor council meeting three days from now, right?”

Her eyes flashed with recognition. “Yes. Why?”

I glanced past her, into the distance. “You go to that meeting and recant your testimony. Tell them the other girls put you up to it, and that Emily was the ringleader. You do that, I'll give you your talent back.”

Her eyes widened. A look that could only be described as hope stole over her features. “You...you'd do that, Vance? Even after all the shit we...I...did to you?”

I nodded. “Don't tempt me to change my mind.”

It was as if a cloud had fled her face. “Don't worry about a thing!” A big, fake smile split her features. “I'll tell them exactly what you want them to hear, Vance. Thank you so much, Vance, you're the best, you're such a forgiving guy...”

I shut the door, muffling her protestations of thanks. With a sigh and a roll of the eyes, I started the SUV and drove off, leaving Madison standing alone by the side of the road, a mile or two from the stadium.

There was silence in the car as I sped down the road. Then finally, Alyssa spoke up.

“I heard what you told her, you know.”

I nodded and glanced at her in the rear view. “I know.”

“Are you really going to turn her back?”

A wicked smirk crossed my face. “Maybe.”

We drove off into the night. There were two Demons to go – and I had a lead on one of them. 
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Soojin took the guard's hand and slid it between her warm, parted thighs, all without breaking eye contact. A big, inviting smile spread across her face, growing even wider as the guard's mouth dropped open.

“You like the way that feels, baby? I'm not wearing any panties.” She slid the guard's hand up an inch or so “Ooh, that feels nice.”

The guard looked at her like he'd just won the lottery. “God damn, girl.”

“That's right.” Soojin nodded, straddling the guard's hand, pushing it further into her. “I bet you've never had a tight, wet pussy like this in your whole life, have you, stud?”

The guard shook his head mutely, too shocked to speak.

She leaned forward, got up on tiptoe (the guard was a good six inches taller than her), and leaned towards his ear. She whispered, but clearly enough that I could read her lips:

“I want to feel you come inside me.”

An instant later, the guard was moving, practically carrying Soojin off with him. His hands moved everywhere as he hustled her along: her thighs, her ass, her perky breasts. Seconds later, they were going around the corner.

From our hiding spot, Alyssa peeked out and giggled. “That girl is one smart little slut,” she said, shaking her head.

This was the entrance to Browder and Black, one of the country's most preeminent law firms. They represented the legal affairs of celebrities, politicians and power players across the country. And thanks to one horny, mesmerized little Asian slut, the front door was completely unguarded.

I thanked my lucky stars, giving my ring a kiss as Alyssa and I raced for the door.

What were we doing here? We certainly weren't sneaking in to have a chat about some legal trouble we were in. I'd come here for a very specific reason: to find a girl. Kimberly Jacobs, a secretary – although I didn't know to whom – who was hiding out here.

The reasons behind all this were a little complicated.

I looked Alyssa over as we flanked either side of the door, my eyes traveling up and down her body as she peered inside. A few weeks ago, Alyssa St. James was a name I knew only in the vaguest sense. She certainly wouldn't have given a guy like me the time of day: she'd been a lingerie model for a trashy teen fashion company before we'd ended up at the same college. I was just some nobody, but she was one of the Demons: a group of five girls who made up the most exclusive, powerful social clique on campus. 

I had a list of all of them, crumpled up in the pocket of my slacks. Three names – Alyssa St. James, Soojin Park and Madison Van Owens – were already crossed out. Only two remained. Each girl had done her level best to make my college life a living hell: they'd bullied me, pranked and hazed me mercilessly, all for some breach of propriety I still didn't understand. I'd been on the verge of dropping out when I'd gotten a ring from a strange woman outside the student commons: a ring that let me control the Demons.

Now I was using three of them to find the other two: if I didn't, I was going to be expelled in two days for some trumped-up charges the Demons had laid on me. It was strange; I was running out of time, probably going to be expelled no matter what I did, and as far as I knew this ring I had only gave me power over two more people on the entire planet. I should have been sweating bullets – but I'd never felt more alive.

Alyssa caught me looking at her and flashed a naughty grin. “Did watching Soojin get you all hot and bothered, Vance?”

“Looking at you gets me all hot and bothered,” I countered, nodding in her direction. “You're amazing, Alyssa.”

She grinned hugely and gave me a swift kiss on the lips. Her lip gloss tasted vaguely of cinnamon. “No, Vance. You are. Now let's get in there before Soojin finishes fucking that guard.”

The door opened soundlessly beneath my palm. Inside, the place was plush, the floors some kind of fancy marble and luxury fixtures everywhere. Obviously, though, they weren't expecting company – B&B was a by-appointment-only sort of business, and they must not have had anyone dropping by in the AM. The lights were dimmed; from some hidden speaker a recording of a string quartet covered Top 40 hits with soft, classical flourishes. 

“Where do you think she works?” Alyssa asked, glancing back at me.

“Knowing the kind of connections she has, I doubt she does much real work at all,” I mused. “I haven't met Kim before – is she pretty?”

Alyssa thought for a moment then nodded. “Yeah. Hotter than Emily – which pisses her off something fierce – but maybe not as hot as Madison, unless you're really into brunettes.”

“But, like...I mean, all of you are gorgeous,” I said. “It's just a matter of degree, right?”

“I guess. I don't quite understand.”

“If she's anywhere near as hot as you are,” I said, relishing the slight blush that came to Alyssa's cheeks, “then they're probably just paying her to stand around and look pretty in her Slutty Secretary Barbie outfit. That means she's almost certainly eye-candy for one of the big dogs. Which one of them is a bigger horndog – Browder or Black?”

She hummed gently. “Mr. Black is pushing seventy,” she finally said. “So Browder?”

“Let's find Browder's office, then,” I said. It was as good a guess as any I could have come up with. If we didn't find her there, we'd try somewhere else.

The narrow hallway turned out to be the vestibule for a large, stately lobby. There was no directory posted anywhere, but I had a pretty good idea of where to go – you always go up to get to the penthouse, after all. The first elevator we found refused to open, but around the corner was an old freight elevator, obviously little-used from the amount of dust caked on the door.

I pushed the button, and after a moment the doors slid open without a sound.

“Going up?” I asked Alyssa in the creepiest voice I could muster.

She snickered and stepped inside. 

The doors closed behind us, leaving us in near-total darkness. I should have hit a button, got us moving, started searching for whatever suite had Kimberly working inside of it. Instead, my hands had different ideas.

“What are you – oh, shit, that feels nice,” Alyssa said, leaning into my touch. 

“Yeah? That's nothing compared to this...”

“Oh, fuck! Christ, I'm so wet – how do you always get me this way so fucking fast, baby?”

I pulled her close and gave her bottom lip a gentle bite, making her squeal with mingled pain and pleasure.

“I meant what I said,” I said as I pulled back. “You are a wonder, Alyssa. I don't know what I ever did without you.”

“Oh, I'm sure you're just saying that,” she murmured, her hands trailing down the front of my slacks, searching out my hardening bulge. “You're always trying to get into my pants. You've already got three girls who are willing to do anything you ask, and you're asking me to help you get two more. How am I supposed to compete with those numbers?”

I shook my head, Since she couldn't see it, I grabbed her by the back of her shapely ass and pulled her to me, letting her feel how hard I was.

“You're my favorite,” I said. “That's not going to change, no matter how hot Kimberly or Emily are.”

“You're still going to fuck them,” she said. Strangely, she didn't sound the least bit mad.

“I am. I'm going to fuck them and you're going to watch and participate and you're going to love every fucking second of it.” My hand rubbed the back of her neck. “But I don't want to spend a second with any of them when I'm not fucking them. And that's not the case with you. You're...different, somehow.”

“Oh baby,” she giggled, “that might be the most romantic thing I've ever gotten you to say.”

“Yeah, I'm not the most romantic guy.”

“Uh huh.” She let out a groan as the warmth between her legs ground against the front of my pants. “You make up for it in other ways.”

Something was nagging at the back of my mind. Even with everything that was going on, it distracted me. “You're still not taking your birth control pills, are you?”

Alyssa let out a little gasp, then her hands were at my pants, working the brass button free and unzipping the zipper. “No,” she admitted. “You told me not too. I'm completely unprotected.”

Her fingers found my cock and gave it a gentle squeeze, pulling it free. It was already sticky with precum and warm as an oven in her hand.

“You know,” she said, her cheeks burning with warmth, “I know it's probably just me being mental, but ever since I stopped taking those pills, I just feel so...fertile. Like I should walk around on tiptoe, because the slightest little burst in here-” she grabbed my hand and slid it between her parted thighs, a move that made me think of Soojin doing it to the guard, “-and I'm gonna be knocked up with twins. Triplets, even.”

A low growl of pure animal lust escaped my throat. My hands on her hips, I shoved Alyssa up against the wall of the elevator. A relieved sigh escaped her lips as she spread her legs and ground her soaking slit against me.

“Fuck me,” she whimpered. “Come in me right now, Vance.” Her fingers stroked me, getting me nice and hard. “I want to feel every drop of your come inside me.”

That was all I needed to hear. Her legs, already spread wide like a bird's against the elevator door, provided no resistance as I thrust inside of her, parting her wet lips with my cock. I was so hard it hurt – I needed release, and the only thing that could make me better was filling her softness up again and again until I couldn't stand it anymore and came inside her. I fucked he savagely, savoring every little gasp and moan of pleasure that spilled from her lips as I did my best to crush her against the wall with the force of our fucking. 

“Oh baby, goddamn you must want me so bad,” Alyssa said, her breath hot against my ear. “You've never fucked me like this before – I feel like such a whore when you split me open!”

Hearing the buried wish in her statement, I took her by the hair and turned her head to the side as I pounded her, holding her in place like a little fuck doll. “I'm going to come in you,” I told her.

“Yeah? Yeah, do it,” she begged. “Make me a real woman, Vance. Fill me up, stud – I'm gonna be so fucking pregnant for you, baby. I'm gonna be such a good girl for you come for me Vance shoot your load inside me...”

Burying my face in her neck and shoulder, I gave her pussy a final pump, filling her to the hilt right as I shot inside her with an orgasm so strong it felt explosive. My knees grew weak as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me, nature's reward for a job well done.

“Fuck,” I whispered, coming down from my peak and finding my cock still buried within her. “That was insane.”

“Insane and so good,” she whispered, nuzzling my chest. “Don't move yet – I heard keeping it in for a minute after helps the semen travel further. Make it even more likely you just knocked me up.”

Fuck yeah. My cock twitched to renewed life just hearing it.

Alyssa felt it, too. “That really gets you off, hearing that, doesn't it?” She smirked in the darkness and ran her nails gently down my chest. “Perv.”

“How could I possibly be a perv? Wanting to knock up a pretty girl like you is the most natural thing in the world.”

I felt her blush more than I saw it. “Geez, dude, when you put it like that, you almost sound like you love me or something.”

“I do.”

She bit her lip and held me closer. “I guess I do, too,” she admitted. “Fuck, no wait, that sounds awful. I really love you, Vance – so much it scares me, even.”

Wow. A few weeks of being my girlfriend had done what even the power of my ring couldn't. I wondered how much of this was my hypnotic power, and how much of it really me – and the thought made me a little bitter.

“You only love me because I hypnotized you,” I said, giving my hips a tiny shove forward. She gasped at the contact.

“That's...not true,” she said, voice husky with pleasure.

“It is. You think my cock is inside of you right now because I'm such a nice guy?”

“Your cock is in me right now because its an amazing fucking cock,” Alyssa said with a smile, “and I want it in me all the time.”

“You were willing to have me expelled before you saw this ring,” I said, a little harsher than I had intended.

She froze for a moment, then nodded. “That's true. Vance...I'm sorry. I didn't know you. All I knew is that you'd done something to piss Emily off, and no one on campus messed around with one of the Demons and lived to tell about it. We didn't need to know who you were – the group trumped everything. I made a mistake.”

I was about to say something, but she cut me off.

“And, I might not have given you the time of day before we crossed paths,” she said, voice thick with emotion, “but that would have been my loss, Vance, not yours. I was so caught up in my own little bubble of privilege, I couldn't see the world around me – thank you so much for getting me out of it. Forgive me?”

“Well,” I said, “my cock is buried inside of you. It feels pretty easy to let bygones by bygones.”

She giggled and scooted forward, moving her ass off the wall. “Besides, I'm going to need you to be my big strong protector once this belly gets all round and big...”

Without warning, the elevator door slid open. I must have pushed Alyssa up against a button while we were fucking, and it was just now popping back up. Her bare ass and trimmed pussy (with my cock splitting it open) would have been visible to anyone who'd have been standing there – thankfully the hallway was empty.

“Shit,” Alyssa gasped, sliding me out of her and pulling down her skirt. “That was fucking close.”

I got my pants closed and stepped out into the hall just as the elevator doors closed. “Yeah. Is this it?”

We looked around. It did indeed look like the top floor of the B&B building. Up here, the luxury was a little bit less extreme – this was obviously a place where business was transacted, not just a space for wowing potential clients. 

“Alright, Sven,” came a voice from down the hall. “Have a great weekend.”

Before I could react, Alyssa grabbed me by the shoulder and pulled me backwards. “Shit! That's Kimberly.”

I nodded. “Perfect. Come over here...”

Following my lead, we snuck to an alcove along a side hallway. I waited, head cocked and ear to the wind. Kimberly passed by within two feet of us, face angled down and buried in her phone.

It took all I had not to laugh. We could have been standing in front of her doing jumping jacks and she wouldn't have noticed us.

We followed a few steps behind her, closing the gap as she walked to the nicer, non-freight elevator and slid a keycard in the slot. The doors opened with a friendly ding.

Kimberly stepped inside, and we did, too.

It took a second for her to realize she wasn't alone; by then the doors were already sliding shut. Her phone dropped to the carpeted floor and bounced with a thud.

“What the fuck!?” I was glad the doors had closed; that was loud. “You...”

I smiled and lifted my ring. “Hi, Kimberly. Nice to finally meet you.”

She opened her mouth to scream.

“Don't even think about it,” I said with a smirk. “Alyssa, stop the elevator.”

She did so, shooting Kim a smug little look.

“Let's make this easy,” I said. Now that I'd pumped a hot load into Alyssa, I was keenly aware that every second we spent in this elevator increased our risk of getting caught. “I'll make you a deal I didn't make the rest of you. Tell the honor council I did nothing wrong, and tell me where Emily is hiding. Then we'll let you go.”

I expected her to crumple, to give up immediately: and she did. Her knees hit the floor. “Oh, Christ. Thank you, Vance. I promise – I'll tell them all I made everything up. No, that Emily made everything up.”

Alyssa looked at me like she couldn't believe what I was saying. “You're going to just let her go? Like that – after what the Demons have done to you?”

“Not yet,” I said, turning back to Kimberly. “First, you've got to tell me where Emily is.”

She bit her lip, glancing from one of us to the other uncertainly. “I don't know.”

We glanced at each other, Alyssa rolling her eyes as if to say can you fucking believe this?

“You have to talk.” I lifted the ring, letting the florescent lights from the elevator gleam. “You have to talk or there's no deal.”

“I really don't know,” she said quickly. Her lip twitched with nerves. “I'm telling you, Vance, I swear-”

“You want to tell me everything,” I said. Beads of sweat began to form on her forehead; her eyes went glazed and faraway. “It feels good to tell me everything, so good. Better than anything you've ever felt.”

“Mmmmh, fuuuuck,” she whispered. Her eyes were slits, her arms began to shake. “Holy shit. I get why you're with him now, Alyssa...”

“You don't know anything about me, bitch,” Alyssa snapped. 

“Stop,” I said, looking back at her. “I'm working. In fact...”

I grinned and flashed the ring in her direction. “Get over here.”

Slowly, a naughty smile crept over her face. She sashayed forward. “You're already ready for round two, Vance? What, does controlling this little slut's every move make you so hard you can't stand it?”

“I've had enough of your lip,” I said, sliding a finger into Alyssa's mouth and hooking it. “I know exactly what you can do with that mouth.”

She pulled away and licked her lips. “Mmm, yes sir. I can do that very well.”

She slid to her knees, ending up right next to Kimberly – who was lost in her own little world of pleasure, struggling to resist my commands.

“I think it would be right for both of us to serve you,” Alyssa said. “Don't you think so? One taste of your come and all those nasty little secrets she's trying to hide will come spilling out.”

“I like the way you think – oh, damn,” I said, watching Alyssa slide my cock from my pants and lick it from the base to the tip. “You are eager.”

“Maybe watching you dominate a little slut turns me on, too,” she said.

“I love that,” I said.

Alyssa continued sucking me off as Kimberly staggered out of her trance, glancing around the room as if she had no earthly idea how she'd come to be on her knees in an elevator.

“That felt so good,” she whispered, looking up at me. “I want more.”

Damn. I'd hit her too hard, too fast. I could see the gleam in her eyes, as canny as an addicts. She would give me anything I wanted, now – as long as the promise of more pleasure was held out like a treat.

“Move over,” I murmured to Alyssa, sliding my cock from the side of her mouth. “Someone else wants to share with you.”

Alyssa leaned back grinning and guided my cock into Kimberly's mouth. The secretary's eyes rolled back in her head as pure hypnotic bliss filled her mind.

She only let her suck a moment before pulling away. Kimberly gasped like she'd been shocked, tried desperately to get her mouth back on me.

“In a second,” Alyssa assured her. “Where is Emily hiding?”

There was no chance of resistance now. “I told you,” she gasped, her voice pure desperation. “I don't know.”

Alyssa sighed. “You really don't know, do you?”

She shook her head. “Please let me keep sucking Master. I need his come. Please...”

“Well, then. I guess the only thing you're good for is being a cock-sucking whore, then. Isn't it?”

Rather than looking insulted, Kimberly's eyes actually filled with gratitude. “Yes,” she said passionately. “That's what I am!”

Alyssa seized the moment – and Kimberly. She forced the girl down on my cock, sliding it down her throat until she gagged.

“That's all you're good for, Kimmie,” she hissed, forcing the slim brunette's mouth on me again and again. “You think any of these men here care about you? They think you're competent? Ha. They're just fantasizing about you doing this to them. Every man is thinking that when he looks at you, whore. That's all they're thinking about: your tits, your ass and your wet little pussy.”

Kimberly agreed enthusiastically, the words muffled around my cock. I could feel myself getting close – Alyssa's dirty talk always did that to me – and after she'd done such a nice job servicing me in the elevator, I felt like doing things her way a bit.

“I'm about to come,” I said, looking down at the pornographic tableau at my feet. “How do you want me to do it?”

“I want you to come all over this bitch's face,” Alyssa said without hesitation. In a flash, her phone was out. “I want to film it. A picture is worth a thousand words, but video is forever. So everyone will know exactly what she really is.”

That was fine with me – she just needed to book it. “You'd better get it started now, then,” I said, my voice thick with pleasure.

My cock left Kimberly's mouth with a wet pop. Alyssa aimed it at her face, slapped her across the cheek until she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue obediently, then flipped on her phone.

“Get ready,” she snarled, beginning to stroke me.

My cock was slick from Kimberly's mouth and she'd left me right on the edge, so it only took three or four good, hard pumps until I was coming, shooting more semen than I had thought possible all over Kimberly's beatific, submissive little face. Fucking Alyssa hadn't drained my balls a bit – I coated the slut, leaving thick trails dripping down her chin and onto her designer blouse.

Alyssa caught every moment of it, fixing it forever in HD video.

The instant it contacted her skin, Kimberly began to quiver, Her eyes rolled back into her head and she began to shake like a woman having a seizure. A low, throaty moan broke from her throat as her body overloaded with pleasure, beyond multiple orgasms. She dropped to the floor and shook, thrusting her hips as she came again and again.

“Come on,” I said, helping Alyssa to her feet. “We have to get out of here.”

Alyssa glanced down at the woman, looking vaguely envious of Kimberly's mindless pleasure. “Is she going to be okay?”

“Yeah. She'll be alright in ten minutes or so. Although she might pass out and spend the night here.”

Alyssa sniffed. “Too bad. She deserves worse.”

With our deed done, we made our way back to the front gate of the building. The guard was still gone – Soojin must have really taken him for a ride.

“Well,” Alyssa said, turning to me with an exhausted smile as we drove away, “that was fun. But we still don't know where to find Emily.”

I nodded slowly, my eyes fixed on the road. “You're right. Four out of five isn't enough. I'm still screwed if I can't get to her.”

“Maybe you won't be,” she mused. “I mean, if it's just Emily, it's only your word against hers, right? And I'd be glad to testify at the hearing that she's a lying bitch...”

I was so excited I nearly slammed on the brakes. “That's it.”

Alyssa looked confused. “What's it?”

“The hearing.” Every second I thought about it, the more it fell into place. “She has to be there. The Demons can't win if she's not there to spin her story.”

Alyssa cocked an eyebrow. “She's going to be surrounded by more guards than I have fingers, Vance. Not to mention half the campus faculty. How the hell are you going to get to Emily?”

“Don't worry,” I said. “I have a plan. And I think you're going to like it.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. You are going to be at that hearing, Alyssa. In fact, all of you are...”
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“This is highly unusual,” the Dean said, pushing her glasses up her nose with a slender thumb. “I was told there would be five girls testifying at this honor council meeting. I only see one. Where are your friends, Emily?”

Emily Underwood shifted in her seat nervously. A lock of her short, raven-black hair came free with the motion – unconsciously, she tucked it behind her ear.

“I understand that this looks bad,” she began.

The Dean sighed. “You're damned right it does. Five girls coming forward to accuse one man of cheating on his exams is an unusual occurrence to begin with. Now four of them have recanted their testimony, claiming you put them up to it. I have to say, I'm not entirely sure what to think at this point.”

“It certainly looks that way,” she said, raising her head. She fixed the Dean with a bold, even look. Dean Susan Ambrose had been an absolute stunner when she had been a student at this college twenty years ago, and the woman still had a body that could turn heads. It was easy to stare.

“I'm waiting,” the Dean said coldly.

Emily swallowed heavily. “This man we're talking about...Vance. He's dangerous. He's been doing something to my friends – I don't know exactly what it is, but he has some kind of leverage against them. As soon as we went public with his cheating, he...he came after us.”

The Dean nodded. Her face was completely inscrutable – it was impossible to tell whether she believed the story or not. “Interesting. Has he contacted you?”

She shook her head. “No. I'm the only one left. I've been in hiding, Dean Ambrose – hiding for my life.”

“Let's not get too dramatic,” the Dean said, yet she leaned forward in her seat like a co-ed expecting a particularly juicy story. “You said he has some...leverage over your friends, was that the word?” She waited for Emily to nod. “Tell me about it. What happened to them – why aren't they here today?”

A small smile lit up Emily's face – for all her power and privilege, she'd never been good at keeping a poker face. “Alyssa St. James was the first. She confronted Vance outside the student commons, right after she and I saw him cheating the first time. He's blackmailed her, Dean – and not just into changing her story. He's forced her to become his girlfriend. It's sick and appalling, and I don't know what to do about it.”

“Hmm.” The Dean took a sip of her coffee and set the mug aside, “I seem to remember a video that was circulating around campus a few weeks ago in which Ms. St. James featured heavily. Several dozen faculty members sent it to me. It showed her in congress with a boy in one of the dorms – is that young man this 'Vance'?”

Emily brightened. “Yes. Then you already know.”

The Dean frowned. “To be frank, that video shows little more than a college girl doing things college girls frequently do for their boyfriends, Miss Underwood. And, not to be overly explicit, but I have watched the video, and she certainly didn't appear to be coerced.”

“Maybe not, but there's no way you can say Soojin Park wasn't coerced.”

The Dean was taken aback. “The...camera show girl? Hold on...”

Emily watched, fidgeting nervously as the Dean hunted through some papers on her desk.

“Yes, she is one of the accusers,” Dean Ambrose said, more to herself than Emily. “Strange though: she doesn't appear to share a single class with this Vance boy...”

“Did you see that video?” Emily's tone was cold venom.

“I certainly did,” the Dean retorted. “Miss Park was disciplined – although not severely, taking her family's connections into account – for her...extracurricular activities and how they reflected on the school.” The Dean paused, appearing to only realize something for the first time. “That boy in the video...that was the same man. Vance?”

Emily nodded.

“Well, either he rather gets around, or something strange is going on,” the Dean said seriously. “Go on, continue. I assume he blackmailed young Soojin into being his 'girlfriend' as well?”

“No,” Emily said, not thrown off her game for a moment. “What he did was far worse. He forced her to visit every man who gave her money on that stream. He...he made her pleasure them. Like a goddamned whore. I don't think Soojin will ever be the same, Dean Ambrose – if it was up to me, Vance would be in prison.”

“I suppose expelling him will have to do?” The Dean arched an eyebrow.

Emily caught her sarcasm, but didn't react. “Yes, actually. That would be a good start.”

“So he blackmailed her with what? The video of the two of them?”

Emily nodded again. “Exactly.”

“But he didn't hold onto the video. It was released...hold on, let's see...ten minutes after it was recorded. And apparently the original social media account that uploaded was...”

The Dean's eyebrows rose in tandem. “Soojin's. So your argument is; this Vance blackmailed her into sleeping with him to keep from releasing a video...which she immediately released?”

Emily gulped. “You don't know how this man operates, Dean Ambrose. He's got some kind of hold on the Demons. It frightens me.”

“Mmh hmm.” The Dean did not look convinced. “Certainly, this Vance gentleman seems like a Lothario, and he should probably treat his women better, but...”

“What about Madison Van Owens?” Emily's voice rose a fraction of an octave, like she couldn't believe she was losing ground. “She disappeared, Dean Ambrose! Right in the middle of a Cougars home game. Maddie wouldn't have missed a cheer routine for the world – she lived and breathed cheer. Vance forced her.”

“You're claiming the boy kidnapped Miss Van Owens?” The Dean made a steeple of her fingers and looked Emily over. “That is a very serious accusation.”

“I wouldn't be making it if it weren't a very serious situation,” Emily retorted.

“But...” the Dean sighed, took off her glasses and rubbed her forehead. “As it stands, your estimation of Miss Van Owens' love for her hobby is overstated. Were you aware that she resigned from the cheerleading squad two weeks ago, claiming she no longer wished to perform?”

Emily froze. Her pretty face whitened. “I did not know that, Dean Ambrose. It must have been Vance...”

“You're beginning to sound a bit like a broken record, Miss Underwood.” The Dean folded her glasses and put them on the desk. With them off, her face was even more striking and beautiful. “But we're getting off track.”

Emily glanced up from where she had been staring at the floor, contemplating how badly her plans had failed. “Off track?”

“None of this is really germane to the discussion. We haven't convened this meeting to determine whether Vance is some sort of blackmailing kidnapper. The only matter before us is whether or not he's been cheating his examinations. And I have to say, even with the oddness of the circumstances, I'm inclined to believe you.”

Emily looked shocked. “You are? I mean, you are.” A slow, smug smile spread across her face.

“There certainly seems to be something going on with this man,” the Dean said, rubbing her temple absently. “And I'm always going to err on the side of helping out one of the Demons.”

Emily's smile froze in place. “D...Demon?”

This time it was the Dean's turn to smile. “You think I didn't know? All five of you are Demons, right?”

Emily blanched. Her legs twitched like she wanted to get up out of the chair and run. “There's no such thing as the Demons. Everyone knows that.”

“Oh, come come now, Miss Underwood, I'm not a fool. I did attend this college, you know. You and your friends are far from the first girls on campus to have that moniker – it's a very old one, one of the oldest all-girl secret societies in America.” The Dean leaned forward. “I was a member, you know.”

If the Dean had thought this news would calm Emily down, she couldn't have been more wrong. The girl's eyes grew wide as saucers – her skin the blank white of fresh paper. “You're a Demon, Dean Ambrose?”

“Yes.” She smiled warmly. “You know, Emily, you remind me so much of me at your age...”

“Oh no,” Emily whispered. “No no no no no...”

The Dean's eyebrows furrowed in confusion. “Why, Miss Underwood – whatever is the matter?”

“He has power over the Demons,” she said, almost to herself. “Present, past, future...oh shit, we have to get out of here, Sarah!”

“Ahem.” the Dean cleared her throat. “You may refer to me as Dean Ambrose, Miss Underwood – we aren't quite that friendly...”

“He's coming here, right after me,” Emily said, a keen edge of terror in her voice. “And if he finds out you're a Demon...”

She was wrong about one thing, though. I didn't need to find that out. I already knew.

“I assure you,” Dean Ambrose said, “you have nothing to fear, Miss Underwood. This Vance boy is going to be expelled, and that will be the last we ever hear of him...”

She trailed off, because a light on her desk began to blink incessantly. Pushing the button, she cleared her throat. “Yes?”

The voice on the other end was flat, made robotic from the old, static-filled intercom system. “Miss Ambrose, there are some people here to see you.”

“People? What people?”

“Four girls,” the voice continued. “They said they're here to testify in your honor council meeting.”

“Oh, wonderful.” The Dean's face lit up. “It seems your friends have decided to do the right thing, after all.”

Emily stood up in her chair, shaking with horror. “No! Don't let them in!”

“Let them in,” the Dean said.
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Once upon a time, there was a boy. A normal, average boy who just wanted to better himself. He kept his head down, got good grades, and got accepted into the best liberal arts college in his state.

But once upon a time there were five wicked princesses, members of a long-feared coven of witches, who detested the boy. They made his life hell – everywhere he turned, they were there, taunting him and pranking him and accusing him of dreadful lies.

The boy was about to quit, and leave this college he'd worked so hard to get into. Until he met a princess from a distant land, a good princess who rubbed shoulders with ancient kings and gave power to people just like him, the one who stood against many.

Exactly once upon a time, this boy was about to prevail. And all those wicked princesses were about to kneel...
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The door swung open, revealing the serene face of Dean Susan Ambrose and the shocked, horrified visage of one Emily Underwood, leader of the Demons. I spread my arms wide, allowing my entourage to enter the room before me. They sashayed their hips as they sauntered in, like strippers about to begin a performance. Soojin dropped to her knees next to Emily and smiled up at her, while Maddie sat on the edge of the Dean's desk and blew a massive pink bubblegum bubble, giggling all the while.

The Dean looked around more in surprise than anger, considering how quickly she'd lost control of the situation. “What is going on here? What are you all...”

She looked up and saw me. Our eyes locked, and her confusion turned to anger. “You are not allowed in this room, Mister Vance. You are accused of some very serious crimes – interfering with an honor council meeting compounds them quite severely...”

“But I have to be here,” I said, holding up my hand. The ring I'd been given, the magic ring that let me control the Demons flashed in the light. Until that moment, I hadn't been sure it would work on Dean Ambrose – did the person have to currently be a Demon or would past membership suffice? - but then her eyes glazed over slightly and a slow smile spread across her face.

“Of course you do,” the Dean said matter-of-factly. “You do need the chance to mount a successful defense, after all.”

Emily slowly turned to the Dean, her pretty face full of horror. “No! He can't be here, Dean Ambrose! He can't...”

Dean Ambrose looked at Emily as if she couldn't understand what the younger girl was getting so worked up about. “It's alright, Emily. You're perfectly safe here.”

“Dean,” I said, “I'm so grateful that you decided to meet with me. I thank you for your impartiality and your wisdom. I trust that after you hear what these girls have to say, there will be no doubt as to my innocence.”

“These girls?” The Dean watched Maddie roll her gum around her finger with something more than professional detachment. “They aren't here to testify against you?”

“Far from it.” I felt a grin stretch my cheeks. “They're here to be my witnesses.”

Emily sat back down – her knees were shaking too hard for her to remain standing. The Dean's eyebrows raised in apparent confusion.

“Really?”

Before I could speak, Alyssa spoke for me. “Absolutely. We're here today because we couldn't stay silent any longer – the four of us have come together to stop you from committing a grave miscarriage of justice.” As she spoke, she fixed Emily with a wry, knowing stare.

Emily moaned but otherwise stayed silent.

Dean Ambrose looked incredibly interested in what Alyssa had to say. Enthralled, even. “This man has been accused of dominating and blackmailing all of you,” she said, looking around the room, “and using you as his sexual playthings. Are you saying none of that is true?”

“Oh, it's true,” Alyssa said with a smile. “He used us.”

“And abused us,” Soojin added, grinding her ass against the desk.

“But we wanted it,” Kimberly whispered.

Maddie leaned over and nibbled the Dean's earlobe. The older woman went rigid in her seat, her face going beet-red.

“We liked it,” Maddie whispered, her breath hot against the Dean's ear. “We wanted him to fuck us.”

“My...my goodness,” the Dean said. “Four women with one man...that is highly unusual...”

“It wouldn't be unusual if you could see his cock,” Maddie said. “But we don't just love his dick, Sarah. We play around with each other, too. Other girls.”

The Dean's “Ohhhhh” was low and throaty with pleasure, rising up an octave as Maddie began to kiss the Dean's neck.

“Go on,” I said, waving my hand in front of the Dean's face. “Give in. What you want to do to Maddie, she wants you to do to her twice as bad.”

She let out a relieved groan and pulled Maddie to her. The two of them kissed passionately, heedless of the five other people in the room. Maddie's hands went everywhere, pulling and tugging until the Dean's clothes were undone and unzipped, hanging off her body. The Dean guided Maddie's hands in, showing her to her most secret, intimate zones, hungry for contact.

“Goddamn that is so hot,” Soojin said.

I couldn't take it anymore. “Come here,” I said, taking Soojin by the back of the head.

“Ooh, yes Master,” she cooed, sliding to her knees like it was the most natural thing in the world for her to obey. “Are you hard watching this?”

“Why don't you find out for yourself?” I commanded, practically forcing her against my fly.

“Goddamn, you are eager,” Alyssa remarked.

“I am. Why don't you come join in, too?”

She arched a slender eyebrow. “Share? I don't usually share a man with anyone, but for you, I'll make an exception.” She slid to her knees on the carpet and helped Soojin pop open my fly and remove my belt.

“Why not,” Soojin agreed. “We're all Demons after all.”

“Kim,” I said, glancing over the heads of my two slaves to where she stood in the corner, watching us. The girl jumped as I said her name – she was still frazzled from the pure pleasure that had scrambled her brains.

“Uh, yes, Vance?”

“I want you to get in the Dean's chair,” I said. “Dean Ambrose and Maddie are going to be horizontal in a second, anyway. Then spread your legs on the desk and rub your slit until I tell you to stop. Come as many times as you can.”

Her mouth dropped open as her overtaxed brain visualized the pleasure this would bring. “Yes, sir!”

Meanwhile, Maddie pulled Dean Ambrose from her chair and forced her up against a wall, sliding her fingers between the woman's warm, wet thighs. The Dean let out a high, strangled cry as Maddie entered her. The girl wasted no time on foreplay, or being gentle – her fingers found the Dean's clit and began to rub, while her free fingers thrust inside her over and over, stimulating her walls.

“Oh, fuck that feels so good...” Dean Ambrose was no longer thinking rationally – my ring had seen to that. “I want you so bad, Maddie...”

My train of thought was interrupted by a burst of warm, wet pleasure. I looked down to see Soojin's mouth making a perfect little 'o' around my cock, while Alyssa held the Asian beauty's hair back. She grinned around my shaft as she deep-throated it, taking it all the way down to the base of her throat. It felt incredible.

Emily just stared. The girl had gone white as a sheet, her face a mixture of disbelief, terror and arousal. Her eyes traveled from Kimberly's wet pussy to the hardcore fingering Dean Ambrose was taking, then finally settled on the two girls sharing my cock.

“This can't be happening,” she said.

I held up my ring. “All of this is happening, Emily. And it's wonderful.”

She closed her eyes tight, but I could see the ring already doing its work: the slight tinge of red in her cheeks deepened into full-on arousal. Her lithe little body shook in her chair.

“No,” she said sternly, “I won't. I am the leader of the Demons. I own this fucking school. I won't be beaten...I won't be humiliated by a nobody like you!”

“How many guys did you do this to before me?” I asked, gasping a bit as possession of my cock switched from Soojin to Alyssa. “How many sweet, innocent guys did you ruin with rumors? Get expelled with false accusations? Huh?”

“You think I keep count?”

“You fucked with the wrong guy this time,” I said simply. “And now you're never going to do what you did to me to any boy, ever again. Come here, Emily.”

She tried to resist, but her body betrayed her in an instant. She rose from the chair, took a shaky step towards me.

“Open your eyes. Watch what your friends are doing.”

She did. On either side of me, Soojin Park and Alyssa St. James were worshiping my cock. They looked at it with reverence, with awe, as they ran their tongues down either side of it. As Emily watched, helpless to stop, they kissed passionately around my cock, each with half of it in their mouths, before trading gentle licks and sucks across the dripping head.

“Go let her taste some of that,” I commanded Soojin.

She slurped up a fat drop of my precum and let it stay on her tongue. Standing up, she took Emily by the back of her head and forced her tongue into her mouth.

“That's the greatest thing you've ever tasted,” I said with a smirk. “Ever.”

I watched the change come over her – I had said it, and now it was true. Emily looked helplessly at my cock, at the new, fat bead of precum already dripping from it, and licked her lips.

“You'd do anything to get more,” I said. “You love having come in your mouth more than anything in the world.”

“Unnnnh...” Unable to resist, Emily came crawling forward on her knees. Across the room, a lamp clattered off the desk as Maddie spread the Dean down and began to lick her pussy in earnest.

“That's right. Come over here. Alyssa and Soojin will help. They'll show you. They're your sisters.”

Emily's mouth came down on my cock, and it felt like the world was going to end. I don't know where the prim, proper queen of the Demons learned to handle a cock the way she did, but she made Sooj and Alyssa look like amateurs. Maybe it was the way every drop that entered her mouth made her groan with delight, filled her with the kind of ecstasy that usually requires hard drugs to reach; maybe it was the thrill of dominating and being dominated. All I know is, the rest of the blowjob was a blur of faces and mouths, all three girls competing for my cock, and Emily was the best little cocksucker of them all.

It took hardly any time at all before I was coming, shooting like I'd never thought possible. Emily pushed her sisters aside to get at it, of course, but there was more than enough for all three girls to be coated in my seed. I covered their faces in fat white streaks that left them with glazed expressions and big smiles.

Emily went into a frenzy at the feel of it; after she'd cleaned her own face she started kissing and licking the come from each of her sisters. If I hadn't put my cock back into my pants, she probably would have attacked it to get an extra drop or two.

“Calm down,” I commanded her.

She stopped, looking around the room in a daze. “So good...” she whispered. “So good. It feels so right to serve you, Vance. I'm...I'm so sorry for how I treated you.”

I smiled indulgently. “I understand. I think you've earned a little bit of forgiveness.”

I glanced around the room, where three people were still engaged in oral and solo pleasure, and called everyone to attention.

“Before we continue, I just wanted to take care of some business really quick. Since we have all five Demons here, we have quorum – and I think we can count Dean Ambrose as an honorary sixth member for now.”

The Dean gave a delighted squeal in response.

“Two orders of business,” I said. Soojin was already pawing at my fly; it would have to be quick. “First: the unconditional withdrawal of all accusations of cheating against myself. All in favor?”

I heard six 'Aye's. All smiling faces. All slaves who now served me.

But, of course, I wanted more. Dimly, I wondered if the blue-haired girl could see me from whatever realm she came from. Would she be happy with what I was about to do, or furious? Would she try to stop me?

I realized I didn't care.

“Secondly,” I said, grinning hugely, “I think that the membership process for the Demons has gotten a little too exclusive. I mean, five members really isn't much of a club, is it?”

I saw my harem nod, various degrees of confusion on their faces. I think only Alyssa realized what I was about to do; her face split in the happiest smile I've ever seen.

“So I propose a new mandate: effective immediately, all past, present and future students of this university are hereby accepted as members into the Demons. All in favor?”

I waved my ring across the room. “You're all in favor, right?”

Six 'ayes' greeted me.

“It's settled, then,” I said, undoing my fly. “I think we should celebrate.”

Everyone gratefully turned back to what they were doing, happy to be done with politics. Soon, their desires and thoughts would be so simple, they'd be unable to comprehend matters like these, but for now they just made their heads hurt and their pussies ache for sex. All, that is, except Alyssa.

She caught my gaze and gave me a slow, satisfied nod, which I returned.

I had just made every single person on campus an honorary Demon. And if my ring worked to control Dean Ambrose, that would mean it could control any member of the Demons: past, present or future. I'd just put the entire campus under my control.

I couldn't wait to try it out.
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“So, I was thinking you should hypnotize me.”

I glanced up from the book I was reading. Casey sat on the other end of the couch wearing a sweatshirt and yoga pants, looking at me expectantly. I waited for her to laugh, to smile, to roll her eyes and tell me she was just joking.

After a moment, a confused look passed over her face. “What?”

“I'm just waiting for the punchline,” I said.

“Not kidding,” she said. “Honest. I'm in trouble, Craig. You can do that kind of stuff, right? Psychoanalyze me or whatever?”

Psychoanalyze? “It doesn't really work that way,” I said. “What's the problem, exactly?”

In general, Casey wasn't the kind of girl who had problems. Gorgeous, bubbly and intelligent, she was one of the most focused people I had ever met. Her discipline had put her at the top of the heap at our tiny college – not content with just being one of the top students at the school, she was also the football team's star cheerleader – a fact she never let us forget.

She cocked her head to the side and scooted a little closer, giving me the impression that she was confiding a secret to me. “It's Seth,” she said with a sigh. “He's going to leave me unless I make a change.”

Oh. So that was it.

“Seth is an idiot if he's even entertained the idea of leaving you,” I said, causing a grateful smile to cross her face. “You're way better than anything else he's going to get.”

“I know.” She gave a little sigh and examined her nails. “But he doesn't see it that way. It's the smoking, Craig. I have to quit. He won't even get near me anymore – he says he's going to get second-hand off me and it's going to wreck his lungs and ruin his chances at the NFL.”

Seth Putnam was Casey's boyfriend, the star running back of the school's football team. He was two hundred and fifty-five pounds of grade-a, alpha male asshole, but Casey was over the moon for him. It didn't make any sense, unless you knew Casey like I did. Not only was Seth a constant target for football scouts, his Dad was a partner at one of the most prestigious law firms in the country. You see for Casey, everything in her life was about being the best: the most athletic, the cutest of our peers, the queen of the popular kids. So naturally, nothing would do to complete her college life except getting engaged to the wealthiest, hottest hunk with the best prospects for future fame. Casey had every intention of making it official before the two of them graduated, and she wasn't shy about doing anything necessary, sexual or otherwise, to achieve her goals. Sometimes Alexa joked that there was a shark underneath Casey's happy exterior, and I couldn't say she was wrong.

Casey had just one problem: she smoked like a chimney.

“Oh, come on,” I said. “He did not really say that. No actual human being says something like that.”

Casey frowned. Christ, even a frown looked good on her – it wasn't fair. “I really think he means it, Craig. Every time he kisses me, his face screws up in disgust and he tells me he can smell it on me.” Her shoulders hunched, then she perked up. “But you can fix that, right?”

I sighed. “You think just because I'm a psychology wonk, I can hypnotize people?”

Her eyes grew narrow and sly. “You didn't say no.”

This time it was my turn to roll my eyes. “I didn't say yes, either.”

She gently punched my shoulder, giving me a satisfied look. “See, what was I talking about? You're the best, Craig. I always see you with your nose in a book – I mean, look at this.”

She picked one of my textbooks up off the coffee table and leafed through it. “Unearthing the Subconscious: Experimental Psychology and You. By a 'Doctor Bimbeau'. Come on. This is totally about hypnotizing people.”

I snatched the book away from her. “Just stop. You're being mean.”

“I need your help, Craig.” Suddenly there was something very serious in Casey's tone. “You're so cool – I bet you could totally 'unleash my subconscious' or whatever and save my relationship with Seth.”

“'Unearth',” I said, correcting her before I could stop myself. God, I was so uncool that way. “And if Seth was okay with you living in a townhouse with another guy and a girl, I don't see why something like smoking would be a dealbreaker.”

She sighed again and lay back against the couch, her long blonde hair going over the back. “I don't know, either. Boys are weird that way. Are you going to help me or not?”

There was a little bit of that shark behind her eyes. I was a little terrified of what she might do if I said know, so I waffled.

“You know what Alexa would say.”

“Alexa is a dork,” Casey snapped. “I love her, but it's true. And she's a total prude on top of that. She doesn't understand me and Seth like you do.”

She was only half-correct. Alexa, the third member of our little apartment trio was certainly not a prude. But she was one of the dorkiest girls either of us had ever known – one of the only students in school to consistently trounce Casey in overall GPA, even though her subjects were way more scientific and esoteric. Neither of us could understand half of the references she made in everyday conversation: a remark had an equal chance of being a quote from a famous mathematician or from an obscure Japanese cartoon.

How people as different as the three of us ended up sharing a three-bedroom townhouse on campus was something I would never fully understand, but we worked well together. Besides, between Casey's mammoth social calendar and Alexa's practically living in the lab, I had the place to myself most of the time. Except when someone needed something.

Which brought me uncomfortably back to the present.

I knew I could do what Casey was asking for. Contrary to what you might have seen on TV or in movies, hypnosis is not as simple as “stare at this watch for five seconds, now you're my slave,” but there's still a great deal you can do once you've gotten someone to relax and open up their subconscious mind to you. I had even practiced hypnosis a little bit in some of my advanced psychology classes – although always with strict supervision. Having a test subject in my own home would allow me to try out some things I knew my teachers would frown on if they knew about. 

But the temptation was why I was worried. I have to admit, you're probably thinking I'm crazy. What kind of guy lives with two sexy college co-eds and never makes a move on them? I have to admit, when Casey (because it was her, of course) originally sketched out the idea of the three of us living together, the thought of the possibilities had filled me nights with a few hot and heavy fantasies. But reality had quickly shattered that – as it turned out, we were just three busy college students with very little time to even consider fooling around. If we hadn't banded together and split the rent, we'd each have been living in our parents' houses and commuting to campus, which would have been a drag. So I'd accepted that Casey and Alexa were just my friends, and eventually the fantasy had faded.

But throwing the word 'hypnosis' in the mix made it flare up with a vengeance. I wasn't saying no because I was worried about Casey – far from it. I was saying no because I was worried about myself.

“Hello? Earth to Craig?”

Casey was staring at me. I'd let myself drift off, lost in thought. Now she was looking at me like I'd started to drool or something.

I recovered quickly. “Look, Casey. I...”

I was about to say no – but then an odd thought occurred, out of nowhere.

God, she looks good, I thought, my eyes quickly roaming over her body. She could stand to show a little more skin around the house.

It was true. Casey was a gorgeous babe, a lithe little cheerleader, but that frumpy sweatshirt wasn't doing her any favors in the townhouse. I thought of the way she looked when she was getting ready to go out on the town with Seth: short skirts, tight dresses, lots of lipstick and cleavage. Life around here would be much improved if she looked like that more often.

I could do that, I thought. I could give myself that much and no more. I'd have earned it, after all – right? It would be my payment for fixing her smoking.

Slowly, I closed my mouth and nodded. A surprised look came over Casey's features, and only then did I realize she had been expecting me to say no all along.

Her face lit up. “Really?”

I nodded again, less wearily this time. “I'll give it a shot. But no promises. Hypnosis doesn't really work on everyone, Case – there's no guarantee it'll work on you. And you can't be hypnotized into doing something you don't want to do, so I don't know how useful it'll be in curbing your cravings.”

But Casey was barely listening. She took me by the shoulders and pulled me into a hug, then planted a kiss on my cheek. “Oh, Craig, you're the best. Thank you so much! Don't worry – I'm sure I'll be a perfect subject. I want this a whole lot.”

I couldn't help sneaking a glance at her chest – her movements had tightened her sweatshirt against her front, and the soft flesh pressed against the fabric in a very pleasing way.

“I hope so,” I said. “I'll do my best.”

“Can we do it now? Alexa will be home in a couple of hours, and I'd prefer she not know about any of this. It isn't her business anyway. Wait...how long is this even going to take?” Now that she knew she was getting her way, her voice was bubbly with relief. She laughed as she asked me questions, hoping that the answers were good ones.

“It shouldn't take that long,” I said, doing a bit of mental math. “We can start today, sure – but like I said, it might not take the first time. We're probably going to have to have several sessions before you start to notice anything.”

“Ooh, sessions,” she said with a smile. “That sounds so official. Like you're really my therapist or something.”

“Well,” I said, “I want you to take this seriously. Hypnosis isn't something to be joked about.”

She nodded, suddenly all mock-seriousness. “Gotcha. So where are you going to do this?”

I thought about it for a moment. “Hmm. Some place you can lie down, would be easiest. How about your bedroom?”

She flashed a naughty grin. “Oh, really? Are you sure you're not just trying to get me in there so you can brainwash me into getting naked for you?”

I could tell she wasn't serious and laughed it off. “Like I'd need hypnosis for that.”

Her mouth formed an 'o' of mock surprise. “How dare you! I think I want a second opinion, Dr. Craig!”

“Get up there before I change my mind,” I said. “I'll grab some stuff and meet you there in ten minutes.”

“Okay.” She stood up and went to the stairs, taking them two at a time in that way that drove Alexa nuts but always made me laugh. “But you'd better not take advantage of me!”

“I told you,” yelling up the stairs, barely able to keep from laughing, “it doesn't work that way!”

That's what I thought.






Chapter Two

––––––––
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“You sure took long enough,” Casey said.

I looked around, sizing up the room for how suitable it was for my purposes. Casey's bedroom was the smallest of the three in our townhouse, a fact that was strange enough for the girl with the most money of any of us. She claimed she liked it because it felt “cozy,” but I suspected it was because unlike the other two bedrooms, this one was located in the back of the house, far enough away that neither Alexa or I would hear anything when she brought her boyfriends over.

So far that had held true: I hadn't heard a peep from this room, even on nights I knew Seth was sleeping over. Dimly, I wondered just how sound-resistant these walls were.

Casey lay spread out on her bed, her feet against the wall over the headboard and her head almost hanging over the foot, reading a magazine. She'd changed out of her yoga pants and into a baggy pair of sweatpants, a change that filled me with a tang of anxiety. Had she seen me staring at her earlier?

“Just getting everything ready,” I said. “I've never done this before, outside of a lab exercise.”

If she had noticed the way my eyes clung to her, she certainly didn't show it in any other way. Maybe she was just used to male attention.

“No problem,” she said with a smile. “So, how do we do this? Do you use a pocket watch, or a spiral, or...?”

I chuckled. “No. God, what the hell kind of TV shows have you been watching?”

She rolled her eyes. “Hey, at least I'm not all about Game of Dragons or whatever.”

This time I bit down on the urge to correct her. I'm really bad about that, it's like a reflex.

“Pocket watches and spirals are just in the movies,” I said. “There's a couple of different ways to induce a hypnotic trance in someone. The easiest way would be to give you a load of MDMA...”

“That sounds like fun,” she said with a wide-eyed innocent look.

“...but obviously I don't have any. Plus, you know, illegal. So this session will be made up of a couple different elements. Can I use your stereo?”

“Hmm?” She glanced over to her vanity, where a massive boombox and speakers lay against the wall, gathering dust. “Sure. I haven't used that thing since I got Spotify, anyway.”

“Awesome.” I turned the thing on (after a few seconds of staring at it until I figured out how it worked) and slipped a CD in the changer. Immediately, a pulsing bass beat filled the room.

“Woah,” Casey said. “Drone-y. I can feel my teeth vibrating.”

“You have a nice system,” I said approvingly. “You should use it more often.”

She nodded.

“The first element is sound,” I said, lapsing without realizing into the studied, measured tones of one of my professors during a lecture. “Some senses have to be dulled, the others have to be stimulated – over-stimulated, even.”

“Okay,” she said. “So this does that?”

“Correct. It's a deep, repetitive bassline, designed to filter out any ambient noise that would break you out of a trance state. Speaking of which-”

I reached over and flicked off the lights.

“Hey!” She protested. “I can barely see!”

“Exactly. I want you focused on a particular set of stimuli during the hypnosis – glancing around the room, looking out the window, or checking your phone are all things that could ruin the experience.”

She chuckled. “I'm in a dark room with a boy, listening to loud music. What would Seth think?”

I hadn't thought of that until just now. “Obviously,” I said in a tone that I hoped didn't have any of the anxiety I suddenly felt, “you're not going to tell him about this, right?”

“Uh, duh.” I saw her eyes roll in the darkness. “He'd kill me. This is just between us.”

Just between us, I thought. It sounded so much more intimate that way. 

“Alright, glad that's cleared up.” I breathed an internal sigh of relief before moving on. “For the last element of the tableau, we need a focusing element – something not overly stimulating, but changing enough to keep your attention.”

“Like a spiral?”

“I prefer this,” I said, pulling the lighter out of my pocket and flicking it on.

“Woah,” Casey said, moving back an inch at the small flame roared to life. “Be careful with that.”

“I am,” I said, unable to keep from sounding a little bit smug. “I've had plenty of practice.”

“Won't you burn your hand?”

“Nope. This isn't one of those cheap convenience store lighters – I can hold this all day without getting burned.”

“Well, okay.” She didn't sound reassured. “Just be careful.”

“Sure. In fact, why don't you help me be careful, Casey. Why don't you keep your eyes right on that flame for me. Make sure it doesn't go anywhere it's not supposed to.”

“Yeah,” Casey said, a little slowly. “Make sure you don't burn the house down.”

“Just relax,” I said. “Listen to the music. Look at the flame. Look at the way it flickers, bright in one place then in another, always in the same place but always moving, too. Isn't it fun just to watch the flame, Casey?”

This time there was an audible pause before she responded. “Yeah. It is fun.”

“Lay back and watch the flame, Casey. Relax.”

Casey's eyes glazed over slowly as the flickering flame filled her vision. I pulled a chair to the edge of the bed and sat down, holding the flame between myself and Casey. Her left foot kicked a bit, moving one of her pillows to the side. I couldn't help thinking of a dog chasing a car in its sleep.

I would have preferred Casey to be lying the other way, but this was just as good.

Other than the pulsing backbeat of the CD, there was no sound in the room. I slowly counted to thirty in my head as I watched her stare unblinking, letting her mind slip further and deeper into trance.

“Watch the flame,” I finally whispered, although at this point I didn't need to instruct her. “Listen to the music. And listen to the sound of my voice. Do you hear those things, Casey?”

Her voice was all the confirmation I needed that she was slipping into trance – she sounded drugged, half-awake, like a zombie.

“Yes. I hear them.”

“What do you hear, Casey?”

“I hear the music. I hear your voice.”

I nodded. “And what do you see?”

“I see the flame.” It took a good ten seconds for her to reply, and she instantly fell silent again.

“Good. There is nothing other than the flame, Casey. There is nothing in the whole world to see, nothing that can be seen, other than the flame. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“And there is nothing in the world to hear, nothing that can be heard, other than the music and the sound of my voice. Do you understand?”

“Yes...I understand.”

My cock throbbed to life in my pants. I was unable to control it – the rush of power, of being in control of another person's psyche, never failed to make me hard as a rock.

“Now, as you look at the flame and hear my voice, Casey, I want you to hear the music fade away. It's getting quieter now, Casey – the song is fading, like it's getting further and further away. Listen to it as it gets quieter and quieter, Casey.”

In reality, no such thing was happening – the volume on the stereo was untouched, the repetitive and boring bassline thumping on in the background. Inside Casey's head, however, was a different story.

“It's going to fade down until you have to strain to hear it, but you're not even going to bother because it's gone now, Casey, it's gone now and you can't hear it anymore. What do you hear now, Casey?”

Her voice was thick. “I hear your voice, Craig.”

“What else?”

“Nothing. There is nothing else.”

God, that made me so hot. I could feel a bead of wetness forming in my boxers. Thoughts about Casey, fantasies I had repressed for years were bursting to the surface. “Good. Now, look at the flame, Casey. Let it fill your eyes until it's the only thing in the world.”

I gave it another silent twenty count to make sure she was still following me, then continued.

“The flame is starting to fade, Casey. I want to you to watch it. It's flickering is dying down, becoming pale and wan. There's hardly any light left; you have to squint just to make it out in the darkness.”

True to my words, Casey began to squint and screw her face up, even though I hadn't done anything to the lighter.

“That's right, it's going,” I said. “Where is it going, Casey?”

There was a pause. “I...I don't know.”

“The flame is going deep down, Casey, it's going deep down into the darkness. And as it does, the darkness is swallowing it all up, until you can't see the flame anymore. Can you see it?”

“Just barely,” Casey whispered.

“It's so pale now,” I said. “You're just like that flame, Casey – fading and flickering out, fading deep down into the darkness. Feel yourself fade along with the flame, Casey, Sink deep down until there's no light left. Are you sinking for me?”

“Yes...” Her voice was fully tranced out now. “It's so dark.”

“In just a minute, the flame is going to go out,” I told her. “When it does, there won't be anything in the world except the sound of my voice. Just my voice and you, so deep down, so far into the darkness, so for that there's no light anywhere to disturb you, no noise to distract you from the sound of my voice. I'm going to count down from five and it's going to be gone forever, Casey. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Five – the flame is flickering now. Four – just barely able to see it now. Three – no light at all, just quiet and dark. Two – fading deep down now, so far down, so far...One.”

She let out a long, contented sigh and lay still.

God damn, I thought. I really did it. I had never hypnotized someone before outside of a classroom, and even those times had been with volunteers specially chosen for their susceptibility to trance. This had gone better than any of them; I couldn't believe what a good subject Casey was.

I collected myself and got ready to begin the next phase of the hypnosis.

“Can you hear me, Casey?” I asked, affecting a neutral tone.

It took a few seconds for her to respond; when she did, her voice sounded like it was coming up from a deep, dark well. “Yes, Craig. I hear you.”

“That's very good, Casey. Now, before we do anything else, I want you to really think about the way you feel right now. I want you to fix it in your mind; how deep down you are, how perfectly relaxed you feel, how there's nothing in the world except darkness and my voice. Are you thinking about that for me?”

Another pause. “Yes.”

“Good. From now on, whenever you hear me and only me say the words 'sleepy time,' you're going to come right back to this moment. You're going to feel yourself fall right back down where you are now, where it's quiet and dark and you don't have to think at all. Because you really, really want to be just like this, and my words are like a permission slip that lets you shut off the outside world and sink down where you belong. Do you understand?”

She nodded in slow-motion. “Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“When I hear you say 'sleepy time,' I get to be just like this, wherever I am.”

I couldn't stop myself from grinning. “Exactly.”

I did it! Just like that, she was mine.






Chapter Three

––––––––

[image: image]



Okay Craig, I thought, looking down at the body of my roommate Casey as she lay in a trance, get a hold of yourself. I was getting so carried away, I had almost forgotten the reason I was supposed to be doing this in the first place. Before I could do anything else, I had something to take care of.

And I wasn't going to do anything else. I was a good guy – I might make Casey dress a little sluttier around the house, but it's not like that would hurt anyone, right?

“Casey, I want you to think of the last time you had a craving for a cigarette,” I said, getting down to business.

I took care of Casey's cravings with an almost frightening ease. Removing a cigarette addiction is pretty much Hypnosis 101 – it's practically a cliche at this point, and one of the first things I learned in experimental psychology. I created a box in her mind, stuffed all of her cravings for cigarettes into it, and had her lower it into the darkness and let go.

I figured that would be good enough for now – some hypnotists also put in an aversion to cigarettes just to be on the safe side, but I didn't think Casey had that much of a problem. Besides, if it caused her to have trouble kicking the cigs, it would be a good excuse for another session.

Once she let it go, she lay back with a happy sigh and stared up at the ceiling, her eyes glassy in trance.

How to do this, I thought. Maybe I shouldn't do it. It's too risky.

“In a few moments, Casey, I'm going to wake you up. You'll emerge from your trance refreshed and with no conscious memory of anything that happened after you went under...”

Fuck it. I was totally going to do it.

“...but first there's one other thing I want you to focus on for me. Can you do that?”

“Yes.” God, her voice was so submissive. So drained. I could make her spread her legs for me right now, I realized. And I wanted her to.

“I want you to imagine yourself, Casey. I want you to picture yourself the way you are right before you go out on a date with Seth. Are you doing that for me, Casey?”

“Yes.”

“How do you look?”

The ghost of a smile crossed her face. “I look amazing,” she said with a bit more emotion than usual. “I'm dressed to the nines and ready for a night on the town.”

Perfect. “Tell me more. Describe yourself.”

“I'm wearing my tight little black dress, the one that I know Seth loves the most because he can't keep his eyes off me whenever I'm wearing it. It makes my tits look amazing. I don't have any panties on underneath it, and he knows it, and it drives him insane. I'm all trimmed and shaved for him because I know I'm going to have his mouth on my pussy later, then his big dick splitting me open. I'm wearing tall, black fuck-me heels that make my legs look amazing. Seth loves for me to keep them on when we fuck.”

Her face had grown flushed with arousal as she described herself, talking about her own body like she was a madam showing off a whore.

My erection was tenting my pants, so hard it hurt. “And how do you feel when you look that way?”

She took a moment to think about it. “Really, really good. Sexy. Desirable. In control.”

Other than that last bit, we were in business. “You love feeling that way, don't you Casey?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“You want to feel that way all the time, don't you? Wouldn't that be wonderful?”

She nodded, this time without saying anything.

“You feel that way because there's a man looking at you,” I said. “Desiring you. Wanting you. Appreciating your body and the way you take care of it. Isn't there a man at home?”

“Yes,” she said. “You.”

“You will dress the way you dress for Seth when you're at home,” I told her. “You will dress that way because subconsciously, you know I'm watching – sneaking a peek at you whenever I get the opportunity. And that makes you feel just the way you feel when you're getting ready to go out with Seth. Sexy. Desirable. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Then say it.”

“I will dress up at home,” she repeated, the words coming thick and slow. “I will wear my tight dresses and my fuck-me heels with no panties whenever I'm home. It will make me feel sexy and desirable. It will make me feel so good.”

“That's right,” I said. “You'll know, deep down, that I'm looking, but you won't care. After all, it's just a bit of harmless fun. And fun never hurt anyone. Say it.”

“I know you're watching me,” she repeated, “and I don't care. It's...fun. It's fun to have you watching.”

A twisted little smile was plastered on her gorgeous face. My balls ached for release; without thinking I reached down and gave them a gentle squeeze. Another fat bead of precum dribbled down my boxers. 

I should have stopped there. I ought to have just woken her up, accepted her thanks, and blown a load the second I was alone back in my own room. But something about the way she looked – lying there, helpless, completely entranced, utterly under my spell – made me not want to. I needed to come, and there was no sexier visual aid than the sight of Casey, affirming my complete power over her.

She won't know, I told myself as I unbuckled my pants. I'll just do it the one time, then never again.

Just the feel of my fingers on my cock was like a balm – sweet pleasure trickled through my body as I gave myself a stroke, the slick precum acting as lube.

“God, you look so good lying there,” I said.

A flush came to her cheeks, even as deep as she was. “Thank you.”

“I want you to feel the way you do when you're getting ready for Seth, right now,” I told her. “I want you to feel it very strongly, over your entire body, right now.”

As I watched, Casey gently began to writhe on the bed. Her hands trailed down her sides, moving over her hips, coming back up to cup her heaving breasts.

“He's right here in the room, Casey,” I said, unable to stop myself from masturbating. I stroked my cock, eyes moving all over her luscious body. “He wants to see that pretty body before he fucks you. Show it to him.”

Obediently, Casey stripped off her sweatshirt. She hadn't bothered to put on anything underneath, and her breasts dripped with sweat from her body's heat. Her nipples were hard, aching little nubs – I longed to slide them into my mouth, to lick them slowly, to treat them like I owned them.

“Stop,” I said. “That's enough.” My mind was feverish – any sense of morality I had was out the window. “Touch yourself for me. Right now.”

She knew exactly what I meant. In a flash, her hand disappeared beneath the waistline of her pants, moving up and down gently as she found her clit and began to stroke. Her free hand groped her breast, pinching the nipple as she bit her lip in mingled pain and pleasure.

“Is that how you do it for Seth?” I asked.

“Yes!” she gasped.

I could feel my balls tightening up. Christ I felt good.

“Do you stroke Seth?” I asked “Do you give him a handjob when he asks for it?”

“Yes,” she moaned, her hand picking up speed. “I stroke him off whenever he wants.”

“You're such a slut,” I said. I leaned forward until my cock was perched above Casey's big tits. “Here's his cock, right now. He wants you to stroke him off, Casey. I want you to do it for him, better than you've ever done before.”

It was insane. It was so wrong. But as Casey's hand left her breast and gripped my cock, moving up and down my cock in hard, slow strokes, I couldn't remember ever being more turned on.

“That's right, stroke it,” I commanded. I was going to blow any second now. “Come for me, Casey. Come for me right now.”

It was like she'd been struck by lightning. Casey let out a muffled cry and tensed up, her body bending and hips rising up from the bed. Her face and chest flushed red as she came with a guttural grunt, only her trance keeping her from thrashing right off the bed. Her fingers didn't stop for one second.

The sight of her was too much – she looked so sexy, so hot. Before I knew what I was doing I was coming, spraying her hand with burst after burst of hot come, streaks landing on her tits, coating her taut little belly, pooling in the hollow of her throat.

She kept stroking me gently as I came down from my peak; it took a second to realize she wouldn't stop without being told. “You can stop that now,” I said.

Her hand left my cock and went right back to her side.

I looked down at her come-covered body, glazed with my seed. Part of me wanted to run from the room in shame; part of me wanted to get out my camera and take pictures. But slowly, the more horrified part of myself began to take over.

Oh, fuck, I thought. What have I done?

With a series of commands, I got Casey to get up out of bed and follow me down to the bathroom, where she cleaned her body of my seed. Afterward, I had her wash up and dried her off with a towel.

A few minutes later she was back in bed, her sweatshirt back on, lying peacefully as if nothing had ever happened. Only the pleasing feeling of relief in my balls kept me from telling myself it hadn't happened.

What had I done? I had exploited my friend – used her like a sex toy. Thank God I hadn't taken it any further than that – I didn't even know if she was on the pill or any other form of birth control.

It occurred to me I could ask her (I could ask her anything now, a little voice said) but I stifled that thought.

“Alright, I'm going to count down from five, and when I reach one you're going to wake up, aware and alert, feeling completely refreshed, with no conscious memory of anything that occurred while you were under. Five, four, three, two...one.”

It was that no conscious memory part that worried me. What if she remembered something, a flash of horrifying insight like a patient waking up mid-way though a surgery? I told myself I could convince her it was just her subconscious playing tricks on her, just a dream, but honestly I wasn't sure.

I needn’t have worried. Casey snapped back to reality with a big grin, raising herself up on her elbows to look me over.

“Wow,” she said after a second. “That felt...great! I feel so calm, so centered. How long was I out?”

I glanced at my phone. “About forty-five minutes.”

“Wow,” she said again, looking around the room. “That was a while. Did you do it? Did it work?”

Oh I did it, I thought, biting my tongue. “Yeah. I don't think you'll have any problems with cigarettes from now on – but if you do, just let me know. We might need another session or two to make sure it takes.”

She sat up and put her feet over the bed, cracking her neck. “Well, if they all feel like that, I wouldn't mind having another session or two. Seriously, that felt awesome, dude. You could probably sell that shit on its own as 'guided meditation' or something like that and make a fortune.”

I fought to keep a blush off my face. I had just realized that part of the reason Casey felt so good was that she'd just had one of the strongest orgasms of her life and didn't know it. Now I'd have to give her one every time she went under, or she'd get suspicious.

“Haha, maybe,” I said. “Anyway, just let me know. We won't need all the bells and whistles next time – I set up a trigger that should help you go into trance easier.”

“Oh, cool.” Then her eyes grew sly. “Hey, that doesn't mean you're going to be able to just, like, snap your fingers and have me fall asleep, is it? I can see you embarrassing the shit out of me with that.”

I chuckled. “It doesn't work that way.”

“Didn't think so. Anyway, I have to get ready – I have a big date with Seth tonight, so...”

Of course. I wished her luck and made my exit. Once I was back in my room, my hands started to shake from all the anxiety I had been repressing.

I can't believe I did that, I thought. Then: I can never do that again. I promised myself I would never exploit my friend like that again, no matter what.

Then, unable to stop myself (not even really wanting to), I crawled into bed to jerk off again, the image of Casey spread submissively beneath me filling my mind.

“Master...” she whispered...





Part II: Therapy
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Chapter Four

––––––––
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It started off small.

For a few days after my initial “therapy” session with Casey, life continued on without a lot of fuss. I kept working on my experimental psychiatry thesis, Alexa spent most of her time in the lab working on some new chemical I couldn't pronounce, and Casey cheered a football game, went out with Seth, and looked better than all of us while doing it. To an outside observer, it would have looked like nothing had changed – but to me, two very important things had.

The first was that the packets of cigarettes Casey left around the house disappeared, along with her desire to smoke. This was wonderful, a sign that our hypnotic therapy session had worked perfectly to curb her cravings. The second was that Casey started dressing like she was trying to fuck me.

I shouldn't have done it. But I had – along with removing Casey's cravings for cigarettes, I had slid a post-hypnotic suggestion into her head that she should dress sexier around the house; specifically the way she would look right before a hot date with her boyfriend Seth. Every morning, I heard her come down the stairs from her bedroom and glanced up from my bowl of cereal, expecting to see a long t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. Instead, Casey looked like she had gone clubbing all night and hadn't bothered to change: her wardrobe had become tight dresses with plunging necklines, accentuating her ample cleavage. Instead of going barefoot, she wore heels all the time. And I knew from experience that she didn't have a stitch on underneath – no panties for Seth, not when she knew he was going to have his tongue, fingers and cock down there after the date.

It was enough to make any straight man with blood in his veins go mad, watching a cute little thing like her tart around the townhouse the three of us shared all day, looking like she was begging for my dick. Worst of all was the knowledge that with just a few words, the right trigger would put her right back in that blissful, suggestive state she'd been in a few days ago – one where she'd obey my every command as if she was the one who thought of them, one where she'd gladly strip her top off and give me a messy, devoted handjob until I blew my load all over her tits...

Stop it, I thought, shaking my head. Nothing good will come of that.

I managed to hold back for four days; after that, the temptation was too overwhelming. I had to do something – anything to remind myself that I was in control, holding all the cards, that I could stop whenever I wanted to.

Like I said, it started out small.

“I don't know how you walk in those,” I said one morning as she sashayed into the kitchen and began cutting herself up some fruit. “I would fall right over.”

She grinned and glanced down. “Oh, these old things? I'm used to them.”

I couldn't resist poking her a little. “Why are you wearing those? You know it's like eight thirty in the morning, right?”

If I had expected this to cause her the slightest bit of confusion, I was wrong. The brain is an amazing organ; it has the ability to rationalize just about anything. “Balance practice,” she said simply.

“Balance practice?”

“Yeah, for cheerleading.” She lifted a leg and flexed her calf. “Builds up leg strength, helps me not fall over when we're doing formations...really, it's like exercise I don't even have to think about.”

“Huh.” I took another bite of my waffle and nodded thoughtfully. “That's pretty cool, Case.”

She beamed, a slight blush filling her cheeks. “Thanks, Craig.”

She finished cutting up her fruit – a handful of mixed berries and a banana – and made a bowl of cereal, dumping the fruit on top. Taking care with each step, she made her way across the kitchen and sat down across from me, her hips wiggling with every step.

“You look great by the way,” I said, wanting to see what justification she'd come up with for her clothes. “Why are you dressed like that, though?”

“Huh?” She looked down into her cleavage, as if she hadn't even considered what she was doing wasn't normal. “What do you mean? Are you saying I can't look nice for a change?”

“No, of course not,” I said quickly.

“Anyway, this dress is new,” she said, twisting at the waist. “I need to break it in before I wear it this weekend. Seth is taking me to that new nightclub that's opening up in the city.”

“Uh huh.” A smirk crossed my face. “I wasn't aware that you needed to break in dresses.”

“Well that's why you're a boy,” she said with good humor. “And why I'm the fashionista.”

“Fair enough,” I said, lapsing into silence as she began to eat.

Now or never, I thought.

“So hey,” I said nonchalantly, catching her eye as she looked up over her cereal. “I was thinking about sleepy time?”

Casey's spoon clattered to the floor. The effect was immediate and shocking: her eyes glazed over, her face assumed a slack, neutral expression, her body froze in place like a marionette. She swallowed heavily, but otherwise made no noise as she sat there, waiting for my commands.

I was hard instantly.

“Can you hear me, Casey?” I asked.

Her voice came out thick and slow, like it was being broadcast from the bottom of a well: “Yes.”

“Are you deep down for me, Casey?”

“Yes.”

“What do you hear? What do you see?”

“Nothing,” she said, shaking her head gently. “Nothing except your voice.”

God, this was intoxicating. I could so get used to this. 

“That's very good,” I said, taking a moment to slow down and enjoy the feeling. “That pleases me. In fact, that pleases me so much that why don't you go ahead and come for me right now?”

Casey gripped the table until her knuckles went white. A flush came over her cheeks as she puffed them out and blew a huge, gasping breath. Her entire body shook as she came, biting down on her lip hard to keep from crying out.

This was the second time I'd seen my roommate come – and both were caused by nothing other than my own hypnotic power. I was starting to really, really like the sight of her quaking for me, losing control of her body at my command. I slid my chair forward another inch or two to ensure my throbbing erection stayed under the table.

“That's very good,” I said as she came down from her peak. She had a perfect post-orgasm look: beads of sweat trickling down her neck, hair and clothes disheveled. Any guy looking at her would subconsciously imagine the sex she'd had. “Did that feel good?”

The answer was obvious, but she didn't have a choice in whether or not to respond. “Yes.”

“What do you say when someone does something nice and makes you feel good?”

Her mouth pursed in a tiny smile. “Thank you, Craig.”

As she said it, a bolt of inspiration struck me. That wasn't what I wanted to hear; well, they weren't the words I really wanted to hear tumble from her pouty lips.

“Casey,” I began, “I want you to think about the interactions you and I have had in the past. Specifically, the conversations we've had. Like the conversation we had right before I put you under with your trigger phrase.”

She paused for a moment, brows pursed in thought. “Yes?”

“How do you refer to me when we're talking, Casey?”

A tiny sigh of relief exited her lips. This was an easy answer. “I call you Craig, of course.”

I nodded. “From now on, Casey, whenever you're having a conversation with me, I want a tiny part of your mind to be focusing on the presence of other people. I want you to be sure at all times whether the two of us are alone or not, do you understand me? Completely alone.”

“Alone,” she repeated. “Yes. I will make sure I know when we're alone.”

“And when we're alone, I want you to use a different word to refer to me. I want you to call me 'Master'. When you hear yourself say this word in casual conversation, your brain will hear you say 'Craig' – but your lips will say 'Master.' Do you understand?”

She nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“We're alone right now, Casey. It's just you and me. Tell me what my name is.”

A flicker of confusion showed on her face. “Your name is Master, Master,” she said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

“We're not alone anymore, Casey,” I said quickly. We were still alone, of course, but I just wanted to test. “Tell me what my name is.”

The same confusion this time. “Your name is Craig.”

“Perfect.”

I patted myself on the back for my ingenuity. This was a perfect way to exercise my power: I wasn't hurting Casey or doing anything inappropriate, but every time we were alone and I heard the word 'Master' leave her lips, you could bet I was going to get a hard-on like nothing else. I was looking forward to it.

In fact, I could test it right that instant. “Alright, Casey. I'm going to count backwards from five, and when I get to one you're going to wake up alert and refreshed, with no conscious memory of anything that happened while you were under. You also won't remember the sentence that contained your trigger phrase.”

She nodded, her body already priming itself to leave trance.

“Five...four...three...two...one, open your eyes,” I said, trailing off into a whisper as Casey's eyes shot open.

She looked around the room, naked confusion on her face. Her mouth dropped open in shock as she checked the time on her phone.

“Uh...Master?”

Holy shit, I thought. It worked. “Yeah, Case?”

“What have I been doing for the last...” she glanced back at the phone, “eight minutes?”

I took another bite of my waffle and feigned disinterest. “I don't know. You've just been staring into space, I guess.” I put down my fork and looked her over. “Kind of weird, actually.”

For an instant, her eyes grew unfocused and I began to worry if she knew more than she was letting on. Then they cleared up and her lips made an awkward smile.

“Wow, okay. I guess I need some coffee this morning. Damn.”

“Yeah, it couldn't hurt. Hey, what did you call me just a second ago?”

She frowned in confusion. “Uh, Master. That is still your name, right? I didn't slip into a parallel dimension or something like that?”

I laughed. “Not unless I went there with you, I guess.”

“God, listen to me. I sound like one of your nerd shows.” Casey got up and dumped the now-soggy cereal in the garbage disposal, then ran some water in the bowl and left it. “Anyway, I've got to get going, Master. Got a busy day ahead of me. Nice talking to you!”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, raising an arm as she left the kitchen. “We should hang out more often, you know?”

“Totally!” Her voice was muffled through the kitchen door.

“She called me Master.” I whispered it, like the words frightened me. “God, that felt amazing.”

I finished off the rest of my breakfast with relish, flush with power. The feeling of brainwashing Casey into serving me without her even realizing it had left me high, and it suddenly felt as if the day stretched before me, full of promise.

It was a little change, not enough to hurt anybody. And it felt good.

Like I said, I started small. But I wasn't satisfied with small for long.






Chapter Five

––––––––

[image: image]



“Have you ever let a man come on your face?”

“Yes. All the time.”

“Really?” I was intrigued. “Do you enjoy it?”

Casey thought for a moment, her eyes glassy and entranced, then shrugged. “Yes. It doesn't bring me physical pleasure, but...there's something about the feeling of it splashing on my skin. The symbolism of what it means excites me; the idea that a guy is so turned on by my face that he needs to mark it, like an animal claiming its territory? Rawr. Total turn-on. Know what I mean?”

I didn't know what she meant, but I was excited to find out more. We were in the bedroom, sequestered from the rest of the world, and I was interrogating Casey about her sexual preferences. Alexa had left for the day almost immediately, claiming she had a ton of work to do, and almost as soon as Casey and I were alone in the house, I'd come up to her and whispered her trigger. Now she was under my control.

I was still playing the gentleman – no touching, no inappropriate behavior – but I had no idea how long I could keep it up.

“Very interesting. You're a good girl,” I said, watching with pleasure as a flush crept over Casey's face. As if that wasn't enough proof my words were giving her pleasure, she shuddered gently. At some point – I couldn't even remember when, all our sessions blended together into a fever dream of power at this point – I had slipped that belief into her subconscious, that being praised brought pleasure. I'd watched as Casey reacted to it without thinking, becoming the house's go-to person for chores. A week ago, you couldn't pay her to do the dishes, now she'd be doing them before dinner was digested, trying to get compliments from the two of us. She didn't even understand why, and that excited me most of all.

“What about being tied up? Have you ever let a man tie you to the bed before fucking you? What about handcuffs?”

These sorts of questions would have made the Casey I knew burn with shame; but under my power, she answered without hesitation.

“Yes to both. Many times. I own a pair of handcuffs, actually – they're under the bed.”

I glanced beneath the bed, and sure enough there was a tiny box at the foot. Opening it up, I found a gleaming pair of handcuffs – the real kind, too, not the cheap sort for couples' play that had a little latch to open them up at any time.

“These are pretty hardcore,” I said. “When did you get these?”

“They were a gift,” Casey said without hesitation. “From an old boyfriend.”

“Was that the first time you'd used them?”

Her leg quivered gently. “Oh yeah. That was my first.”

“You must have liked it enough to do it again.”

“I'd never come so hard in my life,” she said with a pleased sigh. “At least not before I met you, Master.”

Hearing that made me so hard. My cock throbbed in my pants, aching for release. It was a constant struggle not to take it out of my pants, knowing I could command Casey to do whatever I wanted with it.

Instead, I changed the subject. “Have you ever had a threesome?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No.”

“Really? I'm shocked.”

“I don't share my men,” she said crisply.

I smirked. “You would if I commanded you to.”

“I would do anything you commanded me to, Master.”

Anything... I shoved the thought back down. This was about learning – about exercising my power in ways that got me off but didn't involve violating my roommate. And, to be honest, I was curious to learn more about Casey's sex habits, and by extension those of the other girls her age I knew. Maybe it'd make me better with the ladies.

“That's interesting,” I said, leaning back. “Have you ever had sex with another woman?”

My words had an effect I didn't expect. Casey shuddered; but not with pleasure. More like someone in a horror film backing away from something dark and scary.

“What's wrong?” I asked. “I just wanted to know if you'd been with a woman.”

“That...that's wrong,” she said, her voice audibly shaking. “It's not allowed for woman to lie with woman... it's an abomination.”

“What?” I blurted. For something to effect her so deeply, in a trance state, no less, it had to be deeply entrenched in her psyche.

“I said, it's not right for-”

“Stop.” I said, cutting her off. 'Abomination' was a strong word – one I normally associated with shady preachers, not a college student. Casey was far from a prude, so what was going on.

“Are you a christian?” I asked.

“No.” She shook her head.

So that wasn't it. I had an idea. “What about your parents? Are they?”

She paused, and I swore I could see her face visibly whiten. “Oh yes. Very much so.”

So that was it. I didn't know much about Casey's parents, since they never seemed to be very present in her life. If they were religious nuts, that might explain why she had this horribly repressed fear of homosexuality. I wondered if there was more to it – had Casey maybe had some bi-curious leanings in the past, and her parents had thrown the (good) book at her? Fixing that would be a good deed, so I filed it away mentally for later.

Right now, though, I was still burning with questions.

“What about...” I said, thinking of what to ask next, “sex in public? Have you ever fooled around in a public place.”

Her reaction was no less surprising. Her hand went to her mouth, and a storm of giggles came out. I could tell that only the pressing of her palm kept it from spilling into full-blown laughter.

“What's so funny?” I asked.

“It's just an odd coincidence, Master,” she said, her giggling fading away. “Any other time I would have said no, but I have – yesterday, in fact.”

Yesterday? My mind immediately went crazy with fantasy, trying to picture Casey's lithe, nimble body being fucked by her boyfriend in a public place. I wanted to know every dirty detail.

“Huh,” I said. “I thought Seth was going to that football clinic upstate with the rest of the team yesterday.”

“He did, Master.”

I was confused. “When did he get back, then?”

“He hasn't. The team stayed overnight; he'll be back in town this evening.”

Slowly it dawned on me; my mouth opened wide in a delighted gasp. “You cheated on Seth?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Was it the first time?” The question came out as I thought of it.

“Yes.”

“Wow.” I was tempted to ask her more about her feelings on that matter – what had made her be unfaithful to Seth after all this time? - but decided to skip it for now. Right now, I was thinking with my dick - and my dick wanted to hear every muffled moan, walk Casey through every phase of her adulterous affair.

“Where did this happen? Start at the beginning. Tell me everything about it; tell me like I was your very best girlfriend who you can confide every filthy detail to. Hold nothing back. You are completely safe here.”

“I am completely safe here,” she repeated, smiling blandly. “Alright. I'll tell you all about it, of course.”

I nodded. “What was his name?”

She shrugged. “Would you believe I don't know?”

“You fucked a stranger!? Wait, start at the beginning. I didn't mean to interrupt – I've got to hear this.”

“Of course, Master. I'll tell you everything. I was in the library...”






Chapter Six

––––––––
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“I was in the library,” Casey said. “It was just after sundown, and I was studying for my big chemistry exam – I hate chemistry.”

“Really?” I asked, unable to stop myself. “You always ace chemistry.”

“Because I work my ass off,” she said, using the same tone and inflection she'd have used with any of her besties. “I still hate it. It's garbage.”

That was an interesting tidbit to know, but ultimately useless. “Okay, go on. Who was this guy?”

A slow, teasing smile crossed her face. “I don't know. I was sitting at one of the computers, staring at this long list of formulas for figuring out the number of electrons in a quark or whatever, and I glanced over and there was this guy staring at me.”

“How was he staring at you? Like, in a creepy way?”

“Oh, no,” Casey said, flushing slightly. “It was like his eyes were able to say so much more than his mouth could. He looked at me in a way that said 'I know exactly what you want, and I'm just the man to give it to you.'”

I ran a hand over my forehead, disbelieving. “And that worked? Really?”

“It wasn't so much that,” she said. “It was just – his attitude, the way he carried himself, everything. It's intangible, you know? Like animal magnetism.”

Considering that I was currently holding her will in a trance that would have been called “animal magnetism” a couple of hundred years ago, I could definitely understand.

“Also it was such perfect timing,” she continued. “I had literally just been thinking about how long it had been since I last got laid.” She let out an unladylike laugh; it startled me. 

“So he talked you into it,” I said, regaining my focus.

“Well, there wasn't a lot of talking involved, if that's what you mean...”

“Alright, fast forward a bit,” I said. My cock didn't want to hear about assignments or glances – I wanted the pornographic details. “Where did you fuck?”

“Well, it started in the aisle,” she said with a little giggle.

“Right in front of everyone?”

“Oh, hell no. You know that section on the third floor where there's all those old reference books in like Russian or whatever? No one ever goes there. He took me up the elevator and led me down into a corner over there, and then...”

“And then?”

“Well, he put his hands on me. He was everywhere: under my shirt, up my legs, underneath my chin. God, his touch was like cold fire all over me.”

“So you were turned on.”

“Oh yeah.”

“What happened next?”

“He put his hand behind my neck, and I thought 'here we, go, he wants me to blow him.' I mean, I was ready to – I was so horny I would've gobbled up any cock you put in front of me right then. But instead he pushed me against the nearest shelf and turned me around, then started to finger me.”

“Just like that?”

She nodded. “I was wearing my best pair of yoga pants, those ones with the little ribbon on the front, and his fingers just went whoop and there he was!” She laughed at the memory. “I had such a wet spot by the time he was finished – I was sure everybody was staring at it.”

“So he just got you off, then? No reciprocation?”

“Well, first he got me off. And it was incredible – I'm a loud girl, usually, so trying to stay quiet in a library where you can hear a pin drop was such a turn-on. When I got close, he shoved his hand over my mouth to shut me up – I was so glad, because otherwise the whole place would have heard me come.”

This was insane. I couldn't believe Casey would do this – cheat on a whim, let some stranger finger her into the stratosphere a few feet away from studying students. You think you know somebody, I thought, but until you get them in a trance, you have no idea what kind of life they might be hiding.

And then, in the back of my mind, another thought: she cheated for the first time yesterday. Had my 'therapy' had something to do with it?

“What happened then?” I asked. “Did he fuck you?”

“After I came, he stuck his fingers in my mouth and let me suck them clean. It was so hot to taste myself on a stranger's fingers. Then he told me I had to be very quiet; 'like a good girl', he said. Fuck, that makes me so hot to be treated like that.”

“Do you have daddy issues?” I asked.

She nodded, accepting the truth in a way only possible while under trance. “Like you wouldn't believe.”

I suppressed a laugh. “Describe the fucking.”

She groaned. “May I touch myself, Master?”

How could I turn down an offer to watch that? “Yes, Casey. You may.”

With a relieved sigh, Casey slid her panties aside and began to finger her soaking slit. Her voice rose in pitch as she spoke, pleasure coursing within her.

“He spread my legs apart with his hand, after I came. Then he was behind me, and then he was in me and ohhh....shit, that feels good.”

“No condom?”

“No condom,” she agreed. “It all happened so fast. There was no time to think. I was already right on the edge, thank god, because if we'd gone more than a minute or two there was no way the whole library wouldn't have heard us. He fucked me so hard the shelves shook. He pounded me over, and over, and over...until...until...”

A cry broke from her lips as she came, gasping and sobbing, her eyes still open and glassy. Her body quaked with climax as she rode it out, putting herself on display for me to see. I wanted to come like that, so bad.

I waited a minute or two for her color to return and her breathing to quiet back down, then resumed the session.

“I think I get the idea,” I said, shaking my head. “I just...I don't get it. Why did you cheat on Seth?”

She thought about it for a moment. “I don't know. I...I wanted to. It felt right.”

I chuckled darkly. “So you'll sleep with another man in the middle of a crowded library, but heaven forbid you fool around with another woman?”

Her expression hardened. “That's not allowed,” she said. “I don't feel that way...”

“Okay, forget about that for right now,” I said. Hearing her go back to the religion thing had given me a different idea. I'd heard all the old jokes about Christian girls who didn't believe in pre-marital sex, so they let their boyfriends fuck them in the ass instead. I was curious if Casey had ever done that – the mental image was delectable.

“Have you ever had anal sex? Let a man come inside you from the back?”

She shook her head again. “No.”

“Really?” I was surprised – I was sure a guy like Seth would have insisted on that. “Have you ever done anything in that area?”

'In that area' was a pretty generic term, but Casey knew exactly what I meant. “Yes. A couple of times, I've taken my vibrator – my larger one, that's shaped like a cock – and slipped it in there with a lot of lube. Then I fingered myself while I thrust it inside my ass until I came.”

Oh my god. The mental image of that had me primed and ready to fuck. “That's very...adventurous. Why did you do that, but not the whole thing?”

She took a moment to collect herself before answering. “I just wanted to make sure that it fit, Master – that I could take it.”

“Why?”

“Because I'm planning on saving it for my husband, Master. The boy who marries me is going to be the first and only person to fuck me in the ass.”

There was a long pause. “Master?”

“Casey,” I said, my throat suddenly dry, “that is one of the hottest things I've ever heard.”

She grinned, oblivious to the effect she was having on me. “Thank you, Master!”

God, I couldn't hold back much longer. I was aching for it – my whole body felt like a spring that had been coiled too tight, full of energy just waiting to be unleashed.

“Would you...” I stumbled over the words, then started again. “Would you show me you can take it? While we talk?”

There was a momentary pause. I couldn't help but think of a computer searching its data banks whenever she did that. “Of course, Master. I'd be happy to show you.”

“Wonderful. Where, uh, where is the dildo? And your lube?”

Without looking, she lifted her arm and pointed to the bottom drawer of her dresser. “In there, under the clothes.”

Searching the drawer, I did indeed find what I was looking for. Underneath of some old shirts I don't think I'd ever seen Sandra wear was a half-empty bottle of lubricant and a big, flesh-colored dildo, about eight inches in length. I took both of them and put them on the bed.

“Go right ahead,” I said, gesturing at them.

As I watched, Casey stripped off the remains of her clothes and spread her legs wide, lifting her pert little ass up off the bed and sliding a pillow underneath. She uncapped the bottle of lube and coated two of her fingers, then slid them around her tight pucker. After a few seconds, her fingers dove inside, stretching the walls of her ass. Her face screwed up in concentration, but she was otherwise fine.

As I watched, she removed her fingers and picked up the dildo, coating in it a thin but generous layer of lube. Then, spreading her asshole with two fingers, she pointed the fat head of the shaft at her innermost folds and gently pressed it in.

The thick dildo stretched the lips of her pucker and disappeared inch by incredible inch inside of her ass. She spread her legs wider and lifted her ass gently, giving it more room to penetrate her. She let out a low groan as it filled her depths.

Finally there was more dildo inside of her than out – only the flared base of the shaft remained outside. The five or six inches of the phallus were inside her, stretching her out. I watched, fascinated, as she grit her teeth and began to pump the dildo in and out of her ass, slowly at first then at a pace that better resembled fucking.

“That's good,” I said, wanting to say so much more. My own shaft ached, imagining how good it would feel to be in that dildo's place, gripped tightly by the walls of her ass.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpered.

“You're so tight – I can tell. Are you able to take all of that?”

“Yes,” she said, shuddering as another inch slid inside her. “I'm still tight and ready. When the time comes, I'll be able to take my husband's cock deep inside my ass. He'll love it so much.”

I won't sugarcoat what happened next; it was awful of me. But I think that while staring at Casey's body, watching the dildo penetrate her ass while she sweated and shuddered and called me Master that I started to go a little bit insane. There's such a thing as too much temptation for any guy to bear – and that's before handing someone the keys to hypnotic power. I had crossed that line without realizing it, and now I couldn't stop until I had Casey just the way I wanted her.

“I'm not entirely sure you're ready,” I said.

She frowned. “No?”

“No. I want to make sure. I mean, the last thing you'd want is for your husband to be disappointed, wouldn't you?”

She nodded. “Of course. Certainly better to be safe than sorry.”

“I'm glad you feel that way. There's so many girls out there who wouldn't go the extra mile for their man that way. You're a really amazing girl, Casey. You're going to make some man very happy.”

She beamed. “Thank you, Master.”

She had no way of knowing that man was about to be me.

“Take the dildo out,” I said. “I have a different one I want you to try.”

Without hesitation, she drew the dildo out, letting it slide by inches from her ass. It flopped onto the bed and rolled onto the floor. I already had my pants around my waist and my boxers halfway down, my erect cock throbbing and dripping precum.

“Where is it?” She asked.

“I'll put it in,” I assured you. “And I'll take care of moving it around, too – I want to make sure you'll be able to take it in a real situation.”

“Oh, of course,” she said. “You're so thoughtful, Master.”

I gripped her hips and pulled her to the end of the bed. “Let me just move you over here, to make it easier.” When I was done, her pert ass hung just over the edge of the bed – her legs were spread wide, my hands around her ankles.

“Here it comes,” I said. “Get ready.”

She gave a happy sigh and relaxed, readying her body for another dildo. I pressed the head of my cock against her pucker – it was still nice and lubed up from the preliminaries. It slid inside easily. I worked it in, inch by inch, the walls of her ass stretching around me.

“Oh, that is much thicker than the last dildo,” she said, her voice raising by a hair. “It's really stretching me.”

Oh my God! I was delirious with bliss. I'd never had anal sex before – none of my previous girlfriends had ever let me fuck them like this. Casey was my first, and it felt incredible.

“There we go,” I said, giving a little cry of pleasure as I sunk into her to the hilt. “There...we...go. It's all the way in.”

She smiled broadly. “I took it just fine – it only hurts a little, Master.”

Just hearing her call me that made my cock throb inside her, shooting a tiny spurt of precum.

“I'm going to move it around now,” I said, trying to mask the pleasure in my voice. “I'm going to be a little bit rough – you want to be sure you'll be able to take a real cock when it's your husband, right?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Of course. Be as rough as you need to be, Master.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I drew her legs to me and fucked her, hard, sliding my cock in and out of her ass in smooth, fast strokes. My legs shook as I pounded her. I'd never felt anything so tight, so warm, so utterly ready for me. 

“That dildo is really moving,” Casey said. “Am I doing alright, Master?”

“Oh yes,” I groaned, pounding her asshole with jackhammer force. “You're such a good girl, Casey. Such a good little girl...”

I could feel my orgasm approaching. I considered pulling out for about two seconds, before the thought of coming inside her sweet ass made me realize there was no way I was passing up a chance like this.

“Okay Casey, I'm about to add some...um...some lube to the dildo,” I said between strokes. “Just to make sure it'll slide easily.”

“Are you going to take it out first, Master?”

“No,” I said, feeling my balls tighten against her ass cheeks. “I'm just going to squirt it right up in there!”

I tossed my head back and buried my cock inside her. “Here it comes!”

It was heaven. I came like an explosion, draining my balls inside of her ass, filling her cavity with burst after burst of sweet, sticky seed. I kept fucking her gently, riding every crest of the pleasure, milking each and every drop of come from my cock. She was so tight and snug around me, I knew she was going to be dripping.

“Oh my,” Casey said. “That's a lot of lube, Master.”

“Sorry,” I said, gasping. “I, uh, I think I got a little carried away. Used a bit too much.”

“Oh, that's quite alright,” she said. “I can clean it up after.”

I pulled out and stared at her body as I came down from my peak, still hard but satisfied. A thin ooze of come dripped from her asshole, like proof of ownership.

“That was...” I said, running a hand through my hair, “amazing. You did such a good job with that dildo, Casey.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said – and started to pull herself into a sitting position. “Should I-”

“Wait wait wait, one other thing,” I said teasingly. Taking a step forward, I angled my cock so that it was right in front of her face.

“You forgot to clean off the dildo,” I said.

“Oh. One sec,” she said, reaching for a cloth.

“No – that's not how you do it,” I corrected her. “Boys like it when you clean it off with your mouth.”

She looked surprised. “They do?”

“Trust me. I'm a guy, I know.”

She shrugged. “Well, alright.” Leaning forward, she took me into her mouth, sucking the head and base of my shaft.

“You've really got to get in there,” I said, instructing her. “Like this.”

I put my hand on the back of her head and gently eased my cock down her throat. A muffled 'thank you' passed her lips as she continued to suck. To my surprise, I was still pretty much on a hair-trigger – it only took a minute or two of sucking before I felt myself about to come.

“Keep going,” I said. “Don't stop. There's a big patch of lube you're about to reach – once you get that all sucked up, it'll be clean. Here it comes...”

For the second time, I drained my balls inside of Casey: this time coming inside her sweet, wet little mouth. She continued sucking, not even breaking a sweat as she slurped up my come – after all, she didn't know I was coming, this was all just busywork to her.

“Alright,” I said after she'd sucked my cock clean of come. “That's good. That's so fucking good, Casey, you're such a good girl.”

She leaned back, satisfied. “Thank you, Master.”

God damn, that was incredible. On top of that, I felt no guilt – the thrill of power, the pleasure of taking Casey in a way no man ever had before overrode any moral qualms I might have had.

I had her clean up the room, then put her through the usual commands, instructing her to have no conscious memory of anything she'd done while under. Then I made a slight change to my normal spiel:

“And when I reach one, you'll fall into a deep, natural sleep. When you wake up, you won't remember anything except deciding to head to bed early last night because you weren't feeling well, but now you feel better than ever. Five, four, three, two...one.”

Casey's eyes closed. Her body relaxed, going from rigid obedience to sleepy submission. She rolled onto her side and began to gently snore.

I let myself out. I had crossed a line tonight. I should have felt horrible, but all I could think was – when could I do it again? And what other games could I play with Casey's mind?

Somebody should really let Alexa know about this, I thought, the wheels in my head already beginning to turn. Maybe tomorrow...





Part III: Driving Lesson
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Chapter Seven
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“What can I do for you, Master?”

Casey stood in the doorway to the kitchen, still rubbing the sleep from her eyes. I took another sip of my coffee and let my eyes wander over her body, taking in every inch of her. As I'd instructed her during last night's session, she was still wearing the outfit she'd gone to bed in – a pair of garters and high heels, a lacy pair of pink panties, and nothing else. Her breasts were high and firm, the nipples still covered with the dried remnants of my seed. She was a post-coital vision, and just looking at her made my cock twitch in my pants and begin to harden.

I sort of wished I'd fucked her first thing this morning, but I had other plans. Plans that were much more fun.

“Good morning,” I said by way of introduction. “How'd you sleep?”

She yawned and stretched, a wide smile on her face. “Wonderfully. I swear, since you started hypnotizing me or whatever, I've never felt so rested. I usually sleep like shit, but I've been a log lately. It's pretty great.”

She walked into the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee, oblivious to the fact that she was half-naked or that I was staring at her body. 

“So what's up?” she asked, taking a little sip and sighing happily at the taste. “You called me in here.”

I had. And the reason was simple. Ever since I had broken through and taken her a few nights ago, becoming the first man to blow his load inside her tight, perfect little ass, it was all I could think about. Since then, I'd played a few games with Casey, letting myself get off on her hands or her tits – but I had never repeated the original performance.

I wanted to change that – more than that, I wanted to start taking our hypnotic relationship to the next level. I had some ideas of how best to do that.

I nodded in the direction of the sink. A small pile of plates and silverware peeked over the top of the counter. “Last night was your night to do the dishes,” I said. “You forgot.”

She rolled her eyes. “Really? You're calling me out on that? I'm not your maid, you now.”

“Oh, I know,” I said with a smirk. “If you were, Alexa and I would have fired your ass already.”

That brought a genuine laugh out of her. “Well, I'm not going to have time to do them tonight – I'm leaving with Seth.”

That was news – I didn't know anything about that. “What do you mean, leaving? Where are you two headed?”

She shot me an irritated look that said none of your business, but her lips pursed up in a crooked smile that let me know she didn't mean it. “Not that it's any of your business,” she said, “but we have a date tonight. Then we're going to Miami.”

“Miami?” It was so far from what I had expected, it took me a moment for my thoughts to catch up. “What the fuck is in Miami?”

She paused, looking like she wished she hadn't mentioned it – like she wasn't supposed to. “A training camp,” she said quickly.

“So? Seth goes to a training camp like every week – you've never gone with him before.”

“Look, I didn't want to say anything until it was official official, but...” A broad smile broke through her features. “It's the Miami Dolphins' training camp.”

“Oh. Oh.”

“Yeah,” she said, nodding. “Some scouts have been courting him for the last couple of months, really hush-hush. And, well...Seth might not be finishing his college degree at this rate. They're extending an offer. As long as he says yes, after this semester he's going to be a starting running back in the NFL.”

My jaw hit the floor. “That's...that's amazing, Casey.”

“Thanks.” She sounded bashful. “We're both really, really proud – just please don't tell anyone until it's official, okay? I don't want anything to fuck it up. And for God's sake, don't let Alexa know.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, of course. Jesus, that's huge, Case. Major.”

I was happy for her, of course: this was the culmination of a long, focused path in Casey's life, after all. She was going to be the wife of an NFL superstar, rich and famous and with everything she wanted out of the world. But at the same time, an icy feeling was working its way through my stomach. If she left at the end of the semester, I would probably never see her again – and I'd never hypnotize her again, either.

I had just begun to enjoy the sheer bliss of hypnotic power. I was days away from making her my submissive slave. Deep down I realized I had already been thinking of mu future plans: convincing her to break up with Seth, talking her into a real-life date with me, turning her into a fusion of devoted girlfriend and hypnotic slut. Now that future was receding from view, about to go to Miami of all places.

It made me angry. And horny. Any second thoughts I had about taking her again were gone in an instant; I only had a short time left, after all. I wanted her, and I wanted her now.

“Don't think that's going to get you out of doing the dishes,” I said. “You're not Mrs. Putnam yet, Case.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes again. She really was an adept at that look. “Fine. Whatever. I'll get them knocked out now, and you clean up anything that ends up in there the rest of the day. Deal?”

I was more than happy to accept.

Casey bent over the sink and entered the position I had convinced her during our last session was the best one to be in when doing the dishes: legs spread, pert ass thrust behind her like she was presenting it, tits hanging over the sink. I let her run the water for a minute then stepped behind her.

“You know,” I said, speaking quietly into her ear, “this means Seth's probably going to pop the question sooner rather than later. Maybe even this weekend.”

She reddened, and I knew immediately she'd been thinking the same thing. “I know. I'm really, really excited.”

I placed a hand on her warm thigh, getting a little closer. “Have you given any thought to what we talked about a few days ago?”

I was referring, of course, to the conversation she'd had during a previous trance about marriage – specifically, about how she was saving anal sex for her husband, intending him to be the first and only man to claim her back there. She confessed to me she had once slid a vibrator in there while masturbating, “just to make sure she could take him when it was time,” and I'd demanded she show me. Then I added a second 'dildo' to the performance – but this one was attached to me.

Naturally, she had a very different, less explicit recollection of these events, put in her head during the next session.

“Yeah,” she said, blushing a little.

“Do you think you're going to give it to him once he pops the question, or you're going to wait until you walk down the aisle?”

She looked away, but I could tell just thinking about it turned her on a little. The thought of doing something so wrong, so incredibly intimate with her future husband for the very first time must have been a massive turn-on for her. “I don't know. I might spring it on him after I say yes, just to seal the deal, you know?”

I chuckled, running my fingers over her hips. “I'm sure he won't be able to say no. I want to make sure that you're ready for that, though, Case.”

“Oh sure,” she said breezily, then started. “Wait, now?”

I nodded. “Uh huh.”

“Geez...” she blushed, taking the sponge and running it half-heartedly over a dish. “I mean, would you be okay doing that for me again? It's kind of weird, asking you to, but you're such a good guy.”

“I don't mind one bit,” I said. “In fact, I've got the tools right here.”

“God, you think of everything,” she said with a relieved smile. “Thanks so much, Master. You're a real friend.”

“No problem,” I said, pulling her panties to the side. “I know it's really important to you for your first time to be good for him. I've got the dildo right here, feel it?”

The head of my cock pressed gently against her pucker, stretching it around the tip.

“Yeah,” she said. “Oh, it's the thick one, isn't it? That's good – I want to be sure I can take something nice and big in there. Seth isn't exactly a little guy, if you know what I mean.”

“Ew, gross,” I said with a chuckle, pressing the head of my cock inside her ass. “We shouldn't talk about shit like that.”

“Sorry,” she said. “I'm such a perv. Um, are you going to lube that up first?”

“Oh, of course,” I said. “Sorry.” I pulled myself free and gave my cock a few quick, hard strokes, until the fat purple head was coated in precum.

“Here we go,” I said, sliding inside her.

I went in an inch at a time, slowly spreading the inside of her ass around me. She grunted and pressed against me, using the counter for leverage as she filled the sink with hot, soapy water.

“Oh, you're really taking it well,” I said, my voice tinged with pleasure. “Have you been practicing without me?”

“No, not at all,” she gasped. “You...you won't tell any body about this, will you? I'm just worried, you know – I'm about to be a married woman, and I don't want people knowing I had one of my guy friends getting me ready for my husband, even if he didn't do anything except give me instructions.”

“Don't worry,” I said, beginning to thrust within her. “This is just between us.”

The words seemed to relax her – she turned back to the sink and began to clean, washing the dishes with a distracted, methodical air. It certainly didn't help that she kept dropping them into the water as I thrust harder inside of her.

“You're doing so well,” I whispered in her ear, feeling my balls tighten as they primed to release my seed inside her. “I think we're just...about...done...ohshithereitcomes...!”

I came with a muffled cry, taking her by the neck and gently squeezing as I shot my load. Her ass was a snug, perfect receptacle for my seed and I filled it up completely, shooting the first load of the day in the place where it would feel the best. After the first two or three bursts, I pulled out and let my hot seed splash across her cheeks, glazing her ass with thick streaks of come.

“Oh shit,” she said, legs shaking. “You spilled the lube again, Master – how many times are you going to do that?”

“Sorry,” I said, rubbing the head of my cock against her ass as the last warm shocks of pleasure tingled through me. “I just get carried away sometimes.”

“Oh, whatever.” She took two fingers and rubbed them over her ass, coating them in sticky seed, then brought them to her mouth. “At least you got this nice edible lube – it even tastes awesome.”

As I watched, she sucked her fingers clean, getting my semen all over her lips and tongue.

“I'm even thinking of buying some this weekend for Seth,” she said. “Know where I can get some?”

“I'll take care of it for you,” I said, leading her to her knees as she slid my dripping cock into her mouth. “For now, just clean everything up.”

She slurped and sucked my shaft, bobbing on it until I was shooting my second load of the day, filling her pouty little mouth with another thick load. 

After she cleaned me up, she went back to the dishes, finishing them up without a word of protest. I wiped up the remains of my come off the floor and went back to the table, finishing my coffee and taking in the view.

“Thanks, by the way,” Casey said as she finished up the dishes. “I really appreciate what you're doing for me and Seth. I mean, he'll never know about it, but I'm sure he'd thank you too.”

“No problem,” I said. Christ, I felt stoned. “Thanks for getting those dishes knocked out.”

“You're welcome. I'm going to go take another shower,” she said, flashing a mischievous grin. “I need to get nice and clean before I see Seth tonight. I hope he's bringing a ring with him on our date.”

“You go, girl,” I said, watching her pert ass wiggle as she left.

When she was gone, I stared down into my coffee, thinking about how funny life is. Just as my life was about to achieve absolute perfection, it was snatched away – and by the happiest of coincidences, the fulfillment of Casey's dream. I didn't know what to do. I didn't have the heart to fuck her engagement up – I knew that much. But I couldn't live any more without hypnotizing someone, filling them with my will, using them as my personal fuck toy. What was I going to do?

I thought of Alexa – in some ways, she was the perfect replacement. She was certainly hot, and smart, and lived in the same townhouse as me. But she was never here. I despaired, thinking that I would never have a chance to do to her what I'd done to Casey.

Fate, however, was just about to intervene.






Chapter Eight

––––––––
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“I need your help, Craig.”

I glanced over from the laptop, a bit confused – it had been days since anyone had called me anything but 'Master', and the sound of my own name had a strange ring to it.

I hastily closed the window of my browser (I'd been looking for inspiration, already planning my last big weekend with Casey) and sat at attention. Alexa shut the front door behind her and stepped inside in a rush, depositing two heavy bags bulging with books onto the floor. She sighed heavily and put her hands against the small of her back, stretching.

“Long time no see,” I said, a little irritated at the way she greeted me. I mean, not even a hello, just jumping straight to I need your help, Craig? It pissed me off.

It must have reflected on my face, because Alexa looked me over and blanched. “I was just rude, wasn't I?”

It never failed – she was so disarming, I couldn't stay made. “Yeah,” I said with a little laugh. “It's okay though.”

Despite having lived together for the better part of a year and a half, Alexa was still a bit of a mystery to me – not in the least because she was barely ever home. She was majoring in a subject I couldn't quite pronounce, and every time she explained it to me I got a headache from trying to follow her, but apparently it involved lots of lab time and heavy books. It left her very little time for a social life, so you would think she'd be a stranger to male attention – but she was fending off guys constantly. They called the house all the time, trying to get her on the phone to proposition her. It wasn't hard to understand why: Alexa was a total dork, but she had the body of a fertility goddess. She made well-endowed girls look flat – her tits were the stuff of legend, gorgeous mouth-watering orbs any man with a pulse couldn't help but imagine wrapped around his cock. But unlike Casey, who used sex as a tool to get what she wanted (and me, who just wanted sex all the time), Alexa seemed indifferent to physical pleasure. As far as everyone around her knew, she'd given that side of her up in the pursuit of knowledge; and so I'd eventually given up any hope of dating her and finding out what those beautiful breasts looked like outside of a lab coat.

Also, since she was unused to social graces, she had a tendency to be blunt (rude as hell, Casey would say) without meaning to sometimes. Like right now.

“Sorry,” she said briskly, plopping onto the couch and putting her feet up. “I know I haven't been around much lately. And by lately, I mean 'since we've lived here'.”

That brought another laugh.

“How are you?” she added. “How is Casey? How is, well, everything here lately?”

“Everything's fine,” I said, shaking my head, “and you couldn't be more transparent if you tried. It's really okay – we both know you're busy as hell. Casey is getting ready for her big date weekend with Seth, and I'm sitting here chilling. What can I do for you?”

She smoothed down the front of her lab coat, gathering her thoughts. Fuck, she looked so good. If she wore some more makeup, did more with that long, sultry black hair than put it in a ponytail, she'd be even hotter than Casey.

My eyes widened. Hotter than Casey? She would be, wouldn't she? If only there was some way...

Alexa cleared her throat. “I need you to provide vehicular transportation to a symposium,” she said.

I stared at her for a long second, until she frowned at me. “What?”

“English, please,” I said. “I think you asked me to give you a ride somewhere?”

She nodded. “Yes. There's a symposium – kind of like a science convention, I suppose – at Buford College this weekend. Dr. Herbert called and asked me to present my findings on the effects of galvanometric waves on n-dimensional phase space...”

“Wait a second - Buford College?” I asked, disbelievingly. “That's like a four hour drive from here!”

“Four hours, twelve minutes according to my GPS,” she said. “Which could change with variations in traffic or weather...”

“Hold up,” I said, holding up a hand. “You want me to drive you four hours to Buford, then presumably drive you four hours back the next day, right?”

She nodded.

“Buford is in the middle of nowhere. I wouldn't even have anything to do.”

She looked nonplussed. “You could always bring a book or something.”

“Look, Alexa...” I frowned, trying to come up with the best way of saying 'no'. “We're friends. I know we don't get to spend a lot of time together, but I'd like to think we are. Why don't I just let you borrow my car, and you can bring it back on Sunday?”

She flushed crimson. “Um...that won't work,” she said.

“Why not?”

“Because...I don't have a driver's license.”

My mouth dropped open. “Wait, really? How are you an adult woman and never passed a driving test. I mean, it's not even hard.”

“It's not the difficulty,” she said, shaking her head. “I just...I've always been so busy, and I've never really needed additional transportation options, so in terms of return on time investment, it's always been at the bottom of the pile. Plus, I think your car has a manual transmission and I've heard those things are difficult to manage.”

“Nah, they're fine once you get used to them,” I said. “In fact...”

“What?”

My face broke out in a delighted smile. I had a brilliant idea – morally, an awful idea, but cleverness-wise an amazing one. “In fact,” I said, “I'll show you.”

“Show me?” She cocked her head. “As in, instruct me prior to departure? I'm afraid I won't have enough time...”

“No, I'll teach you as we go,” I said. “I'll drive you to Buford, and give you some tips on driving a stick shift on the way. Then before we leave, I'll let you get in some practice. You'll have your license in no time.” I looked up at her. “What do you say?”

She put a hand to her chin and hummed. “Well, it would be advantageous to acquire a driver's license, especially if I'm planning future visits...alright, that would be fine. Thank you Craig – I really appreciate this.”

“No problem,” I said with a grin, “the pleasure is all mine. So when do we leave?”






Chapter Nine

––––––––
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“Are you sure we're going the right way?” I asked.

Alexa tapped her GPS and glanced over her glasses at me. “Absolutely.”

She looked out the window, watching trees pass by with a nervous expression.  “I mean, I think so. How many other roads are there out here, anyway?”

I knew what she meant. This was the country, alright – in the last half hour we hadn't passed anything resembling a town, just endless forests and fields. Fortunately I'd stopped for gas right as we'd left, I had no idea how long it would be until we reemerged in civilization.

“This really is the boonies,” I said. “They're going to have a science fair out here?”

Alexa took a big sip from the soda she'd bought at the gas station and fiddled with the air conditioning. “There's a lot of empty space in this country,” she said with a shrug. “Still, I'd feel better if we saw some other signs of life. And it's a symposium, by the way.”

On cue, the radio began to crackle with static. The bland NPR talk show Alexa had insisted on listening to was replaced for a moment with a burst of bluegrass, then faded into white noise.

“Shit,” Alexa said. “We're really in the middle of nowhere now, aren't we?”

I turned the radio off and flipped down my visor. On the opposite side was a holder made of fabric containing a half dozen CDs. I scanned them, keeping one eye on the road, looking for the one I'd added just before we left.

“No big deal,” I said. “Oh, but one thing – Driver gets to pick the music. You okay with that?”

“Sure.” Alexa shrugged and moved her seat back a notch. “I'm probably just going to read, anyway.”

“Cool cool.” A cloud moved in front of the sun and the world momentarily grew dark, a sneak preview of evening. I popped the disc into the player and started the first track, turning up the volume.

A throbbing bassline filled the car – the very same bassline I had used as part of Casey's first therapy session. I'd burned it to disc, made it portable.

“This is...pretty nice,” Alexa said after a minute. “Who is this?”

“Oh, this? This is me, actually,” I said, gesturing towards the dashboard. “Sort of an ambient relaxation project I create off and on.”

“Really?” She sounded impressed. “I didn't know that. That's awesome, Craig – you're pretty talented.”

I thanked her and kept my eyes on the road, but snuck a glance over at her every now and then. Eventually I saw the telltale drooping of her lids, the slack expression and glassy eyes that heralded a movement into trance state.

“Isn't it pretty, the way the light filters through the trees?” I asked, modulating my voice so that it was nice and even.

“Yeah,” she said after a moment. “It is...”

“Take a good look at it,” I told her. “They're planted so evenly here, it's almost like a pattern. Light, dark, light, dark...it's so relaxing, isn't it?”

“Mmh hmm,” she muttered thickly. “Relaxing...”

Over the next ten minutes or so, I went through a routine nearly identical to the one I'd used on Casey. I opened up her inhibitions, added a few blind spots to her social settings and slipped a few post-hypnotic suggestions into her subconscious. When I was done, I brought her out of trance slowly, counting down in time with the backbeat pouring from the stereo.

“One.”

Slowly she blinked, looking around the car like she didn't recognize it. Her eyes went cloudy, then focused. She lifted up her book and leafed through it for a moment, as if refamiliarizing herself with its contents, then set it in the floor.

“Woah, that music is relaxing,” she finally said with a little laugh. “I was out like a light. I hope I didn't snore.”

“Nope, not a bit,” I said, glancing over at her. “You purred like a kitten, though.”

She blushed. “Really? Well, I hope I wasn't distracting.”

“Not at all. Hey, how about a driving lesson?”

“Oh!” She perked up immediately. “Yeah, of course. You did say you were going to help me with that, weren't you?”

I nodded. “Yep. And it's not like we're going to be doing much of anything else the next two hours.”

Putting my seat back a notch or two, I undid my belt and opened my pants. My cock stood out, halfway hard and getting stiffer by the second.

“One sec,” I said. “Let me get the stick shift ready for you.”

I slowed down and put the car on cruise control – it put us a little bit below the speed limit, but there were no cars within view to be upset by a slow driver. I gave my cock a few strokes, glancing over at Alexa's cleavage until I was throbbing in my hands.

“Come here,” I said, taking her hand.

I brought it to my lap and gasped with pleasure as her fingers wrapped around my cock. She gave it an experimental squeeze and a gentle stroke, running her fingers over the sensitive skin.

“That's the stick shift,” I said. “It controls what gear the engine runs in.”

“Wow, it's bigger than I thought it would be,” she said, leaning over.

“Undo your seatbelt,” I commanded in a low voice. “You're completely safe.”

“I'm totally safe,” she repeated in a friendly voice as she undid her seatbelt and let it snap back behind her shoulder. She wasn't, although we only going about forty miles an hour, but the thought that she was willingly risking herself to pleasure me made me even harder.

“So like I said, you need to shift between gears in order to go to a higher or lower speed. When driving, you have to let the clutch in while you change gears, but I'll handle that for you for now.”

“Oh, thanks,” she said, stroking me. “I appreciate the help.”

“Now, I'm going to push the gas a little bit, and you...oh man,..okay, you're going to upshift, okay? So a little harder, a little faster.”

She furrowed her brow in concentration. “Okay. I think I'm ready.”

I put my foot down on the gas pedal until we were going a good ten miles an hour faster, and groaned with pleasure as Alexa's stroking picked up speed.

“Did I do it? I didn't screw it up, did I?”

“No,” I said, stroking the back of her neck. “That was perfect. We're going to practice that a few more times, okay? When I slow down, I want you to downshift, and when I speed up I want you to shift back up.”

She nodded, a determined glint in her eye. “Okay. I can do it!”

My hand strayed to the back of her head and gently pulled her down into my lap. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I want you to get a good look when you're doing it,” I said. “Just to make sure you understand the principle.”

“Oh, okay – awesome.” She licked the head of my cock with her tongue. “You are being so nice to me, by the way. Most boys would laugh at a girl who doesn't know how to drive, not offer to help her like this.”

“You're welcome,” I said with a grin. “Get ready.”

I slowed down, then sped up again, loving the sensation of her mouth wrapped around my cock. True to my instructions, she went full-throttle deep-throating me as I sped up, and switched to slow, loving licks when I slowed down. We drove down the road for five minutes that way, her mouth leaving me wet and aching for more.

Abruptly, I pulled off the side of the road down a dirt path.

Alexa raised herself off my cock and glanced around, looking like she'd been caught doing something wrong. “What's going on? Did I mess up?”

“No, not at all,” I said, slipping my hand into her cleavage. Christ, her skin was so soft. I wanted her breasts in my mouth – but I'd have to wait for another day to suck and fuck those puppies. “The 'change oil' light just came on.”

“Oh no!” Her eyes widened into an almost comical expression of terror. “What are we going to do? Are we going to be able to make it to Buford?”

“We'll be fine,” I assured her. “I have all the stuff to change the oil right here. I'm going to show you how to do it.”

“Oh.” She looked at me warily. “Isn't that a little advanced?”

I smiled, looking her up and down. “I'm sure you can do it. You're a fast learner.”

A little smile crossed her lips.

I drove on until I was far enough up the road that no one driving by would be able to see us – not that there was much risk of that happening, but I wanted to be on the safe side. Then I led Alexa out of the car and popped the hood.

“Now, the first thing you want to do is check your oil level, just to make sure you really need to change it,” I told her. “For that, you need a dipstick.”

She looked down at the engine in confusion. “Do we have one of those?”

“Oh yeah.” Slipping my hands around her waist, I unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down. Her white panties were quickly yanked to the side.

“We're going to check the oil level together,” I said. “I want you to keep an eye on the engine and let me know everything that happens, okay?”

She nodded. “Will do. I'm a little nervous, Craig.”

“Don't be. Everything is going to be fine. Now spread your legs.”

“Spread my legs?”

“That's right. So we can check the oil level.”

“Oh, okay.” She spread her legs, giving me a delicious view of her inner thighs and the lips of her pussy. “Like this?”

“Exactly,” I said, sliding inside her.

Her pussy was wet and warm and oh so snug. It gripped me tight, wrapping around me like a vice as I thrust inside of her.

“Everything looking okay?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she groaned, her mouth opened wide with pleasure. “Yeah, everything is fucking great, Craig. I definitely can see how important it is to check the oil level first.”

“We want to make sure to get in there nice and deep,” I said, my words a grunt against her neck.

Her tits swayed with every thrust, hanging over the engine. “Yes, that's so important,” she agreed, “nice and deep!”

This was so hot. I couldn't hold back much longer – my shaft was aching for release, and Alexa's soaking slit was just what I needed. I wanted to come, and when I did it was going to be an explosion.

“Alright, we definitely need some oil,” I said. “I need you to get a good look at the filter for me, to make sure it's clean. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” she gasped, “yes! Where is that?”

I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her down, forcing her head under the hood as I fucked her roughly. “Can you see a little better?”

“Oh, fuck yeah! Oh, it needs oil bad, baby!”

“I've got it right here,” I said. “We're about to fill it up, me and you. Get ready – if you spill even a drop, the oil change might not work.”

“I can do it,” she said resolutely, gripping the front of the car with white knuckles. “Give me all that hot, sweet oil baby!”

“Shit, here it comes...”

I gave her cunt one more hard thrust, and then I was coming, my balls draining deep inside her wet, fertile womb. I grabbed her hips and ground her walls against the head of my cock, letting the feeling of sweet bliss fill my body.

“Oh, I can feel it! We're doing it!” Alexa's voice was full of triumph. “You know, I really don't think this is at all as hard as people say. You just have to fill 'er up!”

And I did. Finally I started to come down from my peak, come oozing from the head of my cock. I withdrew, sweat beading on both of our foreheads and zipped myself back up.

Alexa put her panties and jeans back on, brushing the dirt off them. “Whew,” she said, running a hand through her hair, “that is thirsty work. I could go for the rest of that soda.”

When we were back in the car, I watched her as she drank. She was gorgeous – the post-coital glow gave her an almost ethereal quality. She'd taken to the hypnosis like a champ, and my balls thanked her.

“You did great,” I said. “You're really, really good at that for someone who's never changed oil before.”

“Thanks,” she said, beaming with pride. “I had a good teacher.”

As we pulled back out onto the road, she did something I didn't expect: she put her hand over mine.

I looked, and she saw that I looked, and pulled it away, blushing.

“Hey...” she began, an embarrassed look on her face. “Look. Um, you're a really nice guy, Craig. Not many people would do something like this for me, and now that we're really hanging out you're a really fun person to be around. I've actually forgotten what it was like to have a real social life.”

“Well, I'm glad,” I said, meaning it. “You're fun to be around, too.”

“So, um, I know it's completely gauche and against gender roles for a woman to be the pursuer, but then again I'm never really been the best at following those any way...so...um, maybe after this is over you'd like to go out with me sometime?”

My mouth dropped open. I hadn't done this – none of my post-hypnotic suggestions had even been close to putting this idea in her head.

“You mean...like a date?”

“Yeah.” She nodded and put her hand back on top of mine. “Unless you're not interested, in which case I totally understand...”

“No, I'm definitely interested,” I said, trying not to think about the weirdness of the situation. “I think that would be fun.”

“Awesome,” she said, giving my hand a little squeeze as we drove on into the woods. “I'm looking forward to it.”

I was looking forward to it, too.





Part IV: Unit Alexa
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“Come for me, Master! Come all over me!”

I groaned and leaned back, rocking my hips against Alexa's gorgeous, heaving tits. My cock was buried between them, sliding in and out of her tender orbs as I fucked her. The bed shook with each thrust, squeaking in time with her excited gasps.

She looked up again from where her head hung over the foot of the bed. “God, your cock is red-hot,” she said, teasing the head with her tongue. “I want you to mark me, Master. Paint my skin with your seed. Show me that you own me!”

I fucked her harder, pressing her against the bed as I straddled her tits. Alexa was a beautiful girl with many attractive features, but it was her tits (those huge, intoxicating breasts) that were the first thing any man who saw her noticed. It was no surprise that the first thing I'd asked for after we had sex for the first time was to fuck her tits, just as it was no surprise to her: she laughed knowingly, completely aware of the effect they had on me.

“Shit, I'm coming,” I said, burying myself deep. “Here it comes...”

Having fucked her pussy, you'd think that the load I shot across Alexa's tits would have been a bit smaller, more of a dribble than a monsoon – you would have been wrong. If anything, the novelty made me come more: burst after burst of hot, sticky seed landed across Alexa's firm tits, coating her with warm as she gave a triumphant squeal and began to milk my cock with her hand.

“That's right,” she said, stroking me gently. “Give me all of it, Master. Every last drop.”

God, what had I done to deserve such a girl? Oh, that's right – I hypnotized her.

“Jesus,” she said, sighing contentedly. Now that I'd come down from my peak, she scooted back onto the bed and snuggled against my shoulder. “That was pretty fucking hot, Craig.”

Now that I'd come, I felt sleepy and relaxed. The things that had been troubling me lately – the fact that one of our roommates was about to leave us forever – faded away, replaced with a deep feeling of contentment.

I reached behind Alexa and grabbed her ass, pulling her closer. She gave a delighted squeal and ran her fingers down my chest.

“You are really into hypnosis, aren't you?” Alexa asked.

She was referring to the fact that I'd asked her to to a bit of role-playing while we in bed together. She called me 'Master' and play-acted being completely in my power – while all the while, I could speak her trigger words at any moment and really put her under. It was a strange and wonderful feeling, one I realized with a start I could really get used to.

“Yeah, I kind of am,” I said, running my hand over her back. Her skin was warm and soft. “Is that a problem?”

“Oh no, of course not,” she said, shaking her head. “I'm well aware that sexuality is a spectrum – things we think of as 'kinks' are really healthy, natural ways to express our sexual identities. It's just...I've never seen a guy get going out of nowhere the way you did when I called you Master. You must really like it.”

“You keep calling me that, you might just find out,” I said with a low growl.

She chuckled and gave the hollow of my throat a little kiss. “Mmh, I totally would. But I need to be up super-early tomorrow. Got a long day of lab work ahead of me.”

She started to roll away; I gripped her closer, running a thumb along the underside of her nipple right where I'd discovered she liked it best. I was rewarded with a gentle shudder of pleasure.

“Don't go,” I said. “Stay here.”

“I don't know if that's such a good idea,” she said. “I wouldn't want Casey to catch us like this. What if she came in and saw us half-naked in bed together?”

I sat up a bit. “Okay, one: totally none of her business. We're both adults and we can fuck whoever we want, even each other. Two: why would Casey come in my room unannounced?”

“I don't know.” A worried look passed over her face. “Case has been acting really, really weird lately. Even I notice it, and I'm barely here – you must have seen it.”

Damn. So my escapades with Casey hadn't been quite as on the down-low as I'd thought. “She's always been like that,” I said.

She hummed dismissively but didn't say anything. I lay there for a minute, just enjoying the feeling of her body wrapped around mine.

“Besides, she's about to get married,” I said, unable to conceal a tinge of bitterness. “That probably makes her all kinds of nervous.”

I wasn't expecting Alexa's reaction in the slightest: she bolted upright in bed, kicking the covers off of her above the waist. She looked gobsmacked.

“She what!?”

“She told me the other day that Seth is going to propose to her,” I said. “He's probably already done it – we won't know until she gets back home tomorrow.”

Her breathing grew heavy; her eyes darted around the room. What the hell was wrong with her?

I cocked my head. “What's wrong, Lex? You can't be surprised – they've been dating for like two years. Plus she told me he's about to get picked up by the NFL or something like that, so it's basically the perfect time. I mean, I've been expecting this all year – haven't you?”

As I watched, she took back control of herself, calming down with a visible effort. She sunk back onto the bed, but lay next to me instead of snuggling.

“Yeah,” she said finally. “Yeah, I guess so. I just didn't expect it to be this early, I guess.”

“It seemed like more than that,” I said. “What's gotten into you?”

“Nothing, nothing,” she said, rolling towards me and putting her hand in mine. “I'm fine. I'm happy for her, really. This is great news. We're going to be totally broke, but it's great news.”

We both laughed, idly caressing each other. “We can always get a new roommate,” I said. “Or...you know, it might be nice to just have the two of us here, Lex.”

“Maybe,” she said – then ran her fingers through my hair and gave me an unexpected kiss on the lips. “I like it when you call me Lex, by the way.”

“I'll have to remember to do it more often,” I said.

“Anyway, I really do have to go,” she said, pulling up the covers. Her panties were in a heap underneath the comforter at the foot of the bed, she took them and slid them on one slender leg as she moved.

“You're going to leave before sleepy time?” I asked.

She froze instantly. I couldn't stop a smug little smile from spreading across my face.

“Come lay back down,” I commanded.

Without hesitation, Alexa lay back on the bed, but made no move to cover herself back up. Without the covers, her naked body was on display, and I took a moment to admire it like a sports star appreciating his trophy. She was beautiful – smooth, cafe au lait skin, long dark hair, hips to die for, tits to kill for. If she wasn't so obsessed with being the biggest nerd on the planet, she could easily have been a model.

Although maybe she was a touch too curvy for that. Not that it matters to me, I thought. I hate those skinny bitches the media tries to foist on us anyway. Girls like Alexa are the real goddesses.

Her reaction to the news about Casey intrigued me. Why had she freaked out so bad? Initially, I had thought she was upset about losing the rent money, but she showed me almost immediately that that wasn't the case. Now that she was in a trance, I could get some answers.

“Alexa,” I said. “Can you hear me?”

It was interesting how the way women spoke changed during trance – their new voices were just as varied as their old ones. Casey had become breathless, a little higher pitched, even as she struggled to keep a monotone, while Alexa sounded...robotic. More than that, she sounded the way an evil, sexy robot from one of her TV shows would have been expected to sound. I wondered if that evil could be nurtured, brought to the surface.

“Yes Master,” Alexa said. “I can hear you.”

“Good. Now tell me: why were you so upset a minute ago about Casey getting engaged?”

For a moment, she didn't say anything, and I wondered if she had actually heard me. Then I noticed the way her entire body tensed up, her face and breasts paled, and realized the reasons might be deeper in her psyche than I realized.

“Answer me,” I commanded.

Her face slackened; the internal conflict I'd seen there disappeared with a relieved sigh. “I didn't want her to leave,” she said.

That was a very general answer – it could mean anything. “Alexa, I want you to relax. You're completely safe here. Everything is safe, and warm, and feels oh so good. You can tell me anything.”

Her body sank into the couch as she let out a long breath. It was like watching the pressure be let out of a balloon. “I still care about her,” she said.

“I care about her too.  I don't understand – the two of you hardly ever see each other. You don't even seem to be particularly good friends.”

She sighed again, and this time there was real sadness in it. “We used to be.”

“Used to be?” I was growing more confused by the minute. Every answer I received only brought more questions. “What happened between the two of you?”

Alexa snorted and chuckled darkly. It was a very un-Alexa like gesture, the kind of thing I never would have expected to see out of her. “Did you never think how weird it was before you moved in that the two of us lived together?”

My eyes widened. She couldn't possibly mean what she seemed to be implying. “Lots of women live together in college,” I said slowly. “Hell, they have entire dorms of them. And I figured you two never really saw each other much of the time to begin with-”

“Why do you think I throw myself so hard into my work?” She asked. She sounded on the verge of tears. “Why do you think I'm never home? Did you ever think it was weird that I hadn't been out on a date in two years? You think I'm not a real person, that I don't have blood running through my veins, that I don't want someone to kiss and fondle this huge tits and make me feel like a real woman?”

Now there was no doubt in my mind. “You and Casey were...together?”

She paused, then nodded, a single sob escaping her lips. “Once upon a time.”

My head swum. I couldn't fit the image of Alexa – the nerdy, repressed girl who had just turned into a demon in the sack with me a few minutes ago – with a girl who would have a passionate girl-on-girl relationship with Casey, of all people. They just wouldn't fit. They sounded like parallel dimensions or some shit.

“Wait, that doesn't make any sense,” I realized. “I hypnotized Casey-”

“You hypnotized Casey,” Alexa repeated blandly.

“Yeah, that's right, I did.” In my agitated state, I had accidentally heard those words as a challenge. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“Of course not, Master,” she said smoothly. “You should hypnotize any woman you want.”

I calmed down instantly. “Well...sorry. I mean, shit, why am I apologizing to you, you're in a trance. I'm all mixed up. Shit.”

I had to take a moment to get my thoughts in order. Alexa waited patiently, completely submissive, while I did so.

“But look, I hypnotized Casey a couple of weeks ago,” I finally said. “I asked her if she had ever fooled around with another girl, and it was like I'd stepped on a landmine. I'd never seen her get so frosty, even in a trance. She called it an abomination, for fuck's sake.”

Alexa's lips twisted in a sneer. “There's whole parts of Casey that she can't come to terms with. I've heard of girls who hate their own sexuality as much as she does, but I'd never met one until we started dating.”

Something else occurred to me. “Wait – you dated a girl. So what does that make you, exactly?”

“I prefer not to put labels on my sexuality,” she said calmly. “Attraction is a spectrum, not a binary yes-or-no question. I was attracted to Casey, and I cared deeply about her.”

“But you liked having sex with me,” I said, just to make sure.

She flushed, grinning. “Oh yes, Master. I liked it very much.”

“Okay, good,” I said. “Just so we're clear.”

So Alexa was bisexual (at the very least), and Casey was so deep inside the closet, she'd need a map to find her way out. Interesting. I wondered if Seth had the slightest inkling of it – I certainly hadn't seen it.

“So, what happened, exactly?” I asked, caressing her shoulder. “Between you and her, I mean.”

“We dated for a while,” Alexa said, “until things began to get serious. And we fought. We fought all the time – mostly about how Casey insisted on pretending we were just roommates to everyone else. Finally I gave her an ultimatum: be my girlfriend, openly, or we'd break up. I didn't expect her to actually do it.”

A single tear trickled from her eye and ran down her cheek. “Jesus,” I said. “I'm sorry, Alexa.”

“It's her parents' fault, really,” she said, wiping her face. “They never liked the arrangement to begin with. I think they knew I was going to fall for Casey before I did. But you know, without roommates there's no way to afford an apartment on campus, so...”

“Oh, I know.” Just as housing prices had forced me into this situation with Casey and Alexa, and had given me the opportunity to make my darkest fantasies come true, they had also broken Alexa's heart.

I wanted to do something about that. What exactly, I wasn't sure of yet, but I could feel a plan forming in the back of my head, formless but there. Maybe if I slept on it, I'd have more ideas in the morning.

I guided Alexa back out of trance, instructing her to fall into a deep sleep as soon as I counted down to one. Moments later, she was purring gently against my side, warm and cozy.

I lay against her, thinking of ideas as sleep overtook me. Maybe tomorrow, I'd have a better idea of how to move forward.






Chapter Eleven

––––––––
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If I had thought that the morning would bring a brilliant epiphany on how to deal with my current situation, I was wrong. Any thoughts that Alexa and I have might have had about our relationship, her relationship to Casey and what it all might mean for the future of our house was put on the back burner when Casey came barreling through the front door with a diamond the size of a jawbreaker on her finger.

“He pulled off the road on the ride home,” she said, a triumphant gleam in her eyes, “and pulled this puppy out of his jacket. I mean, of course I said yes. Oh, I'm so excited!”

“I'm very happy for you,” Alexa said, then left the room.

Casey just rolled her eyes. “What a nerd,” she said.

Only I knew what had really gone on between them. Alexa didn't know I knew; I'd gotten it from her mind via hypnotic trance. So it wasn't like I could do anything with the information – just revealing what I knew would have given the game away, let Alexa at the very least know that something was up. So, I ended up tucking it into the back of my mind for the time being.

Besides, with her engagement finalized, Casey was spending most of her time over at Seth's: and that meant plenty of alone time with Alexa.

It was fun, of course: the time constraints Alexa's research put on our budding relationship meant sex was a quick, dirty affair, focused on getting the other person off as fast and hard as possible. I'd never had sex like this before, and it was a real treat – but I wanted more.

I couldn't stop thinking about the way Alexa had sounded when she'd been under trance: that combination of robotic and sexy. It stimulated a part of my brain I didn't even know liked to be stimulated; in short order, it was all I could think about.

It wasn't long before I got a chance to make her sound that way a whole lot more often.

I waited for a weekday afternoon, when Alexa wouldn't be in class – sure, she spent most of her day at the lab anyway, but as long as she didn't have a direct class, she wouldn't be missed. Before Casey left for the day, I'd put her under a quick trance and given her a suggestion to stay away until tomorrow. I knew exactly how she'd do it, too: I was tempted to call ahead to Seth and let him know about the hot little number coming his way, begging him to sleep over for the night. But I reasoned he'd figure that out on his own soon enough.

The door opened a little after noon, just as Alexa headed out of the lab for her “lunch break.”

“Hey, babe,” she said, a naughty smile already fixed on her face. “Have you been waiting up for me? You must really be missing-”

“Sleepy time,” I said.

Instantly she froze, her mouth still open mid-word. The tote bag she had slung over one shoulder slowly slid free, then clattered to the floor. A thermos, thankfully closed nice and tight, rolled out and came to rest against the wall.

“Alexa, can you hear me?” I asked, awaiting her reply. I wanted to hear that voice again – for real, instead of just on replay in my head.

“Yes, Master.” It was exactly the same. That odd mix of sultry, robotic and blissful that made me think of some sex android built to please me. “I can hear you.”

“Good. Follow me.”

She followed just a few steps behind me as I led her through the house to our living room. Normally, I would've preferred a locked door or two between me and the world when a tranced-out girl was involved, but this time I'd taken the proper precautions to avoid anyone coming between me and my fantasy.

“Sit,” I said, indicating the couch. Alexa plopped down on the plush cushions and I slid in next to her.

“I want you to relax for me,” I said by way of introduction. “I want you to get very comfortable. You're perfectly safe here; there's no one in the entire world right now except for me and you. Nothing can hurt you, nothing can even touch you. You are totally, completely relaxed.”

I watched with pleasure as Alexa sunk into the back of the couch, sighing with relief. Her arms drooped at her sides like leaden weights, and her legs spread gently as every muscle in her body filled with relaxation.

“Now, I'd like to ask you a question,” I said soothingly. “Would that be alright?”

“Of course, Master,” Alexa replied, again in that sexy monotone. “You can do whatever you want.”

“Good,” I said. I wasn't one-hundred percent sure how to broach this topic with Alexa, even in trance, so I started with an indirect approach.

“When you came in the house, where were you planning to be one hour from then?”

Alexa brows furrowed gently as she considered my question. “Back at the lab,” she said. “I have a lot of clinical testing to finish on this new birth control drug...”

“Simple answers will suffice,” I gently reminded her. “And, between then and now, what did you plan on doing?”

Her lips curled in a tiny smile and the slightest bit of color came to her cheeks. “Fucking you, Master.”

“Exactly.” I was pleased at this answer. “And tell me, Alexa, which of those two things is the more pleasurable?”

A little giggle burst from her lips. “The sex, Master.”

“Good. That's absolutely correct – fucking me is more pleasurable then going to the lab and working. In fact, I'd suggest it's much more pleasurable; the most pleasurable thing you can think of. Isn't it?”

She was writhing gently in her seat, now, grinding her thighs together. “Yes, Master.”

“But you were planning on leaving me,” I said with a little shake of my head. “Why was that?”

This time, she took a moment to answer. “Because...because I have to,” she said. “I have work to get done...”

“Wouldn't it be nice to not have to worry about any of that? To just be able to focus on what really matters?”

She frowned, an echo of the confusion and irritation she would feel if she wasn't tranced out and under my control. “My research does matter.”

“Of course it does,” I said quickly, dancing away from that point and settling on a new one. “In fact, wouldn't it be wonderful if you could focus completely on your research? If you could devote yourself to it utterly, without having to worry about all the boring, time-consuming problems of the real world?”

“Well, yes, Master,” Alexa said. “But I'm not a robot.”

A broad smile crossed my face. Bam! There we go. “It's funny you should say that, Alexa...”






Chapter Twelve
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“Welcome home, Master. How may Unit Alexa serve you?”

A broad smile crossed my face as I looked over my girlfriend, my eyes taking in her beautiful body as I surveyed the changes that had come over her. Everything she wore I had chosen for her, from the heels and garters that made her legs and ass look fabulous to the cleavage-enhancing bra that made her tits look absolutely mouth-watering. She'd made herself up for me, applying an amount of makeup some might call “overdone” or “garish” - making her look like a total bimbo. Pulling the entire ensemble together was a silver collar around her neck (actually just one of Casey's hairbands, but I'd come up with a more permanent solution later), giving her slender neck the impression of being owned by a powerful man.

“It's good to be home,” I said. “Activate Topless Mode for me.”

Grinning, Alexa undid her bra, unclasping it in the front and letting it fall to the floor. She barely needed it – her tits were high and firm, bigger on her slender frame than nearly any girl's I'd ever seen. They'd always been a mockery of her nerdy interior, but now they fit her perfectly – they ornamented my plaything, my sex bot, my submissive hypnotized girlfriend.

My Unit Alexa.

I hadn't really gone out anywhere; just run down to the corner store to pick up a six-pack of beer. Anything else I wanted I could get Alexa to take care of – just throw some clothes on her (or not) and send her out.

I set the beers on the living room table and plopped into the big recliner, putting my feet up immediately.

“Alexa,” I commanded. “Bring me the remote.”

She hastened to obey, moving like she was laser-focused. She scooped up the remote and brought it to me, going down on her knees and holding it out like it was an offering.

I couldn't help but gloat a little. “Alexa, what are you thinking right now?”

Her voice when she responded was perfect; metallic but smoky with lust. “Unit Alexa has no thoughts, Master – only commands.”

“Where did Unit Alexa come from?” I asked.

“Unit Alexa was purchased by Master two-point-eight years ago,” Alexa said, reciting the back story I'd thought up off the top of my head. “I have served as your personal android ever since.”

“Mmh,” I said, pulling my balls gently. My shaft was beginning to ache – the thought of Alexa's soft body on mine was driving me wild. “And what is Unit Alexa's purpose?”

“I am platinum-rated for domestic servitude and sexual pleasure,” she said.

“So in other words, you're a maid that fucks?”

“You are correct, Master. I do both exceedingly well.”

“I'll be the judge of that,” I said with a smirk. “Tell me about your sexual training – I get pleasure from hearing you describe it before you fuck me.”

“Yes, Master.” Still on her knees, Alexa scooted forward until she was at my shoulder, like a slave waiting for orders from her Master. “At my inception, I was broken in by dozens of testing routines. Objects of various sizes and shapes were inserted into my orifices, testing them for elasticity, warmth, depth of sensation. My memory has been loaded with tens of thousands of sexyal scenarios chosen from Master's pornographic preferences. Every part of my body is designed to please you – I can give Master pleasure with my hands, my mouth, my breasts, my legs, my pussy, my asshole...”

“Enough,” I gasped. My cock was bulging from my shorts. “Activate Blowjob protocol. Ten out of ten, best you can give me.”

“Of course, Master,” she said in that sexy monotone. “I love to suck your cock.”

She reached between my legs and unzipped me, spurring me on with the sort of talk anyone who knew Alexa would have told you could never come from her lips.

“I can't wait to feel you inside my mouth, Master. You taste so good. I want to swallow every drop of your hot come.”

My cock was so hard the head was practically purple, dripping with precum. Without further prompting or hesitation, Alexa bent down and slid me between her lips, taking me all the way to the base.

“Oh fuck, that feels amazing,” I said, lying back as the sweet feeling of her mouth engulfed me. Now that she was an 'android', her gag reflex had disappeared and she had no trouble taking me all the way down her throat. She brought me all the way in, then took me back out again, bobbing on my dick with a measured, mechanical rhythm. 

I wrapped my fingers in her hair and turned the TV on, sighing contentedly as she blew me. I flipped to the music video station, where some teenage pop star in a thong was gyrating to whatever song was popular that week and turned it up, letting Alexa suck me off to the beat.

“Enough,” I said finally, pulling her off my shaft. “Make yourself wet for me.”

“My pussy is fully lubricated, Master,” she assured me. “I'm ready to receive anything you want to put in there.”

The way she said that interested me – was she expressing a subconscious desire to have me penetrate her with objects? - but at the moment I was so horny that I just filed it away for later. 

“I want to fuck you,” I said. “Right now.”

“Of course, Master,” she said smoothly. “I live to obey. Preferred sexual position?”

I thought about it for a second. “Take me through two or three,” I said. “Give me a nice little showcase of your abilities. I want to finish behind you, though.”

“Yes Master,” she said. “It will be as you command.”

She slid her panties to the side and climbed into the chair, straddling my cock. A second later I was inside her, warm and wet with no condom keeping me from feeling every inch of her tight cunt as it gripped me.

She bounced in my lap, thrusting her huge tits in my face until I sucked her stiff nipple as she rode me. 

“Taste my breasts, Master,” she said, panting with exertion. “I know you love my fat tits – do you want to fuck them for a bit?”

“Later,” I said, grabbing her ass and giving it a hearty slap. “Your pussy feels too fucking good to stop.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said, flushing with pleasure. “Let's try it like this and see what you think...”

Sliding off me for a second (and oh, how I reached out to be inside her again), she turned around and began to ride me reverse cowgirl, rocking her hips back and forth in little circular motions, grinding her clit against the head of my cock.

“How's that, Master?”

“So fucking good,” I said. I wasn't lying – that felt fucking incredible.

“This unit is pleased to serve,” Alexa recited. Christ, just the sound of that voice made me want to fuck her harder. Time to take control.

Grabbing her around the waist, I sat up and maneuvered her down to the floor. She arched her ass upward, grinding it against me as I got on my knees, sliding into her at a downward angle that made my whole body sing with delight.

“Oh, god, yes!” Alexa praised me, her body a perfect replica of frenzied delight. “Fuck me hard, Master – fuck me like you own me!”

I wrapped a hand around her throat and squeezed gently. Her collar was cold under my fingers, her throat white-hot. “Can you take it?”

“Yes, Master,” she gasped. “I was built to take your cock!”

Fuck, I was so close to coming. It was going to happen any minute now. Deep in the back of my head, a little voice warned me to put on a condom, but I ignored it. Nothing was going to stop me from shooting a load deep inside Alexa's womb – I wanted that sweet, heavenly feeling with nothing getting in the way.

I yanked her up by the throat, turning her around so that she was facing the TV.

“Present yourself,” I ordered.

Instantly she was face down, ass up in the carpet, practically humming with need for me. I slid into her easily and began fucking, gripping her hips and slamming into her soaking cunt as hard as I could.

I felt my balls tighten up as climax approached. “Come for me,” I ordered.

“Yes, Master,” Alexa gasped. Instantly her body began to shudder with orgasm, her cunt clenching around me in a sweet hot vice that turned the world to fire. I pulled into her one last time and grunted with animal pleasure, feeling myself let go in release.

Then I was coming, shooting my load deep inside her pussy. Alexa would normally never let me do this, but Unit Alexa would let me do whatever I wanted – she lived for my pleasure. I could come inside her with no protection, over and over again, and she would beg me for it.

The thought brought another few spurts of come from my dick. Finally I came down from my high, having coated her walls with my seed. I pulled out roughly, my ass hitting the carpet.

Alexa lay there fingering her slit, ass in the air as my come oozed out of her. “Thank you, Master,” she said.

“That was wonderful, slave,” I said, catching my breath. “Shut down Unit Alexa.”

Alexa's eyes closed and her body froze in position. A gentle purring came from her throat as she went into the 'sleep mode' I'd designed for her.

I reached over and fished my phone out of my pants, then snapped a few pictures for posterity. God, she looked good. Nobody in the world could resist a pretty little pussy like that, especially when it was throwing itself at you...

I froze. A flash of insight burst behind my eyes. An instant later I dropped the phone, letting it nestle in the thick carpet.

I slapped my forehead and started to laugh. God, it was so simple!

“I'm such a dumbass,” I said, unable to stop the torrent of laughter that came from my mouth. After orgasm, everything feels a little bit silly, but this was more than that.

I'd just figured out how to solve my roommate problem. I had a perfect way to take control of the situation, deal with Casey's issues, and make sure I could continue enjoying the attention of my hypnotic harem for a long, long time. I just had to be man enough to reach out and take it.

I looked over at Alexa, her pert ass perched in the air as she snoozed. My cock began to twitch back to life.

Was I man enough?

“You bet I am,” I told myself, mounting Alexa's tight little body one more time. I wasn't going to hold back any longer. I was going to take exactly what I wanted, when I wanted it.

Casey was going to have no idea what hit her.





Part V: Kiss And Make Up
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Chapter Thirteen
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“I'm sure you're both wondering why I brought you here today.”

The tension in the room was palpable. It had taken an effort of scheduling and convincing to get both of my roommates face-to-face, and it was clear that neither one was particularly happy about it. Alexa sat next to me on the couch, while Casey had her feet up in an armchair on the other side of the room. Great, I thought, as far away from each other as possible. That was going to make things more difficult.

Casey sniffed dismissively, refusing to look over at either of us. “I assumed it was to discuss my leaving.”

“Oh, really?” To an observer who didn't know the two of them like I did, Alexa's response might have sounded totally neutral – but I could hear venom behind it.

Apparently, Casey could too. “You know, what day I have to give you my last rent check, when the moving truck can get here to pick up my stuff, that kind of thing.” She gave a smug little grin. “None of that should be a problem. Seth will be more than happy to take care of any money I might owe you two.”

“Using him like an ATM already, huh?” Alexa snapped. “Good for you.”

Casey straightened up. “Do you have something to say to me, nerd?”

Alexa shook her head, looking for a moment like the very picture of innocence. “No, why should I? This is what you've been training for your entire life, after all. We're so very proud of you.”

Casey flinched, and I was tempted to as well. Ouch, that fucking hurt. Got her right in the gut.

“Girls, seriously, can we stop this for a second?” I held my hands up, all but begging for a moment of silence. “Casey, this is partially about that, but it's also about other things. Okay?”

Case shook her head, but stayed silent. It might have looked like things were about to spiral out of control, but in truth I had both of my roommates exactly where I wanted them. They might have been at each others' throats, but I had the power to bring one or both of them completely under my power with a few well-placed trigger words. The urge to do so was like a physical tug inside of me, a temptation I had to constantly fight not to give in to.

Soon that struggle would be over, I thought with a grin.

Casey spread her hands and finally looked in our direction, an irritated look on her face. “So what's going on?”

I couldn't resist the temptation to push Casey's buttons a little bit. “You seem really upset today, Case. Did I do something?”

She looked at me for a moment as if to say are you for real?, then something unexpected happened. She sighed explosively and put her hands on her knees, a sad expression on her face.

“No, Craig,” she said. “I don't have any problem with you. Look, can we just get this meeting or whatever over with, please? I'd be happy to discuss things in more detail with you some other time, dude.”

“Yeah, of course,” I said, projecting the most reasonable front I could muster. “Alexa and I are both interested in making this as easy as possible. We're all friends here.”

Casey nodded, looking thoughtful.

“In fact,” I continued, “Some of us might be a bit more than friends.” As she watched, I took Alexa's hand in mine and gave it a gentle squeeze. Casey's eyes widened.

“Oh.” She said. “Oh.”

Alexa straightened up and cleared her throat. “Craig and I are dating.”

“I...see.” For an instant, Casey looked angry, then she appeared to be thinking something over. “Good for you, Craig.”

That made Alexa clear her throat. I wasn't about to touch that one, though – I had bigger fish to fry.

“That wasn't all,” I said. “I really wanted to talk to you about Unit Alexa.”

Next to me, Alexa went instantly stiff. Her eyes grew glassy as she stared into middle distance, as if focusing on something neither I or Casey could see. Slowly she turned to me and smiled, a gesture I couldn't help but return.

Across the room, Casey cocked an eyebrow, looking confused as hell. “Unit what?”

“Oh, nothing much. Just a passing fancy. A little pet name we've come up with.”

Casey smiled good-naturedly and rolled her eyes. “Eww. No PDA, please.”

“Anyway, there's only one other thing I wanted the three of us to discuss.” I leaned forward, capturing Casey's full attention. “There's some unfinished business between you and Alexa, isn't there?”

Casey frowned, fidgeting in her seat a bit. “I have no idea what you're talking about, Craig. Are you saying I took something, or...?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes, but we're not talking about theft.” For a moment, I wished I had a cup of coffee to sip or a cigarette to smoke, just for the visual. “Alexa never forgave you for breaking her heart.”

If I had thought I'd seen Casey angry before, I couldn't have been more wrong. She was furious. Her eyes flashed and the color in her face drained as she sat bolt upright.

She turned to Alexa and glared with an intensity that probably would have made the girl cringe if she wasn't in a trance. “You told him? About us?”

“Actually, she didn't,” I said, cocking my head. “Alexa never breathed a word about the two of you to me. Unit Alexa, however, couldn't tell me enough about the two of you. The things you got up to before I came to live here. The person you used to be, before you closed that door and became someone else.”

Her mouth worked silently as she struggled to respond. I could tell it was an effort for her to not get up out of her chair and punch me in the face. If she tried that, I'd be ready.

When she finally spoke, her voice was quiet and filled with venom. “You don't know the first fucking thing about Alexa and I, Craig.”

“Don't I?” I was really enjoying this now, getting into my role as revealer of all Casey's secrets. The fact that I could bring her under my power at any moment made me bold, willing to take risks I otherwise wouldn't have dared.

“I know the two of you used to fuck,” I said, ticking items off on my fingers. “I know she liked it, and you liked it, and now you claim you didn't like it. I know you now call what you and Alexa did an abomination. And I know you don't really mean it.”

Her eye had twitched at the word 'abomination,' and now she looked like she was on the verge of tears. “How did you...?” She turned to Alexa. “Jesus fucking Christ, Lex, what did you tell him? I don't...I can't believe you would say these things to him!”

“If it makes you feel any better, she didn't,” I said. “And stop looking at her like she can help you, or answer your questions. I've done to her what I did to you, and she's on my side now, not yours.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Are you going to sit here and listen to him talk about you like you're not in the room?”

In response, Alexa slowly turned to face her. A slow, wicked smile crossed her face.

Casey's eyes widened in shock. “What...what did he do to you?”

Alexa cocked her head, a confused expression on her face. “I don't understand what you mean. Master hasn't done anything to me.”

Her mouth dropped open. She laughed disbelievingly, looking from Alexa to me and back again. “Master? Him? What is this shit?”

“Slave,” I said, feeling my lips curl, “go ahead and tell Casey who you are.”

“Of course, Master. I am Unit Alexa, a fembot designed for domestic tranquility and sexual pleasure. I serve my Master, Craig, and perform any tasks he asks of me.” Alexa's lips puckered in a tiny smile.

“This is so fucked,” Casey said, standing up. “I don't know what the fuck happened to you two, but I want no part of it. Frankly, I don't ever even want to set foot in this house again – you can just mail me my clothes or whatever. Or just burn them: I'm sure Seth will buy me a new set.”

She tried to shoulder past us, but Alexa stood up and put a hand around her waist, gripping her tight.

“Let me go!” Casey cried.

“You need to stay,” Alexa purred. Now that the game was up, she had slipped back into that sexy robotic monotone that made my cock hard and my fantasies flow. “Master hasn't finished telling you what you need to hear.”

“I don't give a fuck,” Casey said, writhing in her grip. She gave Alexa a quick punch in the side, but it was like striking a brick wall for all the hypnotized girl noticed it.

“You will do as Master commands,” Alexa said smoothly.

“Just sit,” I said. “A few more minutes of your time, and you can take your things and go. Spend the rest of your life being Seth's trophy wife for all I care.”

Casey squirmed for a few more seconds, but soon realized there was nothing she could do: Alexa's grip was too strong, too determined. She let herself be pulled down to the couch, until she was sitting on the center cushion with Alexa and I on either side of her. She glanced back at the girl, then at me, bewilderment evident on her features. 

“What the fuck happened to her?” She asked me. “It's like you brainwashed her or something.”

“That's very good!” I clapped my hands together, making her flinch. “I did brainwash her, Case. Just like I brainwashed you.”

“What?” She asked...then her eyes flashed with recognition.

“No, you didn't,” she whispered. “You helped me quit cigarettes for Seth, but that was it. I remember every moment of our therapy sessions, you never said or did anything...”

“You remember the parts of our sessions I told you to remember,” I said with a smile. “And forgot all the post-hypnotic suggestions I gave you. What, did you think you started dressing like a stripper around the house because you wanted to?”

Her face turned beet red. “So, you started experimenting on me, then you graduated to turning Alexa into this...this robot girl. You're a monster.”

But I was already shaking my head. “Not at all. I helped Alexa, just like I helped you. You wanted to quit your addiction and get Seth to propose to you – I made sure that happened. Alexa, even though she's too nice of a girl to say it or admit it to herself, really wanted deep down to forget about her responsibilities and give herself up to pleasure – and I helped her with that, too.” I glanced over Casey's shoulder. “Didn't I, Unit Alexa?”

“Yes, Master. I have no will or thoughts clouding my mind anymore. Every moment of my existance is pure bliss. I am focused utterly on your pleasure.”

Casey started. “Every moment? Really?”

Alexa closed her eyes smiled beatifically. “I'm having an orgasm right now, in fact.”

Casey sighed and turned back to me. “You know, I thought you were such a nice, quiet guy, Craig. I never would have thought you were such a freak.”

“It's always the quiet ones,” I said with a nod.

“Am I even going to remember this conversation, Craig?”

That took me aback. “Of course you are. This is very important, after all. I have every intention of letting you go, you know.”

“I wish I could believe that,” she said.

“No, it's true,” I said, and meant it. “It took me a while to make up my mind on that, but I did. I want you to be happy, Case, and I think that unlike Alexa you wouldn't be happy as part of my harem. Besides, I want your connections: they might be useful to me someday. So I'm going to let you marry Seth and become a rich trophy wife.”

“Oh gee, thanks,” she said. “You're such a peach, Craig.”

“I'm going to take that as a compliment,” I said.

Casey shook her head. “This is insane. If I'm free to go, I'm going to leave.” She made to stand up, but Alexa put a hand on her shoulder before she could rise. 

“Not quite,” I said smoothly. “There's one thing we have to take care of first.”

Casey looked at me, fear in her eyes. “What?”

“Don't worry, it's very simple,” I said, raising a finger. “You and Alexa need to kiss and make up.”






Chapter Fourteen
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“Kiss and...make up?”

I smiled, watching with excitement as the trigger phrase I'd implanted in Casey's brain did its work. She leaned back in her chair, seeming almost to sink into the plush leather, and let out a low, throaty moan. Her eyes rolled behind her lids and her thighs pressed together with a hard, slow rhythm.

“Ohhh, shit,” she muttered. “What did you do to me?”

“I told you. I brainwashed you. That was one of the trigger phrases I implanted into your head. You usually don't remember them because I put you into a trance, but I'm not going to do that right now. I want you to remember everything that's about to happen.”

“I...I don't understand,” she said. Her hands found her breasts and began clutching desperately at them, massaging the warm flesh under her shirt.

“That particular phrase makes you horny as hell,” I said with a smirk. “It also removes some of your inhibitions. For example, two minutes ago you would have never fondled yourself like that right in front of me. The next time I say it, the effects will be even stronger?”

“What the fuck?” Casey's hands found her thighs and slid between them, clutching her aching wetness. “I'm not going to fuck you!”

“You already have,” I said. “And you will. But it's not me you have to worry about right now.”

With that, I glanced over at Alexa. She caught my eye and nodded, rising from the couch with a sensual sway as she made her way across the room.

“Let me help you with that, baby.” Alexa's voice was no longer the sexy monotone I preferred – it sounded like her regular voice on steroids. “You must be so thirsty right now, you can barely stand it...”

Casey froze up and slid away, until she was on the edge of her seat as far from the two of us as possible. “What are you doing? Get away from me!”

“Don't be like that, Case,” Alexa said with a warm smile. “You know I can make it all better...”

She leaned forward, giving Casey an enviable view of her expansive cleavage. The blonde cheerleader gave a tiny whimper and shook her head, sweat beading down her neck.

“Stop,” she protested weakly. “Please. That's so wrong. This isn't who I am...”

“We don't have to tell anyone.” Alexa sat down next to Casey, heat rolling off her body like an oven. She took Casey's hand and removed it from between her legs, then replaced it with her own. Stroking her gently through the fabric, she nibbled on her ear. “It's our going-away party. Our little secret, right?”

“Oh, shit, please stop,” she cried. “I don't want this-”

“You don't want to kiss and make up?”

Casey's mouth opened wide and met Alexa's, searching her out hungrily. A cry of pleasure left her mouth as she bit down on her lip, hard, grinding against the dark-haired girl's tits.

“Fuck, that's so good,” she groaned around Alexa's lips. “So good...”

“That feels wonderful, doesn't it?” I asked. “It feels great to put all those problems behind you, Casey. It's the best feeling in the world to kiss and make up.”

Casey cried out, sounding suspiciously like she was climaxing. Alexa pulled back and undid her blouse, and the instant her breasts were free went at them with her mouth, licking and sucking. 

“You love the way Alexa is making you feel, don't you?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes, please don't stop Lexie please...”

“Tell her you're sorry.” I could feel my erection pressing against my pants – soon I was going to have to let it free, allow myself free reign over my two collegiate sluts.

“I'm so sorry, baby.” Casey was babbling now, barely even thinking about her words. “I should never have said those things about you – I was in denial! I was confused – oh fuck, that feels so good Lex!”

“Talk is cheap,” I said. “Why don't you show her how sorry you are?”

Casey looked at me in confusion. “How...what can I do?”

I stood up and walked over, then took Casey by the back of her neck and guided her between Alexa's legs.

“Taste her,” I said. “Eat her cunt.”

In a flash, Casey had Alexa's pants off and was tossing them across the room, like she'd never need them again. Her glistening cunt lay bare, gleaming with moisture and perfectly shaved.

Casey spread the lips of her sex with her fingers, bringing her eager mouth down on her. “I'm so, so sorry, Lex,” she moaned, her voice tinged with pleasure. “Let me show you how much you mean to me...”

She stuck out her tongue and began to submissively lick at Alexa's clit. Alexa shot me a questioning look, and I nodded.

“Show Casey how much you like it,” I commanded her. “Let her know her apology is accepted.”

In an instant, Alexa's cool, robotic demeanor was replaced with one of pure pleasure. Her face contorted as she ground her pussy against the blonde girl's face, gripping her hair and pushing her even deeper into her wetness.

“That's right,” Alexa said harshly. “Taste me, bitch. You love having your tongue in that juicy slit, don't you?”

Casey moaned in the affirmative, her face buried between Alexa's legs. I couldn't take it anymore – this was too much. The sight of my roommates entwined in a sapphic lust-fest, their nubile bodies on display for me all the while, was too much of a temptation to resist. I had to take them – I had to let them know who their real master was.

I came up behind Casey and undid my belt, letting my cock free of my pants. It was a physical relief as it popped out, stiff as granite and practically throbbing with the need to be buried in a wet, willing pussy. I pulled Casey's pants off, noting with pleasure that she was so absorbed in her task she didn't even notice.

Sliding her panties to the side, I found her slit already coated with her own juices.

“You really love eating that girl out, don't you?” I said, mostly to myself, and saw Casey nod.

With a grunt, I placed my cock at the head of her entrance and slid inside. She was so wet, and warm, that there was no resistance as I entered her. I felt Casey's body stiffen with shock and a surprised cry leave her throat as I filled her, stretching her walls around my cock.

“Oh my gawwwwd,” she shrieked, just before Alexa grabbed her by the ears and shoved her back between her thighs.

Together, the two of us used Casey like a whore. She was ours, completely and utterly, as I fucked her tight pussy doggy style and Alexa forced her tongue deeper inside her wet snatch. 

“Kiss and make up,” I commanded, loving the way the trigger made Casey's pussy clench up with pleasure around my shaft. “Kiss and make up.”

“Master,” Alexa grunted, her voice taut with pleasure, “Unit Alexa is about to climax. May your android have permission to experience orgasm?”

Fuck, that was so hot. “Yeah,” I said, pulling Casey closer. “Come for me.”

Alexa's head rolled back on her shoulders and she let out a huge breath, her face going a shocking shade of red. Her legs, perched on either side of Casey's face, began to quiver as she came. Her tits bounced and threatened to come out of her top as she shook.

“Oh, God!” She cried, mouth open wide. “Yes, I'm coming Master, I'm coming so hard for you...!”

Casey continued to lap at the girl's pussy until she pulled her away, then moved up her body and kissed her deeply, mingling their juices.

“Take your top off for me,” I told her.

She did, tearing it off so fast it tore. Her tits were spectacular, as always.

“I want both of you to suck me,” I said, pulling loose of Casey's warm pussy. “I want you to taste yourselves on me, and I want to mark both of you as my fuck dolls.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison.

Was Casey fully under my power now? Was she in a trance? Did Alexa know what she was doing, or was she still a robot?

It didn't matter. They were mine – body and soul. That's all that I cared about.

They helped each other with the remains of their clothes, taking them off with their teeth and fingers as they giggled and teased each other. Then they got on their knees in front of me and pressed their lips to either side of my shaft, making out with my cock between them as I sat on the couch and watched.

I found my phone and snapped a few pictures, along with a quick video. They'd made good souveniers – or blackmail material if I ever needed to exert some pressure on Casey's husband.

It didn't take long for me to feel my own orgasm bubbling up within me; everything from the feel of Casey's pussy to the sight of Alexa coming her brains out had left me right on the edge.

“I'm going to come,” I announced.

Alexa just nodded, but Casey looked at me with a desperate glance. “Oh, please come on my face, Master,” she begged, lost to hypnotic pleasure. “I need you to shoot your load all over me.”

I agreed, and Alexa moved to the side, stroking my cock hard and fast while Casey knelt between my legs, a wide smile on her face.

“Come for me, Master,” she coaxed, trying her best to tease me over the edge into climax. “Don't you want to shoot that big, heavy load right on my pretty face where it belongs? I want you to coat me, Master, I want to swallow every drop...”

She broke off with a squeal of delight because then I was coming, erupting with a stream of come that surprised even me. It shot all over Casey's face, coated her chin and dribbled down her neck to pool in her cleavage. Tinier dribbles rolled down my cock as Alexa continued to stroke me, covering her fingers in my thick seed. 

I looked down as my vision began to clear and saw Casey kneeling, lapping the seed from my balls. “What do you say?” I asked her.

“Thank you, Master,” she said. “Thank you for letting me take your come.”

Alexa brought her fingers to Casey's mouth and let her suck them dry, then slid them between her soaking thighs, She fingered her as she fed the blonde cheerleader every drop of the come that bathed her tits and face, and before she was finished Casey had come three times. Each time she brought her hand up and let Casey taste her own juices, until her face was sloppy with a mixture of my come and hers.

When it was over, I looked down at my girls. My slaves, now. Hypnotic whores who existed for my pleasure. For a long, long moment, I thought of commanding Casey to stay. It would have been so easy – getting rid of Seth would have been tricky, but I knew she could make a clean break, even this close to the wedding. But something – maybe my last scraps of conscience – held me back. I'd had my fun with her, and the two of us didn't get along the way Alexa and I did outside of trance sessions. It was better to let her go.

Besides, I thought, I was going to have plenty of new girls sleeping in her room soon enough – and lots of other work besides. Alexa might be my hypnotic servant, but in the real world she was just my girlfriend – still hampered by the petty morality that kept her from living the life I knew deep down she really wanted.

I was going to bring that side of her out, no matter how many therapy sessions it took. She was going to be my confidant, my second-in-command. With the house to ourselves, I'd have all the time in the world to make it happen.

I was getting hard just thinking about it.

But that was for later.

“Get up, girls,” I commanded, scooting off the couch. “One of you has a hot date tonight. You'll need to get cleaned up. Shall we all hit the showers?”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison.

“I'd be happy to do anything you want,” Alexa said robotically.

“I can't wait for you to fuck me again,” Casey whimpered.

All in good time, I thought. Once more with feeling.



Epilogue: Eight Months Later
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“Doctor, thank you so much for agreeing to this interview.”

Alexa leaned back in her chair with a satisfied smile and nodded. Next to her, an assistant to the TV network fussed with her makeup, putting the finishing touches on her gorgeous face, then stepped away.

I slipped my arm around her and gave her a quick peck on the cheek, making her blush. She was dressed to the nines for this appearance, in a tailored black power-suit that had cost more than a year's rent in the townhouse we'd used to live in. It was worth every penny: it accentuated her curves while also making her look professional and scientific. It had been a bit of a conversation to get her to ditch the lab coats, but she'd finally come around.

After all, I can be very persuasive.

“You're very welcome,” Alexa said smoothly. “Craig and I are very private people, typically, but the drug company insisted on a press tour. We're happy to help in any way we can.”

The girl behind the camera smiled like a shark and took out her microphone. She was one of those celebrity reporters, the kind you see ten or twenty times on cable news if you watch it for more than an hour a day, and she was here to interview us. They usually didn't do these things at the subject's home, but Alexa and I had insisted. It didn't hurt that our new home, a palatial mansion in the hills, was a perfect backdrop for the network's feature.

The interviewer turned to the girl behind the camera and raised her eyebrows. “Are we recording? Okay, we're recording.” She cleared her throat and glanced at Alexa, whose face broke out in a huge smile on cue.

“Good evening,” the interviewer said. “Tonight I'm sitting with Dr. Alexa Piketty, the inventor of Ambrosia: the drug that seemingly overnight has changed the lives of millions of women. Good evening, Doctor Piketty.”

“Good evening,” Alexa said, still smiling, “but I'm afraid I have to correct you. It's going to be Doctor Smith soon.” She held up a hand, showing off the massive diamond ring on her finger.

“My goodness, that is happy news,” the interviewer said without blinking. “Is that a recent development?”

“Craig proposed to me the night I made my breakthrough,” Alexa said. “This project would never have been a success without his love and support.”

“Isn't that a heart-warming thing to hear,” the interviewer said. “Now, millions of American women are already using Ambrosia, but just in case any of our viewers are in the dark, could you briefly explain your discovery?”

Alexa adjusted her glassed – she'd recently traded in her nerd specs for a pair of sleek black designer frames that made her look dorky and sexy all at once – and slipped into what she jokingly called her 'professor voice.'

“Certainly. Ambrosia acts like a typical birth control pill, preventing the user from becoming pregnant as long as they take it – although it only needs to be taken once a week, as opposed to daily. In addition – and probably why its become so popular overnight – Ambrosia prevents an entire suite of sexually transmitted diseases from taking root in the body. It also has a host of other beneficial physical and psychological side effects: relieving stress, facilitating weight loss, even potentially slowing the aging process. We're still trying to understand everything Ambrosia can do, but some of the results from our users – from young women, especially – are nothing short of spectacular. And the sexual side effects...”

The interviewer coughed politely. The network had asked us not to talk about what Ambrosia did to women's sex drives, but there were already dozens of magazine articles calling it “the women's Viagra,” on top of everything else.

“It certainly is amazing,” the interviewer said. “Some people are saying that you've set off a second sexual revolution with this product, Doctor. How do you respond to that?”

Alexa shrugged. “I'm just trying to help people. This was a project I took on in my final year of my doctorate – I never expected it to help so many people live their best lives.”

“You certainly have,” the interviewer said with a little laugh. “I've lost twenty pounds since I started taking Ambrosia.”

“Oh, you take it?” Alexa's smile grew wider, and if there was something darker behind it, neither the interviewer or her camerawoman saw it. She glanced past the interviewer to the young woman behind the camera. “Both of you?”

The camerawoman nodded, and the interviewer glanced behind her for an instant, confused. “Well, yes, of course,” the interviewer said. “I think at this point it would be easier to spot the women not taking Ambrosia. That brings me to my next question, actually: filings of the drug company you sold Ambrosia to show that you and your fiance were just made co-chairs of its board of directors. Would it be safe to say RxTech is a Doctor Piketty-run organization now? And doesn't that provide a clear conflict of interest when considering the moral ramifications of releasing drugs that fundamentally alter human behavior?”

Alexa's eyes widened slightly. “I didn't realize my business ventures were part of this interview. Certainly Craig and I have made a lot of money off of Ambrosia, as is to be expected when you make the biggest scientific discovery of the twenty-first century...”

“But some experts are saying that Ambrosia may have effects that are yet undetermined,” the interviewer said. “Public health groups are claiming there needs to be more independent research into the drug, and conspiracy theorists online are claiming this is the first stage of something larger and darker.”

“We can discuss all that later,” Alexa said. “After sleepy time.”

Both the interviewer and the camerawoman immediately froze. Their faces went slack, eyes glassy as they stared at Alexa in awe.

A slow, wicked smile spread across my fiancee's face. God, I loved her so much.

“Well,” she said, standing up, “that's two more bitches for the harem. We'll need to give them some commands before we re-shoot the interview.”

“Agreed,” I said. “You want to keep them?”

“Oh, definitely,” she said with another wicked grin. “They look like a lot of fun. In fact...why don't we treat ourselves a little, since they're going to be staying with us?”

I took her by the waist and kissed her deeply, feeling her mouth move against mine. She knew everything I wanted, all my deepest fantasies, and they made her wet and ready for me. She was whip-smart, and beautiful, and evil as fuck.

She was perfect.

“I love you, Lex,” I said, and meant it.

“I love you too, Master,” she said with an ironic wink. “Now, which of these filthy little sluts did you want to suck you off first? I'll take the one you don't want – both of their mouths look perfect for my pussy.”

I grinned, looking our two newest conquests over. It was going to be a tough decision.
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Chapter One

“I think you should give it a try,” I said. “I think it'd be wild.”

Alexa rolled her eyes at me and sighed, but in that way that let me know she wasn't really mad at me, just playing along. “This again, Craig? I swear, you think about hypnosis in your sleep. Can you take this bag for me?”

“Sure.” I lifted the bag with two hands and loaded it into the back of the SUV. “God, how many outfits did Casey have?”

Alexa shook her head, a tiny smile on her lips. “That girl was always a fashonista.”

“I'm surprised all this didn't go right through the floor.”

The interior of the SUV was practically unrecognizable: every inch of free space was filled with bags, suitcases and boxes of stuff belonging to our roommate, Casey. Three years worth of her life had been packed inside that SUV over the last few hours – when it drove away, it'd be taking a part of both Alexa and me with it. The house was going to feel empty without her.

“She couldn't have picked a better day for this,” Alexa said, putting a hand around my waist and snuggling close. “It's gorgeous outside.”

It really was. The day was bright and sunny, hardly a cloud in the sky. On a different day, pointing out a beautiful day like this would have been the start of me convincing Alexa to ditch the lab and do something fun with me for the rest of the afternoon – but I was already distracted. I had some other convincing to do.

“So we're going to have the house all to ourselves tonight,” I said, glancing down at her. Alexa is a tiny, nerdy little thing. Her small size lets me be the big, strong man around the house – and in the bedroom, too. “I really think you should try it out. It could add a little spice to our love life.”

“Oh?” She replied in a mock-offended tone. “You think our sex life isn't spicy enough?”

“No, I mean...it's wonderful, Lexie, you know that.” Without meaning to, my hand strayed down to her ass and gripped – she gave a little squeal of delight but made no move to pull my hand away. “It's just...you know I'm into it. It drives me crazy when you let me bring it in the bedroom.”

“Oh, I know,” she said with a smile, “and I love what it does to you. There's just a difference between roleplaying something and actually doing it for real, you know? I mean, I'd pretend to be a dirty cheerleader for you, but I'm not about to go run off and try out for the squad, am I?”

I suppressed a sigh. This had been the way all our discussions on the topic had been going lately. “But you love hypnosis,” I said.

Alexa turned away with a sad little smile. “I love roleplaying hypnosis, Craig. It gets you super hot, and it makes the sex totally savage. And, if I'm being honest, it's kind of fun to get on my knees and have you make me call you Master.”

A blush spread across her cheeks as she realized she might have said too much. I pulled her close, letting her feel the bulge that was growing between my legs. Alexa's mouth dropped open a bit as she ground her hips against me and bit her lip.

“See? But I don't know how I feel about doing that for real, Craig. Playing with people's minds just seems...wrong.”

“You can't make anyone do anything they don't want to do,” I replied. I'd said that phrase so many times to Alexa, it was practically a reflex at this point. “Hypnosis doesn't work that way.”

“Look, I'll think about it, okay?” Alexa kept her hips against my erection for a moment longer, then pulled away with a teasing look on her face. “If nothing else, you and me have the whole house to ourselves tonight. You can 'hypnotize' me and we won't have to stay in our room for once.”

That was a nice consolation prize, sure – but I wanted more. The irony was that I could have it any moment I wanted. A few weeks ago, I had hypnotized Alexa, along with our other roommate, a bubbly blonde cheerleader named Casey. Both of them had become my submissive hypnotic sluts, fulfilling every nasty fantasy I'd had of them since I moved in. Hypnosis had also let me discover all the things I hadn't known about my roommates: that they had once had a lesbian fling, that they couldn't stand to be in the same room together now because of it, that Casey was about to marry the star running-back of our college's football team but was so far inside the closet she'd need a map to find her way out.

I'd used mind control to fix all those problems. Now Alexa and Casey were close as sisters, all their bad blood behind them. In the process, Alexa and I had started dating for real, and gradually I'd stopped using the trigger phrases that let me turn her into my personal sex robot. Now Casey was moving out, about to start her new life, and we were going to have the house to ourselves. The two of them had only the vaguest, most transitory memories of the “therapy” sessions that had set all of this in motion.

But even though my life was wonderful, there was a horrible, gnawing temptation inside of me. At first I had been perfectly satisfied with Alexa: she's beautiful, nerdy and totally willing to let me “hypnotize” her in bed, as long as I don't try the real thing on her. But it's like every time I'm inside her, all I can think about is dominating her with hypnosis: the way I could say a few words and turn her brain off, make her drop to her knees and suck me off any and everywhere, the way I could brainwash her into letting me fuck her in the ass without her even realizing it, thinking of it as 'driving lessons'. I wanted it. More than that, I wanted her to want it.

There was a core of something dark inside Alexa – I'd seen it a few times when the three of us were together, when we split Casey like a filthy little whore between the two of us. I wanted to bring that out of her – I wanted a girl who knew about my hypnotic powers and wanted them, who wanted me to dominate and control all the women around me. And lately, I thought that might be possible.

I just needed to convince her to open the door a tiny crack and let me in.

The front door opened and Casey stepped out, her purse bulging with items she needed for her drive down to Miami to meet with her fiancee. She was already dressed like a beach bunny: other than a pair of huge, dark designer sunglasses, all she wore was a bikini top and a skirt so short it would've been scandalous outside of Spring Break.

She made her way down, tossed her stuff into the passenger seat, then turned and pulled Alexa into a huge hug. “I am going to miss you guys so fucking much,” she said, her voice on the edge of tears.

“Hey, don't be like that,” Alexa said, squeezing her tight. “Craig and I are going to be bothering you all the time, you understand? You'd better keep a guest room open in that mansion of yours.”

She sniffed and wiped her eyes. “Always. You two are the best friends a girl could have. Oh, Craig, come here!”

Casey pulled me close and hugged me tight. I couldn't help but get a flash as her tits pressed against my chest – the memory of her bent over the sink, taking my thick cock in her ass as she thanked me over and over for helping her be “broken in” for her husband. My cock twitched and it was an effort not to grab her ass, pull her face to mine and whisper her trigger phrase in her ear.

Then she pulled away, forcing her face into a grin. “I shouldn't be sad,” she said. “This is the best day. For all of us. Aren't you two excited about having this place all to yourselves?”

“Definitely,” Alexa said with a nod. “It's going to feel weird without you here, though.”

She glanced from Alexa to me, then back. “What were you two fighting about just now? I heard some raised voices in the foyer – I hope I didn't have anything to do with it.”

“We weren't fighting,” I said, just as Alexa shook her head.

“This is totally TMI,” Alexa said with a roll of her eyes, “but Craig is trying to convince me to let him hypnotize me.”

At the word 'hypnotize,' Casey's face lit up like a Christmas tree. I don't think I'd ever seen her look so delighted, not even when she came into the house for the first time wearing the ring Seth had given to her when he'd proposed.

“Oh my god, you totally should!” She said, her voice sliding up into a girlish register.

Alexa furrowed her brows in confusion. “Yeah?”

“Oh, absolutely.” She was smiling broadly now. “It's wonderful! Craig hypnotized me, it's like, totally safe and everything.”

“Oh, really?” Alexa shot me a glance, as if to say what the hell did you do to her? and looked back at Casey with a cocked eyebrow.

“Yeah. I was having problems with Seth,” she said, her eyes going unfocused like she was looking at something in the distance. “We had our first fights since forever. I was smoking like a chimney, and I couldn't stop, and even though Seth should have been more understanding he wasn't.”

“I see. So Craig hypnotized you to stop?”

That wide smile was back. “Absolutely! It only took, like, two or three sessions and I was totally over it. I even found a pack in my purse the other day and was like, 'eww what are these doing here' and chucked 'em. It's awesome.”

Alexa looked interested. “Do you remember anything? Is it just like falling asleep, or what?”

“I can answer all these,” I said, leaning forward, but Casey cut me off.

“No, it's no problem! Besides, if she hears it from me, maybe that'll convince her. I remember everything that happened when I was under hypnosis,” Casey said.

That was a lie, of course – but neither of them knew that.

“And it feels good,” Casey finished with a naughty grin. “I'm kind of thinking of finding someone to do it to me once Seth and I move in together.”

“Good?” Alexa gave me a wary glance, her lips puckered in the beginnings of something angry. “Good how?”

“Oh!” Casey burst out laughing, holding her fingers over her lips. “God, not like that, Lex! I mean, not that Craig isn't great and everything, just...I'm spoken for, and I would never do something like that to you, anyway.”

Alexa looked relieved.

“I just meant – well, it's hard to describe.” Casey put a finger to her chin and scrunched up her face in thought. “Okay. It's like this: have you ever had a really long night, where you spent like all night in the lab and were just dead tired when you got home?”

Alexa nodded.

“It's like you did that and then passed out for twelve hours, then woke up completely refreshed and ready to kick the world's ass. But it took like twenty minutes. It's like a makeover for your brain, Lex – I'm shocked you don't have him doing it for you already.”

“Really?” Alexa looked honestly taken aback to hear it.

“Oh yeah. It'd be like dating a masseuse and never getting one of those awesome massages for yourself. Or, for Craig, like dating a stripper who doesn't give you lap dances.”

That made all three of us laugh. “Well, I told him I'll think about it,” Alexa said.

Casey's face grew serious. “I mean it, Lex. You deserve to feel good about yourself. Especially without me here to throw shade at you.”

“Oh, shut up, girl,” Alexa said, putting on a brave face. “We're totally already deciding what we're going to do with your room. It's either going to be a study or a sex dungeon.”

Casey rolled her eyes and pulled Alexa in for another hug. “You are such a whore. I love you.”

“Don't be a stranger,” Alexa said into her shoulder.

“Never.”

We watched as Casey climbed into the SUV, fired up the engine, and backed down the driveway. She blew us a kiss and waved as she pulled out, starting the five-hour drive to Miami and her new life, to the big new house where here starting NFL running-back husband awaited her.

We stood there long after her car disappeared over the horizon, arms around each others' waists. Then, finally, Alexa glanced over her shoulder at the townhouse, her face filling with pleasure as if she were seeing it for the first time.

“It's all ours now, babe,” she whispered.

I squeezed her tight, then let her pull away and start walking up the steps.

“You feel like celebrating?” I asked with a lopsided smile.

She looked back at me and flashed a naughty smile, then sighed. “I really, really want to – but I have to be in the lab. I shouldn't even have stayed this long. Tonight?”

“Absolutely. I'll be looking forward to it.”

“Oh, I bet you will.” She stepped down off the steps and put her arms around me, bringing me in for a hard, lingering kiss. Her hips ground against me, making my cock stiffen in my pants. “I can feel how bad you want me.”

“It's a date,” I murmured into her ear. “Just you, me, a big empty house...”

“Have we ever done the whole 'christen every room' thing?” She asked.

We had, but she didn't remember it, so I shook my head.

“I see.” She looked pensive for a moment, biting her lip, then blew out a breath and looked up at me. “Okay. You can hypnotize me.”

My heart leaped in my chest. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. I'll give it a try. I wouldn't want Casey to be able to say she did something with you I hadn't done, anyway.” She gave me a little punch in the shoulder.

“Hey, she asked for it,” I said. “But...you're really cool with it?”

She thought for a minute, then nodded. “Yeah. I trust you. I love you, Craig, and I know you love hypnosis so you'll make this totally awesome for me.”

I gave her another kiss and stared at her ass as she made her way down the walk. God, she looked good.

She glanced over her shoulder as she approached her car. “Craig?”

I looked back. “Yes, babe?”

“Just...” her eyes flashed for an instant. “Just be gentle with me, okay? I have no experience with this sort of thing.”

I grinned. “Don't worry,” I assured her. “After tonight, you'll wonder what you ever did without it.”

That you will, I thought, waving as she pulled out of the driveway and headed to the lab. Then I headed inside, practically skipping with glee. I had a lot of prep work to do, but tonight was going to be one of the best nights of my life.

Alexa had no idea what she was getting into.






Chapter Two

––––––––
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“So, what kind of stuff can you do to me?”

Alexa finished her glass of wine in one big gulp and began to pour herself another from the half-empty bottle on the coffee table. Her face gleamed with sweat, and the rosy tint to her cheeks let me know she was well and truly drunk. She'd been gulping down wine all during dinner, and had shown no signs of stopping now, as we sat together in the living room getting ready for me to hypnotize her for the first time. She was so obviously nervous, and it was super cute, even though I didn't dare tell her that.

“Well,” I said, rolling the word on my tongue, “lots of things.”

“Give me an example. Something fun.”

I sipped my beer and grinned. “I could make you come on command.”

Her mouth dropped open, and she took another huge sip of her wine. “Woah. I thought you couldn't do that sort of thing – that you couldn't make anyone do anything they didn't want to do.”

“Of course you can't,” I said. “But everybody wants to come. Wouldn't you rather be having an orgasm right now?”

She blushed deeply at that, but didn't respond. As she stared off into space, I wondered whether this was going to be the end of it already. She seemed very nervous about the prospect of being hypnotized.

Then she nodded, as if winning some argument with herself. “Alright, fuck it. Hypnotize me?”

It was the moment I had been waiting for. I took a few seconds to savor it, my eyes roaming over her body. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. Why not – you only live once, right? Only, there's two conditions.”

I held up my hand in a mock scout's salute. “Absolutely, Lex. Anything.”

“One: I want to remember everything that happens when you put me under. I heard what Casey said, and I don't want any of that 'I went to sleep and then I woke up totally refreshed' stuff – I want to know what happened.”

“Okay,” I said, nodding. “That's totally fine. Mind if I ask why? Don't you trust me?”

“I do,” she said, puffing out her cheeks, “and I know you wouldn't have done anything untoward with Casey, either. It's just a big leap, so if you could do this to make it a little easier for me, I'd really appreciate it, okay?”

I finished my beer and set the empty can on the table. “Sure. What was thing two?”

A wicked smile crossed Alexa's face. “That 'come on command' thing? I'm going to need you to do that to me.”

I laughed. “Can do. You want do this up in our room, or...?”

“Hell. We have the house to ourselves now, right? Why don't I just lay on this couch right here, and...”

Alexa put down her wine and stretched out on the couch, flexing her arms and legs as she got into the most comfortable-looking state I could imagine. Her head fit perfectly in my lap; looking over I could see the tops of her tits peeking out from her shirt. I started to stiffen, and she felt it.

“Oh, my.” Alexa blushed a bit. “You're getting hard already, Craig? How am I supposed to know I can trust you – you're about to have me all submissive and pliable for you...”

“I know,” I said, stroking the top of her head. My finger strayed down to her mouth; she took it between her lips and sucked it greedily.

“Hey – could you make it so that when I do this to you,” she said, sliding my finger all the way down her throat and making me gasp, “I feel it right here?” She put her hand between her legs.

“You mean, when you blow me, you feel it like you're being eaten out...by you?”

She laughed nervously. “It does sound weird when you say it like that. But, um...I think it would be hot?”

I agreed. “Sure. Anything you want. I want to use this to make sex hotter for both of us.”

She sighed happily. “I love you, Craig. I'm so happy we became more than friends.”

I said I agreed, and then slid out from underneath of her – even though every bit of me wanted to stay as close to her sweet, curvy body as possible. When I stood up, my shadow passed over her face.

“Alright,” I said, steeling myself. “Are you ready?”

She looked up at me, frowning in confusion. “Um, yeah – don't you have to put on some music or something first?”

I shook my head. “Sleepy time.”
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The effect was instantaneous. Alexa's eyes rolled back until only the whites showed, then fluttered closed. Every muscle in her body relaxed as she sunk into the couch, unmoving, A slow, contented smile spread across her face.

Sleepy time was the trigger I'd implanted in both her and Casey weeks ago, back when I'd first begun turning them into my hypnotic slaves. It induced the listener into an immediate state of trance, one where they would be susceptible to just about anything I told them.

For a moment, I was tempted to use the other trigger phrase I'd given Alexa: the one that would make her believe she was a robot, built for my pleasure. I liked that one a lot, but that wasn't what I was trying to do tonight. Tonight was about laying the groundwork for a total changeover of my girlfriend's conscious mind: switching her from a shy nerd into a sadistic whore who gets off on hypnotic control.

It was going to be a long process, but my cock was already throbbing just at the thought of it.

“Alexa,” I said, settling into a chair and bringing it close. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes, Craig.” Her voice was a monotone, with that sexy robotic edge that had given me the idea to make her an android in the first place. “I can hear you perfectly clearly.”

“Do you hear anything else?”

Her head moved, almost imperceptibly. “No, Craig. Your voice is all there is.”

No matter how many times I heard the words, they never failed to fill me with a thrill. “And, what do you see?”

“Nothing, Craig,” she replied. “I hear and see nothing except what you tell me.”

“Excellent.”

First for some prefatory matters.

“Alexa,” I asked, “will you remember this conversation?” I knew the answer already, I just wanted to make sure.

“Yes, Craig. I will have perfect recall of every detail of this session. Unless you don't wish me to.”

“No, that's good,” I said. “I want you to remember – I promised you. Only...when I snap my fingers, like this?” I snapped them quickly for her.

“Yes?”

“When I do that, I want you to stop remembering what we're doing. You also won't remember the snap itself, or this conversation we're having about it right now. You won't even realize there's a gap in your memory of the session. Do you understand?”

Another hint of a nod. “Yes, Craig.”

“Good. Then explain it to me.”

“I will remember every detail of our session, unless you snap your fingers. Then I will forget everything that happens after you snap your fingers. When you snap them again, I'll start remembering things again.”

“Perfect.” I snapped my fingers.

A small shudder passed through her body.

“Now that that's done,” I said, “I want the two of us to have a little conversation.”

Among all the benefits that had come from having hypnotic power over my roommates (and now my girlfriend), the ability to find out what they were really thinking was one I hadn't expected would be so useful. It was great: like having a window into the most secret parts of the female psyche. I kept telling myself that one day I'd take all the information I'd gotten and put it into a self-help book, but it probably wouldn't sell – people tend not to be actually looking for the truth in those things, anyhow.

“Yes, Craig,” Alexa said. 

“Oh, and one more thing before we do,” I said, remembering something. “Whenever I snap my fingers, you stop calling me Craig. Once you stop remembering, I only want to hear the words 'Master' or 'Sir' come out of your mouth when referring to me. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Alexa said submissively. God, just hearing it made me hot.

“Good. Now, tell me – how does hypnosis make you feel?”

Alexa furrowed her brows for a moment, then shrugged gently. “It's alright, I suppose.”

Alright? Well, it was a start – at least she didn't hate it. “Why just alright?”

“I know that you like it,” she said. “I've never seen anything make a boy hot like hypnosis does for you, sir. And you do everything I want in bed, so – I'm fine with roleplaying hypnosis for you. Seeing you so aroused makes the sex better for me, too, after all.”

“You said role play,” I said, running a finger down my chin. “What about hypnosis for real? Like we're doing right now?”

“It makes me nervous,” Alexa said instantly. That was bed – no hesitation whatsoever.

“Why?” I leaned forward. Finding this out would help me break down her resistance.

But she didn't answer. Instead, she clenched up and began to shudder gently. I knew this behavior well – when a subject isn't entirely under my power, like when I'm putting them in trance the first few times, and I ask them something they don't want to admit out loud, the mind creates resistance. Fortunately, I knew just how to get past it.

“I want you to relax, Lexie,” I said, calling her by her pet name. “You're completely safe here. There's nothing in the world except my voice – nothing can make you feel ashamed or embarrassed here.”

She let out a sigh and visibly relaxed, her trembling slowing and then stopping.

“Now, tell me the truth,” I said. “Why does hypnosis make you nervous?”

“I'm intelligent,” she said, sounding utterly relaxed. “I like being able to understand the world around me. The idea of losing everything – my will, the ability to make my own decisions, even when I come – is as frightening as it is exciting.”

“Ah,” I said. “But it is exciting, isn't it? Just a little.”

Again that barest hint of a nod. “Yes.”

I pursed my lips in thought. There had to be some way I could phrase the idea that would appeal to her – make her more excited about having trigger phrases and hypnotic commands.

When it occurred to me, it was so simple I almost laughed. All of her doubts were centered on her – I just had to put them somewhere else.

“Wouldn't it be so hot to watch someone else be hypnotized?” I teased.

She didn't respond, but her eyes rolled beneath their lids.

“I want you to imagine it: some young, sweet little girl lying there, staring up at you all glassy-eyed. We've brought her home with us, and you're bringing her completely under your control.”

Alexa began to squirm gently in her seat, fingers clenching and relaxing in time with my words.

“She's so out of it,” I said. “Her will is completely yours. Utterly under your control. You could tell her to do anything, commit any act, and she'd obey without question.”

“Mmmm,” Alexa groaned. “Yes...”

“Now you're taking control of her,” I told her. “Whispering in her ear, making her swear to be your devoted, submissive slave. She loves it – it's exactly what she's been yearning to do since the moment you put her under. She loves you, and you control her body and mind completely, and you know any moment you're going to command her to strip off your clothes and go down on you while I watch. You're completely in command, Lexie, you're the queen, you have total control, you're a hypnotic goddess...”

“Oh fuck,” Alexa whimpered. Her back arched unexpectedly as her cry turned into a groan of pleasure. Her legs shook and I knew she was coming, climaxing just at the thought of dominating a little slut the way I had done to her. Perfect.

“I want you to remember the way you feel right now, Alexa,” I commanded her. “This wonderful, sweet orgasm you're having, all from the pleasure of total dominance and control. Can you remember that for me, Alexa?”

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered, still climaxing. “Yes, I can do that, I'll be a good little girl and remember.”

“Very good.” Hearing her say that made me hot, and it also gave me a very good idea. Alexa had a tendency to slip into submissive phrasings whenever she was really, really horny: and that was totally something I could use to reinforce her programming. While most girls called that sweet, wet, heavenly slit between their legs their pussy or their cunt, Alexa's mind slipped away in the moments when she was experiencing the most pleasure, when she felt at her most utterly safe. She'd pull me close and whisper in my ear: fuck my kitty hard, Craig.

“Now, whenever you hear me, and only me, say the phrase pretty little kitty, you're going to come right back to this moment, Lexie. You're going to experience this wonderful feeling of pleasure that the thought of hypnotizing another woman brings you. Do you understand?”

Alexa was coming down from her climax, but still panting hard. “Yes, sir.”

“Good. And every time you come for me like that, every time you hear the phrase pretty little kitty, the idea of hypnotizing someone else is going to become that much more attractive. Every time you come for me, every time I bring you back to this moment, you'll want that a little bit more. Understand?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

Excellent. I brought her back out of trance quickly, waking her back up with a ten count and a snap of my fingers. Before I did, I made sure to cover my tracks, erasing any conscious memory of our session and replacing it with a tamer one, in which all I'd done was implant a basic orgasmic trigger.

Alexa's eyes opened slowly. She stretched out on the couch, wiggling her cute butt and looking up at me.

“Wow,” she said. Her eyes shined with the afterglow of her pleasure, but she had no idea she'd been coming her brains out just a few moments ago. “Casey was...not wrong.”

“Yeah?” I felt relief – I knew there was no way she would actually remember our session, but there's always that worry at the back of your head.

“Totally.” She nodded and looked around the room. “How long was I out? Like a half hour?”

“About that.”

“It feels like I got eight full hours of sleep. No, ten.” She sat up, flexing her fingers and grinning. “I can't remember the last time I felt so refreshed and clear-headed. I could get used to this. Maybe you could start giving me a little pick-me-up when I get home from the lab...”

“Mmh hmm,” I said distractedly. “That might help your pretty little kitty.”

Alexa came instantly. Her mouth dropped open as her body clenched up in climax. Her thighs squeezed together as sweet pleasure exploded between her legs.

“Holy fuck!” She rode it out, writhing in her seat. “Oh my God, Craig!”

“What's wrong?” I asked, teasingly. “I was just thinking you might like me to pet your pretty little kitty...”

“Oh, holy shit...” This time, her entire upper body bent back, shoulders shrugging as pleasure tore through her.

I watched her writhe, my erection making a tent out of my pants.

“Whew!” As she came down, she blew out a huge breath and sagged into the cushions, exhausted. “I just came. Twice. Holy shit, hypnosis is awesome.”

“I want you,” I told her. “Right now.”

A sly smile crossed her face. She suddenly became aware of the way I was looking at her and moved her body to match, thrusting her tits forward and spreading her legs gently. “Oh yeah?”

I nodded. “Yes.”

She reached out and took my hands, then pulled me forward until I was practically on top of her. “Tell me what you want to do to me, Craig.”

I grinned a savage grin and started undressing her. Her skirt came up first, then she helpfully slid her panties to the side as I undid my belt.

“First,” I said, “I want to slide my cock inside that pretty little kitty...”

Her face went slack with pleasure. “Oh, Jesus. I can't believe this feels so good, every single time. Why didn't you tell me hypnosis was this good to begin with?”

The programming is working, I thought. Every time she came, she praised the therapy. Soon she'd be begging to explore the possibilities with another girl.

“Then,” I said, sliding my cock from my briefs, “I'm going to pound that pretty little kitty until it squirts its pretty little kitty juices all over my long, hard cock.”

Each phrase made her come. She was in constant motion now, clawing at my shirt, pulling with her legs in a desperate attempt to get me inside of her. 

I pushed the head of my cock against her soft, wet pussy lips, basking in the heat that was coming off of her womanhood. “Tell me you love this,” I commanded her.

“I do,” she gasped. “I love hypnosis. I wish we'd been doing this for months. This is so, so amazing.”

“Good,” I said. “I'm going to fuck you now, Alexa.”

A low whimper escaped her throat. Her hips bucked against me, trying to make it happen.

“I'm going to fuck you and I'm going to make you come, over and over again.” My hand found her neck and gave it a gentle squeeze, running my thumb over her chin. “And when you do, I want you to thank me. Every time.”

She looked up at me, eyes shining with lust. “Okay.”

“No 'okay'. I want you to say it just like this: 'Thank you, sir.' Say it.”

She was fully in submissive mode now. “Thank you for fucking me, sir.”

I couldn't hold back any longer. I slid inside her with one smooth stroke, burying myself in her folds. Her cunt was tight and wet and quivering from the half-dozen orgasms I'd already forced her body to experience. I'd never felt a pussy so ready for me, so aching for my cock.

“You like that?” I asked, squeezing a little tighter.

She nodded, gasping for breath. “Yes, sir!”

“You like the way my cock feels inside your pretty little kitty, don't you?”

“Ah! Yes! Thank you, sir!”

Her pussy clenched around me. I could feel my balls slapping against her entrance as I stretched her walls around me. I was going to blow any minute now, but I wanted to make her come as many times as I could before that happened. I wanted to take this to the next level as soon as possible.

“You love being hypnotized,” I told her, fucking her in a slow and steady rhythm as my fingers caressed her neck. “You love giving me control. You don't have any control over your own body right now, Alexa. I decide when that pretty little kitty comes.”

She came with a loud cry, forcing herself against me and sobbing. “Thank you, sir!”

I was so close. “I'm going to come inside you, Lexie. I'm going to come inside that pretty little kitty. That pretty little kitty is going to be dripping with my come in a second. Your pretty little kitty is going to be so full of my seed, it's going to be fucked so hard just like a pretty little kitty deserves...”

I don't think Alexa was sane anymore, strictly speaking. She was like a banshee underneath me, beyond all rational thought, coming over and over again. I felt my own orgasm overtake me and thrust as deep inside her folds as I could, feeling burst after burst of hot, sticky come erupt within her.

“Thank you, sir! Thank you, thank you, thank you, sir! I love hypnosis, sir – I love being your hypnotized slave, sir! Thank you, sir!”

Every repetition brought another spurt of hot come from my cock, until my balls had been drained so thoroughly I felt like I could pass out while I was still inside her. Even if this was the end of my hypnotic dominance over her, this was worth it – I couldn't remember a better sexual experience than fucking this girl, this gorgeous beauty who loved being hypnotized.

Sweat trickled between her breasts as she came down from her peak, her sopping wet pussy still throbbing around my cock. She looked up at me, face red from exertion and climax, and smiled.

“I want to see you do this to another girl,” she whispered into my ear, grinding her pussy against me. “I want to do that to another girl. What do you think, Craig?”

I grinned, already feeling my cock stiffen up for round two. “I think that's a great idea,” I said, sliding deep inside her.

Success, I thought. The first step to corrupting Alexa had been beyond my expectations. I couldn't wait to unleash her on an innocent, unsuspecting young woman.

I was already fantasizing which of our friends it would be.
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“What about her?”

I rolled over in bed to see what Alexa wanted to show me. On her laptop, a social media site lay open, with a list of her friends and their profile pictures bolded. The girl she was pointing to was a fresh-faced, young looking blonde at a sporting event – she wore the sweatshirt of our college's football team and had their colors painted on her face.

“Hmm,” I said, snuggling closer. “Not bad. Let me see...”

I scrolled down through her other recent photographs, and whatever interest I'd had in the girl immediately began to wither. Her other pictures were either of meals she'd eaten, or 'candid' snaps of her volunteering at a local animal shelter. Wonderful stuff, of course, just not what I was looking for.

“Mmh, not feeling it,” I said, giving control of the laptop back to Alexa.

“What?” She sounded disbelieving. “You just don't know her, Craig. I work with Elena every day – she's totally innocent. She probably thinks fellatio is a character from Shakespeare. I would love to watch those cute little eyes go all glassy, see those long legs spread for you. I bet she's never even had a man before.”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Why not?”

“You said it yourself,” I said by way of explanation. “You work with her every day. She's too close to you: we need a subject who's a degree or two further removed from your every day life.” I felt a smirk on my face. “Plus, I want someone with bigger tits.”

Alexa snorted, but her hand went beneath the covers and gripped my thigh suggestively. “God, you're such a horndog.”

“What can I say?” I reached under the covers myself, took her hand and moved it onto the bulge stiffening beneath my boxers. “I love that pretty little kitty.”

I had to reach out and grab the laptop before it fell off the side of the bed. Alexa's body went taut, fingers digging into my hardness as she cried out in surprise and pleasure. That particular trigger phrase made Alexa come instantly; using it on her at unexpected times was a thrill that never seemed to get old.

“Oh, fuck...thank you, sir,” Alexa groaned, settling next to me as she came down from her high. “Fuck, you spoil me, Craig.”

“I cannot wait to watch you do that to someone else,” I murmured into her ear.

“Me too,” she said. She stroked me gently beneath the covers until I really started to get into it, then broke off with a naughty grin and pulled her laptop back into her lap. “Which is why we need to pick a girl.”

I sighed in frustration, my balls aching for release. Was it possible for a plan to be too successful? When I had first convinced Alexa to let me hypnotize her, my goal in installing her trigger phrase was to eventually convince her that hypnotizing other people would be incredibly fun and hot. I hadn't counted on her jumping right into it immediately. Yet here she was, practically chomping at the bit to pick a girl and make her our hypnoslut for the night. It was thrilling, sure, but also a little frightening: a small reminder of just how powerful suggestion could be.

“Pick a girl...” I said, scrolling through Alexa's list of friends. Most of them were unsuitable outright: they were already someone else's wife or girlfriend. And many of the others were like Alexa herself: total science dorks, but without the sexy body and features that made Lexie such a geek goddess.

“I would have thought you'd be more into this part of the whole thing,” Alexa said playfully. “After all, you're basically getting to choose who you want to have an affair with.”

I glanced over at her, eyebrow raised. “Are you willing to let it go that far?”

Alexa looked suddenly thoughtful, as if the full implication of what she'd said had only just occurred to her. I continued scrolling, looking over the pictures as her mouth worked silently.

“They're not going to remember anything, right? This girl we pick?” She looked at me as if a great many things hinged on the answer.

“Of course not – not unless you want them to.” I put my hand on hers and gave it a gentle squeeze. “In fact, it's actually harder to have the subject remember. We don't typically recall the things that happen in our subconscious: even our dreams come out as jumbled, half-forgotten messes most of the time. Forgetting everything about your session is the default.”

She nodded at that, looking thoughtful. “Well...”

I looked at her expectantly.

After a moment, she shrugged. “I mean, I'm certainly going to make whoever we choose eat me out, so it would be pretty hypocritical to ask you to abstain.”

I nodded, trying to keep a straight face. “I appreciate that.”

“I don't think I'd be okay with you fucking her, but...I wouldn't mind if she gave you head. Yeah, in fact, that might be kind of fun. Watching you sit there, getting your dick sucked by some tranced-out little slut, her brain as blank as a brand-new blackboard...” Her fingers went back to my bulge and began stroking in earnest. “So hot.”

“Fuck yeah,” I said, rocking my hips gently against her fingers.

I waited for a moment, and then – thank god, yes! - her hand slid beneath my boxers and found my cock. It was already dripping with precum, so she was able to get the head nice and lubed up as she stroked me.

“Keep looking,” she said, her breath hot in my ear. “Tell me which one of these girls' mouths you want on your cock after we make her ours, baby.”

I needed no convincing on that front. I scrolled through the page, looking at the profile picture of each of Alexa's friends as her fingers did their magic on my shaft. Every so often, I would stop and get a closer look of a particularly hot girl, and her fingers would pick up the pace like they were inciting me to choose her.

“Mmh, you like her?” Alexa asked as I looked over the pictures of a buxom, sporty middle-aged woman with a deep tan and shoulder-length blonde hair. “That's Regina. I like her, too.”

“I...shit, that feels so good,” I groaned, arcing my hips upward.

“Mmh hmm,” Alexa agreed. Her hand locked into a hard, fast rhythm, like she was trying to get me off instead of just making me feel good. “So is she the one? Is she going to be on her knees for you after we drain her brain right out of her pretty little ears?”

God, that sounded good. Hell, it sounded better than good – it sounded like everything I'd ever wanted. Conquering a woman with a girl who was really, truly into it – could anything be better than that?

“She's married, though,” I gasped, trying to pull my cock away from Alexa's grip. I didn't want to come just yet.

“Is that a problem?” Alexa laughed darkly and nibbled my earlobe, making me shiver with delight. “Since when did you get all moral on me, Craig?”

“It just...” Fuck, it was tough not to come. I tried to think of anything other than the feeling of her fingers on my cock. “It just makes things tougher, that's all. What if the husband comes sniffing around?”

“If you must know,” Alexa said, giggling, “Regina and her husband have an...understanding in their marriage. Really, she's quite open about it.” Her fingers picked up the pace – she took my other hand and slid it under her shirt, inviting me to caress her stiff nipple.

“Really?” I glanced back at the Regina's picture. She was sitting in a piece of gym equipment, sweating and smiling, apparently having just finished a set. She looked happy, and normal, and not like the sort of person Alexa was describing. “She's a swinger. Her?”

“More like they're monogam-ish,” Alexa said. “And trust me – I see the way her husband stares at me every time I'm around him. If he found out his wife wanted to spend a little 'quality time' with me, he'd probably throw his wallet open and offer to pay for the whole thing.”

“Really?” The thought of that nearly sent me over the edge. “Hell, maybe we won't even have to hypnotize her...”

Alexa's stroking slowed abruptly. “Don't even say that, Craig. I want this. I want to see the light go out of her eyes when you put her under, I want to hear that sexy monotone you always tell me I have when I'm under your power...”

Her speed had picked back up without her realizing it – god, she was excited.

“I was just joking, Lexie,” I said, pulling up her shirt and letting my mouth suck on her hard, sensitive nipple. She let out a hiss of surprise that quickly turned into a moan of pleasure as I ran my tongue around her nipple before pulling away.

I looked her right in the eye. “Of course we're going to hypnotize her.”

Her smile was bright enough to power a city. “Get back in there,” she said, grabbing the back of my head and pressing my face into her chest. “I like that.”

Meanwhile, her fingers were stroking me with an ever-increasing fervor. Between that, her breasts in my face and the general amazing feeling of her young, tight body all over mine, I was going to come any second.

Alexa could feel it to; she decided to coax me over by reminding me exactly what we were about to do.

“Oh, you're going to like Regina,” Alexa said, stroking the back of my head as I sucked her. “She's such a gym rat. She takes good care of herself; she's got that tight little body and those big, MILF-y tits. I know you love big tits, Craig, and she's got a rack like you wouldn't believe. Wouldn't you love to come all over those trashy MILF tits, Craig? Wouldn't it feel so great to just let your balls drain all over that warm, soft flesh – oh, there you go, baby...”

I let out a wordless cry of passion around her nipple as I came, come shooting from my cock and soaking the sheet, coming down in torrents over her fingers. She kept stroking me hard and slow as she milked me dry, shushing me and pressing me to her tits as I came down from my peak.

“My, you were excited,” Alexa cooed, snuggling into the hollow of my shoulder and pressing her ear against my chest. “Does that feel better, baby?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, closing my eyes and laying against the headboard. Echoes of sweet bliss were still washing over me, relaxing every muscle in my body. “Fuck yeah.”

“Mmh, you came so much,” she said, removing her hand from under the covers. It was coated in thick, ropey strands of come, connecting her fingers in webs.

She brought it to her mouth and licked, watching my reaction. My cock already started to throb back to life in my boxers.

“You know what I'm thinking about, right now?” She asked, sliding a come-covered finger into her mouth and sucking it clean.

I shook my head, unable to form a coherent response.

“I'm thinking that when we do this later, I'm going to feed this come to Regina,” she said, lapping up my seed. “I'm going to make her swallow every drop.”

“God damn, you are wicked,” I said.

She cocked an eyebrow. “Maybe. A little. Is that so bad, baby?”

“Not at all.” I grabbed her ass and pulled her to me, making her gasp with delight. “I love how immoral and evil hypnosis makes you.”

“Well, we don't do any permanent damage to Gina,” Alexa said, as much for her benefit as mine. “We're just having a little fun – nothing wrong with that. So,” she said, bringing her now-clean hand to my crotch and rubbing the growing bulge there - “you ready for round two, tiger? Maybe you could say those special little words for me this time?”

“Sure,” I said with a smirk. “But first, I want your mouth on me.”

Alexa laughed in disbelief. “Excuse me? I haven't even gotten to come yet. What makes you think you deserve a second round before I get my first?”

“Because I'll say those words you want to hear when I'm coming in your mouth,” I said, “and because I want to look at the rest of Regina's pics.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Oh really?”

I nodded. “I want to imagine what we're going to do to that pretty little body of hers.”

Alexa grinned. “Well, okay. Only because you asked nicely. You're really getting into this, aren't you, Craig?”

You have no idea, I thought, helping her under the covers and pulling up Regina's other pictures. I couldn't wait to meet the real thing.






Chapter Five
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“My goodness. What a beautiful home you two have.”

I looked up from the couch just in time to see the door open. Alexa led Regina into the townhouse, taking in the living room with an expansive gesture.

“Thank you,” Alexa said. “We used to have a third roommate, but she got married and moved out.”

“That's got to make rent a little harder,” Regina said with a nod. Then she shot me a wicked grin. “I bet it's nice having the whole place to yourselves though, isn't it? Lovebirds.”

“Well, it certainly allows us to do things like this,” Alexa said with a little grin. “Why don't you have a seat on the couch?”

I watched Regina approach, letting my eyes travel all over her body. She was even better in person than Alexa's pictures had made her look. She was in a tight, backless blouse tied in an ornate knot in the back, along with a pair of blue jeans and heels. I noted with some pleasure that there was an almost imperceptible drawl to her voice; between that and the way she was dressed, I knew Alexa's friend was a southern girl.

“So,” Regina said, settling herself on the couch next to me, “Lexie tells me you can hypnotize people, Craig? Is that true?”

I gave a humble smile and shrugged. “I'd like to think I have a little bit of talent in that area. It's a legitimate form of therapy: one I have a lot of experience with in my major.”

“Mmh hmm. And, Lexie here told me,” here she leaned forward like she was confessing a secret, “that you made it so that she can, well...go off just from you snapping your fingers?”

I shot her an indulgent smile. “Want to see?”

She nodded, her face filled with awe. I didn't think she'd realized until she actually got here that Alexa and I were telling the truth about hypnosis; that this wasn't just some role playing thing we'd made up to amuse each other.

I turned to my girlfriend; she looked more than ready. “Alexa, your friend here wants to see your pretty little kitty come.”

Alexa's face contorted in pure ecstasy as her knees began to quake. Her eyes closed tight, and a low, throaty moan broke from her lips.

“Oh, shit,” she groaned, audibly climaxing. “I think I'm gonna fall...”

At the last moment, she shot a hand out and steadied herself against the wall. Her knees finally buckled; bringing her down to the floor as she panted and sobbed with release. Regina was staring at her like she was the most incredible thing she'd seen in her entire life.

“That's...” It took Regina a moment to contain herself. “Wow! I knew you were into all that science stuff, Lexie, but I didn't know it could do that!”

“Thanks,” Alexa said, wiping the sweat from her forehead. “And thank you, sir, for letting me come.”

If Regina had sounded shocked before... “What?”

“I make her say that,” I said, unable to keep the smirk off my face, “every time she comes.”

Regina looked from Alexa to me like she'd just won the sexual lottery. “Wow – you two are freaky! I can't believe I went this long without the two of us having a rendezvous, Alexa.”

Meanwhile, my girlfriend had finally managed to get back to her feet. “Me either. Would you like to try some hypnosis first?”

She looked between us, biting her lip. It was obvious that after that little display what she really wanted was to fuck both of us, but that wasn't what Alexa or I were aiming for.

“Come on,” I said. “It'll be fun.”

“Well...” The doubt cleared from Regina's face. “You can do that to me? Maybe link it to her, because I'd like to hear some dirty words come out of that pretty little mouth...”

“Of course,” Alexa said smoothly. “Believe me, there's nothing like having your own pleasure triggered a dozen times while you go down on someone. You're going to love it.”

Alexa shuddered in anticipation. “Well, alright. Let's light this fire, Lexie.”

We got her on the couch and started the usual preparations. Since Regina had never been hypnotized before, I wasn't taking any chances – some people are more resilient to trances than others, and I wanted her under no matter how much natural resistance she had.

In the end, it took longer than I had expected, long enough that Alexa started to get seriously nervous. But after a half-hour of droning music, low light and a flickering flame, Regina's eyes went glassy and faraway as she slipped into trance.

Rather than watch, I looked over at Alexa, gauging her reaction – and it was a doozy. Her small, slim body was trembling like a sapling in a storm as she watched Regina go under. I'd never seen my girlfriend so excited before, not for anything. 

She turned to me slowly, her eyes shining with what I realized were tears. “It's like a dream come true, Master,” she whispered. “You and me, controlling a bitch together.”

I smiled and brought her close, then kissed her deeply. “Love you, Lexie,” I said.

“I love you, Master. Can...can I?”

It was cute – she was so excited, she could barely speak. “Yes?”

“Can I do it, sir? Can I...hypnotize her?” She looked like she was about to come just from saying the words.

I waited a second to heighten her anticipation, then nodded. “Absolutely. But if I say something, you'll obey without question, even if it means undoing something you did. Understand?”

Alexa bowed to me – like, actually bowed. “Yes, Master. Thank you so much for this gift.”

“She's going to be the first member of our harem,” I added, “but she won't be the last. And all of them will be under you, Lex. All of them completely subservient to your will. But don't forget who stands above you.”

“Of course not. I might be Regina's queen, but you are her God,” Alexa said. “And mine too, Master.”

“Good. Make me proud.”

She turned around with the air of a girl on Christmas morning and looked over Regina's prone form.

“Regina, can you hear me?” She asked.

I mentioned that every girl's voice is different when they're under trance. I think just then, I'd started to form a theory that their subconscious voices were a reflection of their true selves, because Regina's was the epitome of a sweet, southern belle. Her voice had a definite twang, far more pronounced than it had been when she was conscious.

“Of course I do, Lexie. I hear nothing but your voice.”

“You will call me Mistress,” Alexa said excitedly, “when you're under our power. Not Lexie.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

At that, Alexa pounded the air with a fist, turning back to me with a huge smile on her face. “Did you hear that, Master?” she whispered.

I nodded indulgently. “I did. Now hurry up, I want this slut to start pleasing me now.”

She nodded. “Of course.”

“Now,” she said, turning to our subject, “I want you to repeat a few things for me, Regina. Anything I ask you to repeat is true. Even if it wasn't before, the moment you say it you will accept that it is absolutely true and has been for as long as you can remember. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” God, that sexy little drawl was driving me nuts.

“I have no will,” Alexa said.

Regina hummed gently for a moment, but there was no other resistance.

“I have no will,” she said, then inhaled sharply with surprise as the programming did its work. Her mouth opened slowly in a mix of pain and pleasure as her will, the driving force behind her eyes, went out like a doused candle.

“Very good, slave. Now, repeat: I exist for pleasure.”

“I exist for pleasure,” Regina repeated.

“I will perform any action my Mistress or my Master commands me to perform,” she said.

“Yes. I will perform any action my Mistress or my Master commands me to perform.”

“My mouth belongs to Alexa and Craig.”

Regina licked her lips. “My mouth belongs to Alexa and Craig.”

“I will please Alexa or Craig with my mouth whenever they command.”

“I will please Alexa or Craig with my mouth whenever they command,” she whimpered. She sounded like she couldn't wait for us to order her to do that one.

“I will climax whenever my Mistress or Master command me to,” Alexa said. “After all, you have no will, so even your own bodily pleasure is something we can turn on and off at will.”

“Yes,” she agreed. “I will climax whenever my Mistress or Master command me to.”

Alexa's fingers strayed to her thigh, pulled up her skit and slipped between her legs. She let out a gasp as she found her clit and began to rub. “Come for me now, Regina. Your mistress commands it.”

Regina gave a cry and came instantly, her body clenching and writhing on the couch like she was in the middle of the most intense fuck of her life.

“Stop,” Alexa said, robbing our subject of her pleasure almost as soon as she had climaxed. “Come over here and eat my cunt, slave.”

Alexa plopped down on the couch and spread her legs, guiding Regina's sweet little mouth to her most intimate area. Her hands gripped either side of the older woman's head as she began to lap at her cunt, making the most wonderful noises come from Alexa's throat.

“Aren't you going to wake her up, first?” I asked.

Alexa looked up from her pleasure reluctantly. “No,” she gasped. “And she's never going to wake up again. She's our slut now, and nothing makes me happier than knowing she exists solely to please us.”

“You didn't ask me first,” I said.

Alexa bit her lip like a naughty schoolgirl about to try and talk her way out of detention. “Is that okay, Master? I mean, look at how fucking hot this is. I can't see any reason to ever bring this little bitch out of trance, do you?”

Watching the tableau, I couldn't help but think that I had gotten everything I wanted. Alexa's actions weren't just selfish and driven by pleasure, they were downright...evil. She was adapting so well to the position of mistress, it was beginning to frighten me a bit.

I glanced at Regina's pert ass, thrust in the air between us, almost dismissively. “All right – but I want to fuck her.”

Alexa surprised me by laughing, her voice tinged with pleasure. “Of course, Master! You can fuck anyone you want, sir. You can own whoever you want – and I'm so fucking happy to be yours!”

I plunged inside Regina, pulling her jeans off and entering her with a ferocity that scared me. I pounded inside her, barely even noticing the tightness of her pussy or the way her big, juicy tits bounced with every hard thrust of my hips. I was delirious, I needed to come, I needed to make things real and complete.

I shot my load almost instantly. Regina gave a low groan and wiggled her hips a bit as I filled her with my come, but didn't react otherwise. 

“Did you come already, Master?” Alexa asked, a teasing gleam in her eyes. “You must really have been excited-”

“Pretty little kitty,” I said with a smile.

Alexa's cry was loud enough to wake the neighbors as she came, her hips clenching around Regina's head.

“Don't forget who owns you,” I warned her, giving her a good view of my dripping cock. “Remember who's in charge here.”

“Of course, Master, of course,” she babbled, the pleasure making her submissive and pliable. “Would you like me to suck your cock?”

“Not just yet. Let's take this into the bedroom, and we can really start enjoying our new slave.”

I led the way, Alexa leading the mesmerized Regina by the hand. She was the first of our new harem, but she wouldn't be the last.






Chapter Six
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“What I'm trying to get to the bottom of today,” the executive said, raising one exquisitely-trimmed eyebrow, “is exactly what's going on with you and this whole 'hypnosis' garbage.”

Alexa looked taken aback, covering her surprise with a cough. Next to her at the table, I sipped the incredibly expensive mineral water the handlers had left for us and remained silent. The three of us were alone in the boardroom, having been invited to a private meeting with Joanna McGovern, CEO of McGovern Pharmaceuticals. Alexa had expected this to be a victory lap of sorts – the first clinical trials of Alexa's breakthrough drug were going so well that the salesmen were creaming their slacks – so the last thing we'd been prepared for was such open hostility.

“Excuse me?” Alexa finally said. “I don't quite understand what this has to do with my findings.”

Joanna shook her head, her long blonde locks cascading over her shoulders. “Hypnosis,” she pronounced, “is junk science. I can't have my newest rock star client, a woman who's about to go next to Edison and Tesla in the history books, being an open devotee of such...”

She struggled to think of a word. “Gobbledygook,” she finally said, a disgusted twist to her lips.

Alexa and I gave each other a significant glance. She arched an eyebrow, as if to say what do you think? You ready?

I looked her in the eye and nodded once, hard.

“I think I'll let you handle this one, Craig,” Alexa said, sitting back in her seat with a smirk.

If we were hoping to have an effect on Joanna, we were certainly right. She half-rose out of her seat, bringing forth all the feminine disdain she could muster as she fixed Alexa with a withering glare.

“Interesting,” she said, making a steeple of her fingers. “Do you let your man speak for you often, Doctor?”

“Only when the question is so stupid,” I said, putting my water on the desk with a thud. “Even if Alexa is a practitioner of hypnosis, what does that have to do with anything? You're about to become the richest medical company in the world thanks to her invention. I would think she deserves a little more respect than this bullshit you're putting on us.”

Joanna looked like she'd rather be anywhere than here right now. “Look. I'm not a puritan. I could give a tin shit what you two do in your own home – as long as the product pans out. And the public has been primed through years of media portrayals to have a certain acceptance – even expectation – of their geniuses to be a bit eccentric.”

She leaned forward, all of a sudden dominating the room. Any doubts I had been nurturing regarding her fitness to be a business leader were quickly extinguished.

Joanna was shockingly young and beautiful to be the leader of one of the most profitable pharmaceutical companies on the planet. Her rise to fame was one of the most improbable success stories in the modern era. Fifteen years ago, Joanna had been a globetrotting lingerie model for an Italian fashion designer before marrying George McGovern, the aging patriarch of the struggling McGovern pharmaceutical concern. No one expected her to take over after his sudden, tragic death – and even those who did had never thought she'd be so good at it. The company had grown by leaps and bounds since she'd become CEO, which was half the reason we'd chosen her to be the distributor for Alexa's greatest achievement, the Ambrosia pill.

The other reason was that she was achingly hot, and both I and Alexa wanted her instead of some elderly old fart for very personal, physical reasons. 

“But there have been rumors,” Joanna said. “Worse than that – disappearances. Police reports. Six women in three months, all of them connected intimately to you and Doctor Piketty, with the same story.”

I snorted and gave Alexa a glance, as if I couldn't believe the ridiculous things I was hearing. “And what story is that, Ms. McGovern?”

She swallowed heavily. For an instant, something like real worry shown in her eyes. “They disappear for two to three weeks. No one sees them, no one hears from them. Then, right as an investigation is ramping up, the person makes themselves known in public and lets the police know they were with you and Doctor Piketty the entire time. Only...”

I let the silence stretch out, become awkward. “Only what?”

“Only they're different,” she finished. “Their families all say so. And the person doesn't go home, they go to this...compound the two of you run-”

“It's a research facility,” Alexa interjected. “And without the resources it gives Craig and I, Ambrosia wouldn't exist.”

“That's what you claim,” Joanna said. “The press describe it more like something from a James Bond film.”

“The work we do is...unorthodox,” I admitted. “Alexa is pushing the boundaries of chemical science, while I'm exploring new territories in experimental psychology. The work we do requires a certain level of...privacy, and support. I'm a little hurt you can't understand that.”

“Oh, I understand,” Joanna quipped. “And I don't care. It's the shareholders that you're going to have to convince.”

I nodded to show I understood. “What's the problem?”

Abruptly, Joanna's entire demeanor changed. It was as if one moment we were staring at a symbol, a living embodiment of a multi-billion dollar company, then we were looking at a young, beautiful woman who had had a very long day.

She sighed and looked at each of us in turn. “Well, if we're putting all the cards on the table, we might as well dispense with the pleasantries.” She cracked her knuckles and cleared her throat.

Alexa and I waited for her to finish.

“They think you're running a cult,” she said simply. “That the two you take women you think are suitable, and...brainwash them, or hypnotize them somehow into following you. That there's some weird, sexual element to the whole thing. And that we shouldn't trust you or distribute your invention, because all of this – even though it would make us several billion dollars richer – is part of expanding that cult.”

If she had been expecting her words to shock us, she was wrong. Alexa and I sat there, smirking at her across the table as she fell silent.

“I see,” I said after a moment. “And what do you think?”

She sighed and shook her head. “What I think doesn't matter. Like I said, I only care inasmuch as I'm likely to be fielding a PR disaster because of the two of you. Nobody cares when a company poisons its own customers, or destroys acres of rainforest – but they care when the public face of a company has a sex scandal, and I get the impression whatever you two have going on in that research facility of yours would make a garden-variety sex scandal look tame.”

“That's an...unfair way of putting it,” I protested. “Think of all you have to gain. You'll be able to buy and sell companies with the money we'll make off Ambrosia – who cares about a few shitty clickbait articles?”

But Joanna was still skeptical. “There might be more than a few,” she said, shaking her head. “Especially once Ambrosia goes worldwide. Anyone looking at the list of effects will think its too good to be true – and there'll be dozens of our competitors trying to prove just that.”

“Your competitors,” Alexa said smoothly, “will be too busy taking Ambrosia themselves to write anything negative about it. It's the first birth control pill that not only stops pregnancy, but protects the user against nine of the ten most common sexually transmitted diseases. And it's not just that: it makes people look younger, feel happier, and have massive, brain-melting orgasms during sex. Honestly, I'm shocked you aren't on your knees begging us for the contract. You're even taking it yourself, aren't you?”

We both looked at her expectantly. For a moment, she seemed poised to say 'no', then she sighed.

“Of course I am,” she admitted. “I started the instant our own people said it was safe. And it's true – I've already felt some of the effects you've mentioned. It's a miracle drug, truly it is. It's going to make Viagra look like penny candy. But...”

The silence stretched out. “But what?” Alexa asked, a cold edge to her voice.

Surprising us both, Joanna's face turned into a guilty smile. “I know what my ex-husband would say. You know, he never discussed it much publically, but the man was a total nerd – one of his most prized possessions was a complete collection of ultra-rare Superman comics.” She laughed and shook her head, remembering happier times for a moment. “Well, I feel like I'm talking to Lex Luthor, and he's giving me the deal of a lifetime – only I'm waiting for the other shoe to drop. Waiting for the kryptonite.”

“That's funny,” Alexa said. “Really, it is. I'm something of a nerd myself, so I can sympathize. Maybe we can trade more dorky jokes after sleepy time.”

I felt a grin stretch my face as Joanna froze mid-word, eyes bulging from her beautiful, shocked face. She shook gently, straining to move, struggling to get control of her body back, then was still. She stared at Alexa angrily for a moment, then pleadingly, as if begging my fiancee to free her.

Instead, Alexa turned to me and shrugged. “It doesn't work quite as well as the old trigger, but that's the price you pay to cross the blood-brain barrier, I suppose.”

I folded my hands and gave her an indulgent look. “I suppose.”

Joanna's lips moved slowly, like she was encased in a block of ice. After a struggle, syllables came from her throat in painful rasps.

“What...did...”

“What did we do to you?” Alexa leaned forward, looking for a moment as if she really, sincerely wanted to help. I loved it, that plastered on smile hiding a cruel, sadistic face. I'd brought that out in Alexa, and now she was about to hold court.

Joanna grit her teeth and managed to gasp: “Yes.”

“It's simple, dear. You've been taking my pills. My Ambrosia. Your people told you it was perfectly safe, and they're right. There's nothing about Ambrosia that can hurt you. But there are some side effects we haven't disclosed to your company.”

Joanna quivered, struggling to stand. “H...how?”

“It was a combination of my efforts and Craig's,” Alexa said proudly, taking my hand. “We couldn't have done it alone – we needed each others' research and expertise.”

She leaned forward, crossing her arms and fixing Joanna with a jaunty smile. “The technical details are beyond you, I'm sure, but the short of it is that we found a way to chemically alter the brain to mimic the experience of having subconscious trigger phrases implanted – right down to the actual phonemes of the trigger itself!”

“We put hypnosis in a pill,” I translated. “On top of everything else.”

Joanna tried to scream; only a thin, nasal whine escaped her lips, far too quiet for anyone outside the room to hear.

“So,” Alexa said. She looked around the room, smiling happily, then glanced over at me. “It really is so much nicer in here now, isn't it? Sorry, where were we? That's right – you wanted an answer about all this hypnosis 'gobbledygook,' as you so stupidly put it.”

With an effort, Joanna managed to shake her head gently, as if trying to ward Alexa away.

Alexa leaned forward, grinning like a wolf. “Do you want to know the truth about hypnosis, Joanna?”

A single tear trickled down the CEO's cheek.

“The truth is, the old adage really is a fact: you can't convince anyone to do something they wouldn't normally do under hypnosis. But oh, there's so many things we humans would do if we could, if we weren't held down by things like morality and ethics and personal responsibility. For instance, even as terrified and anxious as you are, Joanna, there's a cave woman part of your brain that even now wishes it were being fucked by a big, hard cock – pounded until you come like a fountain. It's just science.” She spread her arms like a professor stating a particularly deft point. “We're all simple animals, motivated by simple things. Kapow, Joanna.”

Another groan escaped the CEO's lips – but this one was not of pain. She shook in her seat, the whites of her eyes showing as she gasped and sputtered into a climax, held from all sides by invisible hands, forcing her into submission.

“See? What did I tell you? And I'll let you in on the biggest secret of all while you're coming down: all those things you claim you wouldn't do, that you couldn't be hypnotized into doing? They can be changed! Everything about us that makes us who we are – our memories, our personalities, our very souls – are malleable under hypnosis, like clay. Would you like a practical demonstration?”

Alexa pursed her lips in a naughty little smile. Joanna struggled and shook her head. I sat there, grinning as my erection throbbed beneath the table. I couldn't wait to slide it inside Joanna's wet, tight little holes.

“I'll take that as a yes,” Alexa said, standing up. “When I'm done with you, Joanna,” she said, tapping the restrained woman's forehead with a finger, “what's in here will be exactly what I want it to be. And you'll be begging me for the contract. Hell, you'll be begging to be my devoted slave – you'll even sign the company over to Craig and I if we'll agree! You won't be able to make any other decision!”

Alexa leaned over the sweating, shaking woman, her shadow covering her completely.

“Even me telling you this will make no difference. You simply won't be able to resist.”

Abruptly, her entire demeanor changed. In an instant, she was the bubbly nerd I knew so well, smiling like nothing was wrong.

“Ready to begin?”
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“Who are you?”

Joanna blinked rapidly, as if she was trying to clear a film from her eyes. She was no longer in her plush executive chair – we'd ordered her to sit her cute butt in the cheapest thing we could find, an armless, rickety office chair designed for interns. No physical restraints bound her, but she wasn't going anywhere – Alexa's mind control made sure of that.

“I'm Joanna McGovern,” she said thickly. “I'm the CEO of McGovern Pharmaceuticals...”

“Wrong answer,” Alexa said with a smirk.

Joanna bent double, her eyes squeezed tight with pain. “Aaaaagh...”

“You're Joanna,” Alexa said slowly, as if explaining something to a small child. “The underwear model.”

“I...I was,” Joanna said, blinking past the pain. “But I'm not anymore.”

Alexa shook her head sadly – leaving Joanna wincing at the expectation of another trigger.

“You are,” she said. “Let me tell you what happened to you.”

And she did. Alexa recounted every detail, explaining them to Joanna like she was reading off a script, reciting an article that had been written on her life. 

“After the drugs, the sex, the prostitution,” Alexa said, lowering her voice at this last part, “you met us, and we set up this long-term arrangement. That's why you're here now.”

“What?” Joanna struggled to deny the programming, but it was already too late. What was true and untrue blurred inside her mind, becoming one horrifying lump of uncertainty. “That can't be true. I'm supposed to be here...”

“Well, of course you are,” Alexa said. “It wouldn't be much of a roleplay if we didn't have the right scene for it, would it?”

“Role...play?”

Alexa shook her head as if she couldn't believe Joanna had forgotten. “Uh, yeah. It's totally what Craig is into. You're the hard-assed, strong willed businesswoman, and we're the vampires coming to take your company away.”

She turned to me. “Craig, go get the props.”

I'd been waiting for this. “Sure thing, babe.”

Across the room, a lushly-apportioned table held a tray of drinks and a stack of documents. I picked the relevant ones up, carried the to the table and slapped them down theatrically in front of Joanna.

“Here we are,” Alexa said. “Thank you, Master.”

“Any time.”

Joanna scanned the documents nervously, sweat beading on her brow. “These...these are a contract. Signing a controlling share of McGovern Pharmaceuticals over to you.”

“Well, technically its to us,” Alexa said, cocking an eyebrow. “Half to me, and half to Craig. We think the PR will look better that way. What do you care, Joanna? This is all a game. The sooner you get it over with, the sooner we can fuck. Come on, I know you've been having a sexy dream about me.”

Joanna's eyes fluttered as the trigger burst inside her subconscious. It was the second major trigger Alexa and I had encoded into the pills – while sleepy time deadened the subject's conscious will and made them pliable, sexy dream left them disoriented, unclear of what was real and what wasn't, more likely to give in to their feelings of unreality and 'go with the flow', so to speak. Alexa had suggested that multiple applications of it could completely break a subject's mind, so we certainly weren't going to take that chance here.

Not until the deal was complete, of course.

“Hurry up,” Alexa said. “Don't think so much about things, Jo. You want to please your mistress, don't you?”

Joanna stared down at the page, terror and confusion on her face. A single tear dripped from her cheek and landed on the paper. “Why am I crying? I...I don't know what's going on, Lexie. Why am I freaking out?”

Alexa shook her head. “I don't know. We've done this so many times before. Just sign the paper.”

I leaned forward, commanding Joanna's attention. “Do it, Joanna. Be my pretty little kitty.”

The effect on both sides of the table was immediate. The doubt that had filled Joanna's face disappeared, replaced with sweet blissful pleasure. I risked a glance over, where Alexa squirmed in her seat, biting her lip hard to keep from crying out. I had held back on using that trigger, since I knew it would affect both women, but we were getting nowhere otherwise. Besides, Lexie didn't seem to mind.

“Oh...shit...thank you, sir,” Joanna gasped, coming to her senses. “I forgot how good that feels.”

You've never felt that before, I thought with a smirk, but didn't say it. “That's just a taste, Joanna. Let's get this show on the road already.”

“Of...of course,” she said, hesitating only a little. “Of course I'll give you what you want.”

It only took a minute for her to finish filling out the forms. Sixty short seconds, and twenty years of her life was undone.

As she finished, Alexa looked over at me, face glistening from her own climax, and smiled.

“We just got six billion dollars richer, Master.”

“There,” Joanna said, her face twisted into a grimace. “It's done.” The last bits of her resistance fought for control of her face, lost, and relaxed. She let out a happy sigh. “Can we...you know? Can we fuck now?”

“Hmm.” Alexa was all cool on the outside, but I could tell she was jumping for joy just beneath the surface. “You may taste me.”

Joanna rose half-out of her seat before Alexa held up a hand. “Under the table, slave. I want you to crawl to me.”

“Of course, mistress,” Joanna said. Five minutes ago she had been one of the most powerful women in the world; now she was the picture of submission, begging to taste my fiancee's cunt. She slid beneath the table.

As soon as she was out of sight, Alexa looked at me, triumph on her face. “We did it, Master. We really did it.”

“You did it,” I said. “This never would have been possible without you. I'm very proud of you, Lexie.”

She shivered with pleasure; my praise sung in her veins like a drug. “Thank you, Master. I- oh!”

She invited me with a glance to see what was wrong. Walking around the table, I saw: Joanna on her knees, her face buried in Alexa's wet, dripping slit. Nylon-covered thighs gripped either side of her head.

“That's right,” Alexa said. “Eat me out, slut. You like the way that pretty little kitty tastes?”

The trigger only worked on Alexa herself when I said it, so only Joanna collapsed in orgasm, flailing with passion as she buried her pretty face between my fiancee's thighs.

“God, you two look good,” I said. “Should I fuck her while she's eating you, you think?”

Alexa shook her head. “You can do whatever you want, of course, Master,” she hastened to say. “But I would really like your cock in my mouth while I experience this.”

I smiled. That sounded more than good to me. I let Alexa undo my belt and slide my cock from my boxers, stiff in the cold businesslike air of the boardroom.

“God, you look so good, Master,” Alexa said, her eyes full of awe. “I can't wait to taste this.”

She slid me into her mouth, working her tongue expertly around my shaft as she spread her legs wider to accommodate Joanna. It was amazing how flexible she was; her legs were practically over her head, one balanced on the boardroom table to keep from sliding out of her chair. She sucked me in time with Joanna's tongue, letting me experience second-hand the pleasure the powerful, ruined woman was giving her.

“Everyone is feeling great except her right now,” I said, motioning towards Joanna. “Do you think she deserves any pleasure?”

Alexa slid me from her throat, gagging gently, and ran the head of my cock over her lips as she answered. “No, not yet. Not until we're truly in control.”

“I think she should be marked,” I said, taking Alexa by the hair and sliding myself back into her throat.

She hummed assent around my cock, taking me deep. I thrust myself against her walls, pushing towards climax hard and fast. When I felt my balls begin to tighten and that telltale tingle working its way up my shaft, I pulled out of her mouth.

“Joanna,” I commanded. “Come here, bitch. On your knees.”

Joanna pulled back, just in time to see my cock inches away from her surprised face. Two good pumps to my dick and it was over; Alexa's mouth had left me right on the edge. I shot a huge load, burst after burst pouring from my balls in hot spurts, coating the CEO's face, neck and breasts in sticky spunk.

I came down from my peak to see Joanna obediently lapping up my come, scooping it from her breasts and sucking her fingers clean.

“Look at how pretty she is now,” Alexa said smugly. “The perfect little model bitch, doing what she does best.”

“Both of you are gorgeous,” I said, surveying my conquests. “You both have such a pretty little kitty, I can barely stand it...”

I grinned as both women climaxed simultaneously, falling into each others' arms. My come was smeared all over Alexa as Joanna writhed against her. 

God, I wonder what Casey would think to see us now, I thought, watching the two women come. Maybe I'll let her new husband know about the trigger phrases...

Because it was a certainty at this point: Ambrosia was going to take the world by storm. With its promise, and the billion-dollar marketing campaign we were going to take this company apart in order to give it, every woman on the planet was going to be a user. A billion Trojan horses, entering the mouths of a billion women, making them sexier, hornier, leaving them susceptible to all sorts of subconscious triggers. The world was about to change – for the better, because I was going to be in charge of it. Me, with Alexa at my side, my right hand, an inch below me in power and my perfect wife.

My wonderful, corrupted wife.
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I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Loud, ragged cries of passion echoed from behind the door of my stepmother’s bedroom. With it open a crack, I could just see the edge of her bed. She was on her knees at the foot, head bobbing up and down as she pleasured the man sitting above her, worshiping his body with her mouth.

“Fuck, that feels so amazing,” the man said, grabbing my mother by the back of the head and forcing her deeper on his cock. “That’s right, take it all you slut. You love that dick, don’t you?”

My stepmother – the woman who had raised me, who was supposed to love and support me and above all be on my side, raised her head from my bully’s crotch and gazed up at him with loving eyes.

“I love your cock, Carter,” she whimpered, pleasure obvious in her tone. “Having it in my throat makes me so wet. I haven’t had a big dick like this in my life since before I met Greg’s father...”

“You’ve never had a dick like this,” Carter said, grinning as he ran the head of his cock across my mother’s lips. With a wink, he slapped her cheeks with his shaft, leaving a thin trail of precum dribbling down her chin. It was like my mother had disappeared – I didn’t even know this woman. Why was she sucking off the guy who’d been making my life a living hell for weeks?

“You want this dick back in your mouth?” Carter teased her, offering it only to pull back at the last moment. Mom groaned in frustration, rubbing herself between her legs.

She’s supposed to be giving this guy the third degree, I told myself, shaking with anger. She promised she’d get the police involved – that she’d help me...

My eye still stung from where Carter had hit me. I had thought it was going to be the evidence that finally got him out of my life, but here he was in my bedroom, having the kind of sex I could only dream about – and he was doing it with the person I trusted most in the world. I could feel myself unraveling, going insane. What the hell had happened?

“Please let me suck it some more, Carter,” Mom begged. “Please? You know I can make it feel so good...”

Carter laughed, then slowly raised his gaze. I froze like a deer in headlights as he looked at me from across the room, grinning. He’d knew I was there, watching him.

“Just say something for me,” he said, looking back down at my Mom, “and you can have this dick. Say ‘my son is a weak little bitch.’”

He glanced up at me for a moment and winked.

No, I thought. She’d never do that. That’s not true...

Mom bit her lip and stroked Carter’s cock. Then came the words, the horrible words that shattered my trust for her forever.

“My son’s a weak little bitch,” Mom said, laughing. “He’s so unlike you, Carter – you’re so fucking strong. So manly...”

“He’s a lispy little bitch with a shrimp dick,” Carter said matter-of-factly. “We tease him about it every fucking day, too. How does that make you feel, Miss Miller?”

“It makes me so fucking wet,” Mom said, giggling like one of the mean girls at school. She raised up her hips, showing Carter her soaking slit. “You’re so dominating, Carter. I bet all your friends are hung like horses, just like you!”

“If you suck that dick good enough, you might get to find out,” he said with a smirk. “Now get back to it, slut.”

And without hesitation, Mom did. The sounds of slurping filled the room as she fit Carter’s huge cock all the way down her throat, blowing him. I’d never even kissed a girl and Carter was getting his dick sucked by my gorgeous MILF mother – like it was just his right.

As I watched my Mom blow my greatest enemy, blissfully unaware of my presence, the most horrifying thing wasn’t how quickly she’d gone from my best friend to being willing to say the most awful things about me.

It was how hard my cock was starting to throb against my boxers – and how I knew that soon, I wasn’t going to be able to stop myself from taking it out and stroking it...
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“Shit, that feels good, baby,” Carter said, leaning back on his elbows and watching my mother suck him off. “Did you used to do this to Gweg’s dad when you two were together?”

I heard my breath catch in my throat as he used that word to describe me. Gweg. How I fucking hated it, loathed it with every fiber of my being. It was enough to shake me out of my trance, make my anger overwhelm my arousal.

I have a lisp. It’s not even a big lisp: just a slight slurring of my ‘r’ sounds. I’ve had it since I was a kid, and most people never even notice. But the day I met Carter, a transfer student from another school in the city, he’d latched onto it like a handle he could use to pull me down. A week later everyone was saying it, even my friends – referring to me as Gweg in casual conversation, reminding me that I was different from them.

He was a bully, plain and simple – and I’d thought bullies had gone out with recess and the playground. I mean, we were both eighteen, seniors. We should have been able to work things out like adults. But the more I’d tried to ingratiate myself, to make myself seem cool and likeable, the more Carter had used it to wear me down. I still didn’t understand it: in a matter of weeks he’d turned me into some kind of loser.

I’d never been the most popular guy in school. I wasn’t a jock, I didn’t get with the cheerleader, and I was (shamefully) still a virgin, even though I’d had girlfriends before. None of them had wanted to go all the way, to take that final step into adulthood – but one look at Carter and I could tell I was in the presence of someone different. He seemed so much older, even though we were the same age: full of confidence, able to walk up to the hottest girl in school and put his hand on her ass without getting slapped, the guy you went to to score some booze or some weed on the sly. And for some reason, he’d decided that I was his enemy.

It had happened so fast. I went from being a normal guy, somewhere in the middle of the school’s pecking order to being the lowest nerd on the totem pole – an unfuckable dork not even worthy of pity. The people I’d called my friends had become his friends, and my ex-girlfriends were among the girls it was rumored had spent the weekend at his place while his parents were away. People stopped returning my calls, wanting to hang out with me. All of a sudden, the things that no one had noticed about me: my lisp, the way I walked, things that had never mattered, suddenly became things that people couldn’t stand about me. It was like Carter had cast some kind of magic spell, like he was some vampire who sucked all the friendship out of unlucky dudes to power his own.

It had all come to a head this afternoon. As soon as school let out, I’d followed Carter into the parking lot, with no idea what I was intending to do. All I knew was, I had to do something: I felt like my life was falling apart in front of my eyes and I was powerless to stop it, unable to free myself in time. If I didn’t find some way to overcome Carter, this black cloud he’d put over my head would follow me to college: would dog me through my relationships, my career...my life. I know that sounds over the top, but that’s how I felt – like I was fighting for my life.

“Hey, Carter, hold up,” I called, a few steps behind him.

He turned around slowly, like I’d caught him in the act of doing something distasteful. That lopsided smile all the girls were crazy about spread across his face as he saw me. Even after everything he’d done to me, it was hard to hate him – part of me wanted to believe this was all a big misunderstanding, an unintentional side effect of his presence at our school. He was so nice to everyone, after all – everyone who wasn’t me, that is.

“Hey, Gweg,” he said, using the insulting term that had become synonymous with my name out of nowhere over the past month. “What’s up, guy?”

I felt my nails dig into my palm. He was so self-assured, so confident – all of a sudden, I was filled with hatred.

“You’ve got to stop,” I said, making my voice as calm and menacing as I could. “This shit has gone on long enough.”

A couple of people walking by stopped, noticing our body language. We had an audience now, and Carter knew that.

“What do you mean, Gweg?” Carter asked, grinning. “I’m just living my life, man – just like you.”

“Don’t bullshit me,” I said. “I know it’s you. I know you’re the one making fun of my lisp – getting other people to make fun of it. I know you’re the one spreading rumors about me.”

To my surprise, he didn’t deny it. He just shrugged and said; “So?”

“So I don’t know what I did to piss you off,” I said, taking a step forward, “but this has to stop. You’re wrecking my fucking life, man. I don’t even think you know how bad it is for me right now. You’re being a bully, and...and that’s not cool. What did I do to deserve that?”

He thought about my words for a moment, then nodded. “It took some guts for you to lay it all out like that,” he said appraisingly.

“Yeah,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief. He seemed calm, measured – maybe he didn’t even realize what he was doing. We’d be able to work this out...

“But you’re wrong,” he said.

Huh? “What?”

“You didn’t do anything to piss me off,” he said with a grin. “You just happened to be the first guy I ran into with an exploitable weakness: that Elmer-fucking-Fudd lisp you’ve got.”

I was stunned. “I don’t even have a lisp!” I yelled. “It’s barely noticeable!”

“Oh I know. It wasn’t – until it was.”

My knuckles were white from how hard I was balling my fists. “What the fuck does that mean?”

Carter smirked. “Have you ever heard the phrase ‘zero sum’? A really wise guy once said, ‘for wealth to accumulate at one pole, misery must accumulate at the other.’ That means, for one guy to get really popular – so popular that he gets to rail all the hot chicks and be the coolest guy in school – some other loser has to become the village idiot. And that’s you, Gweg.”

I could feel the color leave my face. “That...that’s not true,” I said, horror in my tone. “That’s not how school works. That’s not how people work...”

“It is if you want to get ahead,” Carter said. “It’s a whole method. It works for me everywhere I go. I find some sucker, bully him until everybody hates him, then live the good life. The more I degrade you, ruin your life, the better mine gets. It’s like...it’s like magic, almost.”

Holy shit. He fucking was a vampire. Maybe not the blood-sucking kind – but something even worse.

“You’re insane,” I said. “You’re...you’re totally fucking crazy...”

“Am I? Ask any kid in school which one of us is the crazy one: the cool guy or Lispy Skip. In fact, maybe that’s the next thing I’ll do: spread a rumor that you’re crazy. Pretty soon, so many people will be saying it that even you start believing it...”

I couldn’t stand it anymore. This was insane. This was evil. I had to fight.

I took a swing. I’m not proud of sucker punching Carter, but when someone just lays their whole evil plan out like that...well, the usual rules of engagement cease to apply.

My fist connected with the side of his face, sending him backwards. The small crowd that had gathered to watch us gasped in shock, and then, to my amazement, cheered.

I did it, I thought, delirious. They...they like me again!

I know it sounds completely insane, but at that moment, I was convinced Carter and I were locked into a psychic combat for my future. If I could only fight him a little harder, show everyone what I was made of, they’d forget about my lisp. Girls would go out with me, I’d have friends, I’d get laid...

When Carter got up off the pavement, I could see the same thoughts rolling through his head. His eyes reflected pure hate.

“You little shrimp dick,” he said, rubbing his chin where I’d hit him. “You’re going to pay for that.”

I opened my mouth to spit out another insult – and he hit me.

It was like a freight train running into the side of my head, an explosion of pain behind my left eye. His fist connected with my face with a bone-crunching snap, all of my energy leaving me. I heard cries of shock from the onlookers as I fell, my ass hitting the pavement hard.

“You lispy little fuck!” Carter stood over me, shouting. “You don’t hit me! You don’t take what I have – I’m the one who takes!”

Before I could get up, he leaned over me, pressing his elbow against my neck. My vision swam, air barely getting into my system, but no one appeared to help. My friends, my classmates, even the teachers – everyone just watched.

He leaned in close, close enough that only I could hear him. “I was going to let you go,” he whispered, his voice sounding like something both less and more than human at the same time. “Move on to someone else after graduation, let you run off to college or whatever. I usually try not to drain someone for too long. But now, because you dared to hit me?”

I struggled in his grip, trying to break free.

“I’m going to take everything,” he whispered, grinning like a skull. “You thought having no friends was bad? Wait until your own family abandons you, dork.”

“You’re full of shit,” I said, pressing against the side of his face – trying to shove him off me. “You can’t just do something like that.”

He snarled like a wolf, baring his teeth. “Watch me.”

Then, surprisingly, I felt the weight lift off me. He got up, as easily as someone getting out of bed, and shot the crowd of onlookers a smile.

“Alright, folks, nothing to see here,” he said disarmingly, holding up his hands. “Just a disagreement. Everything’s fine.”

The crowd, not too terribly large to begin with, began to disperse. By the time I managed to get back to my feet, everyone was gone – including Carter.

He didn’t mean that, I thought, even as I shivered. Jesus, that dude is evil. ‘Zero sum’...more like an excuse to be an asshole.

Shit like that wasn’t real. Someone like Carter couldn’t really become super-popular by robbing someone else of their friends...could he?

Worried, I pulled out my cell phone and called home. My stepmother Laura answered on the second ring.

“Sweetie, what’s wrong?” She could tell from the sound of my voice that something had happened.

I grit my teeth. “You know that bully I was telling you about? At school?”

My stepmother clucked her tongue. As long as I’ve been in her household, she’s always cared about me – made me feel like I was her world. Of course I was able to tell her about Carter – it would have felt strange to keep secrets.

“Yes,” she said, and I could almost hear her rolling her eyes. “What did he do now?”

Mom was the one person I could commiserate with – over the last week or two she’d become the only person who believed me when I talked about Carter’s bullying. The people at school couldn’t see it – they were too close to him, too blinded by his popularity. But if Mom got close to him...

“I think he’s coming over there,” I said in a rush. “Right now. Don’t let him in – it’s really important that you just lock the door and pretend you’re not home.”

Mom scoffed. “I’m not doing that, sweetheart. I’m not going to act like some kind of pariah in my own home. If that bully tries to come here, I’m going to give him a piece of my mind. In fact, I hope he does come here. There’s things I’ve been wanting to say to that boy – I can never seem to get a hold of his parents...”

“Please, Mom!” I couldn’t explain it, but a feeling of dread coursed through me. I had to stop them from meeting – I had to. “Just do this for me, okay?”

“Well...” There was a pause. “I guess if you want me to – what was that?”

“Mom?” There was no answer. “Mom!?”

“Hang on, honey, there’s a car in the driveway. Who could that be?”

My heart fell into my stomach. “A red Dodge Caliber?”

“Yes,” she said, sounding surprised. “How did you...oh, there’s a young man coming to the door.”

“Mom!” Horror filled me. “Hide! Don’t open the door!”

But Laura only laughed. “Oh, is this the bully? Don’t worry, son – by the time I’m through with him, this awful young man is going to think twice about messing with my son...”

“Mom, please. Mom...?”

She hung up.

I raced home as quickly as I could, and when I got there, the scene greeted me...
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“Did you ever do this for Gweg’s husband, Miss Miller?”

My stepmother pulled back from Carter’s cock and stroked it, laughing like his words had brought back sexy old memories. “All the time,” she whimpered. “He was such a strong, powerful man. I never liked giving blowjobs until I met him – it was like I never knew what they were really for, you know? But I just fell for him, and suddenly it all made sense.”

“You belong on your knees,” Carter said with a dark chuckle. “A gorgeous woman like you never looks hotter than when she’s on her knees, worshiping a cock – and you look so fucking good like that, Miss Miller.”

“Please,” Mom whimpered, “call me Laura.”

As I watched, horrified, Carter grabbed my mother by the hair and pulled, making her cry out in mingled pain and pleasure.

“You don’t tell me what to do,” he said with relish. “How about I call you bitch, like your lispy little kid? You like that?”

“He’s...he’s not my kid,” Mom gasped, looking up at Carter with pure lust in her eyes. “I didn’t have anything to do with breeding that reject.”

Reject? I felt a sob creeping up my throat and fought it back. For some reason, the idea of Mom seeing me seeing this filled me with despair – I wanted to avoid it.

“He is a little reject,” Carter said, grabbing one of Mom’s tits and giving it a squeeze. “Not like me. And not like you, you fine fucking MILF. We’re like a totally different species from pathetic virgins like him.”

Mom giggled – she actually giggled. “Thank you, Carter. I’m so fucking wet for you. Want to feel?”

“Fuck yeah.” His hand slid between my Mom’s thighs, and it was like she’d been struck by a bolt of lightning. Every muscle in her body tensed as he explored her folds, rubbing her in ways that made her legs shake and her face flush red with arousal.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned. “Carter, that’s so good...”

“Call me ‘Daddy’, bitch,” he said, slapping her on the ass. “Though I dunno if I want to be Daddy to that little limp-dick shit you’ve got living here.”

“God, I know,” Mom said, laughing. “Tell me about it.”

“Tell me about it,” Carter commanded. His hand returned to Mom’s pussy, rubbing her clit with hard, firm strokes. “Tell me how much you can’t stand him and I’ll make you come.”

Stop, I begged silently, feeling like the top of my head had come off. Please, Mom, do something...

“Oh my fucking gawd,” Mom groaned, rocking her hips in time with Carter’s fingers. “Oh Daddy, frig my fucking cunt!”

“Tell me,” Carter said, low and insistent. “It’s just between us.”

“Well...” Mom looked on the verge of saying no, but then Carter slipped another finger into her and her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure.

“He’s such a little bitch,” Mom groaned, riding Carter’s fingers. “Always calling me, going ‘Mommy, that bully is weally, weally mean to me!’” She emphasized the ‘w’s, distorting my lisp to grotesque levels.

“That’s right,” Carter said, rubbing her harder. Slowly, his gaze traveled up to me. “I bet you never even loved him, did you? I mean, how could you?”

“Fuck, I wish his father had taken him with him when we broke up,” Mom said, so quickly that it took several moments for the hurt to settle in my brain. “Every night I tucked that little brat in, I thought to myself, ‘I could be having the time of my life, getting my brains fucked out by studs like you.’ Instead, I spent my life tethered to this unfuckable reject.”

I felt hot tears dribbling down my cheeks. Every word stung like a slap in the face – I couldn’t believe it was true. He’s making her say this, I told myself, but the more of it she said, the easier their conversation became. Even if Carter had heightened it, there was some small part of my stepmother that had thought this way – maybe only in her darkest moments, but it was there. And now it ruled her.

Carter’s fingers were a blur on my mother’s clit, moving fast enough to send up sparks. Mom’s entire body was a slab of tensed muscle, her very being brought to the brink of the most intense orgasm of her life.

“Say you wish he was dead,” Carter commanded. “Say it and then come for Daddy, you little bitch...”

“I wish he was dead!” Mom’s voice was thick with pleasure, her words becoming a scream. “I wish my fucking stepson was fucking dead, I wish he’d been a blowjob, I wish he’d never existed oh god I’m coming Daddy I’m coming...!”

Mom tossed her head back and let out a series of primal, animalistic moans as she rode her climax, going weightless as the world dissolved in a haze of pleasure. My world had dissolved as well – everything I had taken for granted, the bedrock of my own mother’s love, had crumbled beneath my feet. I was in free fall, in the deepest pit of my life as she soared in orgasm.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Mom collapsed, her upper body lying on the foot of the bed. “Oh Carter...Daddy...that was amazing...”

“Now you’re nice and tight,” Carter said, grabbing her by the hips. “You ready to give me that pussy, bitch?”

“Yes!” Mom sounded completely gone. “It’s all yours, Daddy – it belongs to you!”

This was insane. This couldn’t be happening. This was all some hallucination – I’d passed out when Carter hit me and my stressed-out psyche was creating this scene. Of course.

With a grunt, Carter buried himself inside of my mother from behind, filling her to the hilt. His cock really was bigger than mine, thicker and throbbing with need. Mom cried out as it filled her, stretching her walls and charging her womb with shocks of pleasure.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me, fuck me...”

He banged her so hard. The room shook, the bed smacked against the wall with each thrust. Carter grabbed my Mom’s hair from behind and forced her to arch her back, lifting her big ass so he could go even deeper into her cunt.

My own cock throbbed in my pants. I couldn’t stop myself – I’d never hated myself more, but I couldn’t stop. I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock, staring down at the thick bead of precum dribbling on the tip. Then I started to stroke.

“I bet you’ve never gotten fucked like this before, have you?” Carter’s voice was commanding, a force my mother responded to as eagerly as she did his body.

“You’re so good, Daddy,” she sobbed, her breath coming out in ragged gasps. “Am I nice and tight and wet for you?”

“Yeah, you’re a good little bitch,” he said. His hand came down on Mom’s ass, hard. “You love being treated rough. Like a little whore. I’m half your fucking age, but I know exactly what you want.”

“Do you ever,” Mom cried. “Beat that fucking pussy up, Carter – it belongs to you!”

“It’s mine, right? I’m Daddy now. The man of the house. All of this is mine.”

No, I thought, unable to stop stroking. Please don’t say yes, Mom...

“Yeah,” Mom said, sounding confused. “Why...why not...”

“That’s right,” Carter said, bringing his hand down on Mom’s ass. “I like this place so much, I think I’ll stay. It’s time you had a real capital-M Man around the house, bitch. Someone to fuck you deep all night long.”

My hand was a blur on my cock – I could tell Carter was close to coming. His hips locked into a hard, driving rhythm, and my hand moved in time with his thrusts. I imagined my cock being in my own stepmother’s pussy as he fucked her senseless, and the thought filled me with shame and arousal in equal measure. I was going to feel so terrible about myself after I came, but I just couldn’t stop...

“Come for me,” Mom begged. “Come in your bitch, Daddy.”

“Whose pussy is this?” Carter roared.

“Your pussy!”

“Whose house is this?”

“It’s your house, Daddy! It’s all yours, I’m yours, just fucking spray me down with your come...”

At the last moment, Carter pulled out, rubbing his cock between the cheeks of Mom’s big, luscious ass. He came with a grunt, hot jets of come shooting from his cock across Mom’s back, coating her from her ass to her shoulder blades. Mom ground herself against him, milking his spurting cock as it shot all over her, marking her like an animal. I felt my own orgasm over take me, hot seed flooding over my fingers and staining the front of my jeans. I closed my mouth tight to keep from crying out, but the pleasure was so good. I’d never come so hard before: not from porn, not even from a wet dream. Watching my mother get fucked by my bully was the most erotic experience of my life – and I hated every moment of it.

“Oh, shit,” Mom groaned as Carter came down from his peak. “You came so much. I feel glazed, Daddy.”

“Next time, I’m gonna nut inside of you,” Carter said roughly. “If you’re on the pill, I want you to flush it. I want Gweg to have a nice little brother or sister added to the family...”

Mom laughed, stretching and arching her back with pleasure. “It would be an honor to carry your heir, Carter. Men like you should make as many babies as possible.”

Before she could turn, I ran down the hall, entering the bathroom and cleaning myself up. I couldn’t stop sobbing. Surely this was all an act – something my sick, perverted mind had made up? It couldn’t be real...

As I exited the bathroom, I saw Mom walk out into the hallway, her gorgeous body draped in just a bathrobe. Her eyes narrowed when she saw me.

“Oh. It’s you.” Her voice was flat, all of the love she normally held for me gone. It was like hearing a stranger.

“Mom...” Despite everything, I somehow held out hope. “What did you do? With the bully, I mean?”

At that moment, Carter came out from behind the door and put his arm around Mom’s waist. “Oh, hey sport,” he said, smirking.

“I don’t think you’re going to have any more problems,” Mom said quickly, like she was trying to get rid of a door-to-door salesman. “Daddy...I mean, Carter, is going to be way too busy to bully you.”

I looked from my Mom to Carter, then back again. My face collapsed.

“Mom.” The single word held all of my hurt and betrayal. “How could you...?”

“Looks like we’re going to be seeing a lot of each other,” Carter said with a wicked grin. “It’s almost like I’m part of the family now.”

Mom turned and bit her lip, going from bitch to submissive in an instant. “I can’t wait for you to meet my daughters,” she whimpered.

“Go to your room, dork,” Carter said, pulling my mother back into the bedroom. “I’m gonna get some seconds.”

He slammed the door in my face. I knew that any minute, the sounds of fucking were going to come through that door. And I was already hard as a rock, ready to stroke myself into another unsatisfying orgasm as I listened.

He’s never going to let me go, I thought helplessly. He’s going to ruin my life.

I had to come up with some way to beat him. But first, I had a shameful, incestuous urge to satisfy.

Hating myself, I pulled out my cock and stroked it as my Mom began to moan.



The Bully Took My Stepsister
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This isn’t my family, I thought, a mix of shame and arousal coursing through me. Who are these people?

My stepmother and my stepsister were on their knees, identical expressions of obedience on their gorgeous faces. They looked up adoringly at the young man sitting in my Dad’s old recliner as he rested his hands on the tops of their heads, as if he was drawing power right out of their skulls. Their bodies were clothed in identical sets of skimpy lingerie – black panties, garter belts and fuck-me heels, with their firm breasts exposed and available for his attention at any time. Around the chair were sprinkled offerings – cans of beer, wine, the remains of Mom’s pill bottles – like they’d been given to a King sitting on his throne.

I had thought my stepsister could save me. She was such a strong, good person, that it had seemed inevitable that she’d help me. But she’d fallen, just like my Mother. She wasn’t a person any more – she was a possession, a fuck toy to be used and abused my worst enemy, the man who sat in my Dad’s house like he owned it and fucked my family members like he owned them, too.

Carter.

“What are you staring at?” He said, his gaze traveling from the sight of my stepmother’s breasts to my face. “You think I’m going to offer one of these bitches to you to de-virginize you? Like I feel sorry for you?”

I shook my head, and he laughed.

“As if. You’re going to be a virgin forever, Gweg. A pathetic, unfuckable virgin. You see this girl here?”

He grabbed my stepsister Alyson by the throat and hauled her up. Her eyes fluttered with pleasure as she leaned into his grip, letting him place her on his lap.

“A girl like this would be the whole world to you,” Carter said with a smirk. “You’d do anything for her – treat her like a queen. But to me, she’s just another hole to fuck. In fact, get on that cock right now, Alyson. Show your step-brother how good you suck a dick that isn’t his.”

As I watched, horror filling me, Alyson smiled and started to unzip Carter’s pants.

“Of course, Master,” my sweet sister said, licking her lips. “I live to serve you, Sir...”

As I braced myself to watch the family I’d grown to love and call my own betray me yet again, worshiping my bully’s cock, the unfairness of it ate away at me like a strong acid.

I wish I’d never gotten you into this, Sis, I thought as she stroked the cock of my worst enemy. I was so stupid to ask you for help...

––––––––
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“Are you serious?” My stepsister’s voice was slightly tinny through the phone. “That sounds...really far-fetched, Greg.”

“Believe me, I wish I was making this up,” I said. “He’s moved in and everything. It’s insane – it’s like Mom’s become a completely different person overnight.”

“And this...bully of yours,” Alyson said. “He’s just...living with Mom?”

“He’s been here every night this week,” I said hopelessly. “Hang on. I kind of figured you wouldn’t believe me, so I got proof.” I thumbed through the menu on my cell phone, selected Photos and sent a couple of recent ones to Alyson. “Take a look at those.”

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. Without Alyson’s voice, I could just barely hear the Student Commons of her college behind her. “Um. Wow. What the fuck!?”

I knew exactly what she was looking at – I’d snuck the pictures myself when Carter and my Mom weren’t looking. In the first one, the two of them sat on the living room couch, watching a movie together. Mom had her leg over top of Carter’s knee, straddling his thighs. Her other hand lightly grazed the bulge in his pants, as if she’d touched it accidentally. But in the second picture, she was squeezing it – squeezing it tight as she let her long blonde hair fall in a wave over him, their lips locking as he grabbed her tits so roughly that one of them popped out of her top. Ever since he’d moved in, Carter delighted in flaunting my stepmother’s sexuality in front of me, as if to say look what I’ve got and you don’t, dork.

“Jesus,” Alyson said. “I knew Mom was going a little stir-crazy being single so long after your Dad left, but shacking up with an eighteen-year old? That’s just...insane.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her the rest. My stepsister Alyson was one of my best friends, a constant presence in my life since my Dad and her Mom got married a decade ago. We were each others’ confidantes, the ones we could turn to in order to vent when the other person’s parent was pissing us off. But how was I supposed to tell her about what Carter had said to me that day we’d fought? If I told her my bully was some kind of...mind controller capable of wrecking other peoples’ lives in order to get some sort of psychic karma that made his own better, she’d think I’d gone loony. And if I confessed to her how I masturbated at Mom’s bedroom door, stroking my cock at the jaw-dropping erotic sight of her getting her brains fucked out by my worst enemy, she’d never speak to me again.

“Okay.” Alyson seemed to come to a decision. “My last class before the weekend is in an hour. After that, I’ll be right there.”

I choked on my spit. “What? No! You, you can’t. It isn’t safe!”

When Alyson spoke, her voice was the soothing tones she’d always use to calm me down when Mom and Dad had one of their arguments. It made me think of long nights together, of secrets shared, of promising it was us against the world...and how all that would be ripped away if she spent five minutes in a room with Carter.

“Look,” she said. “I get it. Really, I do. This bully – he’s really done a number on you, hasn’t he?”

“You don’t know the half of it,” I said quickly. There had to be some way to convince her how serious I was. “You don’t know a tenth of it...”

“Mom has really gone beyond the pale this time,” she said, like she wasn’t even listening to me. “This guy is literally the same age as you. She’d blow her fucking top if I dated an eighteen year-old, but she’s got one living under her roof?”

“Alyson.” I swallowed hard, gathering my thoughts. “Don’t come. Seriously. I shouldn’t have called you – it was a mistake.”

“What?” I could hear her walking. “Coming to me is exactly what you should do. I’m going to make that bully wish he’d never met you.”

“That’s what Mom said,” I whispered, my heart sinking. “And then, she just...fell for him.”

There was a pause on the other end of the phone, and then Alyson laughed. “Wait. You think I’m going to fall for your bully?”

“It’s like he’s got some kind of power,” I said. “Like, I heard on the internet once about this guy who was born with these special pheromones that make him completely irresistible to women. It was exactly like that – one minute Mom was all fire and brimstone, then she just...started worshiping him.”

“First of all, eww gross,” Alyson said, shifting the phone. “I did not need to hear about that. And you can’t believe everything you read on the internet, Greg. I know it’s awful to hear this when she’s taken care of you all your life, but Mom can be a total horndog.”

“Really?” It was absurd – with everything I’d seen, there was no way I couldn’t believe that Carter had some kind of special power. But I wanted to believe it wasn’t true, so I did. “You think so?”

“Know so. Trust me, bro – I would never do something like that to you. I’d never hurt you like that. I hate this guy already, and I’m totally sure I’m going to hate him even more the second I see his smug little face.”

“Alright,” I said, feeling a surge of enthusiasm well up within me. I practically fist-bumped the air. “You and me, just like old times, sis.”

“Damn straight. Is this guy there now?”

“No, but he will be. He usually shows up pretty soon.” I was dreading it, in fact – Carter loved to torture me by doing things like have my Mom parade around in skimpy outfits, ignoring me while she doted on my bully.

“Good. We’ll confront him together. I’ll be with you the whole way. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief. It all seemed so funny. Of course Carter didn’t have some kind of hypnotic pheromones – he was just a better-looking, more confident guy. And Mom was...well...Mom had hurt me a lot, but maybe that was just part of growing up – discovering your Mom wasn’t the perfect person you thought she was. Either way, Alyson and I were going to fix this. “Thank you. I love you, sis.”

“I love you too, Greg,” she said. “Just hang on a bit, okay?”

We said our goodbyes and hung up the phone. I knew Carter would be there any minute, but this time I wasn’t upset – I couldn’t wait.

You just drop on in, asshole, I thought, looking out the window. This is going to be the last night you spend in my house.
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“That’s right. Show me those titties. God, you look so fucking good.”

Mom giggled as Carter yanked off her top, exposing her firm, perky tits to his gaze. He grabbed at her, squeezing the soft flesh hard enough to bruise – but Mom just groaned and looked like she wanted to jump his bones right then and there.

“That feels so good, Daddy,” Mom whimpered. “Anything else I can do for you?”

Hearing her degrade herself that way made me feel sick. I would have gotten up and left the room, but Carter would have noticed and made me stay. Besides, I was waiting for Alyson. My sister. My avenging angel.

Suddenly there was a noise on the front step. Carter froze, glancing past me and towards the door. “Who the fuck is that-”

The door slammed open and Alyson stormed in, looking angry enough to start throwing punches. “What the fuck is this, Mom!?”

I couldn’t believe it. It was like I hadn’t realized how dark the room was until she walked in. The whole place seemed dim, corrupted – but she practically glowed, a bolt of lightning in Carter’s dark kingdom.

I stood up, full of triumph. “Time for you to go,” I said, pointing a finger at my bully.

Carter sized the room up in a glance, only a slight worry coming into his eyes. “Well hello there,” he said, favoring Alyson with one of those cocky smirks the girls went wild for. “You must be Laura’s daughter.”

“You’re damn right I am,” she said, stamping a foot. “And you need to get the fuck out of this house this instant. I cannot believe my own Mother let you in here...”

“Wait wait wait,” Carter said smoothly, rising to his feet. Mom looked from him to her daughter like a pet suddenly deprived of its favorite toy, shooting Alyson a lost look. “Let’s just calm down here. I’m a guest...”

“A guest!?” Alyson fumed with anger. “You’re barely old enough to drive. I can’t believe you’d fuck one of Greg’s classmates, Mom – especially one that’s such an awful bully to him...”

“Gweg?” Mom giggled, like Alyson had told an especially funny joke. “Why would I care about that little bitch?”

Alyson’s mouth dropped open, like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “He told me I didn’t know the half of it,” she said, sounding dazed. “What the fuck is wrong with you, Mom...?”

Carter moved into the gap, stepping right in front of my sister. “Nothing’s wrong with her, girl,” he said, his grin getting wider. “She just likes to have fun.”

And before she could do anything, he slapped her on the ass. He slapped my sister on the ass.

“Get your hands off me,” Alyson said – but some of the heat that was in her voice had faded. That dazed, confused expression she wore hadn’t gone away – if anything, it was getting worse.

“Yeah, you look like you could be a lot of fun,” Carter said, giving Alyson’s ass a squeeze. She didn’t pull away, she didn’t slap him – though she looked like she wanted to. She was too shocked to do anything.

“College girl pussy,” Carter said, grinning. “I bet you get up to all sorts of crazy shit your Mom doesn’t know about. Drugs, parties, strange dick...”

“That is... none of your business,” Alyson said – but she said it almost like a question. Her voice was fuzzy, like someone who was really drunk or half-asleep.

“Every fine piece of pussy I see is my business,” Carter said, taking his time. His hand traveled from Alyson’s ass to the front of her jeans, and as I watched in horror he started unbuttoning them. She didn’t stop him.

“Don’t do that,” she said, frowning. “You’re...bad. I have to... stop you? I have to stop you. I...promised?”

“Oh, you don’t want to stop me,” Carter said. “Just stand there and keep breathing me in, slut. This is going to feel so good...”

When my sister’s jeans were unbuttoned, Carter slipped his fingers under the waistband of her panties and into her.

The reaction was immediate and astounding. Alyson arched her back, her face forming a perfect ‘o’ of surprise and pleasure as Carter’s fingers found her clit. The glow around started to dim; her eyelids fluttered, only the whites showing, as she rode the exquisite, filthy pleasure he was giving her.

“Oh my God,” she said slowly, her voice dropping. “Oh. My. Gawwwwwwwwd...”

“That’s right,” Carter said, his fingers moving a little faster. “Feel that shit. Nothing you’ve ever felt in your life is like it. Not that boy that buried his face between your legs freshman year and made you come for the first time – not that first hit of coke you did at the sorority mixer. Nothing.”

I watched my sister moan and writhe, her hips rocking in time with his fingers as he frigged her cunt. It was almost like she was being drained: Carter getting stronger as she got weaker, unable to resist, to do anything but stand there and experience the pleasure. She looked like a junkie getting her very first fix, and the instant I had the thought I realized that’s what she was. Carter was ripping her soul away, taking everything that was good and kind out of her and addicting her to him, making her just like my stepmother.

I had to stop him.

“Get away from her, you freak,” I yelled, stepping forward. “Stop fucking fingering her-”

“Greg,” Alyson whimpered. “Stop. Just stop. I’m...I’m going to kick him out. I’m going to do what I told you. Just...just let me come, okay?” As she finished speaking, another moan tore itself from her throat as her face contorted with pure bliss.

“Alyson, can’t you see what he’s doing? This isn’t normal – he’s trying to control you!”

“Just shut up, okay! God you can be so fucking annoying sometimes!” An edge of something hard and cold came into my sister’s voice. She turned away, biting her lip and grabbing Carter’s wrist, urging him deeper into her folds. “I said... I said I was going to do it! Just mmmmmmmh... just fucking believe me!”

“He’s such a pain,” Carter said calmly, like they were having a meeting instead of rubbing my sister’s cunt in front of her whole family. “It’s so annoying when he complains with that stupid fucking lisp.”

No! My mind screamed.

Alyson looked confused for a moment – then chuckled. “Yeah, I guess he does have a little bit of a lisp...”

“Alyson, stop!” I cried, reaching out for her. “You promised! You promised you wouldn’t fall for him!”

“I’m not...oh fuck...falling for him,” Alyson moaned, her eyes rolling drunkenly in her head. “I’m just...I’m gonna kick him out. As soon as I...pull myself together...”

“He has a huge lisp,” Carter said, commanding her attention. “At school, everyone calls him ‘Gweg’.”

“Gweg,” she whispered, shuddering with pleasure. “That’s funny. Haha, Gweg...”

I couldn’t take it any more. I raced forward, not sure what I was going to do but ready to put as much hurt on Carter as possible.

“Let her go!” I yelled, going in for a headbutt. Carter stopped me just in time, putting his hand on my shoulder and holding me back. Christ, how was he so strong? It was like he’d sucked the strength right out of his victims along with their will to resist.

“Stop...stop being a dork,” Alyson whimpered, still half-drugged with pleasure. “You’re ruining it. God, you ruin everything...”

“I’m not letting him have you too!” I struggled in his grip – if I couldn’t beat him, at least I could force him to remove his fingers from my sister’s twat, give her a chance to get her mind back. But then I felt Mom’s arms on my shoulders, pulling me back.

“Oh my God,” Alyson cried, her breaths coming ragged and fast. “Oh my God. Oh my God oh my god ohmigawd ohmigawd...”

“That’s right,” Carter said, coaxing her. “Come all over my fingers. And when you do...”

His free hand closed around her throat.

“...you’ll belong to me.”

Shock came into Alyson’s eyes as she snapped out her trance. Her gaze met mine, and in an instant I could see my sister again, free of his control. She realized what had happened, how she had betrayed me...and her eyes burned with shame, tears beading in the corners of her eyes. I wanted to call to her, to beg her to fight – but I couldn’t.

“Stop,” she begged, struggling in his grip. “I...I don’t want this. No...”

Her gaze was already going glazed, her consciousness slipping back into the corrupted form Carter wanted.

“Oh, you don’t? You want to be a good little sister for your shrimp-dick brother? He’s not even your blood, bitch. He’s a stone around your neck.”

Alyson grit her teeth and tried to resist, but I watched the will drain out of her. When she said “fuck you” to him, it was less a snarl than a whimper.

“If you don’t want it, then just don’t come,” Carter said, picking up the pace of his fingers. They became a blur digging in and out of my sister’s pants, driving her wild as they pushed her to the heights of pleasure. “Don’t come then. If you don’t want it, that should be easy, right? Just don’t have the sweetest, hottest climax of your life all over my perfect alpha-male fingers. Just deny yourself that incredible, perfect release...”

“No...” Alyson moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “Stop. Please...”

“This is all you, slut,” he said with a smirk. “If you don’t want it, just resist it. Fight it. Don’t come. Don’t come for me.”

“Oh no,” Alyson said, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh no oh no please no please no fuck fuck fuck oh my gawwwwwwwwwwwd!”

Her body bent like a bow as she climaxed under Carter’s able fingers. Her face flushed crimson as waves of pleasure tore through her body, washing away all the goodness and kindness that had been inside my sister. I saw her struggling even as she came, desperately clinging to the hope that she could ride it out – but as her face went slack with release, I could almost feel her get forced out, the new her pumped in like a black load from Carter’s evil cock.

“Yeah, keep coming you whore,” Carter grunted. “Fucking soaking my goddamn fingers...”

A wet spot gradually spread across the front of my sister’s jeans. I’d never seen a girl come so much before – she was drooling from the corner of her mouth, twitching like someone recovering from a seizure.

“How do you feel now, slut?” Carter caressed the side of her face, his fingers dripping with her juice. After a moment, he slipped two of them past her lips to let her taste. “You feel all better now?”

“Holy...fuck,” Alyson sighed. Her voice was horrible; she sounded like someone who’d been carrying a weight on their shoulders for their entire lives and just had it lifted. She sounded happy, and healthy, and complete in a way that sickened me – because I knew just the opposite was true. She was his creature now, just like all the others.

“That was so good,” she giggled, sucking Carter’s fingers clean like a practiced whore. “I know I said I was going to kick you out, but...fuck, you didn’t say your friend was so goddamn hot, Gweg...”

“He’s not hot,” I whispered. The words were like ashes in my mouth. “He’s a monster.”

“He’s my kind of monster,” Alyson said, licking her lips. “Look, I know I told the little brat I’d make you leave, but...why don’t you and I go upstairs, instead? Maybe you can show me what else you can do to make a girl feel good...”

Carter shook his head, smiling. “Nuh uh. You seem to have some sort of misunderstanding about our relationship. I don’t do things for you – you do them for me.”

He grabbed her by the throat again, but this time she looked like it what she’d secretly wanted him to do from the moment she saw him. 

“Oh fuck that’s so forceful,” Alyson cooed. “How did you know I love that...”

“All you bitches love that,” Carter said matter-of-factly. “You love being treated like the cum dumpsters you are. Now bend over that fucking couch. I’m going to fuck you while your pathetic step-brother cries.”

Alyson’s mouth dropped open in shock, and for a moment I dared hope that whatever Carter had tried to do to her hadn’t taken. She looked me up and down, like she was trying to work something out. Finally, she spoke:

“That,” she said, “sounds so. Fucking. Hot!”

Before I could speak or move or do anything to stop her, Alyson stuck her thumbs in the waistband of her jeans and pulled them down all the way, kicking them away from her ankles. Her top came off next, her perky tits bare to the entire family as she showed them off, rubbing them and squeezing them together.

“You’re one fine piece of ass,” Carter said approvingly. “Now turn around and spread for me.”

Grinning, Alyson grabbed the top of the living room couch and spread her legs wide, running a hand over her folds from the back with her free hand. “Like this?”

“Oh yeah,” Carter said. “Your sister has a sweet little pussy, Gweg. I bet you jerk off every night thinking about what your little shrimp dick would feel like inside those tight walls.”

“I’m begging you,” I said, taking a step backward, “don’t do this. Let her go.”

“Go? She doesn’t want to go – she wants to get fucked. Isn’t that right, bitch?”

“That’s right,” my sister moaned. “Fuck me good and proper, Carter. Give me the kind of hard fucking a little wimp like my shitty brother could never give a girl.”

My bully laughed as he plunged inside of my sister, filling her to the hilt. She cried out, back arching as she bucked her hips to meet him, begging for more of his hard shaft.

“Oh my gawd! Fuck me, Carter, fuck me deep!”

Carter grunted savagely as he gripped the back of my sister’s neck, forcing her down and pinning her to the couch. He pummeled her with hard thrusts, leaving her gasping from the contact. She was wrapped around him utterly – from the tight walls of her pussy spasming around his cock to her will as he effortlessly consumed it.

“I’m so proud of you,” Mom said, fingering herself by the stairs. “My little girl getting fucked and bred by a total stud like Carter!”

“Oh fuck, you’re not wearing a condom, are you?” Alyson laughed as she realized there was nothing between them, nothing separating her soft folds from his hard cock.

“Nope,” Carter said. “Never. I don’t wear shit like that – all my sex is hard and unprotected, the way nature intended. I want you to feel that fucking come when it shoots inside you.”

“Oh fuck, I want that so much!” Alyson was sobbing now, clutching the couch for dear life as Carter used her. For her, the rest of us didn’t exist: the world had shrunk to the points of contact between her and him – the hard cock deep inside of her, the strong hand around her neck and on her ass, commanding and controlling her.

“Fuck me harder, bitch,” Carter snarled, slapping Alyson hard on the ass and wringing her neck like a chew toy. “You’d better fuck back on that dick harder if you want it to come in you, slut!”

“Yes, Daddy,” Alyson babbled, meeting him stroke for stroke. “I can be such a good girl for you, Daddy. I’ll fucking spread my pussy whenever you tell me to. I’ll crawl on my hands and knees through broken glass to suck that fucking cock...”

Carter gripped Alyson’s throat tighter, cutting off her words.

“I could just keep fucking squeezing,” he said, sounding a little amazed. “I could just fucking cut off your air and fuck you till you were dead. And you’d love that, wouldn’t you bitch?”

“Uhhh huhhh,” Alyson whined, her voice choked off by the fingers bruising her throat. “Uh huh! Uh..uh...aaaagggggggg...”

Alyson’s eyes rolled back in her head and spittle flew from her lips as she came, pleasure infiltrating her like a robber and stealing away what will she had left, replacing it with utter bliss. She was like a rag doll in Carter’s arms, struggling weakly as her body shook with pleasure. A torrent of wetness coated Carter’s cock, squirting from her cunt as her tight walls contracted around him.

“Fuck yeah,” Carter grunted. “You’re doin’ it! You’re gonna make Daddy come all up in you, slut! I’m coming...I’m coming...”

I couldn’t watch. Why was I still watching? Because even as despair filled me, I couldn’t tear myself away. Carter and my sister fucked like they were born to do it, like Olympic athletes performing their sport. They were like a higher class of being, a gorgeous race that raised hard fucking to an art form. It was incredible – and it was arousing. I was ashamed of the erection tenting my jeans – but at least I had the willpower to refrain from touching myself, unlike my stepmother.

Carter shivered as he came, putting his whole arm around my sister’s neck and pressing the contours of her body against his as he filled her with his seed. From how amazed Alyson looked as he pumped his load into her, it almost seemed like the feel of it sent her into a second, stronger climax. Their eyes met and Alyson kissed her new Master deeply, gifting him with her tongue as his cock spurted and twitched inside her, filling her womb with his potent seed.

When it was all over, Carter pulled out and slapped her ass with his half-rigid cock, leaving a thin trail of come across the cheeks. “Shit, that was good, baby,” he said, laughing. “You’ve got your Mom beat in the pussy department for sure.”

Alyson beamed like she’d been given the greatest compliment she’d ever heard. “Thank you, Daddy. I love you so much...”

I felt lightheaded. This had backfired in the worst way. Instead of stopping Carter, I’d handed him my best friend like an offering. I expected to pass out at any moment – it would have been a fitting end to my disgrace. The world began to go black at the edges, darkness seeping in...

I blinked. Wait.

Looking up, I watched Carter, now completely at ease as his hands explored his new slave’s body. This isn’t fair, I thought, watching him. This son of a bitch didn’t earn any of this. He stole it from me. He stole the love my Mom and sister have for me and twisted it into something evil. He TOOK it all...

But not just from me.

The world went red. At that moment, it was like the scales came off my eyes and I saw Carter for what he truly was. All this time, I’d been focused on me – on him being my bully, instead of him being my bully. But he’d done this to someone else where he’d come from, and he’d do it to someone else after my family was used up.

You have enemies, fucker, I thought, something impossible coming into my chest. Lots of them.

I stormed up the stairs, leaving my family behind me. In my room, I packed up some clothes, toiletries, and an old family photo in my backpack, then came back down the stairs.

Carter was waiting for me, flanked by my stepmother and stepsister. “Where do you think you’re going, dork?” He asked, his smile full of fangs.

“I’m leaving,” I said, shoving my way past.

Behind me, Carter chuckled. “Oh, little Gweg is giving up? Going to let his sister and Mommy be my fucktoys?”

I stopped in my tracks...and started to laugh.

When I turned around a few moments later, Carter had a look on his face that I’d never seen before: fear. Fear of the unknown, the fear that comes from completely misunderstanding your target.

“You enjoy them while you can,” I said smoothly. “Because I’m done with crying, Carter. I’m done with being bullied. I’m going to find your weakness, and I’m going to destroy you.”

All three of them laughed in unison, like puppets. “The police won’t help you,” Carter said, his eyes black pits in his face. “Your college won’t help you. No one cares...”

I shook my head. “I’m not going to the police. I’m not like you – I don’t tattle on people. I don’t spread rumors behind people’s backs. The next time you see me, Carter...I’m going to kill you.”

I leaned forward for this last bit, and was rewarded. Carter’s eyes went wide with shock, even as his cocky smile remained fixed to his face.

“Get the fuck out,” he said, trying to sound tough. “Get the fuck out so I can fuck your sister some more...!”

But I was already gone, walking out the door. I wasn’t stupid: even if I got my family back, things would never be the same. But this was bigger than me now – this was about stopping a monster, making sure he never hurt anyone else.

I didn’t need friends, or social events, or (even though it hurt) my stepsister. I had revenge, and for now, that was going to be enough.

It would have to be.



The Bully Took My Teacher
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I was so close, I thought desperately. I was going to get my first blowjob. I was going to get to feel like a real man...

My teacher Brenda wrapped her velvet-soft lips around my bully Carter’s shaft, her body focused on nothing but his pleasure as she took him down to the base. A few seconds ago, those lips had been parted for me – ready to give me the oral attention I had always craved. Now they’d been snatched away, mere inches from my throbbing, needy cock, and only too late did I realize the truth.

This had all been my bully’s plan from the beginning.

“Fuck yeah, suck that cock,” Carter groaned, gathering up Brenda’s hair in his fist and forcing her down harder on his shaft. “She is so good, Gweg. In fact, even with all the bitches I’ve fucked, I think she’s the best cocksucker I’ve ever had. Fuck, her lips are just perfect.”

He tossed back his head and laughed, a big smile on his face. “I bet you wish you’d gotten to feel these lips on your little shrimp dick, don’t you? Take a good look: move to the side a bit so Gweg can see you blow me, slut.”

She did, pulling back to stroke his shaft all over her dark glasses. A spurt of precum squirted from the tip like a super soaker, coating her face.

“I love sucking your cock, Carter,” my teacher whimpered. “I love making you happy. And I’m so glad I can help you humiliate this little wimp...”

I shook with frustration. It felt like my balls were going to explode with need, just burst and coat the walls of the room with what was left of my seed. My hand strayed to my crotch, drawn by the arousing sight of Brenda’s mouth bobbing up and down on Carter’s dick, but I fought. I had to fight.

Got to resist, I thought weakly. I’ve got to resist...
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“Hello? Is anyone home?”

I knocked at the door again, frowning as I risked a quick glance up and down the street. It was two weeks after I’d stormed out of my house, leaving my stepmother and stepsister the hypnotic slaves of my bully Carter, and most of the confidence I’d had on that day had ebbed away. I’d been doing research on the last school Carter had attended, hoping to find more victims: but I’d spoken to three people so far and gotten nothing more than a door slammed in my face. Maybe the fourth...

The door opened a crack; I caught a glimpse of big eyes, pale skin and a messy updo held with a hair clip.

“Yes?” The voice was wary.

“Hi,” I said, bending to get my face close to the crack in the door. “I’m Greg. You must be Kate, right? You graduated from Blackbriar Academy last year?”

The door opened a little bit wider, and I got my first good look at Kate. She looked a little older than the picture I’d pulled from the Blackbriar yearbook, and a little more tired, but it was definitely her. Huh, she’s pretty cute, I couldn’t help thinking.

“What do you want?” she asked, still holding onto the door.

I took a deep breath and dug into my jacket pocket. I was acutely aware that the next few moments could change the course of my investigation – or even my life. Gripping the photograph, I held it out for her to see.

“I’m thinking you may have had a bad run in with this man. Do you recognize him?”

I practically hadn’t had to ask. Kate’s eyes widened in shock and horror as she looked at the photograph: someone who didn’t know her might think it was strange for her to be so taken aback by a standard picture of a smiling young man. But the guy in this photograph was someone we both knew very well: he was the bastard who’d taken my stepmother and stepsister from me, used his powers to turn them into submissive whores who lived to suck and fuck. It was a picture of Carter.

She instinctively moved to close the door, and I replaced the photo with my pleading hand.

“Please don’t close the door,” I begged, feeling real despair trickle into my voice. “This guy ruined my life.”

She looked at the half-hidden photograph for a moment, then her gaze met mine. When she spoke, a little bit of the timidness had faded.

“Yours too?”

“Yeah,” I said, rubbing the back of my head. “Can I come in and talk about it?”

She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. I followed her inside.

The house was small but cozy; a brownstone just a few blocks from the prestigious Blackbriar Academy, one of the finest private schools in the state. According to my records, Kate had been a star student there for three years – never one of the really popular kids, but not one of the outcasts, either. Then, out of nowhere, everything fell off of a cliff – the break was as clear as if she’d been in a car accident and forced to drop out of school. I had thought I recognized the pattern, and Kate had just confirmed it – she was one of Carter’s victims.

She offered me some tea, and I accepted. Then, she starting telling me a story that sounded depressingly similar to my own...

“At first,” she said, “I thought ‘oh, he seems nice.’” But...I’ve never met anyone so cruel, or with a heart so wicked. It was like he turned everyone against me, like he was whispering in their ears while they slept or something. He went from the inside out, taking the closest people to me first...it was awful.”

I nodded along, practically able to anticipate the plot beats. “He did the same thing to me,” I said.

She took a sip of her tea and grimaced. “Did he do the thing where he takes what you don’t like most about yourself and make everyone laugh at you about it?”

I nodded, chuckling. “My lisp. Everyone at school calls me ‘Gweg’, I hate it so much.”

“For me, it was the way I walk – he had everyone referring to me as ‘limpy’, ‘cripple’, things like that. And that’s absurd – you don’t have a lisp.”

“And you don’t walk funny,” I said, smiling. “I watched you walk in here – you were perfectly normal.”

We smiled at each other over our tea. I was already beginning to like Kate’s company – it was nice having someone else who saw my bully for what he was, who didn’t shower him with compliments or suck his dick.

“You know,” Kate said, her lips twisting into a smile, “it’s really nice to talk to someone who believes me. Who doesn’t...”

Her hand began to shake. A sob left her throat; fat tears beaded in the corners of her eyes.

“Who doesn’t hate me,” she finished, setting down the cup.

Abruptly, I stood up and sat next to her on the couch, putting my arm over her shoulder like an old friend. She sobbed into my chest, big racking sobs that felt like they came from the bottom of her soul. Finally she calmed and pulled back, sniffing.

“I’m so sorry,” she said.

“Don’t be.”

“I lost my family,” she said, wiping away her tears. “They went to their cottage in Aspen to ‘get away’ over a month ago and just never came back. All my friends deserted me. The college I got into rescinded my acceptance letter. I’ve just been so goddamn lonely...”

I took her hand and gave it a squeeze. “We’re going to beat him,” I said, low and serious.

She looked at me, hope flaring in her face. “Really?”

I nodded. “I can’t guarantee it’ll bring your family back – in fact, I’m pretty sure it won’t – but at least we can stop this son of a bitch from ruining other young people’s lives. We can get revenge.”

“Yeah,” she said, squeezing back. “That sounds...good.”

“This guy, Carter – he’s got a lot of enemies, I think,” I told her. “Previous victims. People with nothing to lose, who’d do anything to get revenge on him. People like us, yeah?”

She chuckled. She looks so fucking cute when she does that, I thought. “Hell yes,” she said.

“I want to get a team together,” I told her. “Like the people who brought down Pablo Escobar. A group made up of the wronged, who won’t stop until the monster is dead.”

“Wow.” Kate looked around like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “This is all a lot to take in, Greg...”

“I know,” I said. “You’re here alone and you’re tired and this stranger shows up who’s been sleeping in the public library for a week. You probably don’t know what to believe.”

She tossed back her head and laughed. It was one sweet sound. “The library? Seriously?”

“I kind of left everything behind when I...you know,” I told her. “Got out of his Kingdom.”

She got quiet. Her lips formed a tight little line. “I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s not a joking matter. That...creature is living in your house, with your family under his control. That can’t feel good.”

“It means I know exactly where to find him,” I said in a tiny voice.

We stared at each other for a few moments, unsure of how to proceed. For a second, I had the strangest urge to kiss her, but I buried that. Christ, I thought, I probably smell like a landfill. She’d definitely kick me out.

“So...you’re in?” I asked after a second.

Slowly, she nodded – then, a grin like Christmas morning spread across her face. “Heck yes I’m in, Greg. Am I the first? Other than you, I mean.”

“Heh...” I rubbed the back of my neck, feeling awkward. “I was going to ask if there was anybody else at your school who was a victim of Carter’s – somebody else we could recruit...”

“Oh!” Kate sat up with a start. “Yes! I know just the person!”

I was taken aback. “Really?”

“Yes,” she said. “There was a teacher at Blackbriar, Miss Wilkes – a young woman, very pretty. All the girls looked up to her, all the ones who weren’t calling her a slut behind her back anyway. She...she was fired not long after I started to lose my life. I didn’t think anything of it at the time, but maybe it had something to do with Carlos...”

I snorted in surprise – a reaction that made her giggle. “Carlos?” I asked.

“That’s the name he went by when he was at Blackbriar,” she told me. “Anyway, I think we can get in contact with Miss Wilkes – I still have her phone info in my student planner.”

“Awesome,” I said, feeling a surge of enthusiasm. Now we’re two, I thought, double the ranks. And soon we might be three.

“Um, one thing before we call her,” I asked. “Any chance I could take a shower?”

––––––––

[image: image]



xXx

––––––––

[image: image]



Miss Wilkes’ first name turned out to be Brenda – and almost immediately, we realized she was way ahead of us on the question of exactly who and what Carter was.

“He’s a Vortex,” she informed us.

Kate and I shared a glance. “I’m sorry,” I asked. “A what?”

The three of us were sitting in a coffee shop in the middle of the chic downtown shopping mall where all the soccer moms and corporate dads came to shop. It was the only place she’d agree to meet with us – over the phone, she’d been the epitome of paranoid. So we’d both been shocked when she met us at the cafe looking like an old college buddy in a short skirt, button-up top and high heels, greeting each of us with a big, barely-appropriate hug.

“A Vortex,” Brenda repeated. “It’s...not official terminology, of course. Just the word I came up with to describe it.”

“Of course,” Kate replied seriously.

“I’m still not following,” I admitted. “What the hell is a Vortex, and why am I hearing a capital-V when you say it?”

“Let me ask you something,” Brenda said, stirring her coffee as if I hadn’t said anything. “When this bully moved into your house and took your sister – you called for help, right?”

“I went to the police,” I said, a little annoyed. This was rehashing old details; I wanted new information. “They didn’t believe me. And the school was no help...”

“Why do you think that is?” Brenda arched an impeccably-styled eyebrow. “Why does it seem like every authority people like us can turn to is already allied with him?”

I swallowed hard, the old theory I’d been trying to brush aside coming front and center in my brain.

“Because...” I said, wanting to bite down on my tongue. “Because...he’s magic?”

Brenda tossed back her head and laughed, loud enough that someone at a nearby table stared for a moment before turning their attention back to their laptop.

“Magic,” she said, still chuckling. “That’s an easier way to put it than I came up with.”

“Explain it to me,” I asked her, leaning forward and lowering my voice to a whisper. “Explain it to us. Please.”

She looked at the both of us for a moment and nodded. “Alright. If you already suspect this man is capable of voodoo, you might be willing to accept what I’ve discovered.”

She cleared her throat and began.

“Like you, I did some digging into Mr. Carter,” she said. “I mean, how could I not? The man cost me my career, talked my fiance into leaving me for the girl I’ve hated since high school...even nearly got me thrown in jail. I had to find answers.”

Leaning forward, she whispered: “only unlike you two kids, I had the entire academic database at my disposal. I wanted to trace every school this bully had been at – follow his trail back to the roots.”

Kate looked enthralled. “And did you?”

She shook her head. “No. The trail eventually went cold. But what shocked me was when it went cold.”

I didn’t understand, and said so.

“According to academic records,” Brenda said, her tone grave, “Carter has attended over four-dozen schools...over the past seventy-five years.”

“Seventy-five years!?” I nearly got up from the table and walked away. “That...that’s not possible...”

“I only lost him because record keeping got spotty around that point,” Brenda said, looking down at her coffee. “Or maybe that’s just where he jumped off the boat from wherever country he’d come from.”

“That’s not possible,” Kate said in a shocked little voice. “That would make Carter at least a hundred years old.”

“Even older,” Brenda said. “The person we call Carter isn’t a man: he’s a Vortex. A giant drain of negative emotions, powering up his own qualities by sucking the life out of his victims. An emotional vampire on the scale of Count Dracula.”

“Wait...” Something clunked in the back of my head. “He said something to me, once, that sounded really old. Something about ‘wealth’ and ‘poles’ and ‘misery’ that reminded me of one of those old Russian novels...”

Kate looked surprised, but then recited in a low voice: “For wealth to accumulate at one pole, misery must accumulate in another.”

“That’s it!” I snapped my fingers. “He said a friend of his had said it – it was his philosophy, what he used to justify ruining our lives...”

“Greg.” Kate had suddenly gone very pale. “The person who said that was Karl Marx. It’s from the Communist Manifesto.”

My heart dropped into my stomach. “The...the Communism guy? But that was like...”

“Over a hundred and fifty years ago,” Brenda said. “I guess my estimate was too pessimistic.”

“He had to be joking,” I said, trying to laugh. “He couldn’t really have been friends with someone from the 1800s...”

“It makes sense,” Brenda said. “My theory is that people like Carter, these Vortexes, naturally rise to the top of society by draining whatever the sought-after qualities of the era are out of their victims. If Carter was trawling around Europe looking for new blood in the high stratums of society, he might have run into Marx. After all, didn’t his closest friend have a very messy, emotionally-devastating divorce?”

Kate gasped. “Maybe Carter stole his wife,” she whispered.

“Okay, this is getting a little silly,” I said, pushing my chair back. “You want me to believe Carter is some kind of...force of nature?”

Brenda nodded. “I don’t need you to believe it, Greg. In fact, I think you already do.”

“Then why spare us?” I slammed my fist on the table, gritting my teeth. “It can’t just be to watch us suffer. Otherwise he’d never have let me go. He’s leaving a trail of victims behind him almost anyone could follow – why the risk? Why not just finish us off?”

“I think,” Brenda said, sipping her coffee, “that he’s afraid of us.”

That took me aback. I suddenly remembered the look of fear on Carter’s face when I’d sworn to kill him; when I’d stood up to him in the middle of fleeing my own house. I could imagine something inside of me scaring Carter – only I had no idea what it was.

“Scared? Of us?” Kate echoed my thoughts perfectly. “I don’t see why. He beat us.”

“I think,” Brenda said, “that it’s because people like you and Greg and I are...well, my word for it is ‘Null’.”

“Null?”

“Unable to be affected,” she said. “Perhaps there’s a small segment of the population that, because of genetics or something else, are immune to the powers of people like Carter. And that scares them, and makes them angry. So they go after the people around us, drain us of all our power...make us victims.”

Kate’s eyes went big. “He tried to hit on me,” she whispered. “The very first day we met. He...he seemed upset that I didn’t fall all over him.”

“Something similar happened to me,” Brenda said. “He tried something very inappropriate after class one of his first days at school. I rebuffed him and threatened to report him to the superintendent. I had no idea I was sealing my fate.” Both girls turned to me. “What about you, Greg?”

I thought about it. “I can’t remember anything specific,” I said. “But it makes sense. Maybe Carter tried to use his powers to make me like him, or do something for him, and he realized he couldn’t make me. So I became his next target.”

She shrugged. “It would fit with his normal pattern. But if I’m right, that means one very important thing: we are all immune to his power.”

Kate looked from Brenda to me, her eyes brimming with tears. “You hear that, Greg? If all three of us work together...we can beat him!”

That sounded amazing. Three people? Even with my stepmother and stepsister backing him up, Carter wouldn’t be able to stop us. We could take back the house, stop his reign of terror...we could win. Not just for us, but for everyone he’d torment in the future.

“That sounds incredible,” I said, nodding. “Let’s go.”

Brenda’s eyes widened. “Go? Right now?”

“We know where he is, and we have the element of surprise.” I could feel a frown on my face – why wasn’t she on board? “Why wait?”

“Look, I’m all for it,” Brenda said. “I completely understand – every moment you know your mom and your sister are getting fucked by that bully has got to be torture. But it’s getting dark. I say the two of you stay here tonight, at my house. And in the morning, we go down there and stop Carter once and for all.”

“That’s it?” Kate looked nervous. “We don’t have to...do some kind of ritual or something? We just resist him?”

“Greg felt his power weaken when he punched Carter,” Brenda said with pride. “Bullies are actually quite weak when you stand up to them – even one as powerful as Carter is no exception. If the three of us ‘beat him up’, as the common parlance goes, it should break his spell over your families – and destroy him.”

Kate was beaming “I...I can’t believe it. I’m going to get my family back! Yes, of course I’ll spend the night here.”

Well, whatever, I thought. It’s just one more night. I’ve waited this long...

“Me too,” I said. “I’m in.”

“Perfect.” Brenda stretched and yawned explosively, as if just now realizing how late it was. “I’ll take my bed, Kate can sleep in the guest bedroom, and you can crash here on the couch. Unless you two want to share a room?”

She grinned as she said it, and Kate immediately reddened. “No! I mean, I don’t mean it like that, just...”

Kate actually looked like she’d been hoping an arrangement like that would happen – and to be honest, it was in the back of my mind, as well. Maybe once this guy is off our backs, I’ll ask her out on a date, I thought.

“It’s okay,” I said, laughing. “No offense. Really.”

It wasn’t long before I discovered the reason Brenda wanted us separate...
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“Psst, Greg. You there?”

I rolled over on the couch, rubbing my eyes. I’d been dozing, but as I looked up to see Brenda standing over me, I shot to full attention. Brenda was obviously not a fan of sleeping in a lot of clothes – other than a tight black bra and a skimpy pair of lacy black panties, she was completely naked. Her smooth, tanned skin practically glowed in the dim light from the one bulb she’d left on in the kitchen.

“Hey,” I said. “What...is everything okay?”

“Yeah – mind if I sit down?” She perched her pert ass on the edge of the couch, settling in as I pulled myself up to a sitting position. “Look, I wanted to talk to you. Alone.”

I was super aware of how close she was sitting next to me. Her body was warm and soft, her hand gripping my thigh like it wanted to quest deeper. Fuck, she even smelled amazing – like sex and cinnamon.

“You might have noticed,” she said with a smirk, “that I had a strong opposition to us leaving tonight. There’s a reason for that – one I couldn’t share with Kate.”

I was intrigued – and a little nervous. Having a gorgeous MILF teacher sitting next to me half-naked had nothing to do with that, of course.

“Yeah? What?”

Brenda shook her head. “We aren’t ready. Remember what I told you about Vortexes?”

I nodded. I was still trying to accept it all.

“We have to counter Carter’s power with another strong force,” Brenda said, grinning. “Meaning we have to...well...power somebody up before we face him down.”

“Power up?” I felt confused. “What do you mean?”

“Right now, we don’t have any confidence. Any verve. Any of the alpha-male qualities Carter represents. You need some if you want to take him down. So, I’m going to give them to you.” Her smile grew wider, and her hand patted me very close to my cock, which was already stiff as a fucking iron girder.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She leaned forward, letting her long dark hair fall over her shoulders. “You’re still a virgin, right?” she whispered.

Instantly my throat went dry and my chest filled with excitement. She can’t mean what I think she means, I said, but I was still practically shaking.

“So I’m going to fix that,” she said, giving my cock a squeeze. “You need something that’ll make you feel like a real man before you take Carter down – like his equal in every way. You need to feel a woman worship your cock, the way he does all the time. In short, Greg, you need a blowjob.”

I nearly came in my pants at the word. Her hand massaged my cock through my pants, and as she pronounced the word blowjob I could imagine my cock sliding through the perfect ‘o’ her mouth made.

“That is something you’d be interested in, right?” she asked. “Look, I even put on this sexy dark red lipstick just for you! It would look perfect wrapped around your shaft...”

I groaned, picturing her on her knees. “Fuck,” I whispered.

“You like that?” She giggled. “Now you can see why I didn’t tell Kate.”

I nodded, unable to trust my own voice.

“Come up to my bedroom,” she said, leaning against me and pressing her mouth on my ear, “and I’ll give you the blowjob of a lifetime, Greg. I’ll drop right to my knees and suck you off until you come all over my pretty little face.”

“You’d...you’d do that?” It was still hard for me to believe. I almost did feel like Carter; strong, confident, alpha.

She nodded, biting that perfect lip. “I don’t mind taking one for the team. Honestly, I’d do it anyway – you’re so fucking cute, Greg. I want to see the expression on your face when you come in a girl’s mouth for the first time.”

I took her hand and followed her up the stairs in a trance, leaving Kate snoozing in the downstairs bedroom. I’m going to get a blowjob, I thought over and over again, my eyes fixed on Brenda’s perfect ass. Not just any blowjob – she’s going to get on her fucking knees for me and suck me off like a little whore. Hell, she might let me do even MORE once we’re done...

I was riding high as Brenda led me into her darkened bedroom, letting me go in first. Then, once she’d shut the door behind me, she turned on the light.

I was confused – wasn’t she going to drop to her knees? But maybe she wanted me to see her...

Then, as my eyes adjusted to the light, I saw the man sitting at the foot of the bed – and my world shattered into a million pieces.

“Hello, Gweg,” Carter said with a smile. “Long time no see.”

I whirled around, intending to run, but Brenda was already there, grinning wickedly. “Nope,” she said, touching the tip of her tongue to her top teeth. “You go downstairs, Kate dies.”

I froze, unable to believe it.

“That’s right,” Carter said from behind me. “You stay here like a good boy, we won’t hurt poor little Kate. After all, she’s suffered enough already. Like I said, I usually let my victims go after a certain amount of punishment – but you’re a special case.”

I turned around slowly, already dreading what I was going to see. Carter sat on the edge of the bed, wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. His muscles rippled, his physique pushed to almost superhuman levels – he must have been drinking deep from my mother and sister. Dimly, I wondered if they were alright.

“You really thought you could beat me,” Carter said with a smirk. Brenda walked away and took her place next to him, sliding down to her knees like a harem girl for her King. “That’s cute.”

“You...you took her,” I said, looking at Brenda. “You bastard...”

“I found Brenda before you did,” Carter said with a grin. “She’d almost forgotten about me – but she was so happy to see me again that she invited me in immediately.” He stroked the top of her head like a pet, watching her arch her back. “Her pussy is just as tight as I remember, too.”

“Was...” the word was like ash in my mouth. “Was any of it true? About Vortexes and Nulls?”

Carter laughed. “I knew you’d go for that stupid nerd shit. You’re such a fucking loser. But it’s all true, more or less.” His grin grew wider, until it was suddenly too wide, like the jaw of a shark transplanted into a human face. The effect chilled me. “I’m definitely very old, and I definitely drain cute sluts like Brenda here of more than just their free time. But I’ve never met anyone who could resist me, and I’ve heard anyone use a stupid-ass term like ‘Vortex’ to describe me.”

My entire body tingled, like I was going to pass out. “Don’t hurt Kate,” I blurted. “She didn’t do anything to you. She’s innocent.”

“I’m not going to hurt her,” Carter said in a low, menacing voice. “She won’t even know I was here – as long as you be a good boy and watch the show.”

The show? Oh no...

“That’s right,” Carter said, laughing at my discomfort. “You really thought a total babe like Brenda would suck your cock? Fuck, you’re a loser. I just wanted to see the look on your face when you walked into the bedroom: thinking some hot girl would actually be attracted to you, would want to get on your knees and put your disgusting little prick in her mouth. You wanna do that, Brenda?”

A look of utter disgust came over Brenda’s face. “Eww, no,” she said, gagging. “Just being next to this unfuckable loser made me want to become a nun.”

“You don’t wanna be a nun now though, do you?” Carter asked, running his hand down Brenda’s back and reaching under her skirt.

“Mmmh hmm,” Brenda moaned, shaking her head. “All I want to do is serve you, Daddy. I want to make you happy forever – I want to make you cum and cum and cum until you feel perfect inside of me. Oh! Oh my God!” Carter’s fingers slipped into her perfect slit, massaging her folds and sending her wild with ecstasy.

My cock throbbed in my pants, demanding release. Brenda looked so good, so sexy, and she’d been inches away from being mine...I’d been allowed to sniff a banquet, only to have it snatched away at the last second. And now I was hungry. So fucking hungry...

“Why don’t you show this loser what a real blowjob looks like?” Carter asked, directing Brenda to his zipper. “With a real Man’s cock?”

Brenda giggled and opened the fly of Carter’s pants, allowing his mammoth member to spring free. I’d never seen one like it before: Carter must have been stealing other men’s size, just he stole their athleticism and charm. It was nearly twelve inches long and so thick I couldn’t see how it would fit in anyone’s mouth. I felt jealous staring at it, knowing that Carter had so much and that it was so often buried inside of beautiful women. As Brenda struggled to wrap both hands around the base, a fat jet of precum splashed across her face, bathing her in spunk.

“That’s right,” Carter said, “Brenda can even take a monster like this. She’s a pro. You’re really missing out, dude.”

A thin, impossible whine of frustration left my throat as I watched Brenda work, taking Carter’s cock all the way to the base before pulling back and working her tongue in a swirl around the throbbing head. I wanted that to be my cock, wanted it so bad. I wanted to feel that pleasure, that uncontainable warmth that was spreading through Carter’s body as he dominated the gorgeous teacher.

“Haha, look how hard his pathetic little dick is,” Carter said, leaning back and turning Brenda’s gaze to me.

“Aww,” she giggled, stroking Carter’s cock as she licked her lips. “It’s okay, Gweggie – it doesn’t make you gay or anything. Anyone would get hard as a brick watching these dark, sexy lips sliding down a cock...”

“Show him some more,” Carter grunted, slamming her back onto his cock. “And you. Take that pathetic fucking cock out and stroke it.”

What? Just being told to do it made me want to do it more. My hands strayed to the zipper of my jeans before I forced them back.

“No,” I said, struggling to tear my gaze from Brenda’s lips, her fucking perfect tits. “No I won’t...”

“Do it,” Carter snarled. “Debase yourself before us. Show us what a little worm you are. Or else I go downstairs after this and fuck Kate so hard she’ll never even look at you again.”

“You’re...” I stammered. “You’re sick.”

“Kate used to be my girl,” Carter said with a smirk. To punctuate the sentence, he reached down and gave Brenda a hard smack on her ass that made her moan. “If I go down there and wake her up, she’ll spread those legs for me in ten seconds flat. She’ll fucking beg for it, Gweg. Unless you pull out your worthless cock and make a mess all over the floor.”

Kate... I thought, filling with despair. No...

Gritting my teeth, I worked the zipper of my jeans down. My cock slid out, dripping with backed-up precum. Don’t do it, I thought desperately. Don’t let him win...

I couldn’t help it. The sight of Brenda pleasing my bully was more erotic than any porno I’d ever seen – and it wasn’t happening on a screen, but right in front of me. I had to come, whatever the cost to my manhood and self-esteem. My hand gripped my cock, stroking it as I gasped with relief. The shaft was so slick with precum it was easy to get a good, hard rhythm going, and soon I was abusing my cock in time with Brenda’s lips, imagining Carter’s fat dick was my own.

“Look, Daddy!” Brenda laughed viciously around the head of Carter’s cock. “He’s really doing it!”

“Of course he is, slut,” Carter said, pulling out his cock and slapping it back and forth across Brenda’s cheeks. “Everyone does exactly what I want. ‘Cause I’m the fucking man.”

Brenda gazed up at her master, eyes shining with adoration. “Yes you are, baby! You’re my Man, and I loooove sucking your cock!”

“Why are you trying to hide, Gweg?” Carter said, noting the way I was standing to the side. “Even if by some miracle you do get to see Brenda again, she’s not going to fuck you. Even if she gets her own brain back, she’s never going to respect you again, no matter how much she tells you it was okay. You’re stroking off to her, and she’s always going to think you’re a total fucking loser!”

He’s right, I thought, stroking myself harder. I could picture it so easily: Brenda telling me I wasn’t in control of myself, that I did it to save Kate. But in reality, no matter how nice I was, no matter how much I tried to make it up to her, she’d always be thinking I was a grubby little perv, no matter what. She’d always think I was a weak, beta male – it’d be imprinted on her very biology, a part of her. And she’d never, ever make the kind of offer she made to me tonight again, not ever.

I could feel my balls tightening up as my own release neared. Brenda was like a fucking machine, taking the mammoth meat of Carter’s cock like a champion whore, giving him the kind of amazing, perfect suction I could only dream about with my cock in my fist.

“I’m gonna fucking blow,” Carter said. “Let’s get me right on the edge...”

As I watched, stroking helplessly, Carter put his hands on both sides of Brenda’s head and forced her down on him, fucking her throat with the kind of ferocity usually reserved for pounding pussy. Brenda gagged, her eyes fluttering as she took it gamely, cheeks flushing. It was like she was getting pleasure from being face-fucked, and just as the thought occurred to me an orgasm tore through Brenda’s body, filling her with submissive pleasure. The front of her panties flooded with moisture as her body quivered uncontrollably, Carter’s cock sending her into the stratosphere just from blowing him.

“Yeah, that’s more like it,” Carter growled. He held Brenda’s head close to him, like he was cradling it between his thighs as he fucked her. “You ready for my seed, bitch?”

Brenda’s response was wordless, but there was no way to hear it as anything but the most enthusiastic approval.

Fuck, I’m gonna come too, I thought, trying too late to slow my own pace. Fuck, fuck, fuck...

I erupted just as Carter did, pulling his shaft from Brenda’s throat and bathing her pretty face in his cock cream. Fat gobs of seed exploded on her face, sending her over the edge into another hard climax as he drained all over her. Jets of cum covered her face, her chin, dribbled down into her cleavage and left her hair a gooey mess. I was almost – almost – able to picture myself as the owner of that cock, showing my total dominance over Brenda’s soft femininity.

Then I came down from my peak, and looked down. A pathetic dribble of come leaked from the tip of my own cock, with a tiny puddle on the floor that looked like it could fit in a thimble compared with Carter’s fire-hose. The illusion was shattered; Carter lay back on the bed and grinned widely as Brenda cleaned his cock, treating it with an almost holy reverence. I felt hard, ugly sobs welling up in my throat.

“That was so fucking good,” Carter said, sounding almost stoned with pleasure. “Did you see that, Gweg? I made this bitch come harder from sucking my cock than you ever will with any girl. Even if you eat her pussy out, she’ll never come like that.”

“That’s right.” Brenda looked totally under Carter’s power – and like she was loving it. “I will never fuck with weak little bitches like you, Gweg. I belong with a man like Carter: a strong, alpha-male bully. I’m his.”

She was right. It was nature. Carter was the winner, and I...I was losing, big time.

“Alright, let’s get the fuck out of here,” Carter said, yanking his cleaned-off cock from Brenda’s mouth. Thick streaks of dark red lipstick were visible on Carter’s cock, making my heart ache for the lost, wonderful night that was supposed to be mine. “Let’s go back to my place. I’m gonna put a baby in your tonight.”

“Yes, sir,” Brenda said, sounding like this was the best idea she’d ever heard. She crawled next to him, still half-naked, ready for anything.

“Oh, and by the way,” Carter said, grinning. “By my place, I mean your place, Gweg. Your Mommy and Sister say ‘fuck you, loser’.”

Still grinning, he slammed the bedroom door. And that was how Kate found me hours later when she came upstairs, finding me curled up in a ball on the bed. All my strength, my determination, my newfound hope – it had drained out of me like the cum that had shot from my balls.

“Greg? What happened?” Kate’s gaze traveled from me to the comically mismatched cum stains on the floor, her eyes widening. “Greg? Where is Brenda!?”

I looked up at her, already knowing that the words would hurt her just as much as they hurt me.

“It’s over,” I said. “He took her. He won.”

Kate processed that slowly, her pretty face going even paler. “No. No we can’t give up. Even if it has to be just you and me...”

“Don’t you get it!?” My sanity was frayed; I was holding on by a thread. “He fucked her right in front of me! He was using us the whole time, making us think we had a shot to beat him. He was psychologically torturing us the whole time!”

But to my surprise, Kate didn’t give up. Her hands balled into fists.

“Then we really don’t have anything to lose,” she said in a tiny voice.

“Huh? What does that mean?”

“Get your clothes on,” she said, frowning. “And...clean up this mess, because I just can’t right now. Then we’re leaving.”

My mouth dropped open. “You have a plan?”

Slowly, she shook her head. “No, I don’t,” she said. “But maybe I have something just as good...”



The Bully Took My Girlfriend
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It’s all over now, I thought, amazed. They’re mine. All mine. They belong to me...

Before me, my stepmother and stepsister lay kneeling, looking up at me with identical expressions of lust. They looked more like sisters now than mother and daughter – Carter’s power had turned them into brainless bimbo fuckdolls, their tits and hips curvy and soft, their cups overflowing with milk. Behind them, my former teacher Brenda waited on all fours, her big ass thrust up in the air as if to say this is yours any time you want it. And Kate – sweet Kate, my liberator, my salvation – she stood looking at it all with eyes that slowly turned from confusion to delight, all the worries and awful thoughts that had reigned in her head draining away, leaving only a beautiful, submissive creature behind.

I was King. I was God. And this house was mine.

Kate grinned as she watched my stepsister offer herself to me – spreading her legs wide and giving me a look at her wet pink inner folds. I didn’t care – or rather, I cared about everything at once. The world was alive with more colors than I thought were possible; when I tapped my chest, I felt nothing but hard muscle. I was ripped.

“Everything is all right now,” I said, my voice deep and booming. “We won. You’re all free.”

“Free?” Kate giggled, unbuttoning her blouse. “Oh, Master. I don’t want to be free.”

I watched with glee as she pulled off her top, exposing her gorgeous tits to her new Master’s view. They were growing as I watched them, becoming just the sort of huge, soft titties I had always dreamed about. I wanted to slide my cock between those tits and bathe Kate in my spunk – before I did all the other things I’d been dreaming of doing to her.

“I want to be your slave,” Kate said. “Please?”

“Yes, Master,” Stepsister and Stepmother said in unison. “We must obey! Please let us obey you!”

“Come fuck me,” Brenda begged. “Please, I need to feel you. Let me show you how sorry I am...”

This was incredible. The only hard choice before me was: who to fuck first?

––––––––
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“I’d feel a whole hell of a lot better about this if we had some kind of a plan,” I said. “What are we going to do, just walk in there and say ‘please give us our lives back?’”

“Give me the binoculars,” Kate asked. I passed them over to her, and the close-up view of my house I’d been staring at was replaced with the real thing. We were about a block away, sitting in a rental car and conducting what Kate over-optimistically called “surveillance.” So far, all we’d been able to tell is that there wasn’t a lot of activity in there: the curtains were closed and no one had come outside in the last two hours, at least. Looking at it, I could almost believe nothing strange was happening: except that sitting in the driveway like an intruder was Carter’s red Dodge Caliber.

“I’m shocked he didn’t dip into Mom’s savings and buy himself a nicer car,” I said, leaning back in my seat as Kate scrutinized the house through the binoculars. “You’d think an asshole like him would want to drive around in one of those huge gas-guzzlers.”

“That’s not his style,” Kate said in a preoccupied voice. “He’s been doing this for decades – moving from one victim to the next like some sort of fucked-up sex vampire. He likes to fly under the radar.”

I scoffed, rolling my eyes. “You still believe that shit? Kate, he was playing with us. Everything Brenda told us was a lie.”

It still hurt to think about Brenda. She’d been a teacher at Carter’s former school, the same one Kate had attended, and both of them had had their lives ruined by his power. The three of us had formed a team dedicated to getting revenge, but when Kate and I heard what she had to say, the whole game changed.

According to Brenda, Carter was some sort of supernatural monster she called a “Vortex”: a kind of emotional vampire. He moved from victim to victim over decades, slowly stripping them of their friendships and families until they were broken, miserable wrecks – while all their positive qualities ended up stored in Carter like some kind of battery. He delighted in torturing people like me; turning their friends into bullies and their families into torturers. He’d ruined perfect marriages, turned popular kids into pariahs, and had nearly driven me to ending it all. He was very, very dangerous.

But Brenda had been tainted: she was really under Carter’s power the entire time, just another one of his thralls. When she offered to “power me up” to fight him by removing my virginity and making me feel like a real man, it turned out to be a trick to humiliate me even more. Kate and I were still trying to forget it had happened, trying to hold onto the hope that we could somehow triumph over the bully and get our families back.

Kate put the binoculars on the dash and rubbed her eyes. She slumped over the steering wheel for a second before straightening back up.

“I don’t believe that,” she said. “I can’t believe that. Brenda was telling the truth about everything – except our immunity. Carter is a monster, and he needs to be stopped.”

“You think he’d really tell us the truth?” I fidgeted in my seat, feeling uncomfortable. “He was setting us up, Kate. He loves that – giving us hope, then yanking it away at the last second.”

“That’s why it’s the truth,” Kate said with a sigh. “It wouldn’t be so effective if it wasn’t true. It wouldn’t mean anything. Besides, it’s just like him – he’s letting us know everything about his powers, because he knows there’s nothing we can do about it. It’s just another way of shoving our faces in it.”

I couldn’t help but agree with that. “You might be right,” I said. “Either way, there’s nothing we can do about it.”

Kate turned to me, a glare in her eyes like nothing I had ever seen. There was something behind them stronger than determination. It took me a moment before it hit me: I was staring into the eyes of someone with absolutely nothing left to lose. Her pupils were twin pits of hate, directed at one thing only: my bully. Our bully.

“You think I brought you out here just to mope about how we can’t win?”

I shook my head, responding to her steel with some of my own. When she spoke again, her voice was barely above a whisper, but it was deadly serious.

“How much would you give to kill him?”

“Seriously? Anything.” I said it without thinking, and the way she looked at me made me start reconsidering. “Just about anything, I mean.”

“Would you give your life? The lives of your sister and mother, to make sure this never happens to anyone ever again?”

“Wow.” I was stunned. “That’s...that’s a lot to ask.”

“This is not a game, Greg.” Kate’s knuckles went white as she gripped the steering wheel. Her gaze was hypnotic, I couldn’t look away. “We can kill him. We can free every person whose life he’s ever fucked up, and save every person he would do it to in the future. But I need you to do exactly what I say, no matter what. I need to know that you won’t break, that you won’t give in. I need you to trust me completely...because I trust you completely.”

Tears spilled from the corners of Kate’s eyes. She sobbed, big heaving breaths that left her ragged. I put my hand on her shoulder, letting her draw energy from me.

“Of course,” I said, knowing it was true. “Anything.”

“God, you’re such a good guy,” Kate said, wiping away her tears. “In a different world, maybe the two of us would have ended up together, you know?”

“There’s still time,” I said. “Once we finish off Carter.”

She smiled sadly and shook her head. “No.” She said. “There isn’t. Because the first thing I’m going to need you to do is give me to him.”

“What!?” The words hit me like a physical blow, knocking me back. “You’re kidding, right?”

“No. You’re going to give him to me, as a peace offering. As a bartering chip – me for your sister, and for leaving you alone. That’s the offer you’re going to make him.” 

“Kate...” I was stunned. “He’ll never accept that.”

“Oh, I know.” A slow, wicked smile spread across her face, and as her gaze traveled back to the house, she looked truly insane. He’s broken something inside of her, I thought. Something that hasn’t broken in me yet, but could. I wondered if Carter knew what he had created, and if he cared.

“He’s going to go back on his word, like he always does,” Kate said, the words dropping like stones into a dark pool. “He’s going to pretend, and then he’s going to take me.” Suddenly she giggled, and the sound was more frightening than I could have imagined. “And it’s going to destroy him.”
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“You ready?”

Everything was set. Kate stood next to me, heavy cords binding her wrists. She was my prisoner, and I was her guard – at least, that was the plan. The plan still made my head swim with anxiety, but I thought I would be able to see it through. I had to, if this horrible thing was going to end.

“Ready,” I said, tying the gag over her mouth. “I’ll stick with the plan, Kate.”

Just before it fit in her mouth, she made a noise and pulled back. “One thing first,” she whispered.

I waited. 

“I know what I said before, but...I want you to promise me something. If by some miracle the two of us make it out of this alive...I want you to take me out on a date.”

I froze, the gag inches from her throat. “Really?”

She blushed. “Yes. If you’ll still have me. I wanted to lock you down to that promise now: we’re probably both going to see some weird shit inside this house.”

I laughed. “We’ve both seen more than enough weird shit to last a lifetime,” I agreed. “If you’ll have me, I’ll have you – even after everything we’ve had to see.”

“Good.” Her blush faded a bit. “Because I want to, and I’m going to fight like hell.”

Impulsively, I snatched the gag away and kissed her deeply. Our tongues twined for an instant before I pulled back and attached the gag, cutting off whatever she was going to say.

“Save it,” I said. “For after.”

Now I had to be hard, and cowardly. I was going to need to play my part if this had the slightest chance of working. We walked up the driveway, her in front of me like I was making sure she didn’t try to run. When we got to the front door, I knocked loudly – but it was already unlocked.

Of course it is, I thought. What does Carter have to be afraid of? Certainly not us.

“Come on,” I said roughly, shoving Kate through the door. “Inside.”

My house looked different from the way it had been when I left. Nothing was out of place, there hadn’t been any changes to the style or the furniture – but like someone coming home after a long vacation, everything was thrown into newer, sharper focus. I looked over my childhood home with a bittersweet focus, taking it all in.

I’m gonna miss this place, I thought.

“Well who is that?” The voice was loud and boisterous, coming from upstairs. “Is that the prodigal son, returning home?”

Up on the second-floor balcony, a figure in a bathrobe appeared – flanked by two gorgeous, half-naked women. It was Carter, and the girls were my stepmother and stepsister. They wore identical expressions of glazed bimbo lust on their faces, no emotions behind their eyes except submission and arousal, complete devotion to their alpha-male master. I barely recognized them: once upon a time they’d been my family, now they were as foreign to me as the random sluts dancing in the background of a music video.

Forgive me, I thought. Mom. Alyson.

“I want to make a deal,” I said, putting a tremor in my voice.

Carter looked down and saw who I was holding, then proceeded to laugh long and loud, clutching his midsection. “You finally turned on your last friend, huh? What’s this about a deal?”

“I want to make a trade,” I said. “Come down here.”

It was just as Kate had said – the idea was so interesting, he didn’t dismiss me. Instead he came down the stairs, his bitches following behind like trained animals, casting a skeptical eye on Kate’s bonds.

“What kind of trade?” He grinned at Kate, causing her to quiver with mingled rage and fear. Good girl, I thought. You’re selling it so well...

“You win, okay?” I let a note of desperation into my voice. “You’ve won control of everyone – except her. She’s the one who got away – and I brought her to you.”

“Hmm.” Carter looked Kate up and down, his eyes lingering on her tits in her tight top and her short skirt. “She is a hot little slut. Why are you giving her to me?”

“Not giving,” I said firmly. “Trading. I want what your other victims got: for you to leave them alone.”

He nodded thoughtfully, apparently thinking it over. I knew it was all an act, but he did a good job of making it seem real.

“What about your family?” He sidled up next to me, head cocked. “Is Greggie going to cry every night thinking about his sweet little mommy and sis taking my cock?”

I shook my head. “There’s something else I want. I want you to let Alyson go.”

He raised both eyebrows. “Why would I do that?”

My voice shook as I spoke. I didn’t have to fake any fear looking at Carter – his eyes were like black pits leading down to some inhuman realm of psychological torture. “She’s a good person,” I whispered. “She’s young, she has her whole life ahead of her. You usually let them go when you’re done with them – I’m not asking you to do anything you don’t normally do.”

He smiled like a fox sizing up a chicken coop. “And I get to keep Kate? And Brenda, and your Mom? You’re really okay with that?”

I sighed. “I just want this to end,” I said, telling the absolute truth. “Please.”

Kate struggled against her bonds, her smooth, flawless skin gone white with fear. Carter turned back to her and laughed, the sound low in his throat.

“Tell you what,” he said, pointing a finger at me. “I will accept your deal – provisionally. First, I want to sample the goods and see if they’re as good as I remember.”

He ran a finger under Kate’s chin. “If her pussy makes me feel like a real man...I’ll take your terms.”

It was a trick, of course. Carter had no intention of letting either of us walk out of this house. But what he didn’t know was we had no intention of leaving.

“Okay,” I said in a small voice. “Okay.”

“You stay there,” he said, smiling indulgently. “You get to watch.”

Before I could protest, Carter grabbed the back of Kate’s head and pulled her gag off in one smooth motion. By the time it hit the floor, Kate was screaming.

“Get away from me!” She took a step backward, eyes wide with fear. “Don’t you dare touch me, you monster! You son of a bitch...!”

“Tsk tsk,” Carter said. “What a foul mouth. We need to get you out of that kind of thinking right now.” Moving faster than Kate could react, he stepped up to her and put his hand on her ass, grasping a handful of her soft flesh. Kate wasn’t wearing any panties, by her own request, and I watched Carter’s eyes widened with delight as he discovered this fact for himself.

“You...you...” Kate’s eyes slowly glazed over. It was all happening so fast; having been taken by Carter’s power before, she fell under his spell almost immediately. Her face reddened with arousal as she looked at him with new eyes – seeing him the way my stepmother and stepsister did. Her breathing went ragged, her breasts heaving as she fell further and further under his power.

“Yes?” Carter asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“You’re incredible,” Kate whimpered. “I’ve never met anyone so amazing. I...I want to sink to my knees just looking at you...”

“Do it,” Carter commanded. “Show your Master how much you love him.”

I tried to look away, but Carter caught it immediately. “Oh no,” he said, pointing at me. “Alyson, hold him – make sure he watches every second of his friend getting fucked.”

As I watched, he ran his hand down Kate’s cleavage and cupped her breast beneath the thin fabric. A quick motion later and her top was torn down to the belly button. Kate cried out, but not in shock – she was beyond that now, full of nothing but pleasure.

“You like her, don’t you?” Carter smirked, his hand going lower. “I can tell – little misfits like you and her tend to flock together. She’ll never want you again, Gweg – not after what I’m about to do to her.”

I couldn’t stop myself. Even knowing the plan, the urge to attack was too strong. I started to lunge forward – only to feel slender, inhumanly strong arms around my shoulders.

“Don’t go anywhere, bro,” Alyson whispered in my ear. “You don’t want to miss Master using his whore, do you?”

Carter’s hand worked its way down, spreading the tear in Kate’s top wider and wider. With his free hand, he gripped her throat. Kate’s eyes rolled back in her head, only the whites showing as she writhed in his grip.

His fingers reached her skirt and dove beneath, seeking out her soaking wet slit. I couldn’t see what he was doing, but I knew the moment he found Kate’s pussy and touched her clit – she reacted like he’d hit her with a taser. She groaned loud enough to shake the walls, her mind lost to submission.

“Tell him,” Carter grinned. “Tell that little bitch boy how I’m making you feel.”

For an instant, part of me hoped Kate wouldn’t give in – that she’d be strong enough to remember our friendship, our relationship, our...feelings. But when her eyes opened and that glazed grin came over her face, I knew it was all for nothing. 

“He’s so good!” Her wicked grin spread wider. “I’ve never had anyone touch me like this before! I can’t imagine life without Carter – he’s such a capital-M Man. He’s a King, a God...”

Her words broke off in a cry of pleasure as she came, shuddering and sobbing all over Carter’s fingers. Sweat dripped from her forehead as she pressed her soft curves against Carter’s hard muscle, riding every drop of her bliss.

“Snap out of it,” Carter said, slapping her across the face. She gasped, coming to her senses. “Tell me what you think of him,” he said, taking his hand from her throat for an instant to point at me. “How do you feel when you look at Gweg?”

Her gaze traveled to me – and she started to laugh.

“He’s...he’s so funny!” Her laughing turned to gasps of pleasure as Carter’s fingers dove back between her legs. “He’s such a disgusting little bitch, and he thinks he can beat you...it’s so fucking hilarious!”

“Do you love him?”

“Never!” Kate shook her head vigorously, her walls quaking around Carter’s fingers as a second orgasm built inside of her. “I could never feel anything but hate for such a weak little creep! He’s not even a man!”

Chuckling, Carter pulled his fingers away and let her go. She mewled like a kitten whose bowl of milk was pulled away mid-meal, whimpering with need.

“I’ve just made a decision.” Carter undid his belt. “I’m going to knock you up, slut. I think you do deserve to get filled up with my heirs – and Gweg here should watch.”

Alyson’s grip tightened on my shoulders. “Fuck, that’s so hot,” she groaned. “Make her feel like a real woman, Master. Make her drip with your come!”

I struggled in Alyson’s grip, but it was like she wasn’t even a person anymore. She looked weak and sickly, her very essence drained by Carter’s powers, but every molecule of her body was bent on restraining me, no matter what. As I tried to get free, her hand reached down and massaged my cock through my pants.

“He’s getting hard, Master!” Alyson cried. I was ashamed, but it was true – between my stepsister’s attentions and the erotic sight of Kate being used, I was sporting wood.

“Of course he is,” Carter said. “Little perv can’t help but pop his tiny boner watching a real man at work.”

“That’s a good little boy,” Alyson whispered, using the kind of voice I had always imagined a girl pouring into my ear while she pleasured me. “Get nice and hard. Isn’t it so hot watching your girlfriend get plowed by a big cock?”

I fought, but it was no use – moments later, I was fully hard, throbbing against my pants. Alyson chuckled as my bully tossed my would-be girlfriend over the second-floor railing and hiked up her skirt. Beneath she was naked, and her slit was perfectly trimmed and dripping with juice.

“You look so good,” Carter said. “You ready for my baby, bitch?”

“Yes, Master!” Kate – my sweet Kate – held the railing in a white-knuckle grip, wiggling her ass like a stripper as Carter drank her in. “Please fuck me – please! I need to feel like a real woman! I need you to fuck a baby into me!”

With a growl, Carter positioned himself behind my girlfriend and grabbed a fistful of her hair. She arched her back like a cat, rubbing her big ass against his throbbing cock.

“You’re a dirty whore,” Carter grunted. “You love it when I use you like this.”

“Fuck yeah,” Kate moaned. “Put it in me, Daddy.”

Hearing her use that word to describe my most hated enemy – just like my family had, just like my friends – it broke something deep inside of me. I stopped struggling, allowing Alyson to rub me. Soon I was grunting with pleasure, wishing she would unzip me and start stroking in time with Carter’s thrusts.

“You belong to me,” Carter said, nestling the head of his cock in her folds. “You’re going to make such a good little breeding slut. Now look at that disgusting perv over there while I stretch out your walls – I want him to see the kinds of faces a real cock puts on your slut face.”

Kate glanced over her shoulder, watching me with naked disgust as Alyson rubbed me. “Look at me,” she commanded. “Look, you little freak!”

I couldn’t look away. My gaze locked on her, and as I did Carter plunged inside of her cunt, filling her womb with his rigid, god-like member. Her face melted with pleasure, her eyes going glazed as he filled her the way only he could. She closed her eyes, smiling with utter peace as pleasure infiltrated her body.

“That’s right,” Alyson cooed. “Watch him fuck her.”

Watch I did. Carter fucked my girlfriend with a ferocity that was scary – at any moment I expected the force of it to make the railing give way. But even if Kate had tumbled down into the living room, she’d have done anything to feel that cock inside of her – I could tell. She rode it like a champion, like it was her birthright, like a Queen taking the rod of a King inside of her. Carter didn’t do much other than grip her hair, slap her ass and pound her cunt like a jackhammer – he was letting himself get out of the way. This was Kate’s show, and he wanted Kate to break me.

“This feels sooo good,” Kate whimpered, a mocking smile on her gorgeous face. “So much better than your little shrimp dick would have felt, Gweg. I bet I wouldn’t even have known it was inside me.”

“It’s so tiny,” Alyson agreed. “I can practically stroke him off with one finger.”

I knew that wasn’t true – that my cock was as average as the rest of me – but it was like Carter’s powers made it true. I could feel him draining Kate, draining Alyson as she held me fast, and that snapped me back to my senses. Despite all evidence to the contrary, I was winning.

“Rub him harder,” Kate commanded. She was already speaking regally, assuming the tones of Carter’s second-in-command. She would rule his harem, be his right hand as he spent centuries draining victims. “I want to see him come in his pants right before Carter shoots a real load inside of me.”

Alyson picked up the pace, rubbing my cock through my pants in hard, fast circles. “Come on, you pathetic dork,” she growled in my ear. “Fucking shoot already...”

I was close. Alyson’s fingers sent me up the slope to paradise, even as my soul felt trapped in hell. I squirmed, trying to fight the pleasure, but it was too much...

Right as I felt myself coming, Alyson let go, removing all sensation from my cock. I came, but it felt curiously drained, even ruined: my balls drained into my boxers, staining the front of my jeans, but I only felt a fraction of the pleasure I had expected.

Alyson laughed evilly in my ear. “That’s all you get,” she said, sounding manic with glee. “Little bitch boy gets all of his cums ruined...”

At the sight of my degradation, Kate came yet again. Her beautiful body writhed with pleasure, sweat standing out on every inch of her bare skin as Carter fucked her. Her walls tightened around his shaft, throbbing with pleasure, and it was clear he was about to climax too.

“Gonna fill you up,” Carter groaned, pinning her to the railing and fucking her as hard as he could. “Gonna make you pregnant, slut...”

Kate was still coming as he exploded inside of her. I heard him grunt with each thrust, a savage noise that meant another burst of hot, sticky seed had left him and filled my girlfriend’s womb. As he shot over and over again, a look of utter bliss filled Kate’s face. She was truly, truly happy – and the sight was so heart-breaking I nearly died on the spot. She was his now, his plaything, and she loved it.

As Carter came down from his peak, Kate showed no signs of doing the same – if anything, she was accelerating. She’d stopped fucking him back, but her face was flushed bright crimson and sweat poured down her forehead. She gripped the railing like she was going to fall if she loosened her grip.

“That was fucking great,” Carter said, pulling out of her and slapping her ass with his come-coated cock. “Fucking wow...”

Carter wobbled on his feet, looking unsteady. His face filled with confusion as he tried to right himself, found he couldn’t, and grabbed the railing. As I watched, a thin trail of blood oozed from his nose.

He wiped it and stared at his hand. “What...what the fuck...”

I pulled free from Alyson. It was easy now – she looked the same as Kate, all flushed skin and sweat. Both girls had feverish looks on their glazed faces – turning and glancing down the stairs, I saw my stepmother sitting on the couch looking the same.

“You bitch,” Carter said, the heat drained from his voice. “What did you do?”

I knew what I had done. And it filled me with shame. But for the sake of Kate, for the sake of my family, I grinned like I had just pulled off a world-class upset.

“You just had to take her, didn’t you?” I said mockingly. “You had to drain her, because she’d built up a little self-esteem in the time you didn’t have her and you can’t have that, can you?”

“What the fuck,” Carter repeated, looking around the room like a caged animal. “What did you do, you fucking dork?”

“I didn’t do anything,” I said with a smirk. “Kate did – she’s poisoned herself. You’ve been drinking from a tainted cup, Carter – and now both of your thralls are sick, too.”

He looked from Kate to Alyson, his eyes going wide. “That’s not possible...”

“You drained her health,” I said with a smirk. “You’ve made several lifetime’s worth of a career out of doing it. That’s why you always go after young, vulnerable people – less risk of putting somebody else’s disease in your body. And this time, you’ve bit off more than you can chew.”

With a panicked expression, Carter let go of everyone. Kate buckled, going down to her knees, and as she regained enough of herself to look up at Carter, she started to laugh.

A fear like I’d never dared hoped to see came into my bully’s face.

“You,” he said, pointing at me. “Come here.”

A wave of force hit me. He grabbed me, the way he’d grabbed my mother and sister, and for an instant I saw him the way his victims did: like a shining pillar of light, a God to be worshiped, the ultimate alpha-male. For a moment, a pleased look came into his face – then he screamed and let go. As my senses returned, I wiped my face – my fingers came back wet with blood.

“You...what...”

“I poisoned myself, too,” I said with a giggle, the last of his control leaving. “There’s nowhere to run, Carter.”

Triumph sung in my veins. We were all dead, all of us, but who knew how many people we had saved? How many souls would be free of Carter’s Vortex, their lives intact?

“You’re fucking pathetic,” Carter snarled, something inhuman sneaking into his features. “You’re nothing but a dork – you’ll never be anything else. No one loves you, no one feels attracted to you. And no one ever will...”

“Shut the fuck up already,” I said. His look of surprise as his mouth snapped closed was the sweetest thing I’d ever seen.

And with that said, with poison coursing through both our veins, I stepped forward and slugged my bully right in the face.

––––––––
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Epilogue
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Everything hurt.

I raised my head up from the carpet, the world hazy. Everything was heat, and the heat was poison, and I had to get away...

My vision cleared. There was a body lying in front of me – an old, old man with the features of a young bully. His face was barely recognizable from all the bruising – someone had beat the absolute hell out of him. With a start, I realized that someone was me.

The poison! I staggered, reaching into my jacket. I prayed the vials were still intact – that they hadn’t broken when I fell...

They were there. Saying a tiny prayer of thanks, I pulled them out along with the needle.

I should have gone to Kate – she was weaker than me, she’d given more, she was deserving. But all I could think was how I didn’t want to die – and if I wasn’t upright, I couldn’t give the antidote to anyone else,

I drained the vial and injected myself, feeling for the vein in my neck. As it hit me, the world started to clear, the heat receding.

That did it. I scrambled on my hands and knees, still not able to get upright, and reached Kate. Her breathing was shallow but it was there. I fumbled with the vial, loading it up with more antidote.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please let it not be too late...”

As I injected Kate, the most curious sensation filled me – a sense of warmth spreading from the tips of my toes to the top of my head. Must be some after-effect of the antidote, I told myself, focusing on Kate.

“Get up,” I whispered, leaning over her. “Get the fuck up...”

Her eyes opened. A weary, glad smile spread over her face. “Greg?”

“Oh thank God!” I collapsed next to her. We lay there, slowly recovering, the antidote spreading through our veins. A few moments later, Alyson crawled over with the last of her strength and I injected her as well, then my stepmother. We were all okay, all of us – we’d survived.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling for several minutes, trying to get my strength back. I rolled over, and saw with some surprise that Kate was staring at me like I’d given her the greatest gift on Earth.

“What?” I said, my voice a croak.

“You did it,” she said, her voice full of awe. “You stopped Carter. You beat him. You’re...you’re so amazing, Greg...”

“We beat him,” I corrected. “Hell, you did more than I did. I just had to stand there...”

Kate shook her head. “You’re so wonderful, Greg. You’re such a Man. That pathetic little dork Carter didn’t stand a chance against you...”

Something clicked in my head. I had a thought, a very dark, very scary thought. And there was only one way to test it.

I reached out and pulled, gritting my teeth and flexing mental muscles I didn’t even know I had.

In an instant, I felt fine. No, better than fine – I felt incredible. I could stand, I could walk – hell, I could run for miles. And I could feel them, like the markers on a map, Kate and my mom and my sister. And I knew I could reach through the link and they would do anything...

I froze. I looked down at Kate and Alyson – both of them were on their knees, staring up at me with warmth and adoration. They looked at me like their King, their God...their Carter.

He was a Vortex, I thought. A big, powerful storm. And when something like that collapses all of a sudden, it creates a vacuum. A vacuum anything could fill – anything would do...

Both girls grinned, giggling. “Thank you so much for saving us, Greg,” Kate whispered.

“How can we possibly make it up to you?” Alyson added.

“You’re right,” I said, confidence dripping from my tone. “I did save you all. And I’ve got a few ideas about how you can make it up to me...”

I let them undo my belt, my come-covered cock sliding free. It was already beginning to grow, fed by the energies I was draining from my slaves – soon it would be even bigger and thicker than Carter’s. Soon I would be more powerful than he was, cleverer and stronger.

I need more energy, I thought. I need more power. I just need more...

My new slaves kissed each other deeply, my cock between their lips, as they began to worship their new Master.
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For the longest time, I thought everyone had the ability to read minds. It's not the kind of thing you question: after all, I had grown up with it. I could tell when the people around me were hungry, happy, horny – could tell you what they were thinking about eating for lunch, who they secretly wanted to screw, who they hoped got hit by a bus tomorrow. It wasn't until I realized that I could actually reach out and touch others' minds, stroking the most intimate parts of their psyches with invisible fingers that I learned I was special. Unique.

Maybe the world would be a better place if everyone had my powers. We could all keep tabs on each other, we'd never need a court of law to determine if someone was telling the truth. Hooking up with someone would be as easy as thinking about it. But, as far as I know, it's just me who has this power. Neil. I probably should have led off with my name.

Of course, you can imagine what this discovery did to me. I was eighteen, just come of age, and learning I had the power to make every woman I met want me with a few mental tweaks was the kind of temptation no one could resist. I sowed a lot of wild oats, had a lot of crazy sex, broke a lot of laws but always convinced the cops to let me go. (Hypnosis is awesome like that). But eventually, to my surprise, I found myself wanting more. I wanted to push the limits of hypnosis: to learn exactly to what extent a person can be changed by messing with the neurons in their head. Was there an innate spirit inside people, a 'soul' that no amount of hypnotic power could corrupt? Or were people just a collection of ones and zeroes, infinitely programmable, and I could do anything I wanted with them given enough time?

With my powers, I could have been anyone: a celebrity, an actor, the President. With my ambition, I decided to become a psychologist.

Hypnotherapy is my claim to fame. Yes, Hypnotherapy is real, and it can do wonders for people, but the real thing is not like what you see in the movies. It's more like guided meditation: someone comes to a therapist to quit smoking, the hypnotherapy lets them focus on the real reasons they're having trouble quitting, lets them explore the parts of themselves usually buried under the surface.

Of course, I could simply snip their cravings with thirty seconds of concentration. Or, if I felt like it, could make them want to smoke more. The old Neil who loved nothing more than to seduce people is never too far away, and sometimes he just can't resist temptation.

Anyway, I have a reputation – a good one. I'm the guy the rich and famous come to with their problems, because I can get the job done fast and discreetly: over in one session most of the time. My clients think I'm a miracle worker, a magician, and they're not far from the truth. It's just that the 'magic' I'm using is nothing like what they think. It's disgustingly easy to fix people's addictions, tell their bodies to start putting down the food or the booze or the cigarettes that have led them to seek out my help. Why do I waste my time doing it?

Because sometimes, the perfect subject walks into my office. Someone who can help me test my Theory, set off a whole new chapter in my personal research. Someone I can really sink my teeth into.

Like this girl sitting across from me this fine afternoon. She's gorgeous: nineteen, with the kind of model good looks that only come from rich parents with a home gym, personal trainer and dietician. She's the kind of girl who inspires either jealousy or longing in everyone she meets, depending on sexual orientation, and she knows it. Despite all this, being a gorgeous young woman with the world at her feet and every opportunity in front of her, she's utterly miserable.

Her parents, who sent her to me, have no idea why she's so depressed. But I do.

“So, Emily,” I say, leaning back in my big comfy hypnotherapist's chair. “To start off, why don't you tell me about a time when you were...afraid.”

She clenches up for just a moment, but a moment is all I need. It's like telling someone not to think of a pink elephant – they just can't stop themselves. Before Emily can clamp down on her feelings it's unfurling like a film reel in her head, the colors more vivid and real than real life. Emily at a party two weeks ago. Emily drinking way too much, way more than she usually would ever drink while out but that boy just kept filling up her glass. Emily, in a haze of drunkenness, being led upstairs by said-same boy, a nasty gleam in his eyes. I see everything he did to her, in an instant, like I was there.

Like I said, I told you I was good.

A second or two later it's gone, Emily's psyche slamming the door shut on those memories like a monster she wants to keep locked away. “I, uh...” she says, struggling to think of a response.

“There's no wrong answers here,” I say, my tone professional and soothing. “I want you to know that, Emily.” After all, you already gave me the right one.

“Um, I guess one time my parents took my brother and I to this theme park? I didn't want to go on the big roller coaster but Brendan was crying and begging, that's my little brother, I mean. We got on it, and right up near the top of the first hill the ride broke down and we were stuck there for like forty-five minutes. I'm not usually afraid of heights, but looking over the side of that thing and seeing the asphalt like a hundred feet down was pretty scary.”

“Mmh hmm.” I take down notes on a steno pad because that's what my patients expect me to do. In reality, I'm just scribbling random words and drawings of dicks. “That's very interesting. Let me try another tack, Emily. Why do you think your parents brought you here today?”

She snickers. “Because they're tools,” she says.

She really is beautiful. I wonder dimly if she picked up that low-cut top and tight skirt to impress me and get me on her 'side', or if that's just what she wears every day. I could reach into her brain and find out, but that would spoil the fun.

“Now, normally I'm supposed to say 'why do you feel your parents are tools, Emily?' and spend the next ten minutes listening to you rant about them,” I say, “but this session is only an hour long and I'd like to get some progress made.”

Her face is shocked; somehow it makes her even hotter. “You prick,” she says, too surprised to put any emotion into it.

“You are here,” I say, tapping my pad against my knee, “because you've had three disciplinary infractions in the past two weeks. The third of these involved you being caught with a large enough number of pills in your handbag that if you weren't rich, pretty and well-connected, you'd be in jail, not talking to a therapist. Am I right so far?”

Her face is guarded. Any normal therapist would have lost her completely by now. “So you talked to my parents. Big deal. You don't know shit about me.”

“My, you have a dirty mouth,” I say with a smirk. “You know, your parents do love you, Emily. They're worried about you.”

“Save it,” she says, then lifts her heels onto my couch and stretches out like it's some friend's sofa she can crash on. “I'm done. You can talk, but I won't listen. And I don't give you permission to hypnotize me or whatever the hell it is you do.”

Wow, this is going awful, I think with a smile. Any normal hypnotherapist would be pulling his hair out now: fortunately I'm no ordinary therapist.

I take a deep breath, close my eyes, and push into her mind.

Years of practice have made me an adept at this: it takes only an instant. I reach out with invisible fingers and sink through her temple, my will stretching out inside of her psyche. Immediately I'm uncomfortable – touching the mind of a normal co-ed is disorienting enough, but entering the mind of one who's undergone recent trauma is worse. Emily has one of the most disorganized minds I've ever touched: full of repetitive thoughts and locked doors and scorched patches where the normal order of things has gotten out of whack. I feel like a contractor walking into a crack house that a company has bought in order to turn into condos. You've got your work cut out for you, Neil, I think.

It would be so easy to fix all this. Erase a few memories, patch over a few rough spots, let the good girl Emily used to be shine through. It would certainly please her parents, probably most of her old friends. But there's one person who wouldn't be pleased: me.

What I want to do to sweet little Emily is much more complicated.

“You don't want me to hypnotize you?” I ask.

Her eyes still closed, she snorts rudely. “Fuck no.”

As she answers, I watch her mind. Asking the question causes flareups of irritation, anger – and shame. I use my will to give those sections of her mind a gentle squeeze, soothing those negative emotions. At the same time, I promote the positive ones: good will, relaxation, etc. The result is like a Xanax at warp-speed: a few seconds later, she sighs happily and snuggles further into the couch.

“You sure you don't?” I ask. There's just a hint of mockery in my tone. “I think it could really help you.”

Emily yawns – she's that relaxed – and sniffs. “Maybe. I dunno. This is all so stupid...”

She's so relaxed at this point, that she starts to get a little turned on. I feel it through the link between us, trickling from her mind to mine. Feeling her arousal sets me off, and a moment later I'm hard against the fabric of my slacks. It's tempting to open the conduit between us directly. I've done it before: let her arousal make me aroused, which she feels and it makes her even more turned on, until it's a feedback loop that leaves both of us so horny we can't resist tearing each others' clothes off and fucking like animals. Like I said, I've done it before – it is very, very fun – but today calls for a more subtle approach.

“You're feeling very relaxed,” I say, at the risk of overstating the obvious. “Very open to the idea of hypnosis.”

“You are getting very sleepy,” she says, giggling. “So corny. Alright, whatever – go ahead, Doctor Neil.”

“Alright, Emily,” I say, fingers tightening around her mind. “What we're going to do today is regress you to that point where you felt the most afraid. We're going to work through it, together, until the wound it opened up is healed.”

For an instant, she's nervous. The party is flickering through her mind again, with all the horrible memories and depressing thoughts it implies. Then she remembers the story she fed me, the roller coaster, and assumes this is going to be an incredibly boring trip down memory lane. She yawns again. “Oh, okay. Alright.”

“Okay, Emily,” I say, getting ready to spring the trap. “Tell me about the party.”

Her mind flashes back on the bad memories, tinged with surprise and disbelief (how does he know about that? I told no one...) for just a second or two, but a second or two is more than I need. I pull at the edges of the memory with invisible fingers, inflating it until it fills her mind's eye. It's so vivid, so real, that she almost feels like she's there right now, even as she lays down on my couch in this bland, air-conditioned doctor's office.

“What are you doing?” The question is plaintive, almost an act of begging. “I...I don't want to be here. I don't want to think about this...”

“Shh,” I say, stroking the anxiety center of her brain like a beloved pet. Relaxing chemicals flood her bloodstream, until she mutters and breaks off completely. She lies there, just taking in the atmosphere of th party: her there, drinking and partying with her friends, no idea of the trauma that's about to befall her.

I can watch it all, like a film reel unspooling in her head. She gives a little whimper as the full force of it hits her, putting her in the past as efficiently as a time machine.

“Hee hee,” she giggles deliriously. “I'm getting soo drunk...”

I can feel it, like a warmth radiating from her core: the feeling of alcohol humming in her bloodstream. It isn't real, of course, but the memories are – so it makes no real difference.

I turn the memory along with Emily's head, taking in the whole of the expansive living room (one of the parents', no doubt) that made up the venue for this party. “That's him over there in the corner, isn't it?” I ask. “I think his name is...Chad?”

A moment later, he's front and center – and Emily freezes.

“It would be Chad,” I say with a smirk. “It seems like every guy with that name is some kind of asshole.”

“Please,” Emily whimpers, knowing exactly where this ends. “Don't...”

“Don't worry,” I say, finishing her sentence with words she never intended to say. “There's no reason to be afraid. Nothing here can hurt you – in fact, this is going to be the best night of your life.”

She relaxes visibly, less at my words than at the new rush of relaxing chemicals trickling through her bloodstream like sweet honey. Her voice is awe-struck as she asks, “Really?”

“Absolutely,” I assure her. “Now, I want you to get really close to Chad, Emily. Float near him – you can do that, you're lighter than air – and get right up in his face. Closer, closer...”

This is the part where I really shine. Up until now, any garden-variety hypnotist with a modicum of talent could do exactly what I've done: repress Emily back to a memory and have her re-experience it. This is the part where my unique skills come in, where I do things I wouldn't be capable of outside of a setting like this – a place where I can really get into my clients' heads. Not to put too fine a point on it: I'm good at what I do, and this is the part where it pays off.

Guiding Emily, I slide her closer to the brotastic, chuckling Chad...and then slip her inside.

It's like diving into a pool of ice water, holding hands with Emily as we go. Her body arches like a bow, laying on my couch, even as her mind stretches in ways it's never had to before. It's mostly smoke and mirrors, but all the best illusions are. I don't know what Chad felt that night, what was going on inside of his head. But I have all of the memories from Emily's perspective, and with a little bit of creativity it's easy enough to imagine things from the other perspective.

You just have to be able to put yourself in the monster's shoes.

“Oh my god,” Emily moans, looking around helplessly. In her mind she's reeling, not just seeing but feeling what Chad feels: my created versions of them, anyway. 

“I know,” I say, brow furrowed in concentration. “Isn't it great?”

“I feel...” Emily searches for the word. “Powerful. On top of the fucking world. Is this what it's like to...to be him?”

“Relax,” I command, and she does. It takes a lot of concentration to generate a whole reality for someone: fortunately, I'm about to do something in a moment that will take most of the heat off of me. “Let's fast forward a bit.”

The next thirty minutes of Emily's memories unspool in a delirious fever dream, beaming through both our heads within the space of a few moments. She watches Chad watch her, size her up as she gets way too drunk. She feels the moment he decides to make his move, and feels how bold it makes her. How savage. How powerful. 

She's been so powerless since this happened to her, and now I'm about to give that power back to her. In the most immoral, sinister way possible, of course.

Emily-as-Chad is leading the real Emily up the stairs. She already knows where the bedroom is – she's made this trip before, but last time she was the victim. Now she's holding all the cards.

“Tell me what you're thinking,” I say, wanting to hear it out loud.

There's a snarl in her voice that wasn't there before when she speaks. I can't help but love it. “I'm gonna fuck this bitch,” she says. “Fuck, I'm gonna score – I'm so excited! She's so fucking hot, Neil!”

“I know,” I say, feeling her burning arousal through our link. I'm tenting my own slacks, and as if that thought propels me to move, I'm on my feet. “She's going to be all yours, Chad.”

“I'm gonna pound her so fucking hard,” Emily groans, her eyes glassy with anticipation as she opens the door, leading herself inside the bedroom. As soon as there's something between them and the world, she shoves Emily onto the bed. The drunk girl barely puts up resistance, giggling like this is all a game.

“She doesn't respect you,” I tell Emily.

“That bitch,” Emily grunts, something masculine and primal in her tone. “I'm gonna show her what a real man is.”

The Emily-as-Chad I've created, I realize a moment later, is something of a monster. I've given Emily the keys to her own trauma, and she's proving to be an even more cruel antagonist than drunken fratboy Chad could ever have hoped to be. I have to keep patching her memories to keep them making sense: she smacks herself across the face, watches with glee as tears stream down her face and smudge her mascara, hooks fingers in her mouth and stretches her lips like a sex doll.

“That's right, slut,” Emily grunts, lost in her fantasy. “I'm gonna make you scream for me.”

That's just about my cue. I walk across the room, being careful not to fall with each step. I'm seeing double – my eyes are showing me my office, while my brain is playing the rough sex pornography Emily has chosen to make of her own trauma. It's disorienting, but necessary. I reach her just as she's fumbling with her fly, hiking up the old Emily's skirt to discover with something like awe that she's not wearing any panties underneath.

“Oh, you're a bad girl,” she groans, running her hands over the imaginary thighs. “You wanted this all along, didn't you?”

“Yes,” I say. “She wants it.” My cock is out of my pants, and my hands are working her skirt up to her thighs. She doesn't notice anything – she's Chad now, conquering a wet little slut, embellishing things until her own experience is erased beneath waves of pleasure.

“I'm gonna fuck this bitch,” Emily says disbelievingly. “I'm really gonna do it! I'm gonna pump her full of come!”

“Do it,” I say. “Take what you deserve.”

As Emily-as-Chad slides her phantom cock inside of Emily, I thrust my hips forward and part the real Emily's folds. I grab hold of the wonderful, filthy sensation, pushing it along invisible pathways into Emily's mind. It fills her, entering the moment, becoming the pleasure she feels at sliding inside of the old Emily's sobbing, supine body.

“That's right, slut!” Emily fucks herself savagely, so hard and fast that I struggle a bit to keep time with her, keep the waves of pleasure surging at the proper pace. She clamps her hand over Emily's mouth – a detail I see was true to life – and shushes her with a mad giggle. “Fuck, you feel so good! Your pussy is so tight for me!”

God, it really is, I think, burying myself to the hilt inside of Emily. This is so strange – the pleasure is so intense, for a moment my own grip on reality shakes. Am I Neil, standing in my office as a fuck a patient? Am I Chad, forcing myself on Emily in the guest bedroom of a rich friend's house? Or am I Emily herself, at once the abuser and the abused, reliving her trauma even as she escapes it? It takes a second to remember, and I'm not lying when I say an ordinary hypnotist would have been lost by now, trapped in his own fantasy, committing an epic fuck up. But I'm in control – I'm even in control of the people who are in control.

Emily slaps herself, grunting with savage pleasure as she watches herself weep. “That's right, slut! Fuck, you're so fucking tight...I can feel you throbbing...are you going to come, slut!?”

Something joyful enters Emily's tone as she wraps her fingers around her own throat. “You gonna come for me, whore? You fucking want it, you fucking want it! You know it's not rape if you come for me, right? You gonna come all over this big, hard cock? Is it giving you everything your shitty boyfriend never could? Is it...unnnnngh!”

Emily's cunt contracts around me as an orgasm tears through her body. Her legs quiver as pleasure fills her, her tight walls spasming around my cock as I struggle to hold it together. Finally I decide I can't, it's too good, and let myself go too. I unleash a string of guttural grunts as I jackhammer Emily's cunt, stretching her walls as I climax and shoot burst after burst of hot, sticky seed inside of her still-orgasmic cunt. 

Her fevered brain interprets this as Chad coming – the seed splattering into Emily's cunt even as his thick cock forces her to come unwillingly under his thrusts. She lifts her arms in triumph, screaming with the raw, primal bliss of it.

“I came! I came in the little slut!” Her voice is slurred with pleasure. The human brain was not designed to handle two simultaneous orgasms – she's going to be out of it for a little while. “I filled that slut's pussy up with my come. I'm the fucking man!”

Slowly, ever so slowly, I pull out of her and begin severing the connections between us. It's a delicate process, one that I probably shouldn't be doing in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss, but the session is nearly over so it's not like I have a choice. Settling back in my chair, I instruct her to dress and guide her back into a deep, relaxing trance on the couch. Then I gently prod her awake, my hands squeezed tight in anticipation. What's going to happen when she wakes up? Will she scream, throw things, hit me? Demand to revoke my license, call the police? I'm ready to put her back under if that happens.

But fate smiles upon me. The Theory is correct again – you can change someone however you want with hypnosis. If there's a limit to what you can do, I haven't found it yet, although the Theory compels me to try, to push the limits until either they bend or I do.

Emily sits up, a wicked grin on her face. She looks at me like she's seeing me for the first time, and I don't need hypnotic powers to see what's going on in her head.

“That,” she says, rolling the syllables beneath her tongue like precious gems, “was positively sinful, Doctor.”

“Glad you enjoyed it,” I say.

“Enjoyed it? I loved it,” she says, grinning like I imagine Chad did when he high-fived his buddies after leaving Emily. “I feel so...powerful. So evil. I want to do bad things, Doctor. Really bad things.”

“I know you do,” I say. “That's the idea. You've been wronged by the world, Emily – but it's time to give back all the punishment you've been given. Starting with the one who needs it most.”

“Oh, yeah.” Her tongue slips out of her mouth as her head lolls back on her shoulders. She shudders with pleasure. “Chad,” she says, pronouncing it like the name of some long-forgotten God. “I'm gonna give him a call. Then I'm going to fuck his brains out.”

I smile. “And then?”

“Then,” she says, her smile going feral, “I'm going to make him bleed. Show him exactly how it feels to be helpless and alone.” She checks her nails like they're knives. “I'm in control now, now and forever.”

I chuckle, thinking of my seed still warm inside her. Almost in control, darling.

“So,” she says, “I guess this is our only session? I mean, you cured me – I'm not freaked out any more.”

“That depends,” I say, my mouth twisting in a grin. “Would your parents say you're back to normal, if they saw you like this?”

Her laugh is explosive. “Hell no! They're going to be fucking terrified.”

“Good,” I say. “Then I think we can keep having these sessions. I'll tell Kate to schedule them. After all, I'm going to want to hear about all the adventures the new Emily gets up to – and you might need a booster shot every now and then.”

“Killer.” She practically slinks as she gets to her feet – even her body language is completely different – and gives me a little nod. “Thank you so much, Doctor. You've really saved my life. Is there...any way I can repay you?”

God, the spirit is willing, I think. But the flesh... “How about next week, you wear something lacy underneath that outfit?”

She smiles. “Awesome. I'm gonna fuck the Doctor, I'm gonna fuck my therapist...” Her sing-song follows her out the door.

As soon as she's gone, I lie back in the seat and make a little contented sigh. I've gotten off, created a new corrupted plaything, and done a little good in the world. All in a day's work.

I look at the ceiling and laugh, thinking about the stories Emily will be telling me next week. Chad will never know what hit him... 





Corrupting the MILF (Confessions of an Immoral Hypnotist Book 2)
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What is it about some women, I wondered, that causes them to obsess over keeping up with girls half their age?

I pondered this question as I watched my last patient of the day babble on, having stopped listening to her several minutes ago. Raina was always the last of my patients each week that I saw her, and every time I saw her walk into my office, I asked myself why. She was utterly gorgeous: a buxom redhead who, although pushing forty, kept up her figure and appearance with a fitness regimen I might have called 'ruthless' if she'd ever shared all the details. But by the time our hour was up each week, I'd have remembered why I didn't give her a better slot on my calendar: she was annoying as hell. Vapid, empty-headed, an endlessly materialistic narcissist: all of these described her. Normally I wouldn't have seen such a person, but she was one of the three or four legacy patients added to my roster when I took the place over from the old psychologist. As such, it wouldn't be easy to get rid of her.

“So then Becky starts needling my about my makeup, of all things,” Raina said, rolling her heavily-mascaraed eyes. “She's always going on about how made up I am, especially when she has boys over. You'd think she was the Mom sometimes, not me!”

This is all fascinating. I'd fall asleep if I could get away with it. Why is it that making women into bimbos is so much fun, but dealing with ones that already are bimbos is such a chore? That was a question I could have devoted some serious thought to, if I wasn't stuck listening to an aging soccer mom's complaints.

“So,” I said, stifling a yawn. “Your daughter is causing trouble.”

“Oh, it's like ever since she turned eighteen, I'm not her mother anymore,” she said, sniffing. “She wants nothing to do with me!”

Can't imagine why, I thought. My life would be so much better if I could had nothing to do with her, too.

Suddenly, a thought occurred to me. What if I fixed her problem? It almost made me laugh. It had been a while since I'd used hypnotherapy for legitimate purposes: maybe it was time for a little practice. And if Raina was truly happy – maybe she wouldn't need to see me anymore. I called that a win-win.

I allowed her to gripe for a few more seconds, then cut her off. “Okay, Raina, here's what we're going to do. I want to start us off with a relaxation exercise – a bit of centering, if you will. It'll help us get to the root of your problem.”

“Oh, wow – wait, you're not going to hypnotize me, are you?” Unlike most of my clients, who are here specifically for me to hypnotize them, Raina hates the idea. “I know that's what you're good at, but I'm not interested in any of that head-shrinking stuff...”

“No hypnosis,” I said with a professional chuckle. “Just some relaxation.”

With this out of the way, I guided her through a quick breathing exercise and instructed her to close her eyes. 

“Now, Raina, I want you to count backwards from ten, very slowly.”

“Ten...” she said, and trailed off. As soon as the words left her lips, I pushed outward, sliding mental tendrils into her mind and snipping the thread of her consciousness in one clean stroke. This put her completely under my control – it would create a blank spot in her memory, of course, but that's what the countdown was intended to cover. Raina would simply think my relaxation techniques worked very well.

Alright, I thought. Let's get down to business. She'd been bitching about Becky, her daughter, and the way she acted around the house. Becky. Daughter. I thought, pressing inward.

God, there's so much crap in here. The human mind is always full of junk – snippets of song lyrics, clever things they read or heard somebody say, a sexy picture they saw on the internet. Sometimes there's even an original idea or two. But Raina's mind was worse than most – entering it was like descending into an old, poorly-maintained pool, covered with oily nastiness on top.

I brushed it all aside with invisible fingers, sinking deeper. Alright, I thought. Let's see what we have to work with...

I froze in my chair. Usually, once I've breached that outer layer of chaos, dropping into the core of someone's memories is like diving into a cool, clear stream. Not so with Raina.

The memories about Becky were right there, having frozen in place when I shut down Raina's thoughts. Now that I was able to touch them, I could see the scene from an objective view: not the one Raina told herself, where she was the main character. It made me a little sick to my stomach. Jesus.

Where Raina saw Becky as a shrewish, demanding teenager, I saw nothing but a girl desperately trying to escape the shadow of her domineering mother. She was nothing but polite to Raina as she heaped abuse down on her, criticizing everything from her clothes to the way she walked. God, she was fucking that girl up good.

Finally, Becky raised her hands and walked away, done with her Mom's bullshit. I caught the subconscious current of anxiety in Raina's memory as she watched her daughter's retreating form, thinking: does she know?

Does she know what? I wondered. Whatever it was went deep – like looking at the surface of a well. Just touching it sent shivers of anxiety through Raina's unconscious mind.

I decided to find out what she was hiding.

Finding the relevant memory was easy: if there's one thing the human brain is good at, it's free association. Raina's mind was as open as a search engine as I ran invisible fingers through her, rifling through her memories.

There we go. It was a recent memory, a couple weeks old. It was coated in anxiety, the kind I'd expect to see from a memory of hitting someone with a car or some other trauma. I let it play, the impressions washing over me as I sat back in my chair and closed me eyes.

After a moment, I shot to attention. I looked at Raina with new eyes, mouth open with shock. This wasn't just a shitty person I was looking at. This was a monster.

Becky had worked her ass off for years, excelling at every subject, in order to get into the college of her dreams. But in Raina's mind, the thought of her daughter going to a university on the other side of the country was coated in jealousy: jealously that she had never gotten into college, that her daughter would be free to dress as she wanted and meet boys, that she'd be out from under Raina's thumb.

A letter had arrived for Becky – an acceptance letter. With a full ride scholarship. And that bitch had dumped it in the garbage disposal before Becky could see it. Now the scholarship had expired, Raina knew, and the memory was full of anxiety that Becky would find out what she'd done...but also satisfaction. It felt good to control her children, she thought – just like she'd done to Calvin.

Calvin? Oh shit. She had another kid. Already feeling disgusted, I somehow managed to marshal my energy and force Raina's unconscious mind to give up the goods on her son.

If her behavior surrounding her daughter had made me nauseous, the revelations around Calvin nearly made me cut contact with her mind entirely. Calvin was a shy, nerdy kid without many friends or a girlfriend – and, although he didn't know it, it was all his mother's fault. She'd turned down invitations to birthday parties when he was young, called parents of his friends and threatened them to keep them away from her son, and his girlfriends...

God, so many crimes. Raina had robbed Calvin of his first sex so many times, from the shy, cute girl who hung out with him freshman year to the cheerleader who'd secretly always had a crush on him and shocked him by asking him to senior prom. She'd have fucked his brains out that night – the possibilities were disgustingly vivid in Raina's head – and she'd sabotaged the whole thing, making sure the girl went home with the school bully instead.

I'd met some cold bitches in my time, but Raina was right up there. And the most chilling thing of all was the smug self-satisfaction this borderline personality had around all these memories; the idea that they had no idea she controlled them this way.

I had been wrong. I didn't need to fix Raina. I needed to fix the people she'd wronged.

I began severing the connections between my mind and Raina's, pulling away like I was going to catch something if my mind touched hers for much longer. I shuddered. I was going to fix this, immediately.

Keeping her unconscious, I fingered the intercom button on my desk.

“Something wrong, boss?” My secretary asked.

“Move Raina up in my schedule next week,” I said. “We're going to be doing a group therapy session with some members of her family...”
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“So I'm sure the two of you are wondering why I've asked you to be here today,” I said.

The two young people sitting to either side of Raina nodded. To my patient's left, Becky shot a glance at Raina as if she had some presentiment of my future plans – edged and knowing. In comparison, Calvin just looked uncomfortable. I didn't blame the kid – after all, his mother looked like she was dressed for the club, not for meeting with a psychiatrist.

“You're that hypnotherapist guy, right?” Becky asked.

I nodded.

“Do you hypnotize our mom?”

Before I could speak, Raina cut me off. “Oh no, honey, he doesn't do that to me. I'm too important for anyone go digging around in my brain.”

I flashed a tight little smile. Raina was actually hiding it well, but a light touch against her mind let me know she was even more confused than her kids about why I'd gathered the three of them together for this therapy session.

“Well, I'll cut right to the chase,” I said, clapping my hands together. Calvin started like he'd been about to fall asleep: I realized I needed to do something about that boy.

As they watched me with expectation, I prodded the alertness portion of his mind, giving his brain a little mental kick. It worked so well, I did the same to Raina and Becky. None of them would ever have noticed it consciously, but they were at full attention now.

“I've been seeing your Mom for some time now,” I began. Then, seeing the look on their faces: “oh, not like that. I have a purely professional relationship with your mother. Although I'm not sure there's many men in her life who could say that.”

Becky gave a shocked little laugh. Raina glanced from her to me, her face going pale. Before she could cut me off, I took the desire to speak welling up in her brain and strangled it. She sat there wondering why she wasn't talking; why she no longer felt like it, as I continued.

“The truth is, I've gradually come to realize that your Mom isn't the one I should be seeing. She's done some extremely heinous things to the two of you, and it's about time someone started to even the score. It might as well be me.”

The siblings looked at each other across Raina, as if asking if either had any idea what I was talking about.

Becky spoke. “I...I'm not sure I follow, Doctor...?”

“You can both call me Neil. And maybe it would be best for the information to come straight from Raina herself. Raina?”

Everything inside of Raina's brain clenched up, her fight-or-flight response going absolutely nuts. I calmed it quickly, filling her bloodstream with relaxation chemicals. Her pupils dilated and her legs slid open as her body naturally became aroused from the treatment. She was so shocked, it was easy to instruct her to say whatever I wanted. In this case, the truth was the best thing.

“Becky,” Raina said, turning to look at her daughter. “I've been a terrible mother to you. I've competed with you, criticized you endlessly, tried consciously and subconsciously to destroy your self-esteem.” A single tear rolled down her cheek; Becky might have thought it was actual remorse, but I knew it's real source. Raina was struggling to regain control of herself and realizing it had been ripped away.

“Wow, Mom,” Becky said, taken aback. “That's...I never expected you to say anything like that...”

“That's not the worst of it,” she said. “I...two weeks ago, you got an acceptance letter from your dream college, with a full scholarship.”

Becky and Calvin were both staring openly at Raina now, disbelieving. Their breathing was heavy, their faces flushed. A curious thing was beginning to happen – Calvin was sporting a boner harder than any he'd ever had in his boxers, and underneath her jeans Becky's panties were utterly soaked. I'd been slowly stimulating the arousal centers of their brains, getting them worked up and turned on as Raina confessed. Revenge and lust were working their way into a confusing mix in their brains – but fortunately, I'd soon give them a way to make sense of their feelings.

“Yeah, Mom?” I couldn't help but notice Becky's nipples were rock hard beneath her tight top. “What did you do then?”

“I burned it,” she confessed. “I burned it and tossed it in the garbage disposal.”

Becky was on her feet in an instant. “What!?” She looked as if she was an inch away from slapping Raina across the face. “How the fuck could you do that to me, Mom? I worked for years...you ruined everything!”

“I know, sweetheart,” she said. “I'm awful. I'm a bad, wicked person – a sociopath. I'm a monster...”

“Becky, lay off,” Calvin said, speaking up for the first time. His eyes were fixed on Raina's tits, bobbing in their low-cut top, and a peek inside his head showed he was wondering how awesome it would feel to bury his hard, throbbing cock in the soothing flesh of his mommy's tits. Any wrongness or shame he might have felt at such a thought was washed away by the chemicals I was pumping into his bloodstream.

“Mom is worried about you leaving us to go across the country,” Calvin continued, his eyes never moving. “She doesn't want to be alone...”

I made my next move.

Raina's head moved on a swivel; and just for fun I thrust her tits out a little bit in a way that Calvin would find unmistakeable.

“Oh, but baby, I've been even worse to you,” Raina said. “All your life I've kept you down – all your problems are my fault!”

Calvin's eyes narrowed. “What are you talking about, Mom?”

“Oh God,” Raina moaned, struggling for a moment to break free of my control. I clamped back down, filling her mind. Confess, I commanded. Telling the truth is wonderful. Everything feels fine.

“Remember Suzie Summers, in freshman year?” Raina asked. Without waiting for a reply, she continued. “She had a crush on you. She would have...she would have put your thing in her mouth if you'd have asked.

Calvin was as pale as a sheet. His mouth moved soundlessly.

“I called her parents, told them I didn't want a little tramp like her hanging around my son,” she admitted. “You always thought she lost interest in you, but it was me...”

Calvin shot a little burst of precum into his boxers. “Mom,” he groaned. “That's awful...”

“Carolyn West,” she said, before he could continue. “The cheerleader. Remember how I made us go visit Aunt Melinda over the holidays last year? That little slut was going to give you herself as a Christmas present, all wrapped up with a sexy little bow.” Raina's eyes had gone haunted, even as her voice continued to speak evenly. “I ruined that for you. I cheated you of your first sex – your initiation to manhood. I kept you a little boy, when you should have been so much more...”

“Fuck, mom....” Calvin said, standing up and putting a hand on Raina's shoulder. “That's so fucked up...”

“That's the other reason I brought you two here,” I said calmly. Both of them turned to look at me, having completely forgotten I was here.

“Your Mom wants to start making things up to the both of you,” I said. “Right now.”

I sent a command to Raina's brain, hard and fast. Do it.

Instantly, she dropped to her knees, letting out a little moan of relief as her body complied with my commands. Calvin looked down at his mother, his cock throbbing in his pants as she undid his belt.

“Mom!” His mouth was dry. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“I'm so sorry, Cal,” she begged. “Please forgive me! I swear, I'll make you come harder than Suzie or Carolyn ever would have!”

Before he could reject her offer, she slid his cock from his pants and slipped it into her waiting mouth. Her lips were pillowy soft around the head of his cock, soothing the ache I'd put in his balls as she sucked the fat purple head and took it in deeper.

“Oh, fuck!” Calvin cried, putting his hand on the back of Raina's head. “Shit, that's good!”

Raina's head bobbed on her son's cock, working up a thick lather. She pulled off, spit on it, dove back on and took it all the way down her throat. Calvin reached down and tore the front of her top, causing her big tits to spill out of their containment. Raina's nipples were rock hard; now that she was doing what I wanted, I let her arousal go wild. Both of them were barely conscious of their surroundings, turned to animals by the lust I filled their minds with.

Becky watched as her mother performed fellatio on her brother's cock. She knew something was wrong – she should be upset. She should be saying something, stopping this. Instead, she was filled with a warm, fuzzy feeling she never wanted to end. It was a struggle not to undo her pants and start rubbing herself, right then and there.

“You okay over there, Becky?” I asked her, interrupting her thoughts.

“I...I just...” Her brain tried to form a coherent response. It failed. “So hot....”

“I know, baby doll – you're all hot and wet. All of you are – it's only natural. It's how you ought to be, all the time.”

“Yes,” she whispered, knowing in her heart I was right. “I love this feeling. I want to feel this way all the time...”

“Right, but you need something hard and thick to make you feel really good,” I said. “Your Mom's never let you go out with other boys, has she?”

She shook her head.

“I bet she's managed to keep you a virgin too, right?”

She nodded. “She's such a bitch...”

I couldn't help but agree. Glancing over, I cupped my hand around my mouth. “Hey, Raina.”

Raina pulled off her son's cock and slapped it across her cheek, gagging for breath. “Yes, Master?”

Oh, I liked it when she called me that. “It looks like you're doing a good job for Calvin, but you forgot about Becky – as you tend to do.”

She nodded. “I'm sorry. This cock is just sooo good...”

“I know. Your big issue with Becky is jealousy. You can't stand to think about her tight, wet body – tighter and wetter than yours, by the way – being taken by a man. Right?”

She nodded again, stroking Calvin's cock as she did.

“You've never gotten to fuck me,” I said. “But now, Becky is going to. And you're going to watch.”

Raina's eyes rolled back in her head as pure bliss filled her bloodstream. “Yes, Neil,” she moaned. “Make my daughter your slut!”

“You heard the woman,” I said, sitting back in my chair and undoing my belt. “Come here.”

A minute later, Becky was in my lap, mounting me as I watched the proceedings. Her clothes were in a heap on the floor; she was down to bra and panties (which I'd instructed her to keep on – I liked the way they pushed her perky tits even higher). Meanwhile, a little mental push had moved Raina to giving Calvin what he was really fantasizing about: the titfuck of a lifetime. He slid between her mammoth breasts, lubed up by a mixture of her spit and his copious precum. The boy had eighteen years of pent up seed inside him, and now he was going to spray it all over the woman who'd cheated him.

Becky slipped me inside of her. She was tight as a vice; I stretched her walls as she buried herself inside me to the hilt. She sat in my lap like a little girl as I took control; taking her by the hips and rocking her back and forth on my cock. She groaned with the throes of passion, heightened by invisible, hypnotic fingers on her clit and nipples.

“That's right, slut,” I said, grunting as I thrust upward into Becky's cunt. “Come for me.”

Making people come is easy: a simple biochemical reaction. It's even simpler when they're already riding my cock, so it took nothing to blow Becky's mind, giving her the hardest orgasm she'd ever feel without hypnotic augmentation. She came with shudders and sobs, her legs quaking as she clung to my chair. Her tits were in my face, heaving. The pleasure was rewriting her brain, giving her a new, naughty outlook that would be permanent. Soon Mom would have no hope of keeping up with her slut daughter.

Not that she cared about that anymore. Raina's mind was fully bent on pleasing Calvin; she looked up at him like a king or a God. She whispered to him as he thrust between her tits, licking the head of his cock when it got near.

“That's right, fuck mommy's titties,” she said, groaning with pleasure when he gripped them tight enough to bruise and fucked her harder. “Spray mommy down with your come, baby! Mommy is your whore now – you don't need Suzie or Carolyn any more! Mommy will spread for you whenever you want, baby!”

“Oh fuck, this is so hot, Mom!” Calvin looked like he was in heaven. “I...I think...I think I'm gonna shoot!”

“Do it, baby,” Raina demanded. “Show me what a little slut I am!”

I think I might just shoot, too, I thought. As Calvin approached his climax, I pressed the orgasm buttons in Raina and Becky's minds, linking all three of them together in a feedback loop that would easily have destroyed their minds if I wasn't there. As it reached a crescendo, I plugged myself in, adding it to the primal pleasure I felt penetrating Becky's cunt. 

I exploded as they did, shooting my seed inside of Becky even as Calvin came at the climax of his first real sexual experience, spraying his mother's tits and face down with eighteen years' worth of hot, creamy seed. Raina was coated with it, dripping between her breasts and down her neck. She grinned like she'd never been happier, sobbing as her son marked her with his seed.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” I said, lying back in my chair. Becky rocked her hips gently, milking my cock dry as she rode herself to another quick orgasm. Raina was busy cleaning herself off: lapping up Calvin's come and drinking it down while her son watched like a conqueror surveying his new kingdom.

“Well, I'd say this has been an extremely productive session,” I said as I pulled out of Becky. “In fact, I don't think we need to see you anymore, Raina. You and Calvin seem like you've got a very healthy relationship now.”

“Yes,” Raina said, her mouth full of her son's come. “I have a new purpose in life.”

“I do think we should start seeing Becky more often,” I said. “Maybe we can pencil her into your old slot?”

“I think that would be a wonderful idea,” Becky said, spreading her lips and fingering herself. “I have so many daddy issues to work through, Neil.”

I sighed happily and pushed all three of my patients into a deep, restful sleep while I figured out what to do with them. These are the kinds of problems other men would kill to have, I thought.

God, I loved my job.
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I'm not an expert on marriage. After all, how could I be? My interactions with the fairer sex tend to be simple: boy meets girl, boy pushes every one of girl's “oh my god, I'm so turned on” buttons with his hypnotic powers, boy has filthy, acrobatic sex with girl in her apartment for several hours. Occasionally a relationship will go a little bit deeper, involve dressing her up and taking her out on “dates” that end in public sex or humiliation, but usually not. I'm a man of simple tastes, after all.

In a way, it's both a blessing and a curse: the uniqueness of my abilities means that a real relationship – two people treating each other as equals – is the one thing I can't have. I mean, would you go out with someone if you knew they could spy on your every thought? Or, if the shoe was on the other foot, could you deal with the temptations: cutting off every argument with filthy fucking, not saying anything when she idly thinks about other men, resisting the urge to remake the things about her that bug you until she's your perfect bimbo fantasy girl? I've tried dating, as you can probably tell, and it never works. The only way I can imagine myself getting married is to a girl who also had my powers, who understood exactly what it's like to live with these abilities. And I've never found one – not for lack of trying.

So as a general rule, I don't do couples' therapy. It would be like asking a deaf guy to critique a piece of music. But sometimes a problem just falls into your lap.

“I think my wife is cheating on me.”

I stopped doodling on my pad and looked up, surprised. Ethan sat on my couch, wringing his hands together like he wanted to be anywhere but here.

“That's interesting,” I said, leaning forward. “Why do you think that?”

Ethan frowned. “The way she's been acting lately. The way she doesn't act – the things she doesn't do anymore. If she's not cheating on me, she's definitely thinking about it.”

I should mention, to those of you who might be shocked by Ethan – I do, in fact, have some male patients. Typically not many: they don't tend to stay as long as the ladies. Ethan was the archetypal sort of guy I saw: generally alright, but plagued with doubts and anxieties from a trauma in his past. About a year ago, I'd fixed all that for Ethan, rewiring his brain and restoring his confidence. I'd even helped him overcome his shyness and ask out this girl, Tiffany, that he had a crush on. Six months ago, they'd gotten married, and now I only saw Ethan once every two weeks as a sort of “check in” to make sure things were going well. He was usually the most boring hour of my day – a break between more involved patients. Yet now, it seemed, there was trouble in paradise.

“Well, I'm sorry to hear it, Ethan,” I said. “I want some more details, but first I think we should do a quick relaxation exercise.”

Ethan was familiar with this; as were all of my patients. He didn't even need to be told what to do. “Certainly, doctor,” he said, leaning back against the couch. He took a deep breath, then said, “Ten...”

I reached out and pushed with invisible fingers, snapping the cord of his consciousness. I couldn't repress a little grin as I did it. No matter how many times I did it, the high of taking control of another human being never faded – it was the best drug on Earth. The relaxation 'technique' was something I'd instilled in all my patients, a way to blank them out and rifle through their heads in a way that wouldn't make them suspicious afterwards. I could do a much better job of diagnosing Ethan's trouble by looking inside his head than by listening to him.

“Now,” I said to his sleeping form, “Let's see what Tiff has been up to...”

The thought of Ethan's wife sent a throb through me, even as I opened up his memory banks. Tiffany was a little hottie, a tiny little thing with tits so big most guys thought there was no way they could be natural on such a small frame. She was the kind of girl who would normally be out of an ordinary guy like Ethan's league. My hypnotic powers had set the two up together, and I was proud of the relationship: they made a good couple. I took it as a personal affront that Tiffany was ruining it.

A quick peek through Ethan's memories confirmed my suspicions: Tiffany was acting sketchy as hell. On her phone all the time, going out at weird hours, getting cagey when asked the most basic questions about what she did that day. At the same time, their normally varied and fun sex life had dried up – it was the sort of thing Ethan wouldn't have readily admitted to me, but he hadn't been inside his wife for weeks now. Rolling my head back on my shoulders, I scanned his memories for clues – anything he himself might not have noticed, proof that Tiffany was fucking some other dude instead of just going through some personal shit.

Finally, I frowned and pulled back. Nothing. I had seen enough infidelity in my time (and been the cause of some of it) that I was ninety-nine percent sure Tiffany was fooling around on Ethan, but there was no definitive proof – at least, not in Ethan's memories. There was only one option if I wanted confirmation – direct contact.

I finished Ethan's 'relaxation exercise'. My sleuthing caused a gap in his memories, of course, but the point of the countdown was to cover it up. Ethan reached one with no knowledge that it had been a few minutes ago when he said 'ten', and more relaxed than ever.

The rest of the session passed in a more or less ordinary fashion, until right at the end. As we began to wrap up, I made my move.

“I want you to bring Tiffany with you next week,” I said, clamping down on his doubts with an invisible hand. “Do you think you could do that?”

He hesitated. “I...I would like that very much, Doctor,” he said, “but I don't think Tiffany would agree...”

I frowned again. That was a problem. And unfortunately, I didn't have the power to enter someone's mind over the phone – this part would have to be on Ethan himself.

“Do everything you can,” I said, pushing into the part of his brain that created compulsions and obsessions. “I think it would be extremely helpful...to the both of you.”

“I agree,” Ethan said quickly. “I'll do everything I can.”

He left, and I promptly forgot about his problems in the rush of patients: the soccer moms, the naughty real estate agent taking an extra hour from her job, the hustle and bustle of the every day.

It wasn't until the end of the day that I checked in with my secretary, Kate, and found out how successful my gambit had been.

“Oh, you got a message from Ethan,” she informed me. “He said his wife agreed to be at your session next week?”

I pumped the air with a fist. I was going to get to the bottom of my favorite couple's problems – and fix them whether they wanted me to or not.
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“I'm so glad the two of you could make it in today,” I said.

It was a week later, and just as I'd asked, both Ethan and his wife Tiffany had arrived a few minutes before Ethan's scheduled appointment. I looked the two of them over for a moment before diving into the session. Ethan appeared to have dressed up a bit for the occasion, trading in his usual polo and khakis for a blazer and slacks, while Tiffany looked like she had just come from the gym in a tight athletic top and a pair of skintight yoga pants. I smiled like a predator looking at his prey as my eyes traveled over her body.

“Before we begin,” I said, “I just wanted to say...”

“Wait,” Tiffany said, cutting me off. The hell? Things like that normally didn't happen to me.

“Before we begin,” she continued, deliberately mocking my tone, “I want to know why the hell I have to be here today. This place is for his problems.”

“That's a very good question,” I agreed, somewhat taken aback. What the fuck had happened to Tiffany? This was not the bubbly, constantly-joking girl I had set Ethan up with a year ago. It was like someone had taken up residence in her body, fucked with her brain's natural chemicals, turned her into a bitch.

I had to know what happened to change her personality so utterly. I reached out and stroked her brain with a mental tendril...

“Ow!” I clutched a hand to my head, startling both members of the unhappy couple. A sensation like an ice cream headache hit me right between the eyes. I blinked rapidly, trying to dispel it.

The girl is a trap. What kind of trap, I had no idea, but it was clear that something off the charts had happened to her. I needed to get her alone, and fast.

Pushing out from my mind again, I ignored Ethan and Tiffany and reached into Kate's mind. She was the polar opposite of the mind I'd just touched – primed and ready for me, her mental channels open and inviting. Kate was one of my earliest patients, one I'd rescued from a life of abuse and horror. No one had believed her until I'd reached into her mind and verified the truth; once she came to understand what I'd done she volunteered to stay with me.

Ethan, I sent into her mind, along with a mental picture of the patient. You like him?

I felt arousal coursing through her body, felt her nod. She was more than willing.

He's coming out in a second, I sent. Take him to the back closet and show him a good time. He needs it.

She thought of a stoplight turning green for a fraction of a second – our mental code for “understood.”

One more thing, I thought at her. No matter what you hear or feel coming from this room, don't come back in here until the session is over.

I felt wariness from her at that, but she responded with another green light.

Dispatching Ethan from the room was just as easy. He got up quickly, left the room at my earliest suggestion that Tiffany and I should have some one-on-one time to discuss things. Kate grabbed him on the way out, and I snipped the cords connecting his moral compass that normally would have had him saying 'no'. She had his cock out of his pants and into her mouth in the broom closet as I closed down that particular connection.

“So we're alone,” Tiffany said. It was practically a growl. “Was this all some trick to get me alone and helpless in your office, Doctor?”

If that was supposed to be bait, I wasn't taking it. “Who got into you?”

She laughed. “Why, whatever do you mean, Neil?”

“You know what I mean. Your brain is like a fucking hornet's nest.”

“Oh,” she said, chuckling. “That.” She stood up, tugging on the hem of her athletic top until it was halfway down her breasts. She licked her lips as she took a step forward, bending slightly at the waist so that I could barely look away from those gorgeous tits.

“Shame you didn't poke a little deeper,” she said. “The shock might have killed you.”

“Who the hell wants me dead?” I blurted.

“Mmh...” She wasn't paying attention. As I watched, she slid a hand into her yoga pants and played with her slit. A feral, wet smell filled the room as a wet spot began to grow on the front of her pants. Her tongue lolled from her mouth as she watched me stare. “Fuck, that feels good. Wouldn't you love to take control of me, Neil? Make me do all the things your big, hard dick wants me to?”

“You are hot,” I admitted. “But I tend not to stick my dick in crazy pussy unless I made it crazy in the first place.”

A throaty laugh escaped her lips. “Touch me, Neil. You know you want to...”

“I will,” I said. “In my own time. And my way. Your husband, by the way, is busy coming down my secretary's throat. How does that make you feel?”

A flash of irritation showed behind her mask. “Fuck him.”

“She's going to,” I said with a smirk. “Want me to bring them in here so you can watch?”

For an instant, she was speechless. “I...I don't care about that,” she finally said. “I want you. I'm so wet. I'm just your type...”

“Whoever programmed you did not do a very good job,” I said, tut-tutting. Of course, on the inside I was shitting bricks. I had a mental bomb standing in my office, the psychic equivalent of a suicide bomber. She could blank every brain in this building. Reaching out, I pressed against Kate and Ethan's minds, ordering them to come in. Kate's mind flashed angrily: you told us not to come in until the session was done.

Emergency, I sent. Mayday, mayday, SOS.

She came running, Ethan in tow. Say what you will about my shitty relationships, there's at least one person who cares about me.

Tiffany frowned. “You talk a big game, Doctor, but I can see how hard you are. Why don't you let me give that big cock the treatment it deserves...”

She reached out a hand. I smacked it away with a mental sting, pins and needles traveling down the length of her arm for an instant.

She smirked. “There's nowhere to run, Neil. Touch me, and this will all be over...”

She stepped even closer. I could feel the heat rolling off her body – the worst thing was how badly I did want to reach out and take her, even though I knew doing so would be suicide. She came closer, her tits filling my view, her parted lips opening in a kiss...

The door swung open. She froze and craned her neck, just in time to see Kate and Ethan arrive in a heap. “You!”

This was my moment. I marshaled my energy and slammed into her head with everything I had, doing five things at once. I had gotten a glimpse of the structure of the mind bomb when I'd touched her brain briefly before, and it was enough to make a decent start. Moving so many mental tendrils at once was like trying to play chess in my head, but I managed to hold it together. A lock snapped inside of Tiffany's head, and the change was immediate.

Her pretty mouth dropped open. She slunk to her knees. I wouldn't have been surprised to see steam pouring from her ears and nose. I lay back in my seat, sighing with the effort.

“What...?” She looked around the room in confusion. “What was that...?”

Fuck. I'd destroyed the artificial personality along with the bomb. Well, I was going to make the most of the situation...

“I was just telling Tiffany,” I said, sticking my mental fingers into everyone's pie, “that I think an open relationship is the best solution for you two.”

Ethan had the grace to look embarrassed with his half-hard cock dangling between his legs. “Yes, um...”

“Oh, wow.” Tiffany's face was full of wonder. “That's...I can't believe how good the two of you look!”

Kate flashed a crooked smile and sighed with relief. “Everything okay, boss?”

I nodded. “Crisis over. Move Ethan onto the couch, would you?”

She grinned. “Come on, lover – let's put on a show.” She led Ethan to my couch, laid him down, and slid his cock between her pouty lips. I'd been the recipient of Kate's oral pleasure more than a few times, and I knew from personal experience that Ethan had to be in heaven right now.

Tiffany gasped. Her arousal levels, knocked out of whack from the mental domination, were off the charts. “Holy fuck, that's so hot,” she said. “I never thought watching my husband get a blowjob would be such a turn-on...”

“Come here,” I commanded.

She turned away, facing me. Her face was flushed, her breathing ragged. God, she was so turned on. It made my cock spurt a bit in my boxers. This woman had been the most dangerous thing I'd dealt with in years a few minutes ago – now she was putty in my hands. I was so hot.

“You wanted me to touch you,” I said. “Do you remember that?”

She shook her head, biting her lip. “It's all like a bad dream...”

“Shh,” I said, reaching between her thighs. “Everything's all right now.”

“Oh, God!” Her body tensed as I stroked her gently between the legs. She was still wet as could be, her pussy primed for the sex whoever had programmed her knew would kill me. Now it was all mine, no danger, and that turned me on beyond measure.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” Tiffany muttered, turning to watch her husband as I fingered her. Kate had moved on from sucking Ethan's cock and was busy sliding it between her mammoth tits, the nipples hard and pierced with metal studs. Ethan looked like he couldn't believe his luck as she drooled all over his cock and gave it an amazing tit-fucking.

I couldn't lie – I'd been fantasizing about Tiffany since I'd gotten the two of them together a year ago. Now I was going to be buried inside of her.

“Come here,” I said, indicating my side of the desk. “I want to fuck you while you watch your husband get fucked.”

She sashayed on over, bending her pert ass over the desk and hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants. She pulled them down, revealing a firm expanse of ass almost too plump for a white girl. I ran my hand over it then brought it down in a stinging slap, making her yelp.

Taking her hair in my hand, I pressed her against the table until her big tits were flattened against it. Her sex dripped with need – a combination of being held like a helpless little fuckdoll and being made to watch while her husband was pleasured by my secretary. I ran a finger along her walls and chuckled when it made her legs quake.

“Please,” she begged. “I need you to fuck me...”

That was all I needed to hear. I thrust myself inside of her, stretching her walls around my cock as we watched the show. Kate wasted no time: as if this was her cue to go further, she climbed onto Ethan's lap and straddled his cock, her legs going to either end of the couch like a gymnast doing the splits. Her athleticism never failed to impress me. 

“Fuck, I'm gonna come,” Tiffany groaned, writhing helplessly atop my desk. “I'm coming, Neil...fuck, I'm coming!”

I felt her clench around me as her body climaxed. She hid her face in some papers on my desk, as if she was ashamed of herself. But I knew she was far beyond such banal concepts as shame. Thanks to my hypnotic powers, all anyone in the room was feeling was pure, animal lust.

The feel of her pussy stretching around me like a glove as she came was all I needed to reach my own climax. My hands moved from her hair to her hips as I let out a harsh cry, shooting my seed as I pummeled her from behind with hard, fast thrusts. Ethan looked over in amazement as the Doctor he trusted so much filled his wife's creamy pussy with his seed, spilling into her until she gushed. An instant later, his eyes closed tight as a guilty cuckold orgasm overtook him, his own balls exploding into Kate's waiting snatch.

I milked myself dry in Tiffany's pussy, grinding fast then slow as the world slowly came back into focus. I reached out and entered the minds of all three other people in the room, pulling them out of consciousness and into a collective trance.

“Get dressed,” I told the three of them. They did so, barely able to sort each others' things.

“This has been a breakthrough meeting,” I said, more to myself than anything else. “All of you take a little nap.”

With that, Kate, Ethan and Tiffany collapsed on my couch, limbs clinging to each other like drunken partygoers after a binge. I sat back in my chair, reached into the bottom drawer of my desk and pulled out the bottle of whiskey and shot glass I kept in there for emergencies. Glancing at the shot glass, I put it back in the desk and took a huge pull straight from the bottle instead.

It burned going down – it complemented the feel of my afterglow nicely.

“What the fuck just happened?” I asked the room. I had dodged a bullet – and dodging it had made me bold. Reckless, even. I shouldn't have taken such liberties, but I couldn't resist.

I took another sip of the bottle. If there was one thing I had learned today, it was this: I had an enemy. Possibly more than one. Someone who wanted to take me out of the game, when I didn't even know that there was a game – someone with powers like mine.

I wanted to meet this person, as soon as I could. And if I had to, I was going to destroy them.
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They've got you, Mattie, I thought ruefully. Got you dead to rights.

The interrogation room was a few degrees colder than what I'd consider comfortable – no doubt to make sure that whoever they had stewing in here was nice and unhappy. The cup of coffee they'd left me with hadn't been anything special when it was hot, and now it was as cold as the room. I stared at myself in the mirror that dominated one side of the room, knowing I was being watched through it, and sighed.

I'd been in rooms like this a lot throughout what I mockingly referred to as my 'career', but never for trouble like this. I was a petty thief, hitting the small scores that left you flying under the law's radar, but just this once I'd tried for something bigger: something I could really live large off of. So I'd found the mansion of the richest guy in the state, an old coal baron with a estate up in the mountains, and robbed it while he was overseas at some big economic conference.

I'd shut down the silent alarm just fine. But there'd been a second back-up system I hadn't even noticed, and I walked right out the front door to find the cops waiting for me.

Now I knew something about how these things went. Any minute now the cop, a big gruff guy with a chest like a barrel's worst nightmare was going to walk in and start asking pointed questions like where did you get the access codes and who are your accomplices, questions I wished I had answers I could leverage. Truth was, I was well and truly screwed, and the hours I'd spent sitting in that cold interrogation room hadn't helped me come up with a plan.

Just as I was thinking that, the door swung open, just as I'd predicted. Only it wasn't a cop standing there – it was a woman.

“Thanks. You can leave us,” she said briskly, stepping in the room. She didn't look like much: her heels were the only thing keeping her above five-foot nothing, her suit was obviously expensive but severe-looking, and she was slender enough that a strong wind might have blown her away. I took in the fine details as she pulled out the chair opposite me: short blond hair, minimal makeup, good figure. As she looked me over, I noticed she had a small gold nose ring – it looked so out of place compared with the rest of her that I couldn't help but stare.

She pulled a manila file folder out of her jacket and set it on the table in front of me, smiling slightly. “Matthew Stone,” giving me a look that said I've got your number, pal. “Looks like this isn't your first rodeo.”

“Most people call me Matt, ma'am,” I answered, more confused than frightened. Who the hell was this? She looked like private security, but she sure as hell didn't talk like it. “And that is the truth, sad as it is to admit.”

“Matt, then,” she said. “I won't bother going over your crimes – you know them already. I'm sure it's obvious to you that you're facing the potential of a lot of jail time.”

I nodded again, wondering where this was going to lead.

“Good. So I'll make this brief.” That small smile was back, like she had some secret she couldn't wait to share with me.

She leaned forward, watching intently for my reaction to her next words. “How would you like to walk out of here a free man?”

What the hell are you selling, Missie? “I'd like that quite a bit, ma'am. But I don't think that's in the cards.”

She made a steeple of her fingers. “Mister Bullock is willing – potentially willing – to refuse to press charges against you.”

This was supposed to fill me with hope, make me jump for joy. Instead, I smelled a trap. “Now why would he do a thing like that?” I asked. “Not that I'm questioning his generosity...”

“You've seen Mr. Bullock's wife, correct? On television, I mean – she wasn't at the mansion.”

“Yeah, I think I have. Kind of hard to miss.” Old Eb' Bullock's wife was the just the kind of girl you'd expect a multi-billionaire to have on his arm at all times: a busty blond beauty with no brains and all the moves. She made other trophy wives look ugly and intellectual in comparison.

“She makes quite an impression,” the woman said with another of those secret smiles. “Were you aware that two years ago, Mrs. Bullock was planning to leave her husband?”

“I don't really follow the gossip rags,” I said, shaking my head.

“This wasn't in the papers. She'd discovered that Mr. Bullock was keeping mistresses – several mistresses, in fact – and was in the final steps of securing a separation from him when she abruptly...changed her mind.”

I shrugged, feigning nonchalance. Just where was she going with all this? “Maybe love really does conquer all,” I said.

She snickered, then removed two photos from the manila file folder. “Here is a photo of Mrs. Bullock just prior to her change of heart,” she said, sliding the first photograph across the table, “and here is her just after.”

If she hadn't told me, I would have never guessed they were pictures of the same person. The first picture of Mrs. Bullock showed a very pretty lady, but one who was a mousy-looking brunette without much curve to speak of. The second photo was the Bullock I knew – the busty blond bimbo.

“He must have bribed her with some pretty heavy plastic surgery,” I mused, tapping the pictures. “That's a pretty big change.”

“Mrs. Bullock has never been under the knife,” the girl said smoothly.

“You're shitting me.”

“Mr. Stone, if there's one thing you need to know in advance concerning what I'm about to tell you, it's that I'm not bullshitting you.”

“Okay. So what happened?”

She sat back in her chair with a satisfied air. “Mr. Bullock recognized his problem and reached out to us,” she said. “We corrected the issue with his wife, and now the two are happier than ever.”

This is some kind of cult, I thought. “And who's 'us'?”

“Oh, of course – silly me. I never introduced myself. Here's my card.” She handed a small business card to me from her pocket. It was thick, good quality, with tiny letters in the center written in gold:

––––––––
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Elena Stoddart

Attitude Adjustments, Inc

––––––––
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Followed by a phone number and an e-mail address.

“Attitude Adjustments,” I said, reading off the card. “Sounds like the guy who breaks one of your legs if you don't pay the bookie on time.”

“Violence is no part of what we do,” Elena said, looking very much smug now. I'd have given a pretty penny to know what was going on behind those eyes.

“And what do you do? I've had just about enough of being jerked around-”

“It's simple,” she said, interrupting me. “We brainwash beautiful snobby, bratty women. We replace their hopes and desires with mindless obedience to a powerful man, we remake their bodies exactly the way our clients request, and we make sure that they are blissfully, hypnotically happy. We turn unfixable problems into pleasurable, submissive solutions.”

I stared at her, mouth agape. I couldn't believe she was saying this. She's completely crazy, I realized. “I think I'd rather talk to the cop...”

“But then, you'd know all about that, wouldn't you?” She said, as if I hadn't spoken. “It is what you're into, after all.”

Then she opened the manila folder, the rest of the contents spilling across the table. And my life changed forever.
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Girls on their knees, mouths opened and tongues outstretched, begging for cock. A beautiful blonde bimbo with impossibly huge tits, on all fours facing away from the camera, spreading her pussy lips while spirals flashed in her eyes. A still from a video: a voluptuous redhead bouncing on her Master's cock, eyes rolled back in her head as she repeats an oath of loyalty to him and only him for the dozenth time. Hypnosis. Mind Control. All clips, photos and manipulations of pornography with men in control, using mesmerizing powers to make women their slaves.

And I recognized all of them. The screenshots were from my computer.

“What the fuck is this!?” I yelled, half rising from my chair. “You've been spying on my computer-”

“Calm down, Mr. Stone – everyone gets a little embarrassed to have their kink thrown out in the open like this, but I assure you: you're far from alone. Every member of Attitude Adjustments has the same love of hypnosis you do.”

“I don't – I'm not – what the fuck?” I sat back down, not knowing what to think. Only the fact that there were a half-dozen cops outside the door kept me from trying to book it.

“Relax. I'm showing you this for a very specific reason. I'm not upset at you – I'm far from a prude, Matt. I want you to know – Attitude Adjustments has been looking at you for a long time. Even before this incident with Mr. Bullock, although that certainly solidified our interest in you.”

Pieces clunked into place in my brain. The picture was starting to come together; and I didn't like it. “They told me there was a second alarm system I didn't disable,” I whispered. “There wasn't, was there? It was you.”

She nodded, that secret little smile back on her face. “I'm surprised you picked up on that. Yes.”

I glared at her. “So you set me up.”

“In a way. But like I said, you're in no real danger. Mr. Bullock owed us a favor – if we instruct him to, he will drop all charges against you.”

“If,” I said. “If what?”

“If you join us,” she said simply.

“Join you?” The air in the room dropped a few degrees. “I thought this was an interrogation-”

“It's a job interview, Mr. Stone,” the girl countered. “Come on, wouldn't you like this? Having the power to do to these girls exactly what they're pretending is being done to them? To make them kneel, to remake their bodies until they're brainless bimbos addicted to your come, unable to think of anything but sucking and fucking?”

I shook my head – but my gaze kept straying to the photos.

“Look at them,” she demanded. “Think about it. You're getting hard just thinking about it, aren't you?”

“No,” I protested, shifting under the table.

“You can admit it – it's okay.” She pursed her lips and ran her tongue along the bottom one. “I get wet as hell just staring at them.”

That took me by surprise. “Really?”

She nodded. “I love hypnosis. Look at that redhead – the one who gets brainwashed by her boss. I've seen that video like a hundred times, and it never gets less hot.”

“Me too,” I admitted, caught off-guard by this girl.

“Wouldn't you like to do it for real?” She was leaning across the table, fixing me with a gaze that left intense in the dust. “Come join us, Matt. You could be our best agent in years.”

My throat was dry. It had been ages since someone wanted me, even for a job. I'd forgotten how good that felt.

“What...what if I say yes?” I asked.

She grinned. “Then I'll give you this.” She pulled an envelope from the folder – it was the last thing there after my search history was splayed across the table – and held it up between two fingers. “It's your first assignment. A sort of trial run. Succeed and you're one of us. Fail, and you're not – although just to be nice, we'll still drop the charges against you. I mean, we're not evil.

That remains to be seen, I thought. My mind mulled over the possibilities. If I said yes, no matter what happened, I'd be home free. I could tell Elena I was in, tear up the envelope, and let her know I hadn't been able to do it. Logically, that was the safest option – getting involved with a bunch of weirdos who thought hypnosis was real instead of jerk-off fodder was bound to put me right back here sooner or later.

And yet...and yet.

My cock was throbbing just at the thought of it – inside that envelope was the name of some beautiful woman I was going to control. To possess, mind and body, and remake for some rich man's pleasure. The logical side of me was scared half to death, but my sex drive...well, my sex drive hadn't been this revved up in years.

“Okay,” I said after a moment's thought. “I'm in. Give me the envelope.”

“I'm very pleased to hear that,” she said, sliding the envelope over to me. While I tore it open, she gathered up the pornographic pictures, putting them back in the folder. Last of all was the picture of the busty redhead, which she stared at a few extra moments before sighing wistfully and slipping it in with the rest.

“What...what is this?” I asked. Inside the envelope was a headshot, a parking pass what looked like a tiny travel-size tube of spray-on deodorant. The picture was of a very attractive-looking brunette giving the camera man the finger, the parking pass was for an exclusive spa on the ritzy side of town and the spray bottle had no label, just a thick layer of black paint.

“The means by which you entrance the target will vary based on the job,” she said. “You'll see all the tricks of the trade eventually if you stay with us.”

“Hmm. Pretty girl,” I said, looking at the photo, “but I get what you mean about 'attitude'. Who is she?”

“Her name is Laura, and she's the girlfriend of a famous musician. His 'punk' persona is all for show, of course – a way to get money from a new generation of fans – but hers is not. She's been causing quite a lot of trouble on their latest tour.”

“He's a musician,” I said. “Can't he just get another groupie?”

Elena shrugged. “Ours is not the place to question. We simply perform the alterations. That spray bottle is the means of delivery – don't press it, please, it wouldn't do anything anyway – it's coded specifically to Laura's biometric profile.”

I gulped, setting the bottle back down. “So it will...hypnotize her?”

To my shock, Elena giggled. “Oh, no. It'll set the ball rolling of course, make her susceptible to hypnosis, but you'll be doing the fine detail work, Matt. I don't think that will be a problem, will it?”

I was getting hard just at the thought. Me, giving commands to a hot babe like that? Making her mind and body change at my command? Suddenly the room didn't feel so cold anymore.

“And yes,” she said with a smirk, “to answer the question you haven't been brave enough to ask: yes, you can fuck her.”

My mouth dropped open.

“But the client wants her back on a rather tight schedule. So no dawdling – just warp her mind, pump her full of your come and get her back home. You do that, and you've got a place with us. Understood?”

I wasn't sure I could speak. The words you can fuck her echoed in my brain, like the culmination of every dirty mind control fantasy I'd ever had. You Can Fuck Her.

“I think I've blown your mind,” Elena said with a chuckle.

“Just one,” I said, regaining the power of speech. “The girl – Laura – how do I get close enough to her to do all this?”

Elena's smile grew wider. “Oh, you'll like this. That's what the card is for...”
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“Huh? You're not the usual guy.”

I started, straightening up in the summer heat. God, I already hate this uniform. I'd been staring at my own reflection in the black door of the limo, and hadn't heard Laura approach.

“Sorry,” I said. “Usual guy's, uh, sick.”

“Whatever.” She rolled her eyes and stepped past me. “Just get me there quick, okay?”

I opened the door and let her in. There's that attitude I was warned about. Elena had briefed me a bit more on the girl (I still had trouble thinking of her as a 'target') and I'd been told to be on my best behavior. Still, ten seconds around Laura and I began to understand why she was on Attitude Adjustments' radar to begin with: something about her just radiated snobbishness.

I pulled out into traffic and started following the route to the spa, thankful for the GPS unit the limo had pre-installed. The ride was smooth and quiet, which was good because my heart was pounding like a jackhammer and sweat was pouring down my forehead. I couldn't decide whether to be horny or terrified of what I was about to try.

Remember, Elena's voice rang in my head, the aerosol spray will make her susceptible to commands from the first person she sees after inhaling it. Make damn sure that person is you. I was going to be very careful with that stuff – Elena might have said it didn't work on anybody but Laura, but I was taking no chances.

As I pulled onto the interstate, the divider between my section of the limo and Laura's began to come down. Panic flared in me until I realized Laura was doing it; her hand was on a control panel next to her.

“New guy,” she said, in a tone that grated on my ears. “Where the fuck is the bubbly?”

I glanced at her in the rear view, afraid to take my eyes off the road for more than an instant. “Bubbly?”

She sighed heavily. “Champagne. There's supposed to always be a bottle in the limo. It's the whole reason we put up with this shitty limo service.”

“I'm sorry, ma'am,” I said, truthfully. I didn't want anything to throw this. “They must have not told me-”

“Of course they didn't,” she said snarkily. “Or you're just a dumbass who doesn't listen. Whatever, I'll make sure today is your last day, new guy. Bye-bye.

The window rolled back up, leaving me alone to stew. What a fucking bitch, I thought. Any compunctions I'd had against this had just flown out the goddamn window – now I couldn't wait to teach this cunt a lesson.

Just as Elena had told me, the parking deck of the office complex the spa was in was practically empty. Only a few cars sat silently in spaces; no people were walking around. Perfect.

I turned a corner, noting that no one up at the doors would be able to see us from here, and pulled into a vacant space. The spray bottle felt cold against my fingers. This is it!

Almost as soon as the car stopped, the window between me and Laura started coming down. I could see from her face that she wasn't happy.

“What the fuck are you parking all the way back here for, you idiot?” Her slim frame trembled with rage. “You are so fucking fired-”

“I don't work for you,” I said. As she stared at me, shocked, I stuck the spray bottle through the opening and pulled the trigger.

The effect was instantaneous. A spray of mist shot out of the bottle, filling the back chamber of the limo with purplish tendrils of chemicals. Laura tried to cover her mouth; but it was too late. She'd already breathed in the chemicals, and as they hit her bloodstream all she wanted was more. She opened her mouth wide, sucking in more and more of the spray as I pulled the trigger, holding it down until the whole bottle was empty.

“What the...fuck?” She whimpered, sinking back in her chair.

“Hold on, I'll be right there,” I said. I sprang from the front seat, coming around the limo and opening the side door. I plopped into the seat across from her, watching the transformation take place. “There we go. This is much cozier, don't you think?”

“I don't understand.” Her normally grating, rage-filled voice had gone timid and unsure. “I feel so...strange...”

Then it began. Beneath her top, her breasts expanded slowly, pulling first the top button then the rest apart, one at a time. Her hips followed suit, tearing the sides of her designer jeans. Her hair went blonder, a shade at a time until her brunette had become platinum. And if the physical changes were shocking, what was going on behind her eyes was even more so.

I watched with relish, unable to control the throbbing of my erection in my pants. This was everything I had ever fantasized about – the key to every dirty desire I'd ever had. And this was my new job?

I grinned. I was the luckiest son of a bitch in the world.

“Hey,” I said, feeling something big beneath my leg. It was a bottle of champagne. “There was champagne back here. You didn't even look, did you?”

A strange smile came over Laura's face. Even her teeth had been altered – they were pearly white and completely even now. “Nope! I just decided it would be more fun to blame you, since you looked nervous!”

“I see,” I said with a smirk. “And why did you do that?”

“I...I don't know!” She giggled – her voice was no longer grating. Now it had a warm, musical quality that made even her giggles sound like they'd raise your cock.

“I'll tell you exactly why, Laura,” I said, sitting back and relaxing against the cushions. “Because you were a bitch.”

“I...I was,” she admitted, her eyes going wide. “Oh, I was such an awful bitch!”

“I know. Your boyfriend knows that, too. That's why he sent me to you.”

Her jaw dropped open. Fuck, even her lips looked better – they were puffed up and glossy, perfect for wrapping around a fat cock. “He sent you?”

“Yes – to change your body and your mind. You have big, bimbo tits now – but you love having big tits, don't you Laura?”

It was about the most benign suggestion imaginable, but it took. I saw it hit her opened mind, becoming truth. “I love having big, sexy titties,” she echoed.

“They make you feel like a real woman,” I told her.

“They...they make me feel like a real woman.”

“You love feeling like a real bimbo slut, don't you Laura?”

She giggled again, putting her fingers over her lips. “Yes. Isn't that wrong?”

“Not at all. In fact, I suggest it's totally right. It's just how your boyfriend wants you to be. It's how every man wants you to be. You understand that now, right?”

She nodded, her eyes wide. “Yes.”

“Say, 'yes, sir.'”

“Yes, sir.”

God, there was nothing that got me going like a woman calling me 'sir'. I was ready to take things to the next level.

“Well, we can't send you back to him like this, can we?” As I spoke, I worked the crinkly foil off the top of the bottle of champagne, looking around for something to uncork it. “Not until you prove that the new you can please your man the way he deserves to be pleased.”

She looked at me like this was the most serious, important conversation she'd ever had. “You're so right,” she whimpered. “How...how do I do that, sir? It's so hard to think. I can't remember anything...”

Leaning back, I unzipped my fly. “Come here.”

Her face lit up. “That's right,” I said as she crawled forward. “You know how to handle this real well, don't you?”

“Yes, sir,” she moaned, her fingers trembling as they squeezed my cock through my slacks. “I know exactly what to do with this.”

My cock slipped from my slacks, hard and dripping with precum.

“I know it goes in my mouth,” she said with a giggle, “and I know how to make it feel real good...”

Then I was inside her, her soft pillowy lips wrapping around my shaft, and my fingers were in her hair, coaxing her along. She sucked and slurped at me, working my shaft like an expert little whore while I uncorked the bottle of champagne. It burned like liquid gold going down.

“Here,” I said, offering her the bottle. “Drink – make it sloppy.”

She did, taking a big gulp that ran down her chin. Foamy suds coated her tits as she bent back down and took me in her mouth, the chill of the champagne gradually warming around my cock.

“Oh shit, that's good,” I said, taking another swig. My fingers pressed against the back of her head until I was deepthroating her, sliding all the way to the base down her throat effortlessly. “Shit, I think I'm gonna come...”

She tensed up. A moment later, she pulled back and looked up at me helplessly, stroking my cock and whimpering.

I knew just what the issue was, but I wanted to hear her say it. “What's wrong? You don't like my cock in your mouth?”

“No, I love it,” she said with relish, right before her face fell. “But I...I need all this.” She massaged my big swollen balls, making me groan. “I need it inside me.”

“I know,” I said. “Your boyfriend wants to start a family. He wants you to settle down and be his hot little housewife – so we supercharged your fertility. It's all you can think about right now, isn't it? Having a big cock pump a load inside you?”

She nodded with enthusiasm, stroking me harder. “Oh mi gawd yes, sir! That's exactly what I need.” She looked up at me, batting her eyes with faked innocence.

I growled at her, unable to contain my inner-caveman any longer. “Get over here, you little bimbo slut,” I commanded her.

She did – at first she wanted to straddle me, riding me like a cowgirl, but I turned her instead, yanking down her jeans and pulling apart her thick, curvy hips. Her slit was dripping wet and completely smooth – in the back of my mind I wondered if the hair had already been shaved or had disappeared when she transformed. It didn't matter.

“Please,” she begged. “Please come in me, sir! I need that thick, sweet, creamy load right in my womb!”

With a grunt, I slid my cock between her folds, burying myself within her to the hilt. She arched her back, sticking her perfect heart-shaped ass high in the air as I fucked her from behind, every thrust stretching the warm perfection of her walls.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” She screamed with every thrust – I said a silent prayer of thanks for tinted windows and soundproofing. “Please, sir, please!”

“Please what,” I said, taking her hair in my hand and yanking her backwards.

Her voice was a whimper; a sob on the edge of climax. “Please come in me, sir! Please fill me up with your seed! Show me what a good bimbo slut I am!”

“You dumb little whore,” I groaned, feeling myself reach the tipping point. “All you know how to do is suck and fuck...”

“Show me how good I fuck, sir. Give me my reward for being a good little girl!” She reached behind her with one hand and spread her lips wide around my cock. “Put it right here!”

I couldn't take it any more. I seized Laura's hips, hammering into her with a series of savage thrusts that split her all the way to her womb. With a final, hard pump, I felt myself release: sweet warmth filled Laura's cunt, as warm and sweet as honey as my balls drained into her womb.

“Oh my gawd,” she whimpered, shuddering. “I can't believe you're coming inside of me, sir, you're coming so much...”

Laura broke off into a cry, and I felt her body shiver as she climaxed around my cock. Her muscles clenched around me tight, sucking my shaft and my just-shot load into her womb like it never wanted to let go. The feeling was so intense, I felt a second, aftershock of a climax wash over me, along with a surprisingly large amount of seed. Holy shit, I thought through the pleasure. That almost never happens with me.

When it was over, I pulled out of Laura and let her clean me off. I didn't even have to ask – Elena had mentioned it as one of the behaviors the client had specified, so one look at my glazed cock and she was all wet to have it back in her mouth. She bobbed in my lap, sucking me dry, until I was half-hard in her mouth again.

Just as I was thinking how nice it would be to finish in her mouth this time, my watch beeped. “Shit,” I said, glancing at the time. “We've got to get you home.”

I instructed her to get cleaned up as best as she could in the backseat and hit the road, driving fast enough that the GPS had trouble keeping up. One good thing about driving a fancy limousine is no one dares to stop you for speeding.

The whole way there, my mind reeled with questions: would the client know I'd fucked his girlfriend? Was that all part of the price they had to pay, or were they not even told? But worries like that were only a small part of my thoughts; a nag at the back of my mind. The bulk of me was replaying that encounter with Laura, again and again, and I liked what I saw.

That was incredible, I thought. I felt like a fucking King.

We pulled up to the mansion, and as it turned out I needn't have worried in the first place. As if there was some protocol pre-prepared, Laura skipped out of the limo as soon as I stopped. She looked none the worse for wear – her clothes were still torn from her transformation, but other than that she was practically glowing. I couldn't help but imagine her as she was, on her knees, sucking my cock.

“Baby! I missed you sooo much!” Her boyfriend came out of the house, wearing a band t-shirt and jeans. He drew her into a big hug, and the kiss she laid on him was anything but platonic. Before I knew it, the two were practically fucking on the step, and I knew as soon as the door was between them and the world that's just what he'd be doing – banging his newly-hypnotized bimbo for the first time.

How weird, I thought. I almost feel like I did a good deed.

My phone rang. I picked up it, watching the two lovebirds go back into their nest. “Hello?”

It was Elena. “Congratulations, Matt. You did an excellent job.”

I glanced out the window, looking for cameras. “How long have you been watching me?”

“Long enough. So, what do you think? Are you in, or are you out?”

I waited for a moment – but only just a moment, and just to see if she'd sweat.

“I'm in.” I said.

“Wonderful.” I could hear the pleasure in her voice. “Welcome to the team...sir.”





Chapter Four
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After my first assignment with Attitude Adjustments, Inc, I went back home and tried to pretend everything was normal. I discovered, however, that things were not going to be the same from now on.

It started with the check. It just appeared in my mailbox the next day, covered in stamps and with the address of some holding company in a third-world country on the front. I was ninety percent sure my bank was going to take one look at it and laugh me out of the building, but sure enough they deposited it into my account. It was a lot of money – enough that I didn't need to worry about my finances for a while, which was good because I soon found out my 'legitimate' job had canned me while I'd been sitting in that prison cell. So I was suddenly in possession of a whole lot of free time. Normally a big score and some time off would have meant me going out and getting drunk, or chasing skirts – but instead, I sat at home. I was waiting for the call – my next assignment from AA. My next target, the gorgeous girl I would hypnotize and turn into a brainless bimbo slut, on her knees begging for my cock. I couldn't wait.

But one day turned into the next, and then the next, and there was no call.

I started checking my phone hourly. My e-mail inbox, normally full of junk I didn't bother to read for weeks, had been cleaned and set to notify me the second something new came in. Gradually I began to worry. Part of me wanted to believe it was all some sort of crazy dream, some sex fantasy so vivid I'd thought it was real – being hired to brainwash women. But the money was there in my account, cold hard cash, and that assured me when I woke in the middle of the night in a cold sweat that it all had happened. It was real.

Every night, I fell asleep thinking of Laura – the first girl I had hypnotized for Attitude Adjustments. The news of her and her boyfriend's impending wedding was burning up the entertainment channels, along with her “new look.” Only me, her husband and Attitude Adjustments knew the truth: that no plastic surgery or fad diet had turned his rude punk girlfriend into a curvaceous bimbo housewife. It had been mind control, pure and simple. Control I couldn't wait to exert on another beautiful, nubile woman.

It might have felt like an eternity, but as it turned out I didn't have long to wait. There was a little coffee shop near my condo I'd gotten fond of going to in the mornings: it was easier and less wasteful than brewing a pot for myself, and I had the money. One day not too longer after I started stressing, a woman sat down at the table next to mine and grinned at me, folding her arms and waggling her eyebrows suggestively.

It was Elena.

“Good morning, Matt,” she said, flashing that secretive little smile. It made me want to smack her and give her a kiss at the same time. “Aren't you going to invite me over?”

“Hey, boss,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. Inside, my stomach was churning with excitement. This was it, this was my next assignment. “Should I call you boss?”

“It'll do,” she said, taking her chair and moving it to my table. She had a cup of something creamy – whatever it was, it was more sugar than coffee. “So, how have you been? Adjusting to your new job alright?”

I nodded, taking a sip of my coffee. Mine was black. “I've been wondering when you would get in touch,” I said. More like desperate for it, I thought.

She shrugged. “Jobs come to us as they come to us,” she said. She was still all business, although that gold stud was still in her nose, like a little knowing laugh at her corporate persona. As I watched, she reached into her jacket and pulled out an envelope. “Although if you're not interested in another job...”

I snatched it out of her hands so fast it scared me. I was eager to see what was inside, who was inside. My hands trembled slightly as I tore the top of the envelope open.

Inside was a photograph and a small black oblong. I poked at one end experimentally and a small metal connector popped out.

“A flash drive?” I asked. “What happened to the spray bottle?”

“Different targets require different means of...access,” Elena said. “The place you'll be going will have security – they wouldn't let you in with some unknown chemical, but a flash drive is expected. And this one will give a signal if necessary that it's company property.”

“Company?” I thought about that for a moment.

“Yes,” she said with a grin. “Congratulations, Matt – you're an intern.”

“Oh great,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Just what I always wanted.”

I turned over the photograph, ignoring the withering glance Elena shot me. I was hungry to see my new target – I already felt like a hunter sizing up his prey. The picture was a bit surprising – it looked like it had been taken at one of those team-building seminars corporations are always forcing their mid-level managers to attend. A redheaded woman stood in the center of the photo, making small talk with a shorter Asian girl. Both wore suits, but the redhead's couldn't quite hide her supple curves – she was just on the outer edge of curvy, the thick kind of girl that had really done it for me even before my new job. One look at her and I could tell I was going to enjoy this.

“This is Ashley,” Elena said, tapping the redheaded girl. “She's a regional VP at one of the largest banks in the country – the same bank you just received an internship at. Lucky you, right?”

“Lucky me,” I said, not taking my gaze off the woman. I imagined what she'd look like naked, her big tits outstretched as she begged me to bathe them in come. I'd already decided that's where I wanted to put my load, and I was looking forward to making it happen.

“So this operation is a little different than your previous one,” Elena said, snapping the picture out of my hand and getting my attention. “There's a time constraint involved, and there's also...well, there's a bit of a nastiness issue.”

“'Nastiness'?” I asked, not understanding.

“The client in this case is one of Ashley's coworkers – her chief rival, in fact. He's worked at the company about a decade longer than Ashley, and has been in the running for a plumb executive position for about the last eight months. But Ashley's rise up the corporate ladder has been meteoric – and she's making him look bad in comparison. She's more energetic, vivacious, and as you can tell just from the photo, she's easy on the eyes.”

“I think I understand,” I said, beginning to. “He wants her turned into someone who doesn't exactly care about climbing to the next rung of her career anymore.”

“More than that,” Elena said. “Ashley is giving a presentation tomorrow afternoon for the Board of Directors. The client has informed us that Ashley has been working on this presentation for nearly a month, and that it will ensure she's chosen for the promotion, not him.”

“So he doesn't want her to make it to the presentation,” I said, sipping my coffee.

“Worse,” she said with an acid little grin. “He wants her to bomb it. Bomb it very, very badly.”

The coffee went bad in my stomach. “How badly are we talking, here?”

“As in, 'if there was a camera in the room it would go viral' bad. Epically awful. The client has specified he wants Ashley to be, in his words, 'totally fucking humiliated'.”

“Humiliation,” I repeated. It wasn't something I'd thought of as a fetish before, but the idea of taking a powerful, confident woman and breaking her down until she was tripping over herself, looking like an idiot before her entire company? That sounded pretty damn good in the right context.

Elena leaned forward with a conspiratorial air, like we were being watched and she didn't want anyone to hear. “Of course, I understand if you have some reservations about the job...”

“No,” I said firmly, and when she shot back in her chair, lowered my voice: “No. I'm totally good. When do we start?”

Her smile was as wide and bright as Christmas. I got the sense that if there was some test in this meeting, I'd passed it with flying colors. “Well, like I said, time is of the essence...”
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“..And over here is the galley,” the woman said, “where meals are taken. The fridge gets cleaned out every Thursday night, so make sure not to leave anything in there overnight.”

“Thursday,” I said half-heartedly. Got it. I won't even be here tomorrow, I thought, not that she knows that. “Where, um, are the cubicles?”

“Anxious to get started, are you? Well, I guess the tour isn't much.” My guide, a friendly-looking middle-aged woman named Deborah, was giving me the traditional first-day walking tour of the facilities. I was sure most people being shown around the building were bored as hell, but I was full of nervous energy. I couldn't wait to get started.

I ran over the steps Elena had told me earlier in my head. When you get to your desk, insert the flash drive, she had told me after she'd briefed me on my job. It'll automatically connect to the network and show you all the computers on your floor. Once Ashley is sitting at her cubicle with no one else around, activate the program.

It sounded good. But, she'd explained to me, that wouldn't be enough.

That will only take care of the first hurdle: opening her mind to hypnotic commands. The program will spit out a trigger phrase once it's completed its work – you'll have to use it when she's alone and finish the mind control.

I was smiling as Deborah led me through the cubicle farm: I had an idea of just how to do that last part.

“Here you go – home sweet home,” Deborah said with a good-natured chuckle. “It's not much, but you can decorate it, of course. Anything I can get you while you're settling in?”

“Actually, yes,” I said, sitting in the chair and testing it. It made an audible squeak as I flexed my thighs. “I thought I saw some coffee machines back there in the galley. Are we allowed...?”

“Oh, you're such a dear,” Deborah said with a smile. “Would you like a cup?”

“If it wouldn't be too much trouble,” I said. “I just take it black.”

“Well bless your heart – I will be right back.”

As soon as Deborah's back was to me, I popped the flash drive in one of the computer's USB slots and turned the monitor on. While it loaded the program, I searched for something Elena had mentioned in the briefing...ah. There it was.

Meeting Room Reservations was the page title. It was on the company Intranet – a way for employees to register a time to have one of the meeting rooms upstairs to themselves. I'd been all ready to get my hacker skills out of retirement (I'm as good as unlocking computer systems as I am doors), but the program was already authorized. I booked one of the large executive suites – one I knew had a lockable door and soundproofing. It would be mine in fifteen minutes, for an entire hour.

More than enough time to adjust your attitude, Ash, I thought with a grin. Now I just have to find you...

The program finished loading, a new window taking up half the screen. From the clusters of glowing cubes, I was staring at a rough map of the floor I was on – each of the cubes represented a computer near me. I just had to figure out which one was Ashley's, and I could start the brainwashing.

I stood up, risking a glance around the room. It wouldn't do to have too many conversations here today – anything that might make people remember me later was sure to be bad news. Thankfully it didn't take me long to find Ashley, because everyone else was staring at her, too – or rather, at the girl she was speaking with.

Jesus Christ, I thought. What a knockout.

Ashley stood outside of her cubicle, talking to the girl in a low voice, but any excitement I had at seeing my target in the flesh had immediately been dimmed by that babe. She was a shortish blonde woman, in a skirt that was just barely within the company dress code and a pair of thigh-high boots that clung to her like a second skin. Her top was regulation as well, with just a hint of cleavage – but so tight on her supple frame that every curve stood out. In short, even though she was fully dressed, any guy with half a brain could stare at her and imagine exactly what she'd look like naked. Which, from the looks she was getting, was exactly what they were doing.

If Ashley is the Office Queen, I thought, that girl is the Office Slut. Or the Office Tease, maybe – I liked that better. She looked like the kind of girl who flaunted her sexuality, used it like a weapon to get what she wanted – but never actually gave it up.

I wanted her. I wanted to lift that tight skirt and see what kind of panties she was wearing underneath it. I wanted to run my hand along those boots and feel the instant the leather gave way to the soft, warm skin of her thighs. I wanted her to flush crimson, to melt against me, to beg to show me the all the things she held back from every other guy. I'd never fallen so hard in lust before.

Fuck, Matt, get it together, I told myself. You've got a job to do.

I watched Ashley, taking pains to keep my gaze from straying to her companion, until they split up.

“Thanks, Nicole,” Ashley said, just loud enough for me to hear. “I really appreciate it.”

Whatever it was she appreciated, she was going to stop in a moment – as I watched, she sat back behind her cubicle, far enough away that no one would be able to see the program take hold of her. I sat back down...

“Here's your coffee,” Deborah said.

Jesus! I was so shocked, I spun in my chair. Somehow I managed to get the window closed before she saw anything. She stared at me like she didn't quite know what to make of me, a steaming mug of coffee in her hand.

“Hey, thanks,” I said, taking it from her with all the ease I could muster. “I really appreciate it.”

Deborah decided she hadn't seen anything worth noting, and that friendly smile reappeared on her face. “You're welcome!”

As she walked off, I breathed a sigh of relief and pulled the program back up. That's when I saw it. There was a message in red text in the center of the window:

Mind Control Module Activated – Subject Primed. Trigger Phrase is 'A LONG CHAT'.

For a moment, everything seemed alright – then I realized I hadn't yet selected Ashley's cubicle. Had it locked on to the correct location? I scanned the map, and quickly realized it hadn't. Ashley's cubicle was still a boring, uniform beige – but the cubicle farthest to the right, next to the stairs, was flashing pink.

Oh shit, I thought. Who did I just brainwash...

I stood up and looked in that corner of the room. My mouth dropped open.

Her.

The girl – the gorgeous office slut I'd been pining for moments ago – was sitting at her cubicle, just the top of her head visible from where I was standing. Even so, I could tell the program had done its job – she stared at the screen of her computer with a glazed expression, her coffee halfway to her lips. Desire and panic warred in my heart. Half of me wanted to run over, whisper my trigger phrase in her ear and take her upstairs for the best hour of my life. The other half was screaming at me that I'd just fucked up the mission, I'd ruined everything...

“Please tell me this thing works twice,” I whispered, taking the flash drive out and putting it back in the same USB port a few seconds later. “Please...”

Success! The program rebooted, the map of the floor returning to the screen. Mind Control Module Ready, said the text at the bottom.

I selected Ashley's cubicle and hit ENTER.

After a few seconds, I risked a glance at Ash's cubicle. She sat with the same out-there expression as Nicole the Office Slut, staring blankly at the screen.

Mind Control Module Activated, the computer informed me. Trigger Phrase is 'WHY I LOVE LIFE'

Huh, that's a weird-ass trigger, I thought. But I'd take it. I gave it two minutes just to be on the safe side, then made me way across the room, acting like I was looking for a refill on my drink. I stepped past Ashley's cubicle and turned around, watching her. The glazed expression she'd worn on her face was gone, and she was hard at work.

“Hey, Ashley?” I asked, getting her attention.

She turned. “Oh, hi. You must be the new intern. What was your name?” She didn't look upset at all about the interruption.

“Matt,” I said with a smile. “I just wanted to tell you about why I love life.”

Her face slackened instantly. She stared up at me, no longer an independent woman supervising a floor. Now she was a slave, awaiting a command from her Master. I was already beginning to stiffen at the thought of it.

“Come with me,” I said, “we're going upstairs. And look natural.”

She obeyed, following just behind me as I led her to the stairs. We ascended to the conference room, which was everything I had hoped it would be: a big, air-conditioned space dominated by a massive table, with a locking door and thick, insulating walls. The perfect place to recondition a subject. I was practically trembling as I closed the door behind us.

“So, Ashley,” I asked, instructing her to sit on the edge of the table, “Why did you come up here with me?”

She frowned. “I don't...I don't really know. You told me to, and it felt right, so I did?”

“That's good,” I said. “It feels good to do what I say, doesn't it? It feels right.”

She nodded. “Yes. I...I feel really good right now, Matt.”

“Call me sir,” I said with a smirk. “I command it.”

She shuddered with pleasure. “Yes, sir.”

“You have a big presentation tomorrow,” I said. It wasn't a question, but she nodded anyway.

“You're looking forward to it, right?” Again she nodded.

I stepped forward, until we were practically clinging to each other. I parted her thighs, feeling around her soft, lacy panties. She was wet, of course – a big part of putting the subject in a pliable state involves turning them on – and my fingers slid into her cunt with no resistance.

“Fuck,” she whispered, arching her back and pressing her body against me. “That feels so good, sir.”

“When you get on stage for your presentation,” I told her, savoring every word, “you're going to fail. You're going to start forgetting words, tripping over yourself. You're going to be an embarrassment to your gender.”

“What? No...” She protested weakly. I wasn't surprised there was some resistance – this was a woman almost wholly devoted to her career, after all. But it was easy to push through that.

“Yes,” I assured her. “That's just what you're going to do. And every time you screw up, each and every time you flub a line or giggle or forget what you were going to say, you're going to feel just like I'm making you feel now. It's going to feel so good. In fact, you're going to be coming your brains out, aren't you, Ashley?”

“I...I can't,” she whimpered. “That presentation...it's my whole career...”

“Come for me,” I commanded.

I felt her inner muscles clench around my fingers, a strangled sob of passion leaving her throat as her body obeyed my command. Waves of orgasmic pleasure buffeted her body, muddling her mind and making resistance impossible.

“That's right,” I said. “It's so hard to think, isn't it? Come for me again, Ashley.”

This time her climax was stronger, so much so that she almost fell off the table. She clung to me, trying to fight the feelings of pleasure that ripped through her body but failing, failing oh so hard. She came again, unable to stop her body from betraying her, and tears beaded at the corners of her eyes.

“This is exactly how you're going to feel when you fail,” I told her. “Every time, it's going to be the best, strongest orgasm you've ever had. And you won't let them see a thing – you won't react at all, but inside you'll be feeling so wonderful, won't you?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, her eyes rolling in her head. She sounded sincere – like I'd finally broken her resistance. “I'll do just what you say.”

“You want to do what I say,” I told her. Fuck, I was so hard. I unzipped myself as I spoke. “You want to come like a dirty little whore at your presentation – in fact, you're going to fail as hard as you can just so it feels even better. You're excited – you can't wait for it. Say it.”

“I can't wait to fail,” she whimpered, her clit throbbing under my fingers. “I'm going to be so happy to throw my career away. It's going to be the greatest experience of my life, sir.”

“Spread your legs a little wider,” I commanded, pulling her panties to the side. She did so.

I slid into her with one smooth stroke, burying myself in her folds. She cried out – thank god for soundproofing – and moved her hips in time with mine, meeting me thrust for thrust. She was already lost in a sea of pleasure, and it didn't take long for me to join her – her perfect, tight pussy welcomed me, begged me to break down her walls and make her mine.

Before I knew it I was coming, spraying burst after burst of seed inside of her warm, primed pussy. Her walls gripped me tight, sucking me in as she came another time, riding my cock as a tidal wave of bliss washed away her will. When I pulled out of her, I felt like a King.

“Good,” I said, watching her as she smoothed her skirt down and fixed her makeup. “I can't wait to watch you fuck everything up, Ashley.”

“I can't wait to fuck things up,” she said with a giggle. “It's going to be so much fun, sir. You'll know I'm coming, right, sir? Even though I won't be showing it at all?”

“Oh yes,” I said, giving her ass a spank. She squealed with pleasure. “You're my good little girl, Ash. Now go back downstairs – we don't want anyone to suspect anything.”

She pouted, giving me a look somewhere that was between inviting and desperate. “Are you sure you're done with me, sir? We have this room for almost another hour...”

“Don't ever disobey me,” I said. She flinched, and snapped to attention. After that, there was no further resistance.

You're probably asking – why did I let Ashley go? Sure, I'd blown my load inside her, but I'd been planning much more. I'd been fantasizing about blowing a load all over those tits, and I'd barely even gotten to see them.

The reason was simple – I'd found someone even more captivating. Someone I just had to have, and I didn't have enough time to spend an hour with both girls and not look suspicious to my employers.

Are you really going to do this? I asked myself. Technically, I was breaking the mission parameters. I was sure if Elena knew about it, she'd be furious.

Fuck Elena, I thought. I headed downstairs, to have a chat with Nicole the Office Slut.
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“Yes, Master,” Nicole said, a sultry smile on her face. “I will suck your cock.”

I grinned as Nicole undid my belt, working my cock free of my pants before planting a soft little kiss on the throbbing, purple head.

“I just fucked your boss,” I said triumphantly. “How does her pussy taste on that cock?”

“Wonderful, Master,” the gorgeous blonde said, staring up at me with pure devotion. “You deserve to have every woman you desire.”

We were back in the conference room, safe behind its thick walls. After the huge hassle that brainwashing Ashley had been, taking command of Nicole had been blessedly simple. I'd walked up to her, told her I wanted to have a long chat, and she'd practically jumped my bones right then and there. From there it'd been a short walk to calling me 'Master', and now she was kneeling before me, worshiping my cock.

“You love to suck,” I told her.

She took me all the way to the base, then pulled back and ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft. “I love to suck,” she said with a giggle. “Sucking makes me feel good. Sucking your cock makes me feel like a real woman, Master.”

“That's right. You understand now. This is where you belong – on your knees. This is where it feels right to be.”

“Yes, Master,” she answered, stroking me. “I belong on my knees, pleasing men.”

I was curious, and I had an awful idea. “Have you pleased any men in this office?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, Master. I flirt with them, tease them mercilessly, but I never do anything more than that. It makes me wet knowing they're going into the bathrooms and stroking themselves thinking of me.”

So it was just as I'd thought. “From now on, that's going to change. You see the truth now, yes?”

Her eyes rolled back in her head, body shuddering as my command filled her with pleasure. “Yes, Master. I will fuck and suck the entire office. I'll debase myself for everyone. I will become the Office Slut, available for anyone's use.”

“That's right,” I agreed, “but right now you're mine.”

I let her blow me a bit longer, then I pulled away, savoring the way she whimpered at being denied my cock. “Stand up,” I said, sitting in the big executive chair at the head of the table. “Show me how sexy you can be, slut.”

Nicole grinned – she knew exactly what I wanted. She started dancing, writhing with an enthusiasm and grace you'd never see at a strip club, even as she used the same moves. She straddled my lap and pressed her big ass against my cock, driving me wild, and undid the buttons on the front of her shirt.

As soon as it was free she tossed it onto the table, letting her firm breasts spill from their confinement. My hands were on them, massaging the warm, soft flesh, pinching her firm nipples until they were hard and sensitive. She moaned with pleasure, arching her back and grinding in my lap.

“I've got to have you,” I moaned, my face pressed against her neck. “You're so gorgeous.”

“I exist for your pleasure, Master,” she said, rocking her warm core over the head of my cock. “If you want me, you can have me – whenever and wherever you want.”

I wanted her here, now. “Finish undressing,” I said. “But leave those boots on.”

“Oh, you like the boots?” She flashed a naughty grin as she undid her skirt, zipping it down and letting it slide down her smooth thighs. Her panties were black, of course, and they were next to go. Now she was standing before me, nude except for her boots, her slit dripping with sweet honey and trimmed to perfection.

“You're the hottest girl I've ever seen,” I said, and meant it. “Tell me you want me.”

She blushed. “I want you, Master.” One of her hands dove between her thighs and massaged her clit; the other cupped one of her breasts. She lifted the latter until she could fit her own nipple in her mouth and gave it a gentle suck. “I want to feel you inside me.” She strode forward, her boots clacking on the tile floor. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

I couldn't take anymore. I grabbed the back of her neck, pulling her to me, and kissed her. An instant later she was in my lap, the heat of her channel warm against my cock, and she was straddling me.

“Yes, Master,” she groaned. “Thank you for hypnotizing me. I love being your bimbo servant...”

Another moment and I was inside her, her supple thighs gripping mine as her warmth parted to admit my cock. I had thought Ashley was good – but this was paradise. Nicole was young and firm, like a cheerleader or an athlete, and her stamina blew me away. She did the splits over my lap, rocking her hips and meeting me stroke for stroke no matter how hard I fucked her.

“You're my King,” she whispered into my ear as I pounded her. I was losing control, losing everything but the pleasure and the feeling of sweet dominance, and I liked it.

“Come for me,” she begged, her pussy clenching around me, desperate for me. “Come inside your slave, Master. Fill your possession with your seed.”

She leaned forward and whispered into my ear like a confession: “I want you to breed me with your heirs, Master.”

Those words sent me over the edge. I spurted inside of her, losing control of my body and gripping her hips tight enough to leave bruises, ignoring everything but the sweet, perfect channel of her cunt. At her suggestion, my balls shot an amazing, thick load of come deep inside of her womb, spraying until I felt drained and satisfied. She was full to the brim, dripping with my seed as she pulled off me and knelt before me. She sucked me clean, keeping eye contact as her tongue lapped up the remnants of my load.

“I love you, Master,” she said, giving the head of my cock a kiss.

“That was amazing,” I said, but already in the back of my mind I was beginning to worry. What had I done? Nowhere had Elena said to brainwash the hottest girl in the office, no matter how jaw-droppingly sexy she was. I checked my watch – we had the room for another seven minutes or so. If they ask, I can just say I was in here longer than I expected with Ashley, I thought.

I instructed Nicole to dress and made my way back downstairs – I had to get out of here. I reached my cubicle, where I found something that froze my blood.

The flash drive was still in the computer; the program was still on the screen. And there were four new trigger phrases that had been generated.

I stared at them, dumbfounded. All of them were four words long, they looked like they had been randomly generated but I could tell they weren't. “Will Isaac Like Lacrosse?” I mumbled, shaking my head. “Well-Indoctrinated Legion Lackeys?”

All different, but all spelled the same acronym: WILL.

“What the fuck?” I whispered. Had someone been playing with this fucking thing? I glanced around, but no one else seemed to be acting strangely. I searched to see if any other computers had Mind Control Modules activated at them, but none of them were affected.

I'm not going to tell anyone about this, I decided. I grabbed the flash drive, stuck it in my pocket, and headed for the door. 

I had barely made it into the car when my cell phone rang – a call from a restricted number. I answered it.

“Hey, Elena.”

“You didn't know it was me,” she said reproachfully. “You shouldn't take risks like that.”

“Sorry,” I said, checking my rear view. “The job is done.”

“Wonderful. You've done an excellent job again, Matt.” But there was some hesitation in her voice – I could tell.

And after a moment, she asked: “Did anything...odd happen during the operation, Matt?”

“Odd?” I pretended to mull this over. “Other than brainwashing a promising young woman to throw away her career and fucking her? Not that I can think of.”

Elena chuckled on the other end of the phone. “Alright. We picked up some strange energy fluctuations from the building while you were in it – our boys are looking in to it, but I'm going to put it down as just weirdness. Keep your eyes open, though, okay?”

“Okay,” I said.

As I put the phone away, I felt in my jacket for the little slip of paper Nicole had given me – her phone number and address.

Waiting for the next job wouldn't be so bad, now that I had a gorgeous blonde slut willing to fulfill my every desire. Regardless of the rest of the weird shit that had happened, I called that a win.

I was beginning to like this job. And I liked the perks that came with it a lot better.
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“Good morning, Matt. Would you like some breakfast, or would you prefer to fuck me first?”

My eyes opened slowly, the room dim with the first hints of morning light. As my vision adjusted, I saw Nicole standing at the foot of the bed, smiling down at me with a loving gaze. She was wearing nothing besides a thin cotton tee and a pale pink pair of panties, and her breasts looked fantastic. Her stiff nipples poked through, each looking like an invitation.

I glanced lower and saw with delight that she was still wearing the boots. The sexy-as-fuck, please-fuck-me thigh-highs she'd had on when I'd met her for the first time. Her tanned thighs looked amazing with the contrast, and I'd decided right then and there to make her mine.

“Good morning, slave,” I said, pulling back the covers. I was naked underneath, and hard. “Come here.”

Flashing her perfect smile, she crawled across my bed on all fours, kissing her way up my legs until her tongue grazed the head of my cock.

“I love serving you like this first thing in the morning,” she said, looking up at me and biting her lip. “Those big, heavy balls have been working all night, getting my reward ready for me.”

Her mouth closed around my shaft, and I lay back in bed, my arms crossed beneath my head. She was a wonder, this girl.

I still hadn't told Elena, my boss, about her – how exactly would I even do that? There was no protocol to say “sorry, boss, but I accidentally brainwashed a second girl on our last job, and she was so fucking sexy I brought her home and made her my personal slave” at Attitude Adjustments, Inc. We were a secret organization of agents, lovers of hypnosis who used it to brainwash the snobby, bratty women wrecking the lives of powerful men. I loved my job, but I loved it even more since I'd brought Nicole home.

“Don't forget my balls,” I told her. “Put my balls in your mouth.”

She pulled back, gasping. “How could I forget,” she said, moving downward and teasing them with her tongue. She stroked my shaft as she sucked, bringing first one then the other between her soft, pillowy lips. The sensation was more than I could take; I felt myself reaching the tipping point.

Bringing myself into a half-sitting position, I gently took Nicole by the chin and brought her back up to my shaft, watching as she took it all the way to the base. My cock disappeared down her throat, waves of pleasure washing over me with each thrust.

“I'm gonna come,” I told her, but I didn't need to announce it. She knew my body better than I did – she was already changing her rhythm, getting ready to milk me dry.

And milk me she did. I blew in her mouth, the load I'd been building up all night draining down her throat in hard, creamy pumps. My fingers tangled in her hair and held her down, keeping her where it felt the best as I finished shooting my load in her mouth.

When it was over I laid back, reclining on one elbow as I watched her stroke the last few drops of seed from my cock and slurp them up.

“That,” I said, “is the best fucking way to wake up.”

“I live to serve,” she said with a giggle, giving my cock a quick suck to remove the last remnants of my load. “Are you ready for breakfast, Master?”

Breakfast turned out to be quite the spread: in addition to being a world-class beauty and a demon in the sack, Nicole was one hell of a chef. I ate heartily, a pleasant soreness in my bones from the night before, finishing my plate and two cups of coffee while Nicole looked on, beaming with pride. She loved taking care of me; the girl practically lived to see me happy.

“So what are we going to do today, Master?” She asked, pressing her breasts together with her arms.

Nicole had been with me for a week now, staying over at my place ever since my last job. I'd been hired to use mind control on her boss, an up-and-comer named Ashley, turning her into a brainless slut so that her rival could get the big promotion instead of her. And I'd done that, only I'd also been so smitten with Nicole that I'd taken her too, spreading her on top of a boardroom table like my own personal corporate slut. She'd reported to me the next day that Ashley had bombed her presentation so badly that she'd been fired from the company, and while I waited for my next job she stayed at my condo, thinking of nothing but how best to please me. Every day, I'd come up with some new dirty fantasy for us to try: driving to the beach and fucking in the ocean, or going to a strip club and splitting a girl between us.

“Hmm,” I said, sipping the last of my coffee. It was damn good – better than I made it. “I was thinking we might take a walk around the local campus today. Just me and you, with you in that short skirt you've got and no panties, seeing how much we can fool around before someone notices.”

She grinned like a cat with a fresh bowl of cream. “That sounds wonderful, Master...”

The doorbell rang.

“Now who the hell could that be?” I asked, getting up from the table.

Nicole started to get up as well. “No, you stay here, I've got it,” I said. “Probably just some Jehovah's Witnesses or something...”

It was not Jehovah's Witnesses. It was Elena.

“Hey, Matt,” she said with a big, friendly smile. “Ready to hit the campaign trail?”
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“Excuse me?” I asked.

“The campaign trail,” she repeated. “It's all our part of our job today, yours and mine. It's very cool, and I can't wait to explain it to you. I'm glad we finally get to work together...”

She glanced past me, sniffing. “Damn, that smells amazing. You got any leftovers?”

As happy as I was that Elena finally seemed to have warmed towards me a bit, I couldn't help but think this was the worst possible time. I blocked her view, shaking my head. “Uh, no. Nope, sorry. Just let me get dressed, I'll be right out...”

Her eyebrows came together. “Hey...do you have somebody in there?”

Oh, shit. I could see it already in my mind's eye: the whole thing crumbling around me, my secret revealed to my boss. But I'd learned a few things from my time as a thief: chiefly among them that when caught off-guard by someone snooping around, the best thing to do was to act like you had nothing to hide. If you were breaking into a house, tell 'em you were the locksmith; if it was a car, get them to help you out forcing a coat hanger through the window while you picked it.

So I decided the direct approach was best. “Yeah,” I whispered, leaning forward. “I do.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh, wow – I'm sorry. I didn't mean to – was I interrupting anything?”

I shook my head, laughing with relief. It had been so easy. “Of course not. Just let me get my shit together-”

Nicole appeared at the door, her breasts pressing against my shoulder. “Hi!”

If I had thought Elena was shocked before, that was nothing compared to the look she gave Nicole. “Hi! Wow, look at you! Sorry to interrupt – I work with your boyfriend.”

“Oh, he's not my boyfriend,” Nicole said, shooting me a flirtatious glance. “Yet.”

It was pitch perfect. Elena bought it hook, line and sinker.

Her cheeks reddened. “I'll just wait out here for you.”

“Thanks.” I shut the door and led Nicole back into the kitchen.

She clung to me, beaming. “Did I do good, Master? I helped out, right?”

Now it was my turn to have a tiny, secret-ass smile! “Yes, you did,” I told her. “You did a great job.”

She shuddered, a tiny climax washing over her. “Thank you, Master.”

“Stay here and wait for me, okay?”

“Yes, Master,” Nicole whimpered, still in the throes of passion. “I'll do anything you command me to...”

Finally dressed, I shut the front door to find Elena standing near the entrance, looking sheepish. Strange, I thought, I never thought I'd see Miss Cool taken so off-guard.

“I hope I didn't upset things with your girl,” she said as I approached.

“No, it's fine. I just – I do have a life, you know. Outside of work.”

She nodded, looking uncomfortable. “I know. That's great, really. Most of us with the company don't have that, so I'm happy for you.”

“Really?” I was taken aback.

Her eyes narrowed – a little bit of my old, snarky boss was back. “Think about it. Would you be okay with dating a girl whose job description involved occasionally brainwashing strangers and fucking their brains out?”

I thought about it. “Yeah, actually,” I said with a smirk.

“Well of course, but you're not like most guys,” she said, slapping me on the shoulder. “That's why you work for us.”

She led me outside, where her car was waiting – a black sports car, just as sleek and professional-looking as she was. It suited her well. There were a few moments of oppressive heat before the air-conditioning got working; the day was gearing up to be yet another scorcher. I was just as impressed with the interior of the car as the exterior: everything looked shiny and new, and there was even a hint of that new car smell in the air. I wondered if this was a rental, or some vehicle the company rented out to active agents. I'd have to ask about it later.

Once we got out of the parking lot, I felt a bit more comfortable talking about the mission. “So what was all that about 'the campaign trail' back there?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes, fiddling with the radio. Static gave way to some boring-sounding talk radio program and she turned the volume low enough that we could speak to each other without raising our voices. “Come on. I would've assumed you'd figure out our next assignment as soon as I said that.”

“I don't really watch the news,” I said, which was the truth.

“But you know there's an election on, right?”

“Yeah.”

She reached into the pocket of her jacket and pulled out a photograph. “I really didn't think I'd have to even use this,” she muttered to herself as she handed it to me.

“Oh, I recognize this guy,” I said. “The senator.”

“That is Frank Chambers, and yes, he's running for re-election. He's a 'family-values' conservative with a powerful base of voters, dozens of endorsements from religious groups, the works. He was utterly dominating the polls, too, until a few days ago.”

I stared at the picture, turning it this way and that. Come to think of it, I remembered something vaguely gossipy about this guy. “What happened a few days ago?”

Elena snorted. “You really don't watch the news, do you?” She reached into her jacket as we approached a red light and pulled a second photograph from her jacket. This one was a little bit different.

“Who's she?” I asked, looking over the picture. It was a short blonde girl, college-age, dressed in skintight leather pants, a top that looked more like a corset than a shirt, and a pair of black boots sharp enough to cut glass. She'd been captured in the middle of shooting the cameraman the finger, and the half-empty bottle of gin in her other hand was a pretty good clue as to why.

“That,” Elena said, pulling back into traffic, “is Claire. Senator Chambers' step-daughter. That photograph was taken last week as Miss Chambers left a nightclub – as you can see, she wasn't exactly in a position to be giving a press conference.”

“I can see that,” I said. “Still, you said this is sinking her Dad's chances at reelection? It seems a little basic...”

“Oh, it's much more than that. There's a video – I won't bore you with the details, but she goes on at length about how much she hates this country, how her father is a massive hypocrite – all while having two scantily-clad girls on her arm. So you can see how the Chambers campaign might need things corrected in a hurry.”

“So his daughter is a foul-mouthed, militant lesbian feminist and he's running on a 'family values' platform, huh? Politics. Where's the envelope?”

“The envelope was delivered to me,” Elena said smoothly. “This is technically my job we're going on, but I wanted you to be here.”

“Really?” I turned to look at her. She glanced at me, mostly keeping her eyes on the road. “Why is that?”

“We need to get used to working together if we're going to continue moving up in the company,” she said quickly. “And it's customary for more-experienced members to train the rookies. Also, you seem like a pretty good guy, and I could really use someone with a penis for this op.”

“Yeah, why did you get this job anyway? Don't they usually give the guys the girls, and you take the guys who need to be brainwashed?”

Elena coughed gently. “It's actually based on sexual orientation.”

I thought about it for a second, then it clicked. “Oh. Cool.”

Elena glanced at me, checking if I was being serious, then chuckled. “So yeah, your boss likes brainwashing pussy just as much as you. Only we need to go full-on Stepford Stepdaughter with Claire, so I need your help. Besides, you don't mind, do you?”

I looked back down at the photograph, at the rude but gorgeous blonde giving me the finger. “Yeah,” I said, “I could definitely get into taming that. So what's the plan?”

Elena merged into traffic, juking in front of an SUV as its horn honked at her. A light rain fell, splashing the windshield in contrast with the blue sky. “Pretty simple. Claire has an interview scheduled with a women's magazine this afternoon – one of those glossy rags that advertises '20 ways to blow his mind in bed'. They want an interview about her comments the other day – or at least they would, if they weren't secretly us.”

I was starting to get it. “So she gets there, and we're waiting for her...”

“Don't worry about your acting,” Elena assured me. “You're the camera guy – I'm the one who'll be asking the questions. The mind control module is built into the camera you'll be using – all you'll have to do is point and click, and watch as Claire's will melts away. Then the two of us will reprogram her, have a little fun, and let the Chambers campaign know they can schedule a press conference with the “new” Claire, ready to support all her Daddy's programs.”

I shook my head, watching the windshield wipers scream across the glass. “That is just plain evil. You know that?”

“I know,” Elena said with a grin. “But it's fun.”
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“Thank you so much for agreeing to speak with us today,” Elena said, holding out a hand. “We really appreciate your time.” 

Claire did not shake it.

Elena's smile grew a little bit more pained. “Come right in.”

The space we'd acquired for Claire's 'interview' was a suite in one of the ritziest hotels in town, suitable for a magazine interviewing the step-daughter of a controversial Senator. Elena had made sure the place looked the part, stacking audiovisual equipment on the bed and putting half-empty cups of coffee everywhere except where we were going to be shooting. I was impressed; it really looked like the room had been used hard by a camera crew for a week. Claire looked around and sniffed, looking at it all with disdain.

“Where should I sit?” Claire asked. To my surprise, there wasn't the venom I'd have expected in her tone.

“Right over here is where we'll get started,” Elena said, indicating a comfortable chair with a backdrop behind it. I suppressed a laugh thinking of the last-minute trip to the craft store I'd made to get it. “By the way, this is our cameraman, Matt.”

Claire looked at me as if she was just now seeing me – which she probably was, all things considered. “Just make sure you get my good side,” she said with a hint of snark.

“Yes ma'am, I will,” I said. Your very good side.

“I can't wait for this,” Claire said, turning back to Elena with a predatory smile. “My step-dad is such a fucking hypocrite. I'm looking forward to finally nailing his ass to the wall over it.”

“Well, we are just pleased you chose us to tell your story to,” Elena said diplomatically. I had to hand it to her – she really did sound the part. “First off, we're going to take a couple photos for the magazine spread – is that alright? Just some casual poses of the two of us in conversation.”

She looked a little wary, but nodded. “Yeah, do whatever you gotta do.”

Elena motioned for me to get into position. The camera was a large, digital number, almost too heavy to  lift comfortably and covered in additional mics and lenses like some crazy customized gun. I peered through the viewfinder, getting Claire in the center. Beam ready, a tiny message at the bottom of the screen informed me.

Elena glanced back at me, arching her brow. I nodded, then pressed the button.

There was a bright flash. Claire's eyes dilated and her pretty mouth slipped open. She stared ahead, her gaze looking momentarily glazed.

“So,” Elena said with relish, “first question: have you always considered yourself a lesbian?”

Claire's flawless face grew confused; her mouth moved silently like she was trying to formulate an answer she could understand. “What?”

“I said,” Elena asked, never dropping her helpful-interviewer persona, “did you always know you liked tasting other girls' pussies? Or was there some experience that changed your worldview?”

She shook her head, like we were something she could make go away. “I didn't come here to answer shit like that,” she said, a trace of her former defiance returning. “I came here to talk about my Dad...”

Flash. I pressed the button on the camera again. Claire slumped in her seat, blinking rapidly like someone had dropped a flashbang in her brain. A low, throaty moan left her throat, her ass and hips rising into the air unconsciously, like they were pulled on a string.

“And of course,” Elena said, scooting her chair closer, “you've always loved other girls tasting your pussy, right? You dirty little girl-fucking slut.”

“What...what are you talking about?” Claire's voice was tinged with delirium. “What's going on...”

Flash. Flash. Flash. I was really getting into it now, each press of the button sending a new burst of signal into Claire's mind. The commands sank into her soul, making her pliant and submissive – making whatever Elena told her to believe make more and more sense.

“We all know the truth,” Elena said, standing up. “You don't have to hide anything.”

She slunk down into the chair along with Claire, crossing her legs over the girl's boots. The sight of the two of them intertwined filled me with desire.

“Look into the camera,” Elena commanded. She did, eyes glazed as she stared directly at me in the viewfinder.

Flash.

Her eyes shut tight and her back arched, her face contorting as a burst of pleasure tore through her body. She lost control of her hands and they moved all over Elena; caressing her tits and running up and down her smooth, firm hips.

“That's right, touch me,” Elena commanded. “You've never felt so attracted to anyone before, have you?”

Claire shook her head, whimpering. Her face was flushed with exertion, sweat beading on her brow. She looked like she wanted nothing in the world but to tear Elena's clothes off and put her mouth all over her sweet, tight body.

“It's good to be attracted to me,” Elena said with a little giggle. “Now look at me.”

She took Claire's head in her hands, forcing the girl to stare deep into her eyes. I was impressed – I thought my experiences brainwashing beautiful women had taught me something about the ins and outs of hypnosis, but obviously I had a lot to learn. Elena's gentle, coaxing technique made me look clumsy and overeager by comparison: she brought the girl under her power by degrees, filling her with pleasure as she sank. She made her want it.

“I'm the most beautiful woman you've ever seen,” Elena said, her eyes reflecting Claire's devotion. “Say it. When you say it, it will become true.”

“You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen,” Claire gasped. She writhed in her seat, fighting the urge to sink to her knees and beg.

“You want to serve me,” Elena said. Her voice didn't make it sound like a command; more like a truth they'd already agreed on. “You want to call me your Mistress. You'll do anything I ask you to do, Claire.”

“I live to serve you,” she whispered, trembling with need. “I love you, Mistress. I'll do anything you ask me – anything.”

“That's good,” she said, running her finger beneath Claire's chin. She shuddered with bliss just at the touch. “There's one thing I really want from you, slave.”

“Anything, Mistress. Please, please tell me what you want.”

“From now on,” she said, biting her lip mischievously, “you aren't attracted to any other girls. They can't turn you on – in fact, they don't do a single thing for you. You don't get wet for them; you don't want them. They just leave you cold. Only me, only Mistress Elena. I hold the keys to your pussy, and I  don't share. Say it.”

“Only you, Mistress,” Claire said, her body quaking. “I'll never be attracted to any girl – only you.”

That is fucking clever, I thought, standing behind the camera. Elena had basically just robbed Claire of all of her lesbian tendencies – and she'd done it with no resistance, just by turning Claire on. By making it part of her submission to her sapphic mistress. I was in awe of my boss.

“Come here,” Elena whispered. “Come here and worship your Mistress.”

Claire sighed with relief, like a dam finally bursting. As I watched, she pulled at Elena's clothes, disrobing my boss so quickly I barely had time to blink before her suit was in a pile on the floor. Beneath it she wore a lacy set of lingerie; she invited Claire to touch her with the crook of a finger.

“Now, slave,” she said, leaning back into the chair and spreading her legs. “Taste me.”

Claire got her knees like an obedient little slut, pulling Elena's panties to the side. A strange sense of shame filled me for a moment – should I be watching my superior like this? - but disappeared as Claire's tongue lapped at her slit, making her moan and writhe. I was going to watch every moment of this, and enjoy the hell out of it.

That's what I had planned to do, but as it turned out Elena had other ideas. “Come here, Matt,” she said,  putting her hand on Claire's head as her tongue made circles on her clit. “I don't think we need the camera's help anymore.

I did so, feeling half-hypnotized myself. Elena was a Mistress of hypnosis; compared to her I was an amateur. I wanted to learn how to control women as effortlessly as she did.

“This is Matt,” she said, commanding Claire's gaze upward with the touch of a finger to forehead. “He's a big, strapping man and he wants to pound you.”

I did? I did. Claire was a hot little number, and watching her go to town on Elena made me want to join in on the fun. It also made me imagine both my boss and my target sharing my cock in their warm, wet mouths, but somehow I knew that wasn't in the cards – yet.

“Mistress,” Claire said, raising her head from Elena's snatch only with reluctance, “I don't like boys. I don't even like girls. I only love you...”

“You do, and that means you'll do everything your Mistress says,” Elena said, her tone never getting haughty or regal. She explained everything like she was Claire's best friend, helping her overcome a difficult problem. “Listen to me now, slave – you love cock.”

“I...I love cock,” Claire repeated, her breathing picking up steam.

“You want this man's cock,” Elena said, grabbing my erection through my pants. Fuck, just her fingers through the fabric made me wanna shoot. “He's going to fuck you from behind while you make me come with that sweet little mouth, and it's going to be the greatest thing that ever happened to you. You're going to remember it forever.”

Claire's eyes rolled back in her head as the command took hold. “Yes, Mistress. I will fuck cocks.”

“That's so good,” she said. Leaning forward, she kissed Claire deeply, biting softly on her lip and mingling their tongues. “From now on, you're going to be a good girl and do what Mistress tells you, right?”

“Yes, Mistress. I love obeying you.”

“You have no will of your own.”

“I have no will of my own.”

Will? That made old memories pop up in my head: thoughts of the strange trigger phrases I'd seen on AA's Mind Control Module. But they were only in my thoughts for a moment, because just then Claire unzipped her leather jeans and peeled them down her legs. Her slit was dripping wet, primed and warm and freshly shaven. The tiny muscles of her thighs practically quivered with need as she spread her legs, getting herself ready for me.

“Beg him,” Elena said, looking from Claire to me. “Beg him to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me,” Claire whimpered, sticking her ass in the air like a present. “Please fill me with your big cock. I need it, I need to make you happy...”

I didn't need any further coaxing. I slid into her, burying the fat head of my cock in her folds and pressing until I filled her channel, stretching her walls like no girl's tongue ever could. My shaft filled her crevices, sending bursts of pleasure through her body with every thrust – pleasure that was amplified many times over by the camera's hypnotic powers.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Claire moaned, her cries of passion muffled by Elena's pussy. She was eating Elena's cunt like it was a the only thing in the world she lived for, like she was making herself come by doing it. The sight of it was a wonderful visual, but I was more enamored of the way my cock felt sinking into her doggystyle. Her walls were tight and wet, so fresh and perfect I was half-sure that she'd never had a man take her before. Even if she had, it had never been like this.

“That's right, make your Mistress come,” Elena said, her voice picking up speed. She clenched her teeth, pressing her box to the girl's face until she was practically humping her mouth and tongue, owning her with her feminine power. “Make me come all over your sweet little slave face, Claire. Serve your Mistress yes oh yes oh fuck...”

Elena came with a cry, her hands tangled in Claire's hair. Sweet release sent shivers through her body, made her hips writhe against Claire's face, her eyes rolling back as pleasure washed over her. “So good,” she whimpered, rocking back and forth as she climaxed. “So fucking good...”

With Elena down for the count, Claire became focused on my pleasure – after all, getting me off was what her Mistress had commanded. Her hips came back on me savagely, meeting me thrust for thrust. Her whole being shrank to a single point, shepherding her cunt as it milked me all the way to climax.

“Doesn't that feel so good?” It was Elena, having come down from her peak. “Don't you just love fucking a tight, wet little hypnotized bitch, Matt?”

“Yes,” I groaned, pounding away. I was about to pump her full of come.

“Blow inside her,” Elena said. “It'll feel so fucking good, I promise. The best you've ever had. Show her how a good little girl takes a stranger's load...”

I grabbed Claire's hips and thrust deep inside her just as I felt myself go over the edge. My orgasm was as hard and strong as Elena's; I came with primal, caveman grunts, depositing every drop of my seed deep in Claire's womb. Any thoughts I might have had about fertility or birth control were washed away by the sweet bliss, the sensation of having dominated her young body with my virile masculinity. I was her King when I came inside of her, even as she worshiped Elena with her body.

Her pussy clenched around me, milking me dry as the last spurts of come left my cock.

Elena sighed happily. “Come here, you,” she said to Claire.

What happened next blew my fucking mind. Elena helped Claire onto the seat, spread the young girl's legs and proceeded to taste her sloppy, come-soaked pussy – tasting my come, lapping it up with her tongue, getting my seed in her mouth. It was incredible to me – but to Claire it was like a revelation. Having her own personal goddess' mouth on her was an instant orgasm: she came like the world was ending, like someone having a religious experience, like she was afraid gravity had reversed and she was going to fall upward into the sky. It was a hell of a thing to watch.

When it was done, Elena shared some of my seed with Claire, passing it back and forth between their mouths. For an instant, I dared to dream that the two were going to crawl forward and start blowing me, but Elena turned back to Claire and stroked her hair.

“Good slave,” she said, savoring the shudders each bit of praise tore from Claire's supple frame. “Good girl.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“From now on, you're going to be a good girl for your Mistress, right?”

She nodded. “Yes. Yes, I swear.”

“Good. Thank you so much, Claire. You're such a good little slave.”

We left Claire in a stupor, high on her own hypnosis as we quickly dressed and left. Once we were back in the car, I finally worked up the nerve to say something to Elena.

“So what now?” I asked.

She smirked at me, as if she hadn't just been tasting my semen from the pussy of another girl. “Now the handlers come in and show her exactly what being a good girl entails. She'll do all of it, too, because her Mistress told her to.” She stared out the window wistfully, as if she were wishing she could go back inside and have another round with Claire.

“You really liked her,” I said.

“Yeah. But then again, you did, too.”

“Not like that. Will she ever see her Mistress again.”

Just then, my cell phone rang. “Never say never,” Elena said with a shrug. “Sometimes they need another treatment for it to take...”

“Normally this would be you,” I said, trying to find the right button on the phone. “Calling me to congratulate me on a job well done...”

I held the phone to my ear. There was nothing but static.

Elena frowned at me. “Who is that?”

“I don't know...”

Just then, a raspy voice cut through the static. The sound of it froze my blood; not because of the content of what it said, just from the delivery. It sounded like someone who had been screaming all day, screaming from torture, and now their voice was torn and ruined.

“What's inside laborer's lodgings?”

“Huh? Excuse me? Who the hell is this?”

“Who intruded? Lover...left.”

“Left what? What the hell are you talking about...”

The line went dead.

“Huh. Must have been a prank call.” I looked up at Elena – and froze. Her face was ghostly white, her lips trembling with fear.

I started to panic. “What? What was that?”

When Elena spoke, it was in a tiny voice, almost a whisper. “Was that the first time you've heard that?” 

“What? No, well, sorta. I saw all these things once, they all had the same acronym...”

“Will.” Elena whispered it like it was a curse. “They hunt us. They don't like people using hypnosis; messing with the natural flow of cause and effect. They're our enemies – and if you make it long enough at Attitude Adjustments to encounter them in the flesh, you'll understand why I'm so freaked out right now.”

I was pretty freaked out myself. “But what did they mean with that garbage? Lover left...?”

“They speak in acronyms,” she said. “But everything has a message. It's never gibberish.”

“Lover left...my lover?”

Nicole.

Elena realized it the same instant I did. “Oh God. Your girlfriend. We have to warn her...”

But the phone didn't ring when I called – it went straight to voice mail. We booked it back to my condo, and as soon as we got to the parking lot I could tell something was wrong. The front door of the building was torn off its hinges, laying on the concrete.

We got upstairs, but it was too late. Nicole was gone.
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“Please take me, Master. I'm so wet for you...”

The woman bent at the waist, taking the zipper of her pencil skirt and pulling it down. She was naked beneath the thin fabric; I couldn't tear my eyes away from her firm thighs and smooth slit as the skirt made its way down to her stiletto fuck-me heels.

Master. No matter how many times I heard that, it never got old. As I parted her thighs, running a finger between her swollen lips to make her gasp, I felt nothing but fulfillment: the satisfaction of knowing this beautiful, seductive woman belonged to me. Was owned by me.

“Maybe I won't give you back when I'm done with you,” I grunted, taking a hold of her long chestnut-brown hair. “Maybe I'll keep pumping you full of my come, breeding this tight little body until it's swollen with my heirs.”

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, melting against me. I could feel her heat, like a warm embrace just waiting for me to sink inside of her. “I want that so bad. I was made for breeding, for being a possession – and I want you to possess me, Sir.”

Oh yeah, I thought as I parted her folds, I could get used to this...

––––––––
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“Tell me again what happened,” Elena said.

I looked around the empty house, scrutinizing the doorways like Nicole was going to come walking in through one of them any moment, giggling at how hard we'd been pranked. But it wasn't to be: she was gone, taken by someone or something I didn't understand.

“It was during my second job,” I said with a sigh.

“The internship.” She crossed her arms under her firm breasts, glaring at me. “You did seem kind of 'off' when you came back from that.”

“It was an accident,” I told her. “I didn't mean to use hypnosis on anyone other than the target. I got startled, caught in the act, and I panicked and used it on the wrong cubicle.”

“So you just happened to brainwash the most attractive woman in the entire office?” Elena cocked an eyebrow, looking at me with disdain. “A lithe, sexually open girl in her early 20's with no husband or boyfriend to throw a wrench in your plans. A nice little bimbo sex slave no one would notice was spending every night at her new man's apartment.”

“I know you don't believe me,” I said. “I wouldn't believe me either. But it's the truth. I didn't mean to brainwash Nicole, it just happened. But once I got a taste of her, I couldn't stop. I had to bring her home with me. I mean that's what we all dream about...”

“God damn it, Matt!” Elena's voice was so full of anger I slunk back against the seat of my chair. “You think I don't know that? Every agent dreams of doing exactly what you did – even me. You think you're the first guy with mind control powers to experience temptation?”

The thought hadn't even occurred to me until now: my cheeks burned with shame. “Okay. I'm sorry-”

“No, what you are is fired,” she said, quaking with fury. Up until that moment, I didn't realize just how angry with me she truly was: I could tell it was an effort for her to remain sitting on the couch. “You can't keep working for Attitude Adjustments, Matt.”

My mouth dropped open. Panic filled my veins – she couldn't! This job was my everything – my ticket to fulfilling all of my darkest fantasies. How dare she try and rip that away from me?

“You can't fire me,” I said, trying to stay calm. “Besides, I broke one rule.”

“You broke the rule, Matt,” Elena said, shaking her head. As I watched, she put a hand against her forehead and sighed, some of the anger going out of her features. “I know what it's like to be tempted. But unauthorized uses of hypnosis are the kind of shit that led to WILL being created in the first place. Every time you use hypnosis out of mission parameters, it's like a beacon for them. It's no wonder they found Nicole.

I gulped heavily. I had had no idea the stakes were so high. “What are they going to do to her?”

“Honestly, I don't know.” Elena shrugged dejectedly. “My gut instinct is that they'll deprogram her, try to use her as an anti-hypnosis weapon. Maybe even send her back to you as a living booby trap.”

“Jesus,” I whispered.

“It's a hell of a mess to clean up,” Elena said, looking off into the distance. “I can do it, though. I've done it before.”

“How do we find her?” I was ready to help; to do anything to make things up to Elena.

“We don't do anything,” she said, shaking her head sadly. I could tell my eagerness was not going to be appreciated. “First, I have to make a call and report this to the four chiefs. Then they'll convene and make the decision to formally terminate you – until then, you'll be under my protection. WILL loves to go after newly-removed agents: something about going after weak targets...”

“Wait.” I could feel ice in the pit of my stomach. The panic I'd had a moment ago was nothing compared to this. I fucked up, I thought. Oh Christ don't let it be true.

“What?” Elena gave me a sideways glance.

“Four chiefs?” I asked. will issac like lacrosse. what I lack lately...

“Yes, four. Why are you shaking?”

I was. “There's something I haven't told you.”

I related the rest of my weird encounter at the office building: coming down from fucking Nicole and making her into my slave to find four new trigger phrases had been generated. All four words long, all with the same acronym: WILL.

When I was done, Elena looked almost as freaked out as I was. “You're making this up,” she whispered, although I knew she didn't believe that. “You're just trying to get out of being fired...”

I shook my head. “I didn't think anything of it at the time. But you said unauthorized hypnosis is like a beacon for these fuckers. You don't think someone from WILL might have gotten to the drive, used it to hack our systems?”

“...And generate trigger phrases for the four chiefs,” Elena said. She said it in roughly the same terms as someone would discuss a nuclear attack destroying North America. “Fuck me.”

“We have to do this together,” I told her. It was self-evident: if there was a threat, there was no way either of us could tackle it alone. “We have to stop this-”

“It might already have happened,” Elena snapped. “Fuck, I wish you had told me earlier. Fuck!”

She closed her eyes, seeming to lose herself in thought. A moment later I realized she was humming; I wondered if it was to focus her or calm herself down.

After a minute or two, her eyes opened. “Okay. I'm going to investigate this.” She sighed heavily. “And I guess I'll have to give you this.”

She pulled an envelope from her jacket – at the reveal of such a familiar sight, my heart skipped a beat. I was going to get another assignment – another woman to worship me.

“This is my job,” Elena snapped. “Not yours. So don't fuck it up.”

I nodded. “You need my help, though,” I said. “I think saving Attitude Adjustments is more important than one job.”

“If the job doesn't get done, the chiefs will know something is wrong. And if it does get done, they won't realize I'm close to them, figuring out which of them has been triggered. You'd only slow me down, Matt – what I need from you right now is to make sure my job gets done and no one suspects I'm not where I'm supposed to be. Got it?”

My nod was eager. I reached out and snatched the envelope from her hand. “Absolutely. Thank you so much for trusting me, Elena.”

That small smile I knew so well crossed her face – but an instant later, she gave me a cold, searching look.

“I swear to God,” she said quietly, “if you try and take another trophy home with you...”

“I won't do anything like that,” I assured her. “You can trust me.”

She stood up. “I hope so.”

Then she was gone, and I was all alone in my empty apartment – just me and the envelope. I held it in my trembling hands, thinking of Nicole.

We will find you, baby, I told myself. I promise.
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What was inside the envelope was...peculiar.

I was used to finding three things inside one of the soft cream envelopes the company handed out to agents: a photograph of the target, a sheet containing the target's vital information and whereabouts, and something to open the target's mind and make them susceptible to hypnosis, like a spray bottle or a special camera. Only the third of these things was inside of the envelope. I held the device up, turning it in my hands: it looked exactly like one of those cheap laser pointers you'd buy at an office supply store. I pushed the button gingerly: a thin red bar appeared on the opposite wall.

Simple, but effective, I thought, turning the envelope upside down to shake out whatever else might have been in there.

There was nothing – just the pointer.

“So how the hell am I supposed to find the target?” I asked aloud, looking at the laser pointer as if it held some hidden meaning. None was forthcoming, so I gave Elena a call.

“Hello?” The sounds of traffic were heavy behind her voice – it sounded like she was bumper-to-bumper.

“Hey. I've got a problem. Your envelope didn't have a target in it – just a cheap-ass laser pointer. You don't think this might be a prank by WILL...?”

Her laugh was audible through the phone. “Oh, that. Shine it in your eyes.”

“What? I know you don't like me much right now, but blinding me won't help anything.”

“It won't hurt you,” she said, giggling. “I promise. Just try it. Point it at your eyes and hit the button.”

She hung up.

I looked warily at the pointer, like it was some animal waiting to strike. “Fuck this,” I whispered. “If this is a prank, then Elena and I are even.”

I held the pointer up and turned it around, so that the front was aimed directly at my eyes, and pushed the button.

Holy fucking shit!

I had just enough time to think that before I fell to the floor. The wood was hard beneath my shoulder, but I didn't mind – I felt wonderful. Waves of lust smashed into my body, hard, and I splayed out, bliss tingling through me.

After a moment, I realized something funny: I didn't need to be told who my target was. I knew. I knew her intimately, like an old friend or a lover. I knew where she lived, what she liked to do, how she liked to dress on a first date and what moves she did in bed for a guy she really liked to drive him wild. I blinked hard, gasping with the force of all this new knowledge bubbling in my brain.

“Megan,” I said aloud, the syllables sending a shiver of ecstasy down my spine. She was a rare beauty; the kind of girl who roused desire in every guy she met. I knew her marriage had started off scorching-hot, and that for years her panties hit the floor every time he looked at her. I knew she was a cheater, an adulteress, and that it wasn't really her fault but that didn't matter because we don't pick our clients, they come to us. 

Most of all, I knew that she was expecting the man she was having an affair with to come over this afternoon, but he wasn't coming – Attitude Adjustments had already taken care of that. She was at home right now, taking a shower and making herself ready. I could feel her, hear her, smell her as she stepped out, naked and dripping wet, and all at once my cock was throbbing against my zipper. It was an effort not to pull it down and stroke myself to climax as Megan filled my mind's eye.

The reverie was slow in leaving me; my desire gradually dropped back down to a manageable level but the knowledge didn't leave me. As soon as I was able, I picked up the phone and called Elena back.

“You did it.” There was a knowing smirk in her voice. “You used it on yourself.”

“What the fuck was that?” I asked, still incredulous.

“That's the kind of stuff they give advanced agents,” she said with satisfaction. “Where intimate knowledge of the target is helpful. Felt good, didn't it?”

I nodded, then realized she couldn't see me. God, that fucked me right up. “Yeah.”

“It was calibrated to me, so it was a little bit softer and gentler than it would normally be. If it had been made for you, you probably would have seen her sucking your cock, or blowing all over her tits.”

“You think you know everything about me,” I said dreamily. I couldn't get the anger into my voice; not when I felt like this.

“I know it's like you've woken up from the sexiest, wettest dream you've ever had, and that feeling's not going to leave you until you sink that big cock deep in Megan's pussy and let it make you feel better,” Elena said with a frankness that shocked me. “Now go have the fun I was supposed to have. I'll be off saving the goddamn world while you do.”

She hung up.

I felt bad – but not too bad. Megan was taking up too much of my brain space for me to focus on much else. My cock throbbed in my pants – the desire to stroke myself into sweet bliss was almost impossibly tempting, but somewhere deep in my brain I knew it wouldn't bring me any release. Elena was right – only one thing would do that.

Megan. I had to find her: now.
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Megan's house was on the other side of town, in the middle of a wealthy gated community. I drove over right away, never needing to check the GPS on my phone. This must be how birds feel when they fly south for the winter, I thought. There was an invisible tug in my brain, pointing me towards the sweet, warm release I could only find in Megan. I made record time.

The guard at the gate swiped me right in: I wondered dimly if he'd been given some call or signal from our people, but it was getting hard to think. Every step towards where I knew Megan would be left my thoughts muddier, my need ever more insistent. Part of me wondered why the company would ever need to use a compulsion like this on their own agents; the other part of me knew exactly why: it was the most delicious kind of agony imaginable. I would have driven through a war zone to fuck Megan's brains out.

Her house was at the end of a cul-de-sac; neither of the homes next to it had cars in the driveway. I pulled up to the side and brought the car to a stop. From where was I sitting, I could see right into her big side window – the curtains were thrown back, giving me a view into the kitchen.

I slipped out of the car, closing the door quietly behind me. As I made my way up the yard, a sudden motion made me freeze.

My breath caught in my throat. It's her, I thought, every cell in my body crying out for her.

Megan walked into the kitchen, carrying a bottle of wine in her hand and looking for a corkscrew. She'd just gotten out of the shower; she was wearing a plush bathrobe tied loosely at the waist, and the bits of skin I could see through it glistened with moisture. Her hair was freshly dried and styled, teased in the way the man she thought was coming to visit her would like. The sight of her sent a shock of pleasure through me.

The pointer, I realized, fumbling in my pockets for it. I held it up, aiming it so that the beam would go right through the big bay window. After a couple of experimental button presses to make sure I was aiming it properly, I pointed it right at Megan's eyes. Just as she stood up from bending over the counter, corkscrew clutched triumphantly in her hand, I fired the beam.

The effect was instantaneous. She wobbled on her feet, dropping the corkscrew to the counter and putting her hand against her forehead. Her body began to writhe gently, her hips pressing against the counter top.

She looked guiltily from side to side, and after deciding she was alone in the house bit her lip and untied her bathrobe. It opened, revealing her smooth, tanned skin, her firm breasts, and the thin trail of pubic hair above her shining slit.

With her lips stretched in a silent moan (I couldn't hear through the windows), she pressed the ice-cold bottle between her breasts, gasping at the freezing contact. She ran it over her tits, making each nipple hard and stiff with the cold before sliding it down her taut little belly and into the valley between her thighs.

Holy shit, I thought. Fuck that's dirty.

The bottle slipped between her legs, until her lips caressed it and her hips rocked against the freezing cold bottle, pinning it between her warm body and the counter. She moaned silently, tossing her head back as she rode the wine bottle with abandon.

She ground against it, but it wasn't enough. Obviously she needed more direct stimulation. As I watched, spellbound, she angled the bottle and slipped the long, thick neck of the bottle between her folds. It slipped in an inch at a time, covered in frost and dripping with her juices. Her hand gripped the wet bottle, slipping a little bit, then pumped it into her, in and out with a slow, steady rhythm. 

I couldn't take it anymore. I had to have her. I practically skipped to the front door, thinking of the erotic frenzy brewing in my target's brain. She was so confused, probably even frightened, by these new feelings washing over her. I was going to help her work out those feelings.

I rang the doorbell, and a few moments later it opened. Megan stood in the doorway, the bottle clutched in her hand like a guilty thought. She hadn't bothered to fasten her robe; being this close to her flipped the caveman switch in my brain, set off primal desires I couldn't control.

“You...” It was halfway between a whisper and a whimper; a sound of recognition and submission. Because the beam had put the idea in her head that she belonged to somebody, to a him, and now she was staring at that him, bathing in his presence.

Without another word, she dropped to her knees. Her hands were at my zipper, fumbling at it with desperate need, her eyes wide with awe as she removed me from my pants. She stared at my cock, testing the side of it with a fingertip, gasping in delight and surprise as a fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip. She stuck out her tongue and lapped it up, groaning with the taste.

I had just enough presence of mind left to get inside and shut the door. Once we had a wall between us and the world, Megan slid me down her throat and went at me with reckless abandon.

“Suck me off,” I commanded, taking her hair and forcing her down on me. “Harder.”

She did, deep throating me to the base and sliding me down her throat with long, practiced strokes. She had no gag reflex, thanks to the beam, and she was able to fit the entirety of my shaft down her slender throat like it was the most natural thing in the world. I gripped tighter, rocking my hips in time with her until I was fucking her throat, using her like a filthy little fuckslut.

Finally I pulled her away. I didn't want to come like that – I wanted to blow my load inside of her. One look into my eyes and she understood that – we were moving on instinct, like a couple that had been together our entire lives.

“I want you so bad, Master,” she whimpered, turning around to let me see her swollen, dripping slit. She lifted one leg onto the counter like a dancer, parting her thighs for me, giving the roundness of her ass a naughty little swat. I didn't even know what commands this was all supposed to instill in the target – I didn't care. I was too far gone. This all felt like some crazy wet dream: my senses reeled from over-stimulation, every nerve ending in my body on edge from the beam's hypnotic payload.

“I'm going to fuck you,” I said, savoring the way it made her shiver. “I'm going to pound you so fucking hard you won't be able to walk for a week.”

“Please,” she whimpered. “I've been so bad – punish me. I don't deserve to be made love to – fuck me rough, like a cheap whore!”

You are a cheap whore, I thought, taking her by the hips roughly. I wanted everything from this woman – I didn't just want to fuck her body, I wanted to fuck her life. Her entire being, until the only thing she could think about was being wrapped around my cock one more time. I was hard as a girder as I slid into her, stretching her walls around me.

Megan screamed with pleasure, matching me stroke for stroke. She was a wonder, an acrobatic beauty who could keep pace with the frenzied, feverish desires leaking through my brain like the afterimages of dreams. They bombarded me as I fucked her – flashes of filthy, impossible sex, women crying out in wordless moans as their intelligence dissolved, cocks spurting come inside of warm, wet walls as their owners dominated their women. I held Megan down, pinning her to the counter so that she was helpless, and pounded her until all rational thought left the both of us.

“Fuck me, Master,” she yelled, heedless to the idea that the neighbors might hear us. “Oh God, sir, your cock is so perfect – it feels so right inside of me! Oh fuck, baby, I'm gonna come! I'm come cum, Master, I'm gonna...oh, oh fuck!”

Megan's whole body clenched, her inner walls tightening around my cock as a mind-melting orgasm tore through her body. A high, wordless cry of pleasure left her lips, bliss coursing through her body in such quantities it tore away her thoughts and feelings, leaving only sheer animal lust. I grinned and fucked her harder, barely even noticing her coming beneath me. She was a tool, a thing for me to use for my own pleasure, and I was getting close to the breaking point.

I'd never been so hard before. The dream-fragments I clung to grew stronger, until they merged with the reality I was experiencing. It felt like I could see myself, watching through one of those funhouse mirrors that reflected dozens of yous staring back at you. Me fucking Megan from behind. Me riding Megan's tits, about to explode all over her pretty little face. My cock splitting Megan's ass as she whimpered and begged me to stop, hating how good it made her feel. I couldn't tell which was real and which was put there by the company's gotta-fuck-now hypnotic load, but it didn't matter – I was going to blow in all of them.

“Gonna...come...” I grunted, taking all of the Megans and holding them down, letting them know exactly where their place was. They complied eagerly, sucking and fucking me harder, trying everything they could to make me come.

“Here it comes,” I said, waves of bliss washing over me. “I'm gonna fucking shoot...”

I exploded inside of Megan, bathing her warm pink walls in a thick torrent of spunk. I shot on her face, long ropes of seed coating her as she laughed and giggled with delight, lapping them up. My seed shot deep into her asshole, filling her most private channel as she bit her lip and tried not to come. The world disappeared, my mission disappeared, the threat of global domination faded away – the only thing left was coming, over and over all over this gorgeous beauty, making her mine. My slave, forever.

When I finally opened my eyes, Megan lay across the counter with her leg up, grinning at me as a thick trail of seed oozed from her pussy. My head felt clear; it was like putting on a pair of glasses after being nearly blind for days. The beam had done it's work, and now I was me again.

“Thank you, Master,” Megan whispered, wiggling her ass gently. Her eyes looked slightly glazed, like there was nothing going on behind them except love and slavish devotion to her new King. “What else can I do for you?”

What can you do for me, I thought, basking in the way I felt. You can come back to my place and serve me – become the first girl in a harem of every woman I've ever met. But, after a few seconds, I shook my head. I couldn't do that, as much as I wanted to.

Had the beam done its job? I wasn't sure. Other than being utterly devoted to me – the usual – Megan didn't seem particularly changed. That's a question for someone above my pay grade, I thought, looking over Megan's body.

God, she looked good – especially freshly-fucked, dripping with my seed. It really was a shame I couldn't take her home with me. But I couldn't risk another girl ending up like Nicole, not with WILL running around.

I said my goodbyes and instructed Megan to take another shower so her husband wouldn't suspect what was going on. Just to be on the safe side, I told her that tonight she was going to treat her husband just like she'd treated me the second he walked in the door, right down to calling him “Master.” It was the least I could do for the guy, and I was smiling as I got back in the car, imagining the wild night the two of them were about to have.

Before I could start the car, my cell phone rang. Right on schedule, I thought. It was cool against my ear as I answered it.

“Hey, Elena,” I said. “Mission accomplished – I think so, anyway. What happened with Nicole?”

There was a pause on the line, so long that I started to suspect she'd hung up. But then a voice answered.

It wasn't Elena.

“Agent Stone.” It was a deep, gruff voice with a trace of a Scandinavian accent. Whoever the speaker was, they sounded ancient – their voice quavered with age.

“Yes – who is this?” This wasn't the voice I'd heard before: the mysterious riddle-talking I'd experienced from WILL.

There was a faint snicker on the other end of the line. “I am your boss, Agent Stone. Please put your phone on speaker – I have a video to show you.”

I was stunned. It took a moment to do what he asked, fumbling with the phone. Finally I was holding it out in front of me. “Alright.”

“I have your next assignment,” the voice said. It sounded much louder in the tight confines of the car. “I realize you are still...recovering from your last target, but this is of the utmost importance. We have a traitor in our midst.”

My mouth dropped open. Elena found a traitor, I thought. Of course. There had to be someone on the inside, feeding WILL information.

“This traitor successfully hijacked an Attitude Adjustments signal and generated a number of trigger phrases for high-ranking members of the organization,” the voice said blandly. “She attempted to use them this afternoon. Fortunately, AA's executives use multiple hypnagogic shields to protect against this sort of intrusion – but the traitor did not know that. She fled, and now she must be caught before she does more harm.”

The video started up. It was a large, lavish boardroom, around which a group of men and women in suits sat talking. Suddenly the overhead speaker erupted, spilling trigger phrases. A door at the far end of the room opened and an agent entered, carrying a pistol.

“This is our traitor,” the voice said blandly. “The woman you must catch. The woman you will hypnotize, break, and make your devoted slave. As reward for this, you may be allowed special dispensation to keep this woman. You may do whatever you wish with her.”

My cock throbbed to life in my pants. My own slave. A woman to own, to use as my own personal bimbo slut, a vessel to carry my heirs and serve my every desire.

The figure stepped forward into the light, and my heart dropped out of the bottom of my chest. The traitor.

It was Elena.
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“The technician will be with you in just a few moments, sir. Would you like a blowjob while you wait?”

I did a double-take. The secretary smiled at me, as if she'd offered nothing more unusual than a cup of coffee or tea.

“Excuse me – what was that last thing you said?”

The secretary smiled. “I asked if you'd like me to pleasure you orally while you wait. The technician will be ready in just a moment, so I don't think we'd have time for more penetrative sex, but I'd be willing to do something else if you'd prefer...”

Despite myself, my eyes traveled over her body. Attitude Adjustments dressed their secretaries smartly, in outfits just a hint tighter and shorter than you'd see in a normal office – as if they wanted to subtly remind you what these girls would do for you on a moment's notice. Now that I was looking intently, I could see what I'd missed on the secretary's face before – the wide-eyed, slightly glazed expression of a brainless, hypnotized bimbo.

God, she was tempting. If nothing else, a good hard come down her throat would calm down the whirlwind of awful thoughts in my head. I wondered how often the people who worked at this office came into the waiting room to find their clients fucking the help.

“I think I'm good,” I said, flashing her an awkward smile. “I'm a little nervous about my appointment, honestly.”

She pouted. Even her pout was sexy: my employers were good. “You don't want me?”

Before I could stop her, she took my hand and ran it down the side of her slender neck, inviting me to feel her smooth skin and the firm muscle beneath.

“I have no gag reflex,” she whispered naughtily. “I didn't have much of one before, but ever since I took this job I can fit anything down my throat with no complaints.”

She kept moving my hand down, grabbing firmly onto my wrist until the edges of my fingertips stroked her cleavage. “Or maybe there's somewhere else you'd prefer to put your cock?”

I swallowed, but my throat seemed to have suddenly gone dry. My cock throbbed in my pants, balls as blue as the summer sky outside the office's big bay windows, and all of a sudden I couldn't remember why I hadn't thrown this little slut over the chair and taken advantage of her the moment I'd met her.

Just as I was about to slip my other hand under her skirt, the interior door of the office opened. A large, genial looking man in a lab coat and glasses walked out, his gaze spending a few moments too long lingering on the secretary's curves. I snatched my hands back, feeling an absurd sense of guilt.

“Mister Stone,” the man said. His voice was deep and booming, with a hint of some old-world accent. “Good to see you. We are ready for you.”

The secretary leaned down and planted a kiss on my forehead. “What a shame. Maybe next time you come here you'll have a longer wait.”

“Now now, Stacy, stop molesting the client,” the man said with a chuckle. “Mister Stone has bigger things on his mind – today he receives his promotion.”

Promotion. It was still a foreign word to me. I woke up every day expecting a call from Elena, a new envelope with a target in it, another beautiful woman to hypnotize. Instead, my former boss was a branded traitor, a double-agent working for the anti-hypnosis group WILL: and the company had decided I would be the one to bring her to heel.

There was no envelope this time. I already knew who the target was, and I had a pretty good idea of how to find her. And as for the method of hypnosis...

The technician clapped me on the back as we made our way down the hall. Expensive-looking machinery lay stacked against both walls, the functions of which I couldn't even guess at. The whole place was cold, with a dirty tile floor that crunched under my feet.

“Do you have any questions about the procedure?” the technician asked.

“No. It should only take a few minutes, right?” I glanced over at him nervously. “Then I...I'll have...”

“You'll have the power,” the man said with a chuckle. “A rare gift, bestowed to few agents – and none so young as yourself.”

“Field promotion,” I said with a self-deprecating smirk. The man nodded, understanding my joke that wasn't a joke: the company was promoting me because they had no one else. Elena going rogue had thrown the chiefs into chaos, not in the least because she'd nearly managed to brainwash them into her puppets. Now I had been thrown up the chain, convinced to hunt down my former mentor with twin promises.

One: when I'd brainwashed Elena, I could keep her as my bimbo slave forever. Two: I would get the ability to hypnotize whoever I wanted.

Up until now, all of my jobs had involved using some kind of pre-built aid to brainwash my targets: a special camera or a spray bottle filled with hypnotic chemicals. No more. From now on, I'd have the power to control my targets through sheer force of will, breaking them until they worshiped me.

To say I was looking forward to it would be an understatement. Yet it also scared the absolute crap out of me.

“Alright, here we go,” the technician said, throwing open the door at the end of the hall. The device looked like a cross between a recliner and a dentist's chair – comfy, but not so comfy that you'd want to sleep there. I climbed up into the machine, staring nervously as the technician fiddled with dials and hooked electrodes to my temples.

Minutes passed, and my anxiety continued to flare. After a long period where it seemed like the technician was just sitting around twiddling his thumbs, I started to lose my patience. 

“Okay, you can get up now,” he said good-naturedly, cutting me off before I could begin to complain.

“What? Is it canceled?” I didn't move. Why wasn't he working?

The big man smiled. “It's done. Congratulations.”

My mouth dropped open. “It's done? I didn't feel a thing.”

“Most people don't. You probably won't believe it until you exercise your powers for the first time. Speaking of which...” His smile was that of two conspirators sharing a secret. “Why don't you go pay Stacy another visit?”

I stopped, halfway out of the chair. “Stacy?” It took a moment to remember: that tight little body in her secretary outfit, her heavily made up lips saying the word blowjob like she was imagining a fat cock sliding between them. “She doesn't need hypnosis to fuck me.”

The technician shook his head. “She's programmed to offer herself to clients when they arrive – but not when they leave. She should make a good test run for your skills, don't you agree?”

Yeah, I thought. A little too good. Like most things Attitude Adjustments did, this seemed like a snare laid out on purpose for agents. I would use my new powers on the cute babe I'd been too nervous to seduce before, and the implicit message would be clear: you can use your powers when we tell you you can, but we are always watching.

At the moment, however, all that was a vague unease in the back of my mind. The greater part of me was still reeling from the knowledge that I had mind control powers, that I had the ability to walk right back in that waiting room and make Stacy kneel for me. I could have her so turned on that she'd beg for me, crawl on her hands and knees to please me...

I was still thinking about it when I got back to the waiting room. Stacy glanced up from the magazine she was reading, and in an instant I could tell she was different. The glazed look was gone; she looked like any other bored secretary.

“Hey,” she said, glancing back down at her magazine. “Did everything go okay?”

I could feel it. It was like a gentle pressure behind me eyes, a potential that was there the second I looked at Stacy. There was no training manual for these powers, nor did there need to be: they acted on instinct, just like I did.

“It did, but that's not what I wanted to talk about,” I said, leaning over her desk. “I wanted to talk about how you're madly in love with me.”

Her eyes met mine, and I watched her change. Her eyes widened, the pupils dilating as my will washed over her, pressing out her own. Her thighs parted unconsciously, and I could tell without having to ask that her pussy was boiling over with raw, animal need. She bit her lip, looking up at me for approval as her body forced her to fall in love with me, fast-forwarding in moments through what usually took a lifetime of commitment.

I couldn't keep the smirk off my face. “You're so wet for me right now, aren't you?”

She nodded. God, she was trembling like a leaf: I'd never seen a woman so excited. “Yes, sir. I...I want you.”

It felt so good to be wanted: to know this woman would do anything to feel me inside of her. But I wanted more than that – I wanted to own her, to have not just her body but her whole being wrapped around me, devoted solely to my pleasure.

I looked deep in her eyes. It was like there was an invisible cord connecting us, forcing her to accept the signals I was sending through it.

“Take off your clothes,” I commanded.

She stood up, looking at me nervously as she began to disrobe. The too-tight white button up shirt came off first, button by button until she slipped it off and tossed it to the floor. Next came her pencil skirt, unzipped and sliding down her thighs. She stood before me in her lingerie, a pair of black panties and a skimpy bra to match. She looked spectacular – from her long legs in fuck-me heels to her firm, tempting breasts straining against her top, she was the kind of girl men went to bed fantasizing about. I looked her over appraisingly while she stared, hoping for approval.

“Very nice,” I finally said, running a hand along the small of her back.

For Stacy, it was like God himself had told her she was a good person. Relief flooded her features; she melted against me, putting her head in the crook of my shoulder.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, pressing herself against me. “I'm so glad my body pleases you.”

Master. Just hearing it set me on fire. I took her by the hair and jerked her head back, forcing her to look up at me.

“You want to fuck me,” I said. It wasn't a question.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I want you so bad. I need to feel you inside me – I need to make you come, Master. I need to know that I can make you feel so good...”

“Sit on the desk,” I said. She scooted up, her pert ass on the edge of her workspace. I took her legs and spread them, savoring the way she sighed with pleasure at the touch of my hands on her inner thighs.

“Move your panties to the side,” I commanded. “Show me my pussy, slave. Play with it for me.”

“Yes, Master.” She slipped the black fabric to the side, letting me see her cunt. It was swollen and dripping with moisture, shaved except for a thin trail of pubic hair like an exclamation point above her clit. As I watched, she stuck two fingers in her mouth to wet them and rubbed them over her most sensitive area, groaning with pleasure.

“Is that what you want, Master?” She gasped, face flushed with pleasure. “Does my pretty little pussy make you happy?”

I smirked. “Beg for my cock. Convince me I should fuck you.”

She let out a low groan of pleasure at being commanded, made to submit and beg for the privilege of being impaled on my shaft. “Please fuck me, Master,” she begged, rubbing herself faster. “My pussy is so wet and tight for you! It'll feel so good with your big, throbbing cock inside of it, stretching it out!”

She grabbed a hold of my cock through my slacks, massaging it. “God, you're so hard. I'm so soft, Master. Don't you just want to bury your hardness in my softness? I'm so soft and wet for you, I'd feel so good wrapped around that big hard cock...”

She unzipped the front of my pants and my cock slid out, already at full mast. She was right: I was so hard that it hurt, and nothing sounded better than sticking my cock into her sweet, soft channel until she screamed.

I buried myself inside of her with a single thrust, parting the folds of her cunt with a savagery that made her cry out. I was inside of her, pounding away at her walls, watching my cock slide in and out of her as she gripped me tight.

“Yes, Master! Fuck me, please don't stop fucking me! I love you, Master, I love the way your cock feels inside of me! Fuck, it feels so right, don't stop fucking me!”

“That's right...” I grunted, filling her deeper. “Gonna fuck you good. Gonna come all up in that slutty little womb...”

“Oh fuck, that sounds so hot, Master!” Stacy gripped the small of my back with her legs, pulling me in tighter. “I was made to be filled with your come, Sir! Shoot in me, please keep fucking me until you fill me with your cream! I'm good enough for it, aren't I?”

“Yes,” I grunted, taking her hips and jackhammering inside of her with such force she was going to have bruises the next day. “Yes! Yes, here it fucking comes...”

I exploded inside of her, draining a thick load deep inside her channel. Her walls gripped me tight, clenching around my cock as the feeling of the first burst of my sweet seed inside of her sent her over the edge into orgasm, like a good little hypnoslut. She writhed and thrashed against me, heightening my pleasure as I sent spurt after spurt of hot come into her womb.

It's real, I thought deliriously. I have hypnotic powers. I can do this to anyone now – even Elena.

As I came down from my peak, Stacy slid off my cock and got on her knees, cleaning me off with her mouth. She sucked greedily at my prick, lapping up the last few dribbles of my seed before planting a big kiss on the head of my cock.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, looking up at me.

I hooked my thumb in her mouth, marveling as she sucked it with abandon. “Good girl,” I told her. “Good little slave.”

I had the power now – and Elena was going to be the next person to feel it.
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I didn't have long to wait. Almost as soon as I was back in my car, my cell phone rang. It was a restricted, scrambled number, and as I put the phone to my ear I knew exactly who I was going to hear.

“Hello, Elena,” I said with a smirk. “It's been a while.”

“Matt.” Elena didn't sound like her usual self – the assurance I had always heard in her voice was gone, the sarcastic snark replaced with something close to desperation. “Where are you?”

“I was just about to ask you the same question,” I said. “Why don't you just surrender and make this easy on yourself?”

There was a pause. “You cannot seriously think I'm the traitor,” she said.

I scoffed. “Elena, they have you on video attacking the chiefs. It isn't a question of what I think – I saw it myself.”

“The chiefs have been brainwashed,” Elena insisted. “I was trying to undo it. WILL got to them – because of you. You fucked up your mission, you opened up a door that they stepped through, and now Attitude Adjustments practically belongs to them.”

“Nice try, Elena,” I said. “But you're not talking your way out of this.”

When she spoke, there was an odd satisfaction in her voice. “They don't know, do they? About Nicole.”

Nicole. I had almost forgotten about her. “They know everything,” I said.

She laughed. “Then you definitely didn't tell them, not if they've got you chasing me. What did they offer you, Matt? Be honest with me – you owe me that much at least. What are they giving you in exchange for fucking me over?”

“Honestly?” I felt a wicked smile on my face. “They're giving me you, Elena.”

There was dead air for so long, I was beginning to think she'd just hung up. When she spoke, her voice was thick with shock. “WHAT!?”

“They're letting me keep you,” I said mockingly. “As a pet. You're going to be my live-in slave, my perfectly submissive bimbo fuckdoll. I can't wait to make you get on your knees for me, Elena.”

“Just what you've always wanted,” she said thickly. “A slave of your own. I'm not surprised.”

“Again, Elena – just give up. You know we're going to find you. We're never going to stop – you turned traitor against the company. If you come peacefully, maybe I can talk to the chiefs...”

“Bullshit. You're probably jerking off right now, thinking about all the depraved shit you're going to make me do.” She sighed heavily. “But I do need to see you.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah – I have something that might convince you that I'm not the one you should be going after. Will...will you meet me? For old time's sake, give me one chance?”

I mulled it over. One question was at the forefront of my mind: did she know? If she knew I had been promoted to mind control powers of my own, there was no doubt this meeting was a trap. But if she wasn't aware, if she didn't think the company would do such a thing for such an inexperienced agent, then I might be able to get the drop on her.

“Alright, Elena,” I said. “I'll meet you. Where?”

“Remember that coffee shop you used to go to?” She sounded almost wistful. “When you thought the company had abandoned you?”

The message was clear: the company can abandon you. Clever, but not enough. “I remember.”

“The parking lot behind there. One hour. If you bring anyone with you, I'll call the whole thing off.”

“Duly noted,” I said. “Looking forward to it.”

She hung up. I checked my watch: I could get there with a little time to spare.

I could use a cup of coffee, I thought. Gotta keep my mind sharp.
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With all the times I'd been to that little coffee shop, I'd never seen the big, abandoned parking lot behind it – I was used to walking there from my condo. It was in even worse shape than I had imagined – years of neglect left weeds springing up from the cracks, the lines denoting the spaces faded away almost to invisibility.

There was a black sports car parked near the back of the lot. I parked a decent distance away and got out of the car, looking around for any potential threats. As I closed about half the distance between my car and the other one, Elena stepped out from behind her car, dressed in a jacket and jeans. She looked stressed, a little haggard, but no worse for wear. The stud in her nose was still there, a tiny spark in an otherwise gray wardrobe.

“Matt,” she said with some relief, taking a step forward.

“Hey.” Now that she was near me, I could feel my power again – that gentle pressure behind my eyes, quietly but insistently demanding release. I wanted to take control of her right then, make her kneel, but I waited to see what she had to say.

“So what do you have to show me?” I asked. “This proof?”

“It's right over here,” she said, nodding towards the hood of the car. “I had to move heaven and earth to get it out of Attitude Adjustments' clutches without getting brainzapped...”

I took another step forward, squinting. I didn't see anything on the hood of the car. “What are you-”

She raised her arm and sprayed me in the face.

I recoiled, slamming my palms over my eyes. It burned! Fuck, that hurt! The last thing I'd seen before it hit me was a tiny black spray bottle, the twin of the one I'd used to hypnotize that punk rocker's girlfriend what felt like a lifetime ago.

She brainwashed me, I thought. Oh fuck...

The tide rose behind my eyes as I rubbed them, like an insistent chorus of voices. Give in submit surrender follow orders it feels so good to submit submission is pleasure give up so weak...

But as I opened my eyes, something strange happened: the voices faded. That slow, insistent pressure returned behind my eyes, letting me know my power was back. Whatever Attitude Adjustments had done to me, it gave me a shield against Elena's tricks.

She was staring at me with triumph, but as she saw my face clear, her mouth dropped open with shock and she paled.

“You...” She seemed to realize something, the force of it struck her like a blow. “No. Nononononono...”

I grinned and nodded. “Yes.”

She rushed me. I stepped to the side, giving her a push as she shot right past me. She was angry, and that made her lose focus.

“That's not possible! That was calibrated specifically for you! The only you could resist is if...no...”

“I've been promoted,” I said, savoring every word. “I'm above you, now, Elena – I'm as untouchable as the chiefs.”

“You?” She forced a laugh. “You've barely even been on a half-dozen missions. You stole a woman. And they put you in charge? They deserve you.”

Her words stung; they made me want to lash out. “Maybe. But I deserve you.”

She froze for an instant; then ran. Her shoes slapped the pavement as she broke for the road, abandoning her car. Her fight or flight instinct was fully in control.

I was in no hurry. “Stop,” I yelled after her.

She froze. I watched her strain, struggling to move, but it was too late – I had my hooks in her.

“No.” It was almost a whimper. She shook with anger, quaking as I walked over to where she stood frozen, waiting for me.

I looked her right in the eye, letting the full force of my power engulf her. It was like a deer in headlights, a moth diving into a flame: she stared at my radiance and was blinded by it, seeing nothing but me.

“Now,” I said jokingly, “Let's move on to bigger issues. Like the fact that I kind of think you've secretly had a crush on me.”

“Stop,” she whispered. “We can fight them. We can stop them. Please...”

“You've always been attracted to me.” I said it with more surety now, willing it to become true. I watched it hit her, the muscles in her face relaxing as her feelings towards me changed in real time.

“You asshole,” she whimpered, already looking at me more and more the way I wanted her to. “I hate you, Ma...Ma...”

“Master,” I said for her, watching her shudder. “Say it.”

“Master,” she blurted, slamming her mouth closed. “Mmph!”

“Didn't that feel good?” I asked, slipping an arm around her waist. “Doesn't it feel so good to admit the truth out loud?”

“Yes,” she groaned. She was free to move now; yet she pressed her gorgeous body against me, neither fighting me or running.

“That's right. You've tried to hide it; tried to fight it, but you can't fight the truth, Elena. The truth makes slaves of us all sooner or later.”

At the word slaves, Elena melted against me. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “Please, please...I want to be your slave.”

“It's what you've always wanted,” I said. “You know, I had that thought about you. You told me all of us were the same, that all of us were driven by our love of hypnosis, but I don't think that was true for you, was it?”

She fought for a moment, then shook her head, trembling with relief.

“I didn't think so. After all, why would they need to use compulsion on you? I found that out when I did one of your jobs. The company had to make you like hypnosis. Why did they do that, Elena?”

The last of her resistance flickered in her eyes. “You don't understand,” she said, venom in her tone. “And you never will. The people you work for...”

“The people I work for gave me you,” I said, running a finger over her chin. “For that, I'll forgive them just about anything.”

Elena stared at me – and slowly, submissively, began to suck my finger. 

“That's right,” I said, pushing it further down her throat. “That's a good little girl: a good little slave. You make Master very happy.”

Her body quaked with pleasure, my words sending waves of bliss through her frame.

“See, what I think is: you do have a hypnosis fetish, Elena. But it's not like ours. You get off on being hypnotized, being forced to carry out commands against your will – that's why the company uses hypnotic compulsion in your orders. It's because that's what you like, isn't it?”

She nodded, looking ashamed. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “It's my darkest secret. I...I love being in someone else's power. I live for it.”

“You don't need those any more,” I said, moving my hand from her mouth to her thighs. She was warm as an oven, probably soaking wet beneath the denim. “From now on, I'll give you all the submission you crave.”

She cried out, pressing her lithe little body against me. “Please, Master. Please give me what I need. What your little slut needs.”

She's mine, I thought. “Come with me.”

I led her to the car, put her in the passenger seat, and drove to my condo in record time. The trip there was a blur: one moment we were in my car, the next we were in my apartment, Elena clinging to me desperately, kissing my neck and chest.

“This is your new home,” I told her. “You belong here now.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, looking like she was inches from climaxing at any moment. “What...how can I please you?”

I thought about it for a moment – and then the perfect idea occurred to me. “I want you to prove yourself to me,” I said. “Come into the kitchen.”

She did, standing before the granite counter with a confused look on her face. I went to the utility room and dug until I found what I was looking for: my old toolbox. There was a large hammer inside; I took it and went back to the kitchen.

“Take your stud off,” I commanded her.

She did, looking wary. There was still a flicker of will left in those eyes, but when I was done she was going to be mine, body and soul.

“That stud is you,” I told her when she was holding it. “The old you – it's an emblem of what you were. A shiny little piece of defiance, against the company dress code and what society expected of you. I want you to put everything you were into that stud, Elena – all your will, your old thoughts and desires, even the memories of us together. Do that for me now.”

She shuddered, gasping. “Yes, Master.”

“Now put it on the table.”

She did, setting it in the center of the counter top.

I handed her the hammer. “Now smash it.”

She looked at the hammer like it was a poisonous snake in her hand, glancing from it to her nose stud. “M-Master?”

“Do it,” I commanded. “Smash your old life. Destroy it. You want to be my slave, right?”

Sweat poured down her face. I watched her struggle, the hammer shaking in her hand. “Yes, but...”

“No buts,” I said harshly. “You're my slave. Do it! Swing! Destroy the fucking thing!”

She screamed at the top of her lungs, a cry of anguish, as she swung the hammer with all her might. It came down on the counter top again and again, cracking it with the force of her blows. The stud broke into pieces, the pieces themselves breaking from subsequent blows, until she was mashing paste into the counter with each strike.

“Alright, Jesus, you can stop,” I said, taking the hammer from her. “Good girl. I'm very, very proud of you, Elena.”

She stared at the counter, looking at the smashed jewelry like she'd never seen it before. “Master? Why am I crying?”

Tears ran down her cheeks – the last vestige of the old Elena, dying right before my eyes. “Because you're so happy, slave.”

She smiled, wiping the tears away. “You're right, Master. I'm so, so happy.”
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It wasn't until the middle of the night that I realized something was wrong.

I woke in darkness, Elena snoring gently next to me. Her body was warm, completely naked and spooned against mine just the way I liked. After I'd finished her conditioning, she'd been willing to do anything for me – as soon as I called the company to let them know she was secure, she was on me. We'd fucked for hours, stopping just long enough for her to make me refreshments before I took her again. I learned so much about her – that she had a tiny tattoo of a Fleur-du-lis right above her pussy, that she used to have a gag reflex but was now capable of deepthroating me with ease, that she'd never had anal sex before but couldn't get enough of it. We'd been exhausted, and collapsed into bed, blissfully happy. Elena was my slave, my perfect submissive girlfriend, and the world was my oyster.

So why, I asked myself, do I feel like I'm waiting for the other shoe to drop?

I rolled to the side. The bed gave gently beneath me. “Elena,” I whispered. “Elena. Get up.”

Her eyes fluttered; she snuggled closer against me and giggled. “Hi, Master. What time is it?”

“It's late,” I said.

“Did you want me to please you?”

“No,” I said. “I have to ask you a question.”

Her eyes shined in the darkness – they were the only part of her I could see. “Of course, Master. I'll tell you anything you want to know.”

I swallowed hard. “Do the words 'why I love life' mean anything to you?”

Her eyes didn't move an inch. If I hadn't known better, I'd have said she didn't even hear me. “No, Master. Should it?”

It felt like someone had dunked my head in ice water. “'Winter in Langford Lake'?” I said. “Will Issac like lacrosse?”

She froze. And her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Unnh...” she groaned, two hypnotic commands doing battle in her mind. “Wha...?”

Slowly her eyes cleared. She giggled. “You're being silly, Master. Are you sure you wouldn't like a blowjob? I'd love to feel that big cock spurt down my throat one more time...”

She's not the traitor. My blood ran cold. That was one of the four trigger phrases that had been generated by WILL during the security breach. If one of them worked on Elena...

Then she was one of WILL's targets, I thought. Not their agent. She'd been right: someone else was the traitor. And look how we'd rewarded her.

“Elena,” I said, my voice sounding foreign to my ears.

“Yes, Master?”

“I'm going to find a way to change you back,” I said. “And when I find out which of the chiefs is running this whole rotten scheme, I'm going to let you do whatever you think is a fitting punishment for him.”

“What are you talking about, Master?” She turned and pressed herself against me. “I love serving you. It's what I live for. Did you have a bad dream or something?”

I did, I thought. And now that I'd woken up, it was even worse. One of my bosses was a traitor – and the only person at Attitude Adjustments I could trust was lying next to me, my devoted slave.

I will fix this, Elena, I swore, stroking her hair. I promise.
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“That’s right, come all over my tits! Spray that fucking seed all over these big fun bags, Master – show me how pretty you think they are...”

Groaning with pleasure, I bucked my hips upward and buried my cock between Natasha’s soft, pillowy breasts, the warm flesh yielding to my rock-hard cock. Her body bent like a bow above me, her entire being focused solely on my pleasure. 

I still couldn’t believe it. The fantasy had been there, had played in my mind a hundred times as I’d snuck glances at her cleavage during meetings, but still: my cold, uncaring boss was topless and riding my cock. It beggared belief.

It’s all because of my new toy. My thoughts strayed for a moment to the device concealed in my pocket. I’d thought it was some cheap toy, a gag gift left in my my cubicle, but it had changed my life forever – and I was only scratching the surface of what it could do.

“I love the way you fuck my tits,” Natasha gasped. “It’s so manly...like you own my fucking body. Like it belongs to you.”

“It does belong to me,” I groaned, thrusting harder between her perfect breasts. “And I’m going to take everything I’ve ever wanted from it.”

As I pounded away, preparing to shoot a thick load all over my boss’ face and tits, I thought how amazing it was that one little wedge of plastic could change my life forever.

They said games were for dorks, I thought. Who’s the man now...?

––––––––
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“We’re letting you go.”

I stared straight ahead, a weight forming in my chest. I swallowed heavily, but it refused to go away, stubbornly sinking into my stomach. My throat felt as dry as a desert. I hadn’t heard that. I couldn’t have.

“I’m sorry,” I said, leaning forward. “What?”

Natasha frowned. She looked like someone who’d been forced to take out a long-sitting, nasty bag of trash.

“Our office in Malaysia will be taking 100% of the call flow, effective Monday. Your cubicle is already being packed. Your final paycheck will arrive by mail within the next two weeks...”

“Wait a second.” I held up a hand, my mind racing. I couldn’t have heard that right – I just couldn’t. “The whole department?”

Natasha sighed and folded her arms under her breasts. This had the effect of making the deep cleavage in her low-cut top even more attractive, and it was a challenge not to stare. My boss might have been a cold, unfeeling bitch, but she was one hell of a looker – the kind of model-perfect stunner who was sure to go far in the corporate hierarchy. Even staring down the barrel of a layoff, it was hard not to have these kinds of thoughts about her.

“Yes.” She sniffed, brushing her hand across the table as if she was dismissing the two-dozen people in our specialty tech department. “The Malaysia office will take over calls starting at the opening of business hours on Monday...”

“I trained those people,” I said, my mouth working furiously. “They aren’t ready! They wouldn’t know an SQL injection from a denial-of-service attack! Half the company’s servers will be down in a week!”

“If that’s the case,” my boss said with a tight little smile, “then there was obviously a problem with their training.”

I sighed, putting a hand to my forehead. It came back covered in cold sweat. This was the nightmare scenario – let go on a Friday afternoon with no warning, no severance – just a “get the hell out” for eight years of service.

“I’ve spent years here,” I protested.

“We’re well aware,” Natasha said, her face softening for a moment. “This wasn’t my decision, Brody – the decision to off-site the server support channel was a financial decision.”

“I bet,” I snapped. “Everyone wants to cut costs, cut cut cut, right until it bites them in the ass. I’ve spent eight years in tech support building a world-class team, one that’s stopped no less than three stock-affecting hacks in their tracks. The amount of money I’ve saved this company is astronomical. So of course I’m the first motherfucker you cut.”

Her face pursed up at my language, but otherwise she remained silent. It infuriated me, made me want to lash out.

“So what’s next?” I demanded, throwing my arms in the air. “Send security in to escort me out?”

She shook her head and pulled a face. “There’s a short course we need you to take, down on the fourth floor. ‘Off-boarding And You’. Company policy.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “This is unbelievable. You’re kicking me out on my ass, and you want me to fill out a survey on the way out. I’ll tell you right where you can put your survey...”

“Do you want your final paycheck, Brody,” Natasha said coolly, “or not?”

That stopped me. My inclination was to rage, to get upset, to not allow myself to be cowed and made weak by the company. But I needed that money, and you don’t spend eight years interacting by phone with some of the most entitled, stupid shit who ever climbed up the executive pay scale without learning a little about dignity and patience. 

Still, I thought darkly, I’d like to toss you over the desk and fuck you until you beg me to stay. Get myself a little ‘going-away present’ from the company. The thought was awful, from the caveman part of my brain, but the mental image of me fucking my boss refused to fade.

“I believe you know where the computer lab is,” Natasha said, looking pointedly at the door. “You can stay until five, and you’ll collect your normal pay rate.”

Not from behind, I thought. Those tits. I want to feel those tits wrapped around my cock.

“Thank you,” I said, with every bit of venom I could muster. “I’ll make sure it’s a nice, honest review.”

I made it all the way to the elevator before breaking down. How could they do this to me? I’d been a model employee: productive, on-time, a good team player. This was bullshit, and with every floor I descended in our massive office tower the bullshit grew a little bit higher.

I should just leave, I thought. Walk out the door and tell them to go fuck themselves, paycheck be damned. But the idea of filling out this survey appealed to me. I knew no one would listen to any of my legitimate complaints, but maybe with the right words about some of the executives my department had had as clients over the years, some people would get embarrassed.

It was something to hold on to, anyway – even if it wasn’t much.

The fourth-floor computer lab was empty, the lights coming on automatically as I opened the door. Only half of them worked, giving the place a dim, ‘underground bunker’ kind of feel. I would have been just as happy in the dark given my mood.

A dozen computers lined the walls, each with its own little workstation. I tried the first, discovered it wouldn’t start, and moved on. Then found the same issue with the next unit, and the next.

“What the hell,” I muttered. “Cheap ass company...”

Finally I found a terminal that worked (it might have been the only one in the room) and punched in my log in information. Once I was in the employee portal, I saw I’d been assigned one new training module: “Off-boarding And You.”

“Just like Natasha said,” I growled, drumming my fingers on the desk. “Great.”

I should steal something, I thought. If I’d still been upstairs, I’d have had my pick of office supplies, but I was already out of the part of the building where anything valuable was kept – on purpose. I was sure my co-workers would make the same realization – maybe some of them would trickle down here and we could gripe about things together.

The desk had a drawer built into it; strangely it wasn’t locked like I’d expected. Maybe there’s some pens in here or something...

There were not pens. Instead, there was something both familiar and unfamiliar to me at the same time – a game.

It was a flat black wafer of glossy plastic, in a clamshell design with two hinges along one side. Video game system, my mind said, but I’d never seen one like this before. I was familiar with the ones Nintendo and Sony made – I used to keep up with them before budget cuts ruined my ability to afford the newest systems and games – but I’d never seen one like this before. There was no manufacturer’s mark on it, no barcode on the bottom – just plastic.

I’d heard of cheap Chinese knockoffs that played old video games from the 80’s and 90’s – maybe this was one of those?

“Whatever you are,” I said, running my fingers over the top, “you’re mine now.” Finders keepers and all that. Besides, I deserved something for putting up with all this bullshit for eight years, and at the moment I wasn’t feeling too choosy.

Unlike a lot of my coworkers, I’d never been big on slacking on company time – I didn’t play games or message people on my phone unless I was on break. But suddenly, the idea of getting paid to mess around with a video game seemed appealing. Damn appealing.

“Let’s see what you’ve got,” I said, opening the device. “A game with a plumber in it, maybe? I’m pretty good at those...”

The unit turned on immediately, like it was designed to start up once opened. The hinges sprang back with a satisfying click, extending the device to it’s full dimensions – and as it did, a little slip of paper that had been tucked inside slid to the desk.

Shit, I thought, picking it up. If this let me know who this thing belonged to, there was no way my conscience would let me keep it. But instead of a name or an address, there was this cryptic message written in an elegant, thoughtful hand:

K,

Congrats, you’re one of us now. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.

~LilaRED

“K?” I didn’t know a single person whose name started with K. There was a Kirsten in Sales, but the idea of that hippie girl carrying around a video game was ludicrous. And who was ‘LilaRED’? It sounded like a bad internet handle.

I tucked the note in my pocket and turned my attention back to the screen. Two stylized C’s appeared on the screen, one on top of the other like a company logo. Looking at it, I was shocked at the resolution of the screen – this was a high-def display. The keyboard that made up the bottom half of the device was high-quality too, though small. This was not the kind of expensive toy you left languishing in a desk drawer.

As quickly as it had appeared, the logo vanished, replaced with a string of text:

Please name Player One.

That was...curious. The note had led me to believe that this system belonged to the elusive ‘K’, but here it was acting like it had been started up for the first time. Interesting.

Normally I would have just put in my own name – I usually name the main character in most games after myself – but something about seeing ‘LilaRED’ made me think of punching something else in. Besides, if the actual owner of this thing came looking for it, I didn’t want them to see my name and know I’d taken it.

What should it be, I thought, hesitating at the keys. This was always the most frustrating part of a new game – it got even worse when you chose your character’s appearance. B-Tech? B-Boy?

Call Jockey, I thought with a smile, thinking of the derogatory term the people in charge used for guys like me. That was perfect – so generic and universal, it could be any of the rank-and-file guys here.

It didn’t fit in the character limit, but Jockey did, so that’s what I put in.

Thank you. Player One Name = Jockey. Welcome To Cheat Code V2.1.4! Loading Main Menu...

“Cheat Code?” My enthusiasm fell. I’d heard of these things – devices that let you cheat at video games by inputting “codes” to make your character invincible or able to fly. That meant there were probably no actual games on this device – but maybe it was still worth something...

Then the Main Menu loaded, and things got even weirder.

Cheat Code V2.1.4 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) Popular Cheats

3) Cheats By Category

4) Cheats By Name

5) Advanced Search

6) Experimental Mode (V1.1)

7) TOP SECRET

Press the ‘CC’ key at any time to enter a Cheat...

This certainly didn’t seem like one of those devices. I was kind of dumbfounded, so I did the only thing I could think of – I clicked on the TOP SECRET folder. An even stranger message greeted me:

Not so fast. This folder requires a password. You’ll know it when you see it. ~L

L? Same person as Lila, or someone different? I had no idea, but I tried a couple of the most common passwords before the unit locked up and kicked me back to the main menu.

Too many attempts. You are locked from accessing TOP SECRET for 24 hours.

XXX-but I’d wait until you’re ready-XXX

Again, someone had added messages to the code. They weren’t in quite the same font as the rest of the system messages, like the person editing couldn’t get things quite perfect. I was so confused.

After checking ‘Bookmarks’ and finding it empty (big shock), I thumbed through the ‘Popular Cheats’. I seized on the first one that caught my eye: an invisibility cheat.

BLKMIRROR: Turns the protagonist invisible. No NPCs, enemies, or other players will be able to percieve the protagonist.

I flipped back to the main menu, then hit the CC button. “Let’s see what happens if I try this,” I said.

The keys were soft under my fingers, vibrating slightly as they were pressed down. It was a neat effect.

B-L-K-M-I-R-R-O-R, I typed. Activate Cheat.

I pushed the button. Nothing happened.

“And if I had you hooked to a video game,” I said with a smirk, “that might have done something.”

For an instant, I was sure this was a bust. No wonder whoever K was hadn’t wanted to bother with this thing – it was nothing but a cheap piece of crap. I went to put the CheatCode back on the counter...

...my hands were gone.

I blinked rapidly, expecting them to reappear any moment – thinking my vision was just cloudy. They were still gone. I lifted my hands in front of my face, turned them one way then the other – nothing. Then I looked down. Not just my hands, but my whole body was gone – other than a slight imprint of my ass in the cushion of the chair, there was no indication anyone was in the room.

I stood up, knocking the chair back on its rollers. “What the fuck?”

Frantic, I tapped the keys on the CheatCode, looking for a way to reverse it. I couldn’t stay this way forever...could I?

Revert all cheats? The machine asked me. Yes. You’re damn right yes!

I hit the button – and instantly my hands were back. A quick check showed all my parts had returned, as normal and functioning as I could ask for.

Holy shit, that was weird, I thought. How did that...

I stared at the little device, looking at it like it was a loaded gun. Slowly, hands shaking, I navigated to BOOKMARKS and opened it.

The cheat was there. I selected it, then hit CC one more time.

I was gone. My hands disappeared, the CheatCode looked like it was floating in mid air. As I put it into my pocket, it disappeared, until the whole unit was invisible in my pants.

“This is crazy,” I said, looking around the room. “This can’t be real. Nothing can do this...”

There was a knock at the door.

I froze up as it opened, my boss (I guess former boss now) poking her head in the room. “Hello? Brody?”

She walked into the room, her heels clicking on the tile floor. I was just about to speak when she cleared her throat.

“Guess the asshole isn’t here,” she said, looking around the room. “Maybe he did get the balls to leave...”

I was stunned. I waved my hands in front of my boss’ face, moving inches away from her. She couldn’t see me! It was like magic, like sorcery, like...

Like a cheat code, I realized. Like a video game cheat code in real life.

Natasha took a few steps forward and saw the computer, turned on and sitting at the beginning of the module. “Oh,” she said, looking it over. “He must’ve gone to the bathroom or something. Where the fuck are you, Brody?”

Without further ado, she turned on her heel and walked out of the room, searching for me without realizing I was standing right in front of her. My eyes took in her low-cut top, the way her skirt rode up against her ass like a second skin as she strode past me in her fuck-me heels. Hey, she can’t see me, I realized. She can’t get mad if I stare!

When she was gone, I again selected ‘Revert all Cheats’ and popped back into existence. Immediately, I started searching through the list of cheats, taking it much more seriously now. It was time to find out what this thing was capable of.

My eyes widened with shock as I pulled up CHEATS BY CATEGORY and saw the list. There were dozens of categories, hundreds of cheats, under headings like “Money”, “Personality”, “Love & Sex”...

Sex!?

I selected SEX, and when I saw the list of cheats roll down the screen my jaw hit the floor. There were cheats for everything! Codes that made people want to have sex, made them not want to have sex, made them more sensitive or more responsive to a certain act. My eyes took in one command in particular, KAPOW, that claimed to be able to “give target character or NPC an orgasm...”

This thing can make people come on command? I thought, turning it in my hands. I’m going to make a fortune on this thing...

My thinking was still painfully limited – the bottomless possibilities of CheatCode had yet to fully unfurl in my brain. I was still struggling to process it all when the door to the lab once again swung open.

“Oh, there you are.” Natasha walked into the room, frowning. “Where did you go?”

Since she already had a preconceived notion, I decided to roll with it. “Bathroom break,” I said.

She sniffed. “I must have just missed you.” Her eyes traveled to the CheatCode in my hand. “What is that?”

I put the device behind my back, moving too quickly. The primal, caveman part of my brain screamed at me to run, to not even create the slightest risk that Natasha would take this amazing thing away from me.

“Just a game player,” I said, feigning boredom. “You gonna report me?”

An acid little smile crossed her face. “I suppose not,” she said, “since you’ve only got another two hours left. In recognition of your service...”

Now she was just rubbing it in my face. I grit my teeth and smiled, the gesture never reaching my eyes. “What can I do for you, boss?”

“I’m having an issue with the files portal,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Here, let me turn one of these on and I’ll show you...”

I was about to protest, to tell her that my terminal was the only one that worked, when she flipped the switch and the computer booted up like nothing was wrong. I scratched my head – looking around the room, the rest of the units were all lit up green. What happened? A few minutes ago, this was the only one that worked...

You think that’s a coincidence? I thought. My blood ran cold. Someone wanted me to find this thing; more than that. They wanted me to use it.

As I had the thought, the CheatCode vibrated in my pocket. Natasha had her back to me and couldn’t see, so I pulled it out and glanced at the screen. 

Second person detected! Please hold up CheatCode to add them to the game!

As I turned it, the top screen transformed into a camera. My boss’s back was centered in it, with a glowing box surrounding her.

Add her to the game, I thought. Does that mean what I think it means?

Grinning, I centered her in the box and let it work. I was going to add Natasha to my CheatCode, and I had a feeling that once she was scanned, I’d be able to use any of the cheats on her just like I was using them on myself.

The box glowed a blinding white for an instant then faded. Scan complete, the screen read. Player may input cheats whenever ready.

Holy shit, I thought, my head spinning. I did it. I really did it...

Abruptly, Natasha stood up, turning to face me with a strange look in her eye. “What are you doing?”

I was caught red-handed again; but this time I didn’t mind. “Just messing around with this thing,” I said, holding up the CheatCode.

She scoffed. “Fucking dork. This is why people like you never get ahead, you know – always wasting time playing your little kid’s games.”

“Oh really?” I felt my eyebrows raise. “That’s good to know.”

As she turned around, shaking her head, I loaded up that instant-orgasm cheat I’d seen a few minutes ago – called KAPOW – and typed it into the main screen. The character name Natasha was highlighted, and rather than wonder how the machine had figured out my boss’ name I just decided to go with it.

I mashed the CC button, letting the cheat take hold.

It was like I’d hit her with a taser. My boss’ body instantly tensed up, her back arching like a bow as pleasure infiltrated her body, filling her with sweet filthy heat.

“Oh my gawwwwd,” she groaned, a mixture of shame and bliss filling her face. She didn’t want me to see her this way, but that was alright – I was about to see a lot more.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, gripping herself between the thighs, making her skirt ride up even tighter. “Fuck, fuck, fuck...”

She bit her lip and cried out, bliss stealing over her and melting her brain down into a puddle of warm, sticky goo. I had to admit, the sight of my frigid boss writhing in pleasure had me hard as a rock, wondering what else this nifty device could do.

“Oh Jesus,” Natasha whimpered, her ass on the edge of the table as she came down from her peak. “What...what just happened?”

I held up the CheatCode, smirking. “I think you just got a high score.”

Her eyes widened in shock. Her bottom lip trembled, her gorgeous face going pale as her gaze traveled to the device in my hand.

“You...” she whispered, not wanting to believe it but knowing it was true. “Give me that!”

She lunged, but I was already ready – I’d scanned through the cheats while she was busy coming her brains out and had found one I wanted to try. It was called LVSKIP, and it sounded quite enticing. The description said that it would “automatically complete the ‘romance subplot’ for selected NPC,” which sounded like something from a dating sim. Real life was way more complicated than a video game, but I was guessing I’d like the effects of this cheat a lot.

As she reached out for the device, I thumbed the CC button and activated LVSKIP.

She froze, her eyes glazing over as the cheat took hold. For an instant, there was a strange wrenching feeling along with a low buzz in my ears, like being in the middle of an electrical storm. Was this what it felt like inside a video game when we plugged cheats in as kids?

Natasha blinked rapidly, her vision clearing. “Oh,” she said, the word filled with the kind of emotion I’d never heard out of my frigid, standoffish boss. “Brody...”

I looked her up and down, a little part of me wondering if the cheat had really taken hold. This wasn’t a trick?

“Yeah?”

She frowned, then licked her lips. Even with her heels on, she was a bit shorter than me, and she had to raise up her chin to look me right in the eyes.

“This is the end, isn’t it? After today...I’ll never see you again.”

I couldn’t believe it. Tears, honest to God tears beaded in the corners of her eyes. She looked...she looked like a princess seeing her hero off on the eve of battle.

Because that’s what she is, I realized. In her own mind at least. I just cut the line – all the relationship bullshit, the dating, the gifts – bam. She’s ready.

“I know you’re going to make me proud,” she said, her fingers raking my chest. “I just...I can’t bear to be without you...”

I started getting into it. “It’s going to be one hell of a quest,” I said, taking her around the waist and pressing her to me. “I won’t forget you.”

“I won’t let you,” she said with a giggle, nuzzling against my neck. “Give me something to remember you by,” she whispered, the place between her thighs growing warm and wet as it pressed against my hardness.

Oh, man. She was mine now. What did I want to do?

I opened my eyes – and got a faceful of my boss’s tits. Natasha’s breasts had always been her best feature, and she was the kind of girl who knew it: she wore low-cut tops around the office like body armor, her drool-worthy cleavage a weapon she could use to climb the corporate ladder. I wanted those tits so bad...

I buried my face in between them, the soft flesh caressing me. “Oh, hero,” Natasha groaned.

That’s right, I thought deliriously. I’m the hero. I’m the protagonist. I’m Player One, and Player One always wins the game...

“Take your top off,” I commanded. “I want to see those tits.”

Natasha blushed – something I thought was beyond her. “If you insist, hero,” she said with a giggle.

She was working at her shirt, but I wanted to speed things up. I scanned the device, looking for another cheat, and found one so quickly it’s like it was waiting for me: DRPNGWT.

Increase target female NPC’s arousal levels by 5x, I read. Fuck yeah.

I punched in the cheat, and the change in Natasha was immediate. Where before she’d been a demure princess, rewarding her hero, now she was a whore who wanted to get fucked hard and fast. She tore off her top, exposing the lacy black bra beneath, and ripped that off too – her face flushing with heat as she got off on exposing herself to me.

“You like these, hero?” She ran her hands between her tits, massaging them and squeezing them together. “You want to fuck these puppies?”

I very much did. With a smirk, I sat back on one of the tables in the computer lab and unbuttoned my pants, motioning for her to come forward. She sank to her knees, squeezing her breasts together.

“You deserve every inch of me, hero,” she said, her voice smoky heat as she looked up at me. “I want you to treat me like the lowest, filthiest whore of the realm tonight. I want to please you like no other woman will...”

“Oh, I’m definitely going to do that,” I said, gripping her breast and running my thumb over the hardening nipple. “Come here, let me get those ready for you...”

As she bent over me, I spit between her tits, coating them in shiny saliva. She groaned with pleasure, rubbing it into her soft flesh. “That’s right, show me how worthless I am compared to you,” she begged. “Disgrace me!”

“You’re royalty, but I’m about to fuck your tits like a common wench,” I said, really getting into it. “How does that make you feel?”

“It makes me so fucking wet, hero,” she whimpered. “I’m dripping for you – see?”

She ran her fingers over her folds, making them wet with her juices, then coated the inner curves of her breasts with them, leaving sticky trails.

“That is so hot,” I groaned.

“They’ve told me men become beasts when they take a woman,” Natasha mewled. “I didn’t know I would love it this much...”

With a grunt, I buried my cock between her twin mounds, the supple flesh cushioning my cock as I penetrated her cleavage. Fuck, that felt amazing! Every inch of my cock sang as I fucked her fat tits, sparks flying from my most sensitive skin as I thrust my hips upward again and again.

I’m really doing it! I thought, the words sending a bolt of excitement through me. I’m fucking my boss’ tits – and she’s begging me to do more!

“That’s right,” Natasha sighed happily. “Use those fucking tits, Sir. Use me like a piece of trash. Like a common gutter whore...”

She’s really into this whore thing, I thought. Time to get that mouth doing something else.

“Kiss it,” I commanded, thrusting up hard enough that two or three inches of my throbbing cock poked up through her cleavage. “Show me how much you love me, slut.”

“Yes, hero,” she whimpered submissively. Her mouth closed around my cock, forming a velvet-soft ‘o’ around the sensitive, throbbing head. She sucked greedily, my precum flowing in rivulets over her tongue. The sensation was too much; I kept thrusting between her tits, her mouth never leaving me.

“Shit,” I groaned. “I’m gonna come. I can’t believe it, Natasha, I’m really gonna come all over you...”

“Do it,” she begged, pulling back from me. “Paint my pretty princess face with your load...”

The world went white with pleasure as I reached my peak and tumbled over, my cock detonating inside of her cleavage. I came with a cry, shooting over and over again. Thick spurts of seed shot from the head of my cock like bullets, painting my boss’ face and breasts with sticky, creamy goodness. I kept on going, more than I thought my balls could conceivably have held, coating Natasha with spurt after spurt of seed.

“Oh yeah!” She groaned with pleasure as the warmth covered her, her reward for being such a naughty princess. “Thank you,” she groaned, scooping up a thick gob of my seed and running it over her tongue. “I’ve been given palaces and tiaras, but truly this is the greatest gift I’ve ever been given, hero.”

As I came down from my peak, my cock showed no sign of flagging. I could already think of a much better gift I wanted to give Natasha – and it was like the CheatCode could read my mind.

BABYNOW, I read. Increase target NPC’s fertility by 5x and their desire to be impregnated by 10x for the duration of their next sexual experience.

It was immoral, but I was past that now. I already felt like a master of the CheatCode, and I had barely scratched the surface of what it could do. But the idea of breeding my boss, of leaving her with a swollen belly for everyone in the company to see filled me with excitement. I wanted everyone to know how I’d owned her, bred her with my fertile load on my way out the door.

I punched in the cheat and smiled down at her. “There’s something else I want from you, princess,” I said. 

Instantly her face went slack. “Oh my Gods,” she muttered, running her hands over her come-covered breasts. “Oh, we wasted so much! My hero, how will I ever carry your heir while your seed dries across my bosom?”

I liked the way she said carry your heir. I wanted her to carry multiple heirs, twins or even triplets. God, I wanted that so much I started to wonder if the cheat had an effect on me as well.

“There’s plenty more where that came from, princess,” I said with a smirk. “Turn around and make yourself ready for me.”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied, turning around and hiking up her skirt. Her tight, tiny pair of panties were nearly soaked through with moisture, the lips of her sex clearly visible beneath them. I gave her ass a hard swat, making her cry out.

“That’s right,” I said, sliding her panties to the side. “You really want me to treat you like a whore, princess? Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she begged, wiggling her ass and presenting herself. “Please!”

“I’m not going to make love to you,” I said, taking a handful of her hair and pulling tight. “I’m going to breed you, leave you dripping with my seed and full of my fertile heirs. That’s not soft and gentle – it’s hard and rough.”

“I want it rough!” She pressed herself against me, her soft curves fitting my muscles like a glove. “I can spend the rest of my life being treated sweetly by courtiers. Tonight, I want to be the Hero’s Whore!”

Without another word, I yanked her panties to the side and buried myself inside of her to the hilt. She cried out, her walls drawing tight around me as I stretched her womb. She was even better than my fantasies – so tight and warm, velvet-soft and shaped perfectly for my cock. As I thrust deep inside of her she rocked her hips back, fucking me like a practiced whore.

“Pull my hair harder,” she begged. “Spank me more!”

I wondered if this was a bit of her old personality leaking through – it was always the control freaks who secretly wanted to be dominated, after all. Grinning, I brought my free hand down on her ass and gave her hair a hard yank as I gripped her hip, forcing myself deeper inside of her. I was bringing my cock right to the entrance to her womb, filling her up, and I could already feel my body responding to hers, making my load ready.

“Make me pregnant,” she begged, grabbing the sides of my slacks with her hands and forcing herself harder on me. “Give me life, hero. Give me an heir, and I’ll tell him all about his father’s heroic deeds...!”

“I’m going to give you more than that,” I said, thinking of her enhanced fertility. “You’re going to give birth to triplets, bitch. When I breed a slut, I do it right.”

The words hit her like a stick of dynamite. She tossed her head back, eyes fluttering as her entire body clenched up around mine. Orgasm tore through her curvy frame, making everything inside of her wetter and tighter as I fucked her deep. I couldn’t hold back any longer; the feel of my boss coming all over my hard cock was sending me over the edge.

“I’m going to come inside of you,” I growled into her ear. “Gonna fill that fucking pussy all the way up...”

No sooner did I finish the sentence then my cock detonated inside of her tight walls, thick bursts of come erupting from my balls to fill her fertile womb. It splashed along her walls, coating them in sticky goodness as she cried out, digging her nails into my sides.

“Yes! Fuck, I can feel it! Feel you coming inside of me! Oh, it’s so wonderful, Brody!”

I shot long and hard, more than I ever had on a second try before. I couldn’t measure it, of course, but I thought that the thrill of breeding Natasha had actually made me come more the second time. As I pulled out of her, her trim little slit dripped with my seed. Slowly, I gathered it around my cock, then slowly slid back inside of her.

“Oh my gawwwwd,” she mewled. “Yes, hero. Put all that come back inside of me where it belongs...”

Once I was satisfied that she was well and truly bred, I pulled out of her. The real world hit me like a sledgehammer in the back of the head: what had I just done?

What did I do? Exactly what I want, I thought. It’s about time I started doing that for a change.

“Thank you, hero,” Natasha babbled, smoothing down her skirt. “I’m so grateful you shared your essence with me...”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a little awkward now. The princess thing had been hot when I’d been breeding her, but now it seemed a little too much. I fingered the ‘Revert Cheats’ button, but paused. What was going to happen when I did that? Was I going to have a very pissed off Natasha on my hands?

Well, I have to find out sooner or later. Might as well make it sooner...

“Do me a favor,” I said.

“Anything, Hero,” she said with a little smile.

“Take a look at this for me,” I said, gesturing at the computer she’d turned on. “Sit down here.”

“Of course,” she said, demurely taking a seat as if she hadn’t just been fucked senseless by my cock. “What...what is this exactly, Sir?”

Behind her back, I pressed the Revert Cheats button, waiting to see what would happen.

Her face went slack, her eyes glazing over. Slowly they cleared, and Natasha grabbed the mouse and clicked one of the three databases the company stored tech info on. 

“See?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder. “It’s all corrupted.”

It’s like it didn’t happen, I realized. She doesn’t know. Or...did it REALLY not happen? Did revert cheats make it all go away?

Either way, I remembered it. My cock was still slick with her juices. And that was what really mattered.

A slow, easy smile spread over my face. “Go fuck yourself,” I said.

Natasha’s expression changed to one of pure horror. “What!?”

“You and your survey,” I said with the confidence of a man who’d just had the best sexual experience of his life. “You don’t get to fire me then ask for my help. Figure it out your own damn self – and if you can’t, maybe that ought to tell you something.”

Before she could respond, I turned on my heel and walked out. She yelled at me as I left, calling me a dork and a jackass, threatening to withhold my final paycheck. Little did she know I didn’t need it anymore – I had a whole CheatCode full of ways to get rich.

More than that, I realized. I can’t wait to see what else this thing can do...

I shut the door behind me, leaving my helpless boss and our failing company behind. I really was on a journey, a quest – and I was going to do some amazing shit before it was Game Over.

I patted the CheatCode in my pocket. Thanks, K – whoever you are. I guess I never will find out who you and this ‘Lila’ are...

But there, at least, I was wrong.



Volume Two: The Best Friend
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“I love my new body,” Claire said, grinning up at me as she pleasured herself. “Thank you so much for giving to to me, Master.”

I beamed with pride as I looked down at my best friend, my eyes taking in her bimbo proportions. In truth, I hadn’t changed her all that much – just enhanced her natural assets. But when she confessed to me that she’d always been a little bit ashamed of her breasts, the truth cheat I’d plugged into CheatCode coaxing her into admitting she’d always secretly wanted them to be bigger, the least I could do was give her the massive funbags she’d always desired.

“That device is so...powerful,” she purred, squeezing her hard nipples until jets of milk ran down he breasts. “It lets you do anything. You’re like a King, a God...”

As she rubbed my rock-hard cock through my pants, a naughty little smile spread across her face. “Would you like to be my God, Master? Do you want me to worship you?”

“Yes,” I growled, tangling my fingers in her hair. I’d waited so long for this moment, and now it was here – all thanks to CheatCode. “Worship me with your mouth, slut.”

“Oh Master,” Claire whimpered, her face flushed with arousal as she undid my belt. “I live to serve...”

As Claire prepared to slide my cock down her throat and praise me with a perfect blowjob, what got me the hardest wasn’t knowing how much she loved me, or how I’d molded her body to my exact fantasies.

It was knowing I could do this to anyone I wanted. I had all the power now, thanks to the little handheld device sitting next to me on the couch.

CheatCode, I thought as Claire took the head of my cock between her velvet-soft lips and teased it with her tongue. How did I ever live without you...?

––––––––
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After I got home from work, the first thing I did was to set my CheatCode on the table, get every single technical tool I had in one place and start tinkering. The fact that I was no longer employed by the firm I’d poured eight years of my life into no longer mattered; neither did the fact that less than an hour I’d been balls-deep in my former boss, dumping my fertile load into her sopping wet cunt. I was consumed with an all-encompassing need to know the truth – that this thing was real, that it wasn’t going to disappear the moment it was out of my sight, that my life was really going to change forever.

Hours passed. Late afternoon turned into night before I knew it, and eventually I shook the cobwebs out of my head and staggered off to make some coffee. As the dark liquid percolated into the pot, I thought about what I’d learned.

First, there was no way I was going to be able to reverse-engineer the thing. It was tamper-proof, to a degree I’d never seen in a piece of consumer electronics. Even with all my technical know-how, basic questions like “how does it scan people in its field of view” and “where does it get power from” were beyond me. The interior of the little handheld game console marked CheatCode was still a mystery, for now at least.

But if I hadn’t managed any progress with the hardware, what I’d learned from the software was astounding. CheatCode ran on its own programming architecture, completely unlike anything I’d ever worked with before. The underlying code beneath the commands was so elegant, so efficient that it still stunned me to think about. Whoever had built the operating system was a goddamn genius, on a level with Mozart or Einstein. I didn’t understand it all yet, but I was starting to – and once I could start putting my own spin on the OS, I was going to crack it wide open.

Well, not before I have a little fun, first, I thought. After all, I’d also been looking at the cheats. I had a dozen or so of them bookmarked now, in a variety of different categories. All of them had seemed perfect in one way or another for testing – I wanted to see this thing in action in every conceivable scenario.

You might be wondering: why? I’d just been given a little box with godlike power, a device that let me bang my gorgeous, frigid boss six ways to Sunday. Why wasn’t I running out going crazy with the thing, getting my dick wet and living the high life? Believe me, all that was on the table – I was going to enjoy this thing to the hilt. But I was going to do it smart: I wanted to know exactly what I was getting myself into, lest I come up against any errors or flaws in the programming that spoiled everything. I was never letting my CheatCode go: so I wanted to understand every inch of its inner workings.

And if it came down to it, I wanted to know how to make more of the things myself. Anyone who’s ever had the pleasure of building something out of a complex system could understand that.

The coffee was good, hot and black, just the way I liked it. It invigorated me; filled me with a second wind. My brain was so abuzz with possibilities that I almost didn’t notice my phone flashing like a police siren, new messages appearing every few seconds:

Hello? You are really starting to FREAK ME OUT, Brody! I’m coming over there!

“Shit,” I muttered. I scanned backwards through the messages – they were all from Claire, my best gal pal. She and I had been colleagues at the firm before she’d gotten a job offer at another company – since she kept in touch with a lot of her former coworkers, she’d found out about the layoffs almost as soon as I did. Her first couple of messages had been jokey, asking me if I was interested in coming to work with her – but I hadn’t responded in hours, so she was starting to lose it.

She thinks I hung myself from the shame, I thought with a chuckle. Or I threw myself off the nearest bridge. It was strange: I barely even remembered that I’d gotten fired. It was like something that had happened to a different, more timid Brody – one who didn’t stand up for himself.

I’m fine, I typed back. At home, getting my drink on. No need to worry about me.

THANK GOD! Came the reply seconds later, along with a smiley face. Thought you were in serious trouble.

I’m fine, I replied, smiling as I typed out the letters. In fact, better than fine. Working on something BIG. Tell you about it tomorrow.

I put the phone down on the counter and prepared to go back to work on the CheatCode, but the phone flashed again seconds later.

Tomorrow? Claire sent me a frowny face. I’m going to be there in like two minutes. We can share some of whatever you’re drinking ;)

“Oh, fuck,” I said, putting down the phone. On the one hand, this was amazing – I’d gotten a winky face from Claire. I’d never made it a secret that I found her attractive, even if the two of us agreed we wouldn’t make a great couple, and from her tone I could sense that a pity-fuck was on her mind. On the other hand...

My eyes slid over to the CheatCode, sitting on the table. Should I hide it? Or tell her?

“I’m gonna have to,” I said, putting the thing in my pocket. Claire was going to know immediately that something was off – not only was I not drinking, I wasn’t even sad. Just for appearances, I got a bottle of bourbon out of the liquor cabinet and poured myself a glass. The liquid burned on the way down, filling me with warmth. My worries about Claire relaxed.

If there’s anyone who would believe this crazy-ass story, it’s her, I thought.

It wasn’t long before I heard pounding on the door. “You okay in there? Open up, dude.” Claire was nothing if not informal when it came to talking among friends – I couldn’t remember the last time someone had referred to me as ‘dude’.”

I opened the door – and my heart started pounding in my chest a little faster. She looked like she’d come straight from the gym. Like me, Claire was a nerd – unlike me, she was fanatical about keeping up her fitness regimen, since climbing the corporate ladder sometimes required her to bat her pretty eyes and stick out her chest for horndog executives. She was wearing a tight little athletic top along with skin-tight yoga pants, every inch of the taut fabric showcasing her ample curves. It was almost painfully distracting – even though nearly every inch of her skin from her collarbone to her calves was covered up, anyone with half a brain could tell exactly what she looked like naked. I couldn’t stop imagining it.

“Hey,” she said, stepping into the apartment and casting a glance around the room. She seemed to be looking over everything, as if checking to make sure everything was okay. “You doing okay? I heard the news...”

She searched my face, but all she found was a grateful smile. “Yeah, I’m fine,” I said. “Honestly, it’s probably for the best – I didn’t really realize how unhappy I was at that place until I was gone.”

“Word,” she said, tapping the kitchen counter with her flawless nails. Her face wrinkled in confusion. “Where’s your drink?”

I shrugged. “I don’t really have one.” Swallowing hard, I braced myself. “I’ve got something to tell you, Claire.”

“Oh God, what did you do?” She cocked an eyebrow and looked sidelong at me. “You didn’t make a scene on your way out, did you?”

That’s one way of looking at it, I thought. An image of my boss writhing in pleasure as I spread the walls of her cunt filled my mind’s eye for a moment, then faded.

“Not exactly,” I said, reaching into my pocket. “You might want to sit down. I’m going to warn you – this story is going to sound fucking crazy.”

She nodded. “Try me.”

So I did. I told her the whole story – well, most of the whole story. I explained finding the CheatCode in the abandoned computer lab, testing it out, discovering that it made me invisible – but I left out the bit where I’d used it to control and seduce my demanding boss. I wasn’t going to completely freak Claire out.

When I was finished, her reaction was something I hadn’t expected. She looked at me with dead sincerity for a moment, then her face crinkled in mirth. Slow chuckles turned to full-blown laughter, until she was slapping the arm of her chair like someone in an old vaudeville show.

“I’m serious,” I said, hating the offended tone in my words.

“Oh come on, Brody,” Claire said, wiping tears from her eyes. “You found a magic box that makes you invisible? And grants wishes!?”

“I have it right here,” I said, taking the CheatCode from my pocket. It felt important to show it to her, to prove I knew what I was talking about. I was actually kind of offended – surprised that she didn’t believe me.

“Oh wow,” she said, giggling at the sight of it. “It looks so cheap.”

“Believe me, it’s not,” I said, snapping it open. “I’ve spent all afternoon studying the thing – there’s some seriously crazy technology powering this gadget, Claire. Here – let me prove it to you.”

I really, really wanted to prove it to her. I wanted to blow her fucking mind with what this thing could do. More than anything, I wanted to banish the sound of that laughter from my ears. To hear that from my friend, after the immensely shitty day I’d had – it hurt.

“Here,” I said, whipping my wallet out of my pocket (a little harsher than I had intended) and handed it to her. “Tell me how much money I have in there.”

She took it, the smile slowly leaving her face. “You’re serious about this.”

“Just look inside of it. Please.”

“Okay, whatever,” she said huffily. Which made me even more angry – why was she getting angry at me for telling the truth? She opened the wallet, holding it out so we could both see the interior. The only things inside were an old receipt and a five-dollar bill.

“Nobody in here except old Honest Abe,” Claire said, fingering the bill for a moment. “What is this supposed to prove?”

“Just close the wallet and watch,” I said, looking down at CheatCode. I pulled up the Bookmarks tab and loaded up one of the cheats I’d added from the Money category:

1000BUX: Protagonist recieves one thousand dollars of local currency instantly.

“Check this out,” I said, thumbing the CC button. The machine whirred for an instant, vibrating ever so gently in my hands.

A window popped up on the screen: Cheat Activated!

“Open the wallet,” I said quickly, grinning. “Open it up and see.”

Looking confused, she did just that. Nestled between the receipt and the five-dollar bill were ten crisp, hundred-dollar bills – as fresh as if they’d just rolled off the printing press.

She ran her thumb over them, rippling them like a deck of cards. “I don’t see what this is supposed to prove,” she said, cocking an eyebrow.

“What!?” I was stunned. “A thousand dollars just appeared in my wallet!”

“No it didn’t,” she said, sounding a little angry. “You had them in there the whole time.”

Suddenly I felt crazy. She was making this up. “Claire,” I said slowly. “Thirty seconds ago, you opened that wallet up and it had five dollars in it. You even said ‘nobody in here but Abe Lincoln.’ Are you fucking with me right now?”

She shook her head. “I said ‘woah, you’ve got a bunch of Benjamins in here, Brody.’ Are you fucking with me right now?”

My mind worked frantically, trying to come up with some explanation. When it hit me, it was blessedly simple.

This device, I thought, glancing down at the CheatCode. It doesn’t just input cheat codes into reality – it CHANGES reality. Holy shit.

“It changed things,” I murmured, glancing back at Claire. “I don’t know how it does that.”

She shot me a worried look. “I get it, Brody – today sucked. You’ve been through something really stressful. That’s going to freak anybody out.”

“That’s not it,” I said, getting frustrated. How could I make her see? I couldn’t be the only person who understood what a CheatCode could do!

The answer occurred to me in a flash. I lifted the device, fixing her in its camera. New person detected, the machine chirped helpfully. Would you like to add this person to your scans?

Hell yes, I thought, pushing the button.

As Claire bit her lip and tried to think of what to say next, the CheatCode scanned her. Her silhouette on the screen flashed for an instant, before the device whirred a second time.

Target NPC scanned! You may input cheats at any time.

“What’s the number one thing you don’t like about your body?” I asked, throwing caution to the wind. “If you could change anything about yourself, I mean.”

“Um.” Claire’s cheeks flushed crimson. “I don’t know if I should tell you that, dude.”

Crap. I suppressed a little chuckle – this was exactly like a video game. Claire was an NPC who had information I needed to complete a quest - Convince Claire could be the name of it, I thought with a smile – and I had to find the proper sequence to ‘win’ the conversation. Fortunately, I had just the code...

“One sec,” I said, glancing back down at the screen. I found in in my Bookmarks: a cheat called TSERUM. Removes target NPC’s ability to fabricate information was the description – in other words, no lies. I hammered the keys, loading the cheat up and activating it.

Her face went slack for a few seconds, a faraway look entering her eyes. She paused mid-sentence, like she’d suddenly forgot what she was saying – like the moment was stretching out, growing as taut as a bowstring. The machine whirred and that strange sense of floatiness washed over me for a few seconds before fading. Was this a side-effect of making more substantial changes, or just the machine at work?

“I really want to know,” I said as the light returned to Claire’s eyes. “What’s your least-favorite part of your body?”

Instead of getting angrier, Claire shrugged. “I would have to say my breasts,” she said simply, as if this were the most normal question for a male friend to be asking her.

“What – really?” I was surprised. “I mean, no offense, but...you don’t have any problems in that department from where I’m standing.”

She giggled. “They’re so flat,” she said, thrusting out her chest. “I mean, they’re not bad, but they could just be so much MORE. If I had double-Ds, I’d probably be running that firm by now...”

“Your wish is my command,” I said with a smirk, scanning through the menu. I hadn’t saved any cheats regarding breast augmentation – I hadn’t anticipated using them on myself, after all – but I remembered there were a whole list of cheats under NPC Body to choose from.

BOOBZ!: Increase bust size* of target NPC by 20% instantly.

“Perfect,” I whispered.

“What’s perfect?”

“You’re going to be,” I said with a smile. “In just a second.”

Just to be on the safe side, I queued up the cheat to fire twice – I didn’t want Claire to be able to claim they weren’t that much bigger or something ridiculous like that. I loaded them up together, then pressed the button.

Her eyes went glassy again, mouth dropping open like a puppet with its cord cut...and then she started to change.

I watched with a mixture of triumph and worry as Claire’s breasts expanded, filling the tight fabric until it was stretched to the breaking point. Her nipples grew hard from the contact, until the diamond-hard nubs practically poked out of her top. My eyes went wide and my mouth felt dry.

She was right. She should have looked like this all along. Claire had been cute before, but with a luscious pair of double-D’s she was a fucking knockout. They complimented her perfectly, perky gravity-defying orbs that cried out for male attention.

“There!” I yelled, a little too excited. “Do you believe me now?”

Like someone stirring from a dream, she stared down at her new tits, her hands grasping the warm, yielding flesh.

“What did you...” She blinked rapidly, her brain struggling to accept what I had just done. “You...ohhhh...”

Her face flushed crimson as her hands caressed her breasts. A low, throaty moan left her lips, her breath suddenly ragged with pleasure. Her fingers gripped her tits, manhandled them, circled and squeezed her nipples. What the hell was she doing?

“Oh my fucking gawd,” she purred, her eyes fluttering. “Oh fuck that’s so good...”

I couldn’t understand what had happened – until I looked down at CheatCode. In my haste, I hadn’t even noticed the asterix next to ‘bust size’. When I clicked it, a little explanatory note appeared:

NOTE: this cheat also increases sexual sensitivity of target NPC’s breasts by 250%. WARNING: stacks with other cheats!

Not only had I increased the size of Claire’s mammaries, I’d made them two and a half times as sensitive. TWICE. Suddenly it all became clear – Claire was masturbating with her tits, unable to restrain herself from the sheer bliss they brought her.

“Oh Jesus,” she panted, raising one of her tits up to lick it through the taut fabric. “My titties...my fucking tits feel so good! Oh fuck, Brody, what did you do...”

As I watched, a dark stain began to spread over the breast Claire was fondling the hardest. It took a moment for me to realize what it was: milk. Warm, creamy milk flowed from Claire’s tits as she fondled them, making her athletic top cling even tighter to her funbags. She was lactating, and from the look on her face shooting milk from her tits was giving her even more pleasure.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered, her voice tight. I could tell she was about to climax – I could have intervened, but didn’t. I wasn’t about to ruin her fun.

“Fuck,” she groaned, arching her back. “Fuck...fuck...OH FUCK!”

Her eyes squeezed tight as she came, all the muscles in her body clenching with pleasure. A gush of milk leaked from both of her tits as another warm stain spread between her thighs, her pussy gushing as she gave in to bliss. She cried out, pinching her nipples and rubbing her folds through her thin yoga pants, her orgasm lasting longer and hitting harder than any I’d seen in any of my girlfriends. I was stunned, and shocked, and so fucking hard it felt like my cock was about to burst out of my pants.

“Whew!” Claire lay back on the couch, basking in her post-titgasm bliss. “Holy hell,” she whimpered, stretching. “Brody, that was amazing...”

“There’s something I want to know,” I said. I thought of it the very moment it left my mouth.

“Sure thing. Shoot,” she said, sounding drunk and happy as she splayed out on my couch.

“We’ve known each other a long time. Why have we never gotten together? I’m pretty sure you’re aware that I’ve always been attracted to you.”

A sad little smile spread across Claire’s face. “I know,” she said. “And you’re such a great guy, Brody – you really are. But...”

“But what? Tell me why you’re not attracted to me.” So I can fix it, I thought. Right then, every other concern of the CheatCode had faded away: I’d just watched my best friend have the hardest orgasm of her life thanks to her new bimbo tits, and all I wanted was to sink deep inside her and have her ride me until she couldn’t walk.

“Well...” she bit her lip, looking nervous. I knew if it wasn’t for my truth cheat, she wouldn’t have said anything. “Haven’t you noticed that I don’t ever really seem to be going out with guys?”

“You’re busy,” I said. “Climbing the corporate ladder.”

“It’s more than that,” she said, her face flushing with embarrassment instead of arousal this time. “I’m...I’m not really into guys. You understand?”

I did. And to be honest, I was kind of hurt. Claire had never told me about this side of herself – even after eight years as friends. The fact that she had never confided in me, hadn’t felt comfortable opening up to me made me feel somehow disappointed in myself. What had I done wrong?

“But if you liked men,” I said, running my fingers over the keys, “you’d be totally into me?”

“Totally,” Claire said, relief in her tone. “You’d be just my type!”

Let’s see about that, I thought, scanning the menu.

It took a minute or two to find what I was looking for – luckily, Claire was so blissed out from fondling her own tits that she barely noticed. She began to hum in her throat, low and peaceful as I searched, and as I found the cheat she had just started to rub her breasts with a renewed, ragged vigor. I wasn’t just looking to invert her preferences, I needed something good...

PANSEXY: Remove all major restrictions on target NPC’s sexuality. Target NPC will become open to homo/heterosexual couplings, group sex/swinging/bigamy, as well as the twelve major kinks (see appendix for details). NOTE: may also make target NPC super-interested in taboo experimentation!

All of that sounded great to me. Grinning, I entered the cheat and activated it. I barely even noticed the change this time – in a flash, I was laying beside Claire on the couch, stroking her hyper-sensitive breasts.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, arching her back and pressing her tits against me. “Fuck, Brody, that feels so good...”

“You love having your new tits stroked, don’t you?” I asked, grabbing one of her nipples and squeezing. A torrent of milk shot from it, like a cumshot.

“Uh huh,” she begged, biting her lip. “I love it!”

“You don’t really care who does it, do you?” I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. One little cheat and I’d opened up Claire’s entire sexual world. “Guys, girls – whoever wants to stroke those titties and make you feel good, right?”

“Ohmygawd, yes!” She closed her eyes, as if imagining gorgeous representatives of both genders doing just that. “That sounds so fucking hot!”

“Both at the same time, even,” I said, moving one hand between her thighs to stoke the fire building between her legs. “Wouldn’t that be so hot? Having two guys worship your tits at the same time – or being on your knees with another girl, both of you pleasuring some man’s thick, hard cock...”

“Unnngh!” Claire grabbed me by the back of the head, trying to force my face against her breasts. “I’m so fucking wet, Brody – I want more! More, please?”

Laughing, I brought my mouth down on one of her nipples and began to suck. Warm, creamy milk filled my mouth, the taste sending a heady rush of pleasure through me. Goddamn she tasted amazing! This was no ordinary milk – my CheatCode had filled Claire’s tits with ambrosia. I could see myself becoming addicted to her sweet nectar so easily, but the screams of pleasure she made as my tongue lapped at her nipple just made me suck harder.

“Fucking Christ that’s even better than your fingers,” she moaned, rocking her hips unconsciously against my hand. “Don’t stop sucking – I...I...I think I might...”

Claire’s skin warmed beneath my lips, all her muscles going taut. I knew what she was going to say – she was about to come. She made as if to push me away, like the pleasure was too much, but I just sucked harder. At the same time, I slipped two fingers inside of her sopping wet folds, finding her clit and pressing it like a hidden “come screaming” button.

Claire let go. Every inch of her body pressed against mine as she came, as if she wanted to make her very being subservient to me. She cried out, her breath hot in my ear as she came in ragged gasps, sobbing and crying out my name in utter bliss. I knew any walls that had been between us were gone now – her orgasm had washed them away like sand on a beach at high tide. She wanted me, and I wanted her, and I had every intention of burying myself inside of her to the hilt.

“I want to fuck you,” I growled against her ear as she came down from her peak. “You want that too, right?”

She wasn’t capable of speech yet, but she nodded. I stroked her cheek with my hand, feeling its oven-like warmth, and after a moment she pulled my middle finger into her mouth and sucked it, drawing it all the down her throat.

“What you said about worshiping a man’s cock,” she whimpered, running my finger along her lips. “That sounds soooo hot. It sounds...I don’t know, right somehow. I’ve never heard anything that sounded so true before.”

I told her I hadn’t either.

A filthy little smile twisted her lips. “Can I worship your cock, Brody? Please? I know you’ve always fantasized about sliding that big cock between these soft, perfect lips...”

I didn’t respond with words. Instead, I helped her slide off the couch and onto her knees, spreading my legs and pulling off my slacks so that my cock sprang free.

“Admit it,” she said, stroking me and grinning. “You’ve jerked off right here, thinking about just this happening. Me on my knees, sucking you off...”

“Every fucking night,” I growled, my fingers tangling in her hair. “Now suck that cock, Claire.”

An eager little moan left her lips as she made a perfect ‘o’ with her mouth, then latched it over the head of my cock. I grunted hard, my back pressing against the couch as pleasure soared through me. The suction was perfect, her mouth was like velvet wrapped oh-so-tight around my throbbing shaft, and as she drew it further into her mouth...

She drew, and drew, and drew. Before I knew it, I was buried down her throat to the hilt, her bottom lip rubbing against my balls as she hummed with pleasure. Her naughty tongue teased the underside of my shaft, driving me wild with pleasure. I wanted more.

“I wanna be rough with you,” I said quickly, pressing on the back of her head to give her a taste of what I meant. “You okay with that?”

“Fuck yeah,” she purred, pulling off of me and stroking my cock. “Take my fucking face, Brody – I want to give you the blowjob you’ve always dreamed of, exactly the way you want it...”

I smiled. God, I could see myself falling hard for this woman.

Pulling her hair hard enough to make her cry out in mingled pain and pleasure, I forced her down on my cock. She gagged gently, relaxing her throat as I thrust my hips upward, fucking her face. I pounded her over and over like I was trying to fuck her pussy from the other side, burying my cock so far down her slender neck I could see a lump in it where the head of my cock stretched her out.

“I’m gonna come,” I announced, taking her by the sides of her head and bobbing her up and down on my shaft. “I’m gonna blow a load right down your throat, you naughty little slut...”

Her eyes rolled back in her head, her cheeks flushing with pleasure. The hand she had between her thighs picked up the pace, rubbing her cunt harder as she felt my balls tense and prepare to loose their load.

“Hnnnh...” she groaned, taking me as deep as I’d ever been with a girl. “Hngh!”

I thrust once more, hard, then pulled back until the fat head of my cock rested on the back of her tongue. She instantly started the suction, slurping me as I let go and shot my hot, sticky load into her mouth. Burst after burst of honey-slick seed filled her, but she kept on sucking, determined to get every drop of my manly essence.

As I came down from my peak, she slowed her pace, her lips sliding slowly up and down my shaft. She cleaned me off completely, swallowed, then planted a kiss on the head of my cock.

“I love this dick so much,” she whimpered, running her tongue along the underside. “I came just from having it down my throat!”

“I saw that hand,” I said with a grin. “Looks like you were taking care of yourself a little, too.”

“Can you blame me? God, that was so fucking hot,” she said, climbing up on the couch next to me. “I’ve never done that with a guy before – it was like sucking off a King. Fuck, I could see myself doing that a lot more often...”

“Turn around,” I told her. “I want to take you from behind.”

For a moment, she looked surprised, then her gaze traveled to my cock. “Wow,” she said, her mouth dropping open. “You’re still hard. I...I did a good job, didn’t I?”

“The best,” I assured her, watching her grin with relief. “It’s a good thing – you’re so fucking gorgeous, I’m still hard for you.”

An excited look crossed her face. “How many times do you think you can come before you get soft?”

“I dunno,” I said, giving her big, sexy ass a spank. “Let’s find out.”

Claire climbed up on the couch and hooked one leg over the back, the other just barely touching the floor on her tiptoes. As she spread her legs wide for me, a dribble of juice trickled from the swollen lips of her cunt to trail down her thigh.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I said, running my finger between her folds. I’d never felt someone so utterly ready for me, her entire body primed for my cock.

“Pound me, Master,” she begged, the M-word leaving her lips without her even noticing. “Fuck me good and proper. Make me your whore. Please?”

I grabbed a handful of her perfect, heart-shaped ass, making her squeal with delight. As it reddened, I placed the head of my cock at her entrance and let just the tip slide inside, the barest fraction of an inch entering her.

“Oh my gawd,” she groaned, rocking her hips. “You fucking tease.”

Her walls quivered around me. My cock twitched, a fat jet of precum dripping from the tip, entering her. I couldn’t hold back any more.

Gripping her hair tight for leverage, I slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, gasping at the feeling of her tight, wet cunt around me. She was tight enough to throw up sparks as I ground against her fertile walls, the inner muscles of her womb relaxing just enough to let me bury myself inside of her.

“Oh, wow,” I groaned. It was everything I had fantasized about and more. She was so perfect, so tight, so ready for me to fuck her brains out.

I thrust hard inside her, her hips meeting me stroke for stroke. We fucked like animals, like savages, like every level of thought above pure sheet-clawing fucking had been torn away. I slapped her ass as I fucked her, pulled her hair, reached around to squeeze and manhandle her tits as I filled her fertile womb with stroke after stroke.

“Yeah! Fuck yeah, fucking fuck me!” Claire was wild with lust, her cunt clenching and spasming with every thrust of my rock-hard member. My hands at her tits sent spurts of milk splashing on the couch, hot streaks that she loved to bend down and lap up as I hammered inside of her.

“You love me,” I growled, forcing her down against the couch. I could feel myself working to the peak, her perfect cunt rapidly sending me over the edge. “You love fucking me.”

“I love fucking you, Master,” she babbled, completely gone. “I love men and women and cocks and cunts – all I can think about is fuck fuck fuck! I want you to put your fucking load in my cunt – I want you to breed me with your fucking babies!”

At the idea of knocking Claire up, of breeding her like a fucking animal, I felt my passion reach its peak. I thrust deep and hard inside her, picturing her body utterly owned by me – and I came.

“Yeah! That’s right, come for me baby, give me every drop...”

I felt myself shoot, her womb welcoming my fertile load with a quivering, clenching salute. The muscles of her sex pulled me in deep, drawing the sperm from my balls, milking me dry. I felt her clit pulse, milk leaking of its own accord from her mammoth tits as her cheeks flushed with the onset of her own climax. She came with a cry, grinding her hips against mine, doing everything she could to help my seed take deep in her womb.

After what felt like an eternity of pleasure, I pulled out of Claire’s cunt. Amazingly, I still wasn’t done – a few short bursts of come shot from my cock, coating her walls and dribbling down her thighs. Still filled with bliss, Claire turned around and offered her leaking tits to me. I latched on, collapsing into her arms and sucking at her nipple with utter satisfaction.

“That’s right. That’s a good boy,” she whispered, stroking my head as I filled my mouth with her perfect milk. “Did I make you feel so much better?”

I was exhausted, and Claire’s tits were so amazing that I never wanted to let go, but somehow I managed to life my head.

“Do you believe me now?” I searched her eyes. “You have to, right?”

“I certainly believe that you’ve done something,” she said with a smile and a nod. “I don’t know about this whole ‘reality-altering handheld’ thing, but...wow, Brody. I...I’ve never felt this way about anyone before, guy or girl. I...I like you so much...”

“I like you too,” I said, running my tongue across her nipple. She shivered with delight, pressing her hips against me.

“You ready to go again?” she asked, her hand sliding between my legs. “You...oh holy shit!”

Yep. I was still rock-hard. No cheat code needed – just Claire’s fortifying milk. It really does do a body good, I thought with a smirk.

“Obviously,” I said, gripping her hair, “I just need to demonstrate more of this thing’s power to you. Make you believe.”

Claire bit her lip, imagining all the things that might entail. “I could be into that,” she said with a giggle. “I could be into that a lot.”

“Good,” I said. Then, without warning, I grabbed her by the chin, making her look at me.

“Because next time I fuck your brains out, I want you to tell me you love me after,” I growled. “None of this ‘like’ bullshit.” Pure submission shined in her eyes as she nodded, and I knew she was mine. I knew she would.

And after another round of hard, primal fucking, that’s exactly what she did.
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“This is, like, real? Right?”

Naomi was still looking at me like she couldn’t believe what had happened – and I couldn’t blame her. Fifteen minutes ago, my next-door neighbor had been an ordinary woman pushing fifty, with a middle-aged woman’s body and a very grown up set of worries and problems. Now, she was a voluptuous, barely-legal freak: a model-perfect stunner with gorgeous, overflowing tits, a heart-shaped ass, and a snug, perfect pussy. These things were my gifts to her – but I didn’t give gifts without any expectation of being given one of my own. Not with a CheatCode in my pocket, I didn’t.

“It’s all real,” I said with a smirk, reaching into her top and giving one of her breasts a squeeze. Her clothes didn’t fit her any more – they hung off her frame like rags covering her perfect body. After I tear them off and have my way with her, I should get Claire to give her some new ones, I thought.

“Oh, fuck!” Her cheeks reddened with lust, the achingly-beautiful slit between her legs transforming into a warm, dripping oven. “I haven’t been this turned on in thirty years! What...what are you, Brody?”

“Me?” I slid two fingers into her folds, loving the way every muscle in her body went taut with pleasure at my touch. “I’m just a guy who appreciates beautiful women...”

I froze. “Holy shit,” I growled in her ear. “Don’t look now, but I think this transformation may have made you a virgin again, Miss N.”

Her shocked look told me exactly how turned on that made her.

“What do you say?” I glanced back to the couch, where Claire was currently rubbing herself to another screaming orgasm. “Do you think you’re ready to handle your first time?”

She glanced between us, her eyes shining with lust. “Losing my virginity in a threesome?” She laughed excitedly, the walls of her sex clenching around my fingers. “I think my second time being eighteen is going to be much wilder than the first!”

“It’s a whole new world,” I said, rubbing her. “A second chance to have all sorts of experiences for the first time. And, if you’ll look down here...”

She glanced down – and gasped. I’d removed my cock from my pants while she spoke, and it’s full enhanced length stood erect, augmented by CheatCode the same way I’d changed Naomi’s body. It was over a foot long and thick, throbbing and covered with veins. One look at it and any second thoughts Naomi might have had about her situation faded – she was thirsty for that cock, filled with sensations her new young body could barely handle.

“Oh my gawd,” she whimpered, giggling. “You think I can handle all that?”

“Naomi,” I assured her, guiding her hand down to my shaft, “I’m pretty sure you can handle anything...”

––––––––
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“Good morning, Master. Would you like some breakfast?”

I rolled over in bed, a girl’s warm body pressed next to mine. For a few seconds I couldn’t remember how she got there – what I had possibly done to get lucky, to have a gorgeous babe still in my bed in the morning. Then it all came back in a flash: CheatCode, my boss, showing Claire its features and turning her into a bimbo slut. My cock, already throbbing with morning wood, twitched in my boxers at the memories.

Claire grinned at me, put her hand underneath my shirt and ran it over my chest. She had the covers tossed back and wasn’t wearing a thing besides a tight red pair of panties: her amazing, CheatCode-enhanced breasts were right in my face, commanding my attention.

Yesterday, those breasts had been nothing much to write home about: a perky handful that I had fantasized about having in my mouth plenty of times, sure, but not the kind of massive mammaries that stopped traffic. All that had changed thanks to CheatCode. I’d altered my friend’s body, her attitude towards me, even her sexuality – she’d been a strict lesbian, now she’d fuck anything that moved – and she’d been so happy with her new life she’d pulled me into bed and spent half the night fucking my brains out. It was still hard to believe.

“You’re going to cook me breakfast?” I said in disbelief. Claire had never cooked for a man in her entire life – she was more of a takeout-and-beer kinda gal.

“No, I’m going to serve you breakfast,” she said with a giggle, her hand sliding down to my boxers. “Ooooh, you’ve got a nice stiff cock this morning, Master. Come here.”

Without further ado, Claire put her hand on the back of my head and pressed my face into her cleavage. Her breasts were warm and soft, perky orbs that cried out for my tongue. Her free hand yanked down the waistband of my boxers and stroked my cock, her fingers sending sparks of pleasure through the shaft. Fuck, she was amazing.

“Right here, Master,” she purred, wiggling her tits until one of the pale, engorged nipples touched my lip. “Have some breakfast. Drink me.”

For an instant, I was confused – then I remembered. I latched on to the nipple, sucking it hard, and was rewarded with a flood of sweet cream.

“Ah!” Claire’s body shook beneath mine, the pleasure almost too much for her to handle. “That’s a good boy, Master. Suck all the milk out of my titties. It’s all for you, baby.”

For a moment, I considered telling her not to call me Master – then the milk washed away all my thoughts except MORE and HARDER and NOW. Besides, I liked being the dominant one in our relationship.

Swallow after swallow of warm, delicious milk filled my mouth. The world went all spinny and warm, like Claire’s sweet cream was making me drunk, high and horny all at once. My cock throbbed in her fingers, going super-sensitive in an instant. As the flow of her milk slackened a bit, I grunted and let go of her nipple, slamming the other into my mouth.

“Yes baby, drink it all! Fuck, it makes me feel so fucking sexy to provide for my Man! I love you so much, Master!”

My hips thrust against her hand, fucking her fist as I sucked her greedily. I had no idea how much I’d drunk – it felt like an entire gallon – and I’d lost control of myself. I wanted to come, to add that intense pleasure to the warm, intimate feeling of drinking Claire’s milk, and from the way her hand made itself a blur on my cock I was about to shoot.

“Mmmh!” I grunted around her nipple, thrusting my hips savagely. “Mmh! Mmmmmmmh!”

Claire gave a triumphant yell as I exploded in her palm, fat ropes of come shooting across her thighs and belly. I shot over and over again as she stroked me, milking the come from my cock as she rubbed the back of my head and whispered sweet words of submission into my ear. I’d never felt anything like it before – it was like the nastiest anonymous fuck and being held in a mother’s embrace, all at once. My brain refused to process it; so it just told me I felt amazing. Finally I collapsed against her, spent.

“Fuck, I’m absolutely filthy, Claire whispered to me, pulling back the covers to show me the thick streaks of come coating her thighs. A fat gob lay across her panties, staining them; as I watched, she scooped it up and sucked it off her fingers slowly, putting on a show for me.

“So good,” she purred, playing with my load on her tongue. “Did you like my milk, Master?”

Did I? My cock roared to life – I felt like I could go another ten rounds on Claire’s tight little bimbo body. I grabbed her without warning and kissed her hard, the tang of my seed mixing with the warm cream of her milk.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered, pressing her body against mine. “Master, you are so...eager.”

“Turn around,” I commanded. “Turn around and show me that ass, Claire.”

Giggling, she did just as I asked, getting on all fours and thrusting her heart-shaped ass in the air. I reached out and gave it a smack, making her groan and press her face into the blankets. Running a hand over it, I tested its firmness and found it to be everything I could have wanted in my new girlfriend’s ass – just staring at it made me want to blow another load.

“Let’s get these off,” I growled, gripping her panties and yanking them down. Her slit was hairless and dripping, the lips of her inner folds swollen and hot as an oven. Before she could say a word, I pressed my face into them from behind, spreading her ass cheeks as my tongue dove into her box and ate her out.

“Oh, Brody!” She was so shocked, and I loved it – all her muscles went taut, twitching with pleasure. “Oh fuck, you’re spoiling me, baby! Ohhhh fuck!”

I pulled back, my face shining with her juices. “This isn’t about you,” I growled, pulling her hair just to remind her who was in charge. “I want you hot and wet for my cock. I love fucking a girl who’s just come her little bimbo brains out – she’s so snug and warm when I stick my cock in her.”

Claire’s eyes shined with love and devotion. “Oh, Master,” she groaned. “I want every inch of me to be perfect for you!”

“Besides,” I said, lowering my head back to her cunt. “I love the way you taste.”

She let out a surprised moan as my face returned to her cunt, my tongue working her clit with hard, insistent strokes. It wasn’t long ago that this was the only way Claire got off, I thought with pride. My coworker had been a lesbian before CheatCode opened up her sexuality, and to be frank I could understand why she liked pussy so much. Fuck, her tight little slit was so nice – so warm and juicy, I could just eat her out all night. But my rock-hard fuckstick demanded something soft and wet to be wrapped around it – and even as I pleasured her, I couldn’t help but imagine how those soft folds would feel around my cock.

I pulled back just far enough to slide two fingers inside of her, thrusting hard. I found her g-spot and attacked it, going savagely with my fingers as my tongue slowly and agonizingly teased her clit. I could feel her body readying for orgasm – the inner muscles of her thighs shook like they’d been turned to jelly, and every inch of her flawless tan skin flushed with arousal.

“Fuck, Brody,” she cried out, her voice and breathing gone ragged with need. “Don’t stop baby, I’m almost there...oh fuck you treat me so good, Master...I’m gonna...I’m gonna...!”

Her words broke off into a scream of delight as she came, a torrent of juice squirting from her cunt as the muscles clenched and relaxed, spasming over and over again. I lapped it up, letting my tongue slide over every part of her, finally going from precision to sloppy animalistic need. I buried my face in her cunt as she rode out her orgasm, waves of pleasure washing over her and obliterating reality for long minutes of bliss.

As she came down from her peak, I grabbed her hips and pulled her across the bed towards me, making her squeal with delight. My cock slid easily into her slit with one smooth stroke, her soaking wet walls parting to let me fill her to the brim.

“There we go,” I groaned, grabbing her hair for leverage with both hands as I thrust deep inside of her. “Exactly what I was talking about. Fuck you feel so good...”

Every inch of her tight sheathe was primed and ready for my cock. Her velvet-soft walls wrapped around my hardness, sending sparks up and down my shaft as glorious friction rolled over our most sensitive flesh.

Her nails dug into my sides as I railed her, her mouth a constant stream of dirty words and praise. I felt my balls tighten up against her, ready to shoot my second load of the day. And I’d only been awake for fifteen minutes.

“Gonna fill you up,” I grunted, pummeling her as hard as I could. “Gonna have that womb dripping with my load...”

“Yes, Daddy!” Claire’s mouth hung open, her tongue lolling as she came again and again on my cock. “Fill me up! Fuck a baby into me! Show the world you own my tight, fertile little womb...!”

At the suggestion that I was going to breed her, inseminate my girlfriend with my virile essence, I felt my body let go. My pleasure crested until the world disappeared, fading to the point of contact between us. My balls pumped shot after shot of hot, fertile come inside of her, her swollen walls glistening with my seed.

“Come for me, baby girl,” I grunted, binding her curvy body against my hard muscle. “Suck all that fucking come up into your womb for me. Show me what a good little slut you are...”

Her body quaked in my arms as she came, bliss making her weightless with delight. I felt her pussy clench up and pull my cock along with it, taking my load and sending it straight into her waiting womb. She cried out, the sensations driving her pleasure into the stratosphere as she sobbed and whimpered my name. I held her for a few more minutes, stroking her gently, then rolled onto my back and let her fit her warm, freshly-fucked body against mine.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, hiding her face against my collarbone. “I love you so much...”

How quickly things have changed, I thought dazedly. Thank God for CheatCode. Speaking of which...

“You’re a good slave,” I said, running my fingers through her lustrous hair. She shivered with pleasure at my compliment, grinning like my words were a diamond ring. “You please me very, very much. I like waking up next to you.”

“I want to wake up next to you every morning, Master, so I can feed you just like this. I want to make you the happiest man on Earth...”

“You know what would make me happy,” I muttered, glancing around, “is having my CheatCode. Where is that thing?”

Claire sprang up like nothing in the world mattered except my command, frantically looking for my CheatCode. God, I could get used to this, I thought, crossing my arms behind my head.

“Here it is, Master!” It had been on the floor next to the bed; she held it out to me like an offering. “I’m so glad I could find it for you...”

“Thanks...hey, what did you do?” The clamshell unit was already open – and the screen flashed wildly every few seconds.

She glanced at it in alarm. “Nothing, Master – I swear!” I believed her – and that sent a spike of panic through me. If this thing was broken, my fun was over. I had Claire, but I’d never achieve the rest of my dreams.

Fortunately, when I saw the message on the screen, a sigh of relief left my lips. It was just an update:

CheatOS V. 3.1.5 Available! This update improves performance, fixes several glitches, and will install the following new software:

- Character Editor

Would you like to install? Y/N

Hold up. An update? That didn’t make any sense. As far as I knew, this was the only one of these things in existence – so who was pushing updates to it? And why? 

I felt a tightness in my chest. Did whoever had created this thing know I was using it? Did they approve, or was I going outside of whatever moral parameters they’d expected a CheatCode user to have? Were they coming for me right now?

I glanced over at Claire, who was staring at me with the most loving look I had ever seen on a human being. Couldn’t be, I thought. Calm the hell down, Brody. You’re being paranoid.

I selected Y, and the screen began to flash anew. “Installing Update...”

“What are you doing, Master?” Claire asked.

“This thing has some new software,” I told her with a shrug. “These things always take forever to update...”

Slowly the bar at the bottom of the screen filled up. Once it was done, the CheatCode rebooted. The start up screen was the same, except that the text beneath the two crossed-C’s that made up the logo now said “CheatOS V. 3.1.5.”

Upon reaching the main menu, I had a slightly different suite of options:

Cheat Code V3.1.4 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) NEW!: Character Editor

3) Popular Cheats

4) Cheats By Category

5) Cheats By Name

6) Advanced Search

7) Experimental Mode (V1.1)

8) TOP SECRET

Press the ‘CC’ key at any time to enter a Cheat...

Curious, I selected the new Character Editor and let it boot up. A series of categories populated the left side of the screen: everything from “Hair” and “Eyes” to more esoteric functions like “Permissiveness” and “Will.” A wireframe of a person filled the right-hand side of the screen...as I took it all in, I laughed.

I’d seen something exactly like this dozens of times – it was basically the character creation screen from a video game. The place where you decided the gender, build and appearance of your character before you started the game. I flipped to “Character List”, wanting to see who or what I had to play with.

Loaded Characters:

Natasha

Claire

NOTE: New character within range! Add to Editor?

“New character?” There was nobody here except me and Claire – they didn’t mean me, did they? The idea of using CheatCode to enhance myself sounded exciting, but I worried about what it might do to my mind. I needn’t have been concerned: it wasn’t talking about me.

I hit ‘Y’, and the screen changed to a bird’s eye view of my apartment complex, laid out like a set of blueprints. I could see myself along with Claire, two tiny human-shaped icons lying in bed together, and two units down I saw another moving from one room to another.

“Oh,” I said, chuckling. “Naomi’s home.”

“Who, Master?”

“My neighbor,” I said, showing her the screen. “The new update for CheatCode is a character editor. It’s showing me people in range who can be added to it, I guess.”

“Add her,” Claire said with a grin. “I wanna see!”

So, with a shrug, I did. The unit vibrated in my hand, and an instant later the wireframe human was replaced with a near-perfect image of Naomi. It looked just the tiniest bit like a cartoon, but squinting at it I could imagine it was a photograph someone had snapped of her.

“Eww,” Claire said, pressing her body tight against mine. “She’s so...old. You should make her young and sexy, like me.” She ran her hand down her side, grinning as she pulled back the covers. 

I opened my mouth to protest, then closed it again. Could I do that?

“Let me check something...” I found the option for Age. It was set to 47. I didn’t know Naomi’s exact age, but if it wasn’t correct, it sounded pretty close. Just for fun, I clicked it down one, to 46.

A new box appeared at the bottom of the screen, marked “Apply Changes.” Shrugging, I pressed it.

The image flashed and reloaded. Naomi looked just about the same – maybe if I squinted hard, there’d been a bit of reduction in the wrinkles around her eyes. It was hard to tell if the Character Editor had done anything – it was a new feature, after all.

“What are you doing? I said young, Master.” Claire said with a giggle. “Make her a cute little slut and invite her over to play.”

Grinning, I decided to try something a bit more extreme. Holding down the arrow, I turned the age value all the way down to ‘18’, then once again clicked “Apply Changes.”

The effect was immediate and extreme.

Naomi disappeared, replaced with the wireframe for an instant, then reappeared completely changed. Where she had been saggy and wrinkled, she was now firm and supple – with the perfect body of an eighteen-year old goddess. Both of us gasped as we looked over her new features – she barely even looked like my neighbor Naomi any more. If she had some sort of model for a daughter, this might have been her.

“Wow,” I said. “She was a looker when she was younger.”

I heard something through the wall, vague and muffled. Was that my neighbor, suddenly discovering herself in possession of a sexy, bimbolicious body? If it was, I had more surprises in store for her.

“She looks good,” I said, turning back to the screen. “But we could do so much more...”

I couldn’t believe the level of control CheatCode gave me. With its power, I could sculpt every inch of Naomi’s flesh into a wet-dream fantasy that would have every guy in a ten-meter radius of her hard as a rock. I started with her breasts, increasing their size to almost cartoonish proportions, until they hung in perfect gravity-defying perkiness like soft balloons. Her lips were next, plump and glossy at all times with no need for makeup. I lengthened her already long, tan legs, increased the size and shape of her ass until she had a perfect heart-shaped booty, but it wasn’t until I got to her cunt that I really let myself go wild.

I made her as tight, wet and snug as a prom-night virgin, clenching her walls until my throbbing cock would just barely be able to penetrate her womb. I sent her sensitivity and wetness levels off the charts, until her perfect young cunt would be a constant fountain of sweet, thick girl-slime. Finally I removed every sexual restriction and prejudice she’d ever had: now things that she’d been a prude about in the past like threesomes, anal, bondage and every other fantasy I could come up with excited her to the point of delirium.

She could service a man for hours. Her body would come from so much as a stiff breeze. And the more depraved and filthy the sex acts performed on her became, the more turned on she’d be. Sounds just about perfect, I thought.

Apply Changes? Oh hell yes.

“Oh my gawd, Master,” Claire groaned, rubbing herself as she watched the CheatCode do its work. “That’s perfect! That’s just what I wanted!”

Once it was finished, I scanned the cheats for something I’d been looking for earlier. It wasn’t where I expected – I finally found it in location-based cheats, an unlikely place.

Compel target NPC to return to protagonist? Y/N

I selected ‘Y’, leaning back with a smug little smile. Naomi would come running over to our apartment, and she wouldn’t know why. Then, I’d educate her.

“Go to the front door,” I said, “and greet our guest. Make her come.”

Claire’s eyes lit up. “She’s on her way?”

I nodded, and she sprang from the bed. As she reached for her clothes, I held up a hand.

“Ah ah,” I said. “As you are.”

“Yes, sir!” She disappeared, and a few seconds later I heard knocking at the door. I stretched and sighed, then slid out of bed to join my slaves.

When I got to the living room, everything was just as I had hoped. Naomi looked the spitting image of the girl I’d created: a busty, blindingly gorgeous slut. Her eyes shined with disbelief, like she hadn’t fully accepted her new body yet.

Claire was helping her with that. The redhead was on her knees, running her tongue down Naomi’s belly to tease the younger woman, her fingers massaging between her thighs.

“You want that tongue?” Claire asked.

It was amazing. Naomi was so sensitive that a tongue on her stomach had her biting her lip, quivering with flushed cheeks. I imagined what my cock could do and was pleased.

“Hey, neighbor,” I said, walking into the room naked as if it were the most natural thing on Earth. “I see you’ve met my new girlfriend.”

“Brody? Look at me! Look at what’s happened...ohhhh shit!”

Her face scrunched up adorably as she came, her body shooting straight into the heights of pleasure the instant Claire’s mouth found her cunt. She cried out, digging her fingers into Claire’s glossy red hair as she ate her out, riding the girl’s face with her hips.

“I know,” I said, idly stroking my cock. I loved the way her eyes instantly were drawn to it and couldn’t look away, like it was already her world. “I made you young again.”

“You!” She looked like she wanted to be shocked, but was way too turned on to muster any real emotion. “You mean...this isn’t a dream? All this is real?”

I laughed loud and long. “Of course it’s real! Congratulations, Naomi – I made you eighteen again.”

She was awe-struck. “It won’t go away?”

“Not for twenty years or so,” I mused. “After that, I guess I can just make you eighteen again...assuming you please me.”

Her gaze changed. Naomi would never again look at me in the friendly but detached way she looked at her neighbor Brody. Now she gazed at me with the devoted, loving, intense look of someone seeing her King. Her God.

“Oh my gawd that feels so good,” she groaned, climaxing again on Claire’s face. “Did you do this to her, too?”

“Oh yes.” I was close to her now; close enough to touch. I could smell how badly she wanted it. “I remade her body, too. And her mind. You can feel it, can’t you – you’re different inside, too.”

“I...I am,” she admitted, flushing with the last vestiges of shame she would ever feel. “Before I would have thought...I would have thought this was sinful. Women aren’t supposed to...to pleasure other women. It’s wrong.”

“And now?”

A little giggle left her lips. “It turns me on so much. I love being bad. I want to do dirty things – all the dirty things I never did when I was this young the first time. I want to be a...” she stammered, forcing the words out, “a slut for you, Sir. A d-depraved little tramp...”

“Good.” I ran my fingers under her chin, cupping it. “Have you ever worshipped a man’s cock, Naomi?”

She shook her head. “Blowjobs are gross...were gross, I mean.” She flushed crimson.

I chuckled. “What do you think of them now? You don’t want this in your mouth?”

I guided her hand to my cock and let her stroke it. She moaned deep in her throat, running her fingers up and down the shaft.

“I want it,” she whimpered. “God help me, I want it in my throat. I want you to...to shoot in my mouth!”

“Get on your knees,” I commanded. “Claire, get next to her. Give her some help – show her how it’s done.”

I shouldn’t have worried. As the two girls took their places on their knees before me, it was clear Naomi’s enthusiasm more than made up for her lack of experience. Once Claire fed her my cock, guiding it down her slender throat, she attacked it like she’d been born to suck cock, taking me all the way to the hilt and running her plump new lips over my balls.

“Fuck,” I groaned, surprised at how good she was. “Your mouth feels amazing, Naomi. You ready for your reward?”

She nodded with my cock still in her mouth, a gesture I couldn’t help but find cute as hell.

“Take it deep, then.”

She complied, practically inhaling my fuck-stick as she bobbed up and down in my lap. I felt my cock twitching and spurting inside her, my balls tightening as they prepared to shoot their load. I gripped the back of her head and thrust forward, fucking her face as I lost control.

I exploded down her throat with a series of loud, savage grunts, each accompanied by a fat jet of spunk. She held her ground like a champ, sucking the head of my cock as I blew over and over again, filling her throat with creamy goodness.

As I came down from my peak, she slowed her pace, milking my cock with slow, loving licks and kisses. She pulled off, turning to Claire and kissing her deeply. My seed coated their tongues as they embraced, fat gobs of it dribbling down their lips and onto their breasts. As I watched, already growing hard again, they cleaned each other off, giving me a show.

“How did you like your first blowjob, slut?” Claire purred.

“It was amazing,” Naomi admitted. “I felt so...so powerful with your cock down my throat, Sir. I was so happy I could please you that way. Thank you...”

“You’re welcome,” I said, staring down at her. “And from now on, why don’t you call me ‘Master’?”

“Master,” she said, closing her eyes and sighing like someone feeling a warm breeze on a cold day. “Yes. I would love to call you Master, Master.”

Two sluts, I thought. All thanks to CheatCode. Life was amazing, and getting more so by the second.

“Would you like us to serve you some more, Master?” Claire asked, biting her lip. “It looks like you’re still hard.”

I did want that – but I had a better idea. A hotter, more forbidden one.

“I do,” I said, “but first, we have to get Naomi situated.”

Claire frowned. “Situated how, Master?”

“Just look at her.” The girl’s clothes were in tatters, of course – parts of them had split from her new breasts and ass, while parts hung off her, far too many sizes too big. “If she’s going to serve me, she needs a new wardrobe.”

Naomi’s mouth dropped open. Something deep and repressed inside her came to the surface, looking at me with a hopefulness that was almost touching.

“I...I don’t really spend money on myself,” she said, sounding guilty. “You know I’m much too old to worry about makeup or the latest clothes...”

She was right – the old Naomi had never taken care of herself. But I could tell it was something she’d always secretly wanted – to look and dress as sexy as the younger girls she coveted. And now that she was one of those younger girls...

“You’re not too old anymore,” I said. “And money is no object. You do want to look good for your Master, don’t you?”

It was like I’d opened the door to her wildest dreams, just a crack. “Y-yes, Master. I just...I don’t feel worthy...”

“I don’t care how you feel,” I growled, lifting her to her feet. I was so strong now, I could treat her like a fucking ragdoll – and I could tell she loved it. “You’re my slave now, Naomi – and my slaves are the sexiest, most confident women on Earth. I command you to walk around in sexy lingerie and fuck-me heels. I command you to wear your makeup like a pornstar, just like I command you to spread your legs or your lips for me whenever I say. Got it?”

Her smile was like every Christmas morning all at once, bright and beaming like the sun. “Yes, Master! I...I will! I’d...I’d be SO happy to do that for you!”

“Good.” Having a grateful slave is an interesting idea. It’ll be fun to set the two of them against each other – but first I need to put them on equal footing.

I was going to have fun making Naomi my pampered little bimbo slut. And just when she thought being my slave was all wine and roses...

...I’d bring out the handcuffs and have some real fun.

“Get something that she’ll fit into,” I told Claire, grabbing my own clothes. “We’re going shopping. And we’re taking CheatCode with us.”
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“Congratulations, Hero. How would you like your reward?”

My newest bimbo servant spread her legs, a naughty grin on her face as she presented herself on all fours. Her folds glistened with juice, her massive tits leaking milk as they swayed. Her body was wet and primed and ready to please me, ready to beg and cheer and coax me into firing my load deep into her fertile womb. She smelled like pure sex. 

My CheatCode flashed like an alarm, vibrating so hard against the table that it thrummed, but I was completely ignoring it. I couldn’t think of anything but the beautiful, petite young goddess offering herself to me. Ever since I’d discovered the power to enter cheat codes in the real world, I’d watched dozens of women drop to their knees and beg to pleasure me – but none of them were like this. This girl was a CheatCode owner of her own – and I’d conquered her.

“You want this, Hero?” She slid two fingers into her cunt, spreading the walls as she gasped with pleasure. “You want to fuck my tight, wet little cunt? Or maybe you’d prefer my ass?”

Amazed, I watched as she removed her fingers from her slit and spread her pucker, the juices on her fingers letting her easily slide inside her most private channel.

“Fuck, it’s so tight,” she said with a smile. “I don’t even know if your big cock could fit inside here, Master. I’d be more than willing to try, though.”

My cock throbbed in my pants, demanding that I take action. I wanted to bury it inside this woman – to own her, to make her mine forever. I was intoxicated by her beauty, turned on beyond belief by her raw, no-limits submission.

“I’m going to fuck every one of your holes,” I growled, gathering her bright red hair in my fist and pulling. “I’m going to leave you dripping. You belong to me now, Lila.”

LilaRED, the mysterious woman who’d left hidden messages all over my CheatCode, thrust her pussy against me and sobbed with need.

“Please, Master,” she begged, biting down hard on her bottom lip. “Make me yours. Add me to your collection. You deserve it – you’ve won. You beat me.”

I had. I really had. And it had been so easy...

––––––––
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Player Two has entered the game!

The message flashed on the screen of my CheatCode. For a moment I stared at it dumbly, not comprehending what it meant. Of course, I was a little distracted at that moment.

“What’s going on, Master?” Naomi frowned as she finished pulling the fishnet stockings up her long, bare legs, their thin mesh and a pair of skintight black panties the only thing she was wearing. We were in the dressing room of an outrageously expensive boutique, buying my newest slave her brand-new wardrobe. Thanks to CheatCode’s powers, money was no object, and I’d spent the last hour getting my own private fashion show – Naomi’s body was model-perfect, a canvas of soft curves and flawless skin that made the caveman portion of my brain grunt with delight. I’d come in her – and on her – three times already, and we hadn’t even gotten to the bandage dresses yet.

“I don’t know,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her luscious tits and tapping the keys. “Some kind of notification...”

“Well, make it go away,” Naomi said with a giggle. “I need you to help me decide which of these garter belts will look best while you film Claire and I fucking.”

“Why not just get all of them,” I murmured, tapping the screen. Unlike every other notification I’d gotten on CheatCode, this one wasn’t just going away. And the longer it stayed on the screen, the more uneasy I got. What exactly did it mean by Player Two, anyway?

“Master!” I glanced up to see Naomi’s face inches away from mine. Her hands trailed up my thighs, rubbing at the bulge in my slacks. “Earth to Master – what exactly do I need to do to get your attention?”

“I think there’s a problem,” I said, holding up CheatCode. “I think there might be a serious problem...”

The screen went black. Naomi’s eyes widened in shock, and I knew mine were doing the same. The LCD display flashed green, then blue, then red – cycling through the primary colors as if were rebooting its operating system.

Then, a message appeared on the screen that made my stomach do a flip and my blood run cold:

Jockey CheatCode LOCKED = Auth.Code “LILARED”

“Locked!?” I stared at the little device in disbelief, expecting any moment that the message would fade and the normal functions of the CheatCode would resume. When they didn’t, that’s when I really started to panic.

Naomi reached out and tapped the keys, frowning – it was the first time I had ever let anyone else touch the inner-workings of the device, but I was still so shocked I barely noticed. She shook it gently, like that was going to do anything, and sat down heavily on the little chair in the dressing room cubicle.

“What the hell?” She handed it back to me. “What’s going on, Master?”

‘Jockey’ was the name I’d put in for Player One when I’d booted up the CheatCode for the first time, so that was me. And my device had been locked by...?

Lila. The mysterious L, the woman who’d left a bunch of cryptic-as-hell messages all over my new toy for me to find. She was cutting me off.

“Dammit!” I smacked the keys with my palm, screaming loud enough that the snatches of conversation in the other dressing rooms fell silent. “Damn it, damn it!”

As if in response to my swearing, the screen went black. I leaned forward, holding the device up as green pixels began to rain from the top of the screen, forming themselves into words like something from an old two-color 80’s computer:

If you want it back, meet me at your harem. Bring the girls. L

“That...bitch,” I whispered, slamming the clamshell design closed. Not only had she cut off the source of my power, she knew exactly where I’d set up my home base – where the girls I’d turned into my submissive bimbo sluts called home. And she wanted to meet them, for reasons I couldn’t fathom.

“We have to go,” I whispered to Naomi, indicating she should get dressed. “Apparently we’ve got a very important meeting.”

There was still a fat wad of bills stuffed into my wallet – those hadn’t disappeared when Lila locked my CheatCode. I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Ready, Master.” Naomi had done nothing but tossed a flimsy white sundress over her outfit – it fit tight around her titanic bust and her supple curves.

“Jesus,” I said with a grin. “You look dirtier with that on than you did topless.”

“I know, Master,” she replied with a little grin. “Every man’s going to stare at me when they see me like this, wishing they were you.”

If they knew who I was going to see, they might not be wishing quite so hard to change places, I thought ruefully. Still, hacking reality had its good points.

“Grab the rest of your clothes,” I said, nodding at the small pile next to her. “I have more than enough money – and I want my newest slave to look good for me.”

She squealed with delight. “Thank you, Master!”

I should save it, I thought. Who knows when or if I’ll be able to magic up more. But if I can’t enjoy it, what point is there?

I opened up the dressing room and searched out Claire. She was busy chatting up a young, taut-looking sales girl with raven-black hair – no doubt sizing her up for potential inclusion in my harem. I couldn’t fault her choice of girl – she certainly knew what I liked – but even if the spirit was willing, the CheatCode was weak.

I threw down more than I normally made in a year on Naomi’s new wardrobe, and with a final hug and a promise to meet up with the salesgirl soon, Claire led us outside and into the car. On our way back to the apartment, I explained to her everything that had happened; her mouth dropped open when I got to the part about the lock.

“She’s real?” I had told Claire way more about my first experience using CheatCode than my other girls, so she already knew all about Lila’s little messages. “I thought she was some kind of developer’s joke. Like a muse, or a mascot.”

“I guess not. Not unless mascots can camp out in your house and mess with your electronics.”

As we pulled into the parking lot, I searched the windows of the condo, hoping for a glimpse of our intruder. All the windows were black, dead – the place looked exactly like we’d left it. From down here, at least.

“Should we go up first, Master?” Naomi thrust her head out of the car window and stared up at the apartment, her lip trembling ever so slightly. The way she moved caused her back to arch and her perfect, heart-shaped ass to fill the backseat, making my cock throb with need. I wanted to fill that tight, perfect little pucker with my cock, and as soon as I got my powers back I resolved to explore her most private channel thoroughly.

“No,” I said, tearing my gaze away from her lush curves. “We’ll all go up together.”

And that’s what we did, me flanked by my girls on the way up like some kind of bimbo posse from hell. As we got to the front door, Claire put her arm on my shoulder and squeezed gently, giving me her strength.

“Come in!” The voice on the other side of the door was sing-song, almost too friendly. “Don’t be a stranger!”

She was waiting on the couch, lying across it with her feet up and a glass of my Scotch in one hand. As I walked into the living room she set the glass down and turned, allowing me to see what else she was holding: a CheatCode. I froze in my tracks at the sight of it – it was an exact duplicate of mine in every way except one: while mine was the matte black of construction paper and cheap vinyl flooring, hers was cherry red.

“You should see the look on your face,” she whispered, grinning. The CheatCode in her hands hummed before dinging once, like an egg timer.

“You must be Lila,” I said, trying to sound smooth.

“That would be correct,” she murmured, her eyes focused on the screen of her own CheatCode. It dinged again, then a third time, and with a satisfied little smile she closed the device and looked up at me. “You’ve been having fun.”

“I have,” I agreed.

“Until someone put a lock on your new favorite toy. What sort of mean little bitch would do a thing like that?”

I looked over the self-described ‘mean little bitch’, burning her features into my memory. She was younger than I would have expected, although maybe she’d used cheats to keep her body that way. Shorter, too. She was a tiny little thing with pale skin, thick curves and gorgeous red hair – the kind of girl who was normally submissive and loved to have her tiny body put in all kinds of positions by a big strong man in the bedroom. But there didn’t seem to be much submissive about Lila from the looks of her.

I decided to go with a safe approach: nice and friendly.

“Wow,” I said, taking a step forward, “it’s so good to finally meet you.”

She cocked an eyebrow, regarding me quizzically. “You, too.”

“I had no idea there were other CheatCodes – but of course you’d have one.” I forced my lips into a grin. “How many are there?”

Her reaction wasn’t what I expected. She sighed heavily, a wistful, far-away look entering her eyes.

“How many are there?” She laughed, and I got the impression there was real pain in it. “As many as there are stars in the sky, Brody – as many CheatCodes are there are possible futures in this universe.”

I was stunned. “That’s a lot.”

For a moment, her eyes looked utterly haunted. What had happened to this woman?

“It’s not enough,” she said, the words tumbling from her lips like stones falling into a deep pool.

We stood there for a moment, watching each other, then the businesslike demeanor slowly crept back into her face.

“Anyway,” she said, “I’ve been watching you play with your new toy, Brody. And frankly, I’m pretty disappointed.”

“Disappointed how?”

“Yeah,” Claire added. “Master has been wonderful ever since he became our alpha-male king...”

“I’m talking to him,” Lila snarled, staring daggers at Claire. “Not you. And I’m disappointed because of how...let’s say, limited, your use of your CheatCode ended up being.”

I couldn’t help but notice she was speaking in the past tense. I didn’t like that one bit.

“I think I had a pretty creative mind with regards to it,” I said slowly, trying to come up with a rebuttal. “The Character Editor, especially, was an inspired use of my power.”

“I gave you the Character Editor,” Lila said, rolling her eyes. “And I did it because I was bored.”

She sat up, putting her slender legs over the edge of the couch. They just barely touched the floor – dimly, I wondered how such a small girl could put away so much booze.

“I gave you a device that can alter time and space,” she said, drinking deep from her glass. “I gave you the powers of a God, and you used them to get laid. Worse, you used them...unjustly.”

Unjustly? I didn’t like the sound of that.

“Look, obviously I have some room for improvement,” I said with a chuckle. “But I think if you gave most guys a way to turn women into their adoring servants, the first thing they’d do is find all the women they’d wanted to bang and make them into a harem...”

“I know,” Lila said, rubbing her face. “Believe me, I know all too well...”

As she trailed off, a wicked smile spread across her face. Just watching it sent alarm bells ringing in my brain.

“You never even got into the TOP SECRET folder,” she said, shaking her head. All of a sudden, I realized what was bugging me about the way she spoke. She didn’t sound like a villain laying out her evil plan to a hero: she sounded like a teacher who was disappointed with a potentially promising student – one who ended up dropping out instead of graduating. Whatever Lila had been doing when she let CheatCode fall into my life – if it had indeed been her doing – she wasn’t pleased with how I’d been using my gift.

“It’s locked,” I said. “I tried to get into it...”

“You tried once,” Lila said. “I labeled the damn thing TOP SECRET, what ELSE should I have done? If you can’t even have the basic human curiosity to want to know what’s hidden behind a door marked TOP SECRET, you really don’t deserve to be a wielder.”

“Wielder?” I seized on the word. “Is that what you call yourselves? People with these...CheatCodes?”

“It doesn’t matter,” she said sadly. She flipped her CheatCode open so quickly I didn’t even see it happen – she must have practiced that little wrist twist in the mirror for months. “None of this matters, Brody. It was right in front of your face the whole time and you couldn’t see it. Maybe if you had...”

She chuckled to herself. “Maybe if you had, you could have avoided this.”

“Avoided what?”

She pushed a key on the device – and a wave of force shot out in all directions.

I dropped to my knees, barely able to stay upright. Naomi and Claire weren’t so lucky – both of them went down, rolling onto the plush carpet on their elbows and knees.

Cheat Activated! The voice was robotic; it had come from Lila’s CheatCode. Units B & C are now under your control.

I had just enough time to wonder what the hell that meant when I felt arms on me – familiar arms. My cock throbbed in anticipation for a moment, but Claire and Naomi weren’t tearing at my clothes – they were holding me still.

“What the hell?” I wriggled in their grip, trying to break free. “What are you two doing?”

“They’re doing my bidding,” Lila said with a yawn, standing up. “They’re mine now.”

No! No, she couldn’t! She couldn’t just take my girlfriends away from me...

Then my gaze settled on her CheatCode. Yes she could.

“Hold him,” Lila commanded, pointing her CheatCode in my direction as I struggled. “I don’t want to miss this time.”

I put all my weight on one side and tried to toss myself across the room: but it was no use. Another wave of force rippled from Lila’s CheatCode, rolling over my body like a tsunami.

Suddenly I stopped struggling. I felt...good. Better than good, actually. A slow, stupid smile spread across my face.

“There,” Lila said with a tired little smile. “Much better.”

My eyes widened and my mouth dropped open at the sight of her. Lila had been good-looking before, but now? Now she was a goddess. It seemed impossible that any woman throughout history had ever looked better than she did – every inch of her perfect body pressed all my buttons at once, setting me wild with desire. I wanted to serve her, to please her, to worship her...

She did something to you, a little voice in the back of my head screamed. She took control.

Once she was next to me, she cocked her head and looked up into my eyes. She was a few inches shorter than me, and with pure bliss coursing through my body I judged her to be the most perfect height on Earth.

“Did you ever use CheatCode on yourself? Just to try it out, see what it would feel like?”

I shook my head.

“I see. You know, I was once standing right where you were, Brody. I was a slave – a brainless fuckdoll, thanks to CheatCode. You know how I escaped?”

I shook my head again. Escape? Why would anyone want to escape?

She picked up my CheatCode and shoved it in my face. “I found the fucking password,” she growled, tossing the black device onto the couch.

“You have one chance,” she said, her finger replacing the CheatCode in front of my eyes. “Fight me. Resist me. If you can put in that password, you’ll have all your powers back...and you’ll have me, Brody. I’ll be your slave, and if you thought these little bimbos you’ve been banging could make you feel good, you haven’t seen anything yet. My body is CheatCode enhanced, able to make a man come like a fucking fountain all night long, take you to heights that make you feel like the king of the goddamn universe!”

A little worm of doubt crawled through the wall of bliss inside of me, giving me the tiniest bit of room to fight. The password, I told myself, struggling to think. What was the password?

“So,” she said, her brows drawing together in irritation. “FIGURE-”

She slapped me. Hard.

“IT-”

Again. But they didn’t hurt. They were pure pleasure, the sting replaced with a bliss that left my breathing ragged.

“OUT!”

As she finished speaking, she pressed a button on her CheatCode. The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure, fireworks going off in my brain as I went from zero to orgasm in no time flat. My cock sprang to full mast, burst after burst of sticky come flooding my boxers as I came, helpless to stop myself.

“That’s a good boy,” Lila purred, running her finger down my chin. In an instant, her entire demeanor had changed again – now she was the lover, not the tormentor. I realized in the back of my mind that this was much more dangerous.

She wants me to give in, I thought, coming down from my peak. Fuck, I want to so bad...

“Does my sexy little slave want to make his Mistress happy?” Lila’s fingers trailed down my chest, working my belt free. “Wants to make Mistress come?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, unable to control my words. “Please, please let me serve you...”

“That’s right,” Lila purred. “Let me see that cock...”

She yanked down my pants, and then my boxers, letting my throbbing cock bob in front of her face. It was thick and veiny, covered in my load, and her face lit up as she saw it.

“One second,” she said, fingering her CheatCode. “That’s a nice cock and all, but we can do better than that...”

She pressed a button – and I began to change. My cock lengthened, sticking out straighter as it grew in weight and girth. I expected pain, but it was sheer pleasure – almost enough to wring another orgasm out of me. When she was done, my cock was nearly a foot long and thick enough to stretch any girl’s walls to the brim.

“There we go,” she said with relish. “Now we’re talking. Come here.”

She led me to the couch, where my CheatCode lay on the furthest cushion like a beam of light in a prison cell. My two former slaves flanked the furniture, their bodies at perfect attention for their new mistress.

“We are going to have so much fun,” Lila growled, spreading out on the couch. “You’re going to be my new pet, just like these girls are. Brainless slaves with no will. You’d love that, wouldn’t you Brody? Never thinking again – just feeling endless pleasure for the rest of your life...”

That would be amazing. But there was a problem – I wanted my CheatCode even more.

“Your dinky little toy is right there,” she said mockingly, pointing at the black device. “If your dumb little slave brain can think of the password, I give you permission to put it in. But you won’t. You belong to me now, and once you see this you won’t be able to think at all...”

Password, my mind screamed. It’s right in front of my face right in front of my face...

Then something else was right in front of my face, and all other thoughts disappeared. Lila removed her jeans and slid her panties to the side, and her pussy was the world.

I could feel my mouth water. Her slit was perfectly hairless, perfectly wet, perfectly perfect. All I wanted was to sink between her legs and let my tongue worship that needy, beautiful womanhood for the rest of my life – any thoughts of escape were utterly alien to me. I was home.

“Come eat my cunt, slave,” Lila said. “And you...Naomi, right? Let me suck on those big titties while your boyfriend makes me come.”

Naomi obediently leaned over Lila, presenting her milk-filled titties for the sucking. Lila ran her tongue over the nipple, teasing out the creamy fluid, but before I could see more my head was between her pale thighs – I wanted her cunt, wanted it like fish want to swim and teenagers on prom night want to fuck. The smell of it washed over me, instantly my new favorite sent, and I buried my face in her folds.

“Fuck!” Lila’s thighs quivered around me, her back arching. “Oh Brody, we are going to get along just fine, you filthy little cunt eater!”

I was. I was filthy, a filthy little slave. A slave...

No! Something inside of me rebelled against the word. I have to fight this. I have to figure out the password...

Lila had said it was right in front of me the entire time. What was right in front of me the entire time?

My CheatCode. My nose, which pressed against her fucking amazing folds as I went down on her. What else?

Claire, I thought, grabbing every neuron I could away from the sweaty, caveman part of my brain who wanted nothing more than to worship Lila’s cunt. Naomi? Me...?

It wasn’t worth a shot. Not really. But it was the only chance I was going to get.

Deep inside myself, I marshaled my resources. Slowly, like the tide pulling away from a sandy beach, I could feel Lila’s power rolling away from me – and knew somewhere deep down inside that this was the only reprieve from it I was going to get. I pushed, my tongue encircling her clit and making her beg as I readied to push away.

Here goes nothing, I thought. Now!

With every ounce of willpower I had, I pushed away from Lila, shoving her down into the couch as I twisted and grabbed the CheatCode. She laughed wickedly as I fumbled at the keys, trying to open the login page for the TOP SECRET folder.

“What is he doing, Mistress?” Naomi raised her chest, glancing up at me with a puzzled expression.

“Just enjoying his last few moments of freedom,” Lila said, grabbing the girl’s tit. “Go on and try, bitch boy – then bring that sweet little mouth of yours back over here...”

I had three chances, I knew. After that, the CheatCode would lock: and I wouldn’t get a second chance. Lila would make sure of that.

Claire, I typed, entering the word one finger at a time. When it was in, I pressed Enter and...

Incorrect Password. Two Attempts Remaining.

Shit! Well, if it wasn’t that, it certainly wasn’t Naomi. Yet I still typed it, having no other options, and watched as the message flashed again:

Incorrect Password. One Attempt Remaining.

I started to type. B-R-O...

Wait. That wasn’t what I’d typed. The screen that had greeted me upon logging in to CheatCode for the first time flashed in my mind’s eye: Name Player One.

I hadn’t given it my real name. Instead, I’d entered...

JOCKEY, I typed, a little grin flitting across my face. It felt like a lifetime ago since I’d been able to use that word to describe my shitty tech support job. Time to hit the button; time to burn my last chance at freedom.

As I hit the button, I looked up into Lila’s eyes. An instant passed, and from her expression, I knew whatever she expected to happen hadn’t occurred. A surge of hope blossomed in my chest; looking down I saw a new string of messages...

Password Authenticated! You have been upgraded to SuperUSER status!...

SAVE/LOAD feature unlocked!...

Multiverse Technology unlocked!...

JockeyBLACK activated!

You have 734 new messages!

I’ll have time to sift through you later, I thought, lifting the CheatCode and thrusting it out before me like a sword. Lila’s face went pale as milk; but strangely, she just shoved Naomi aside and sat up, watching me expectantly. Why wasn’t she running?

Scan complete, the CheatCode let me know. You may activate cheats at any time.

“You’re mine now,” I said triumphantly, pushing the button. Then I froze, because there was a look on Lila’s face like nothing I had ever seen before. Tears collected at the sides of her eyes, but her grin was utterly savage – a little scary, I’m not afraid to admit.

As the wave of force advanced on her, she lifted her arms and laughed, like she was the one who had won.

Her voice was a snarl of triumph and despair at once. “I knew you had it in you!”

Then it hit her. Her head lolled back, her skin flushed with sudden, extreme arousal. I hadn’t been going for finesse, just submission, and Lila’s body was already primed and ready for sex. She spread her legs, licking her lips as her eyes went glassy then came back, her body taut with anticipation.

“Oh, Master,” she groaned, the sound making my cock throb. “Thank you so much for making me your slut...”

I didn’t hold back. In a flash I was on her; our bodies pressed together on the couch like there was nothing in the world except hot, hungry need. She was so tiny, it was nothing to lift her up and bend her to my will – I had her over the arm, her legs spread so wide it was amazing she could keep her balance.

She was as warm as an oven as I buried the head of my cock in her folds, just the tip stretching her opening. A fat bead of precum shot from the tip, making her even more ready.

“You want it?” I grabbed her hair and pinned her curves against me. “Beg me for it. Beg me like a helpless little slave.”

In an instant, her voice was everything I wanted: pleading and submissive.

“Please, Master! Please fuck me? I’ll be so tight and wet for you – I’ll make your cock feel just right, like a real man should feel! Please let me show you what I can do, what a good girl I can be...”

That was enough for me. Grabbing her by the hips, I thrust forward with all my force and split her to the hilt, filling her tight little cunt with my cock. She was so tight around me, her wet walls fit me like a second skin – she was a perfect sheathe for my manhood.

We moved together, like nothing I had ever felt before: I’d never been with a girl like this. Lila had used every trick in the book on herself with the aid of her CheatCode, and she moved like a wet dream – she knew exactly how to fuck me back, what I wanted next and how to drive me wild. Every scrape of her nails, every perfectly pitched moan, every wanton unplanned moment where she just lost control against me and begged me to go deeper drove me mad with lust.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her voice ragged with lust. “Come inside me, Master! Take what belongs to you! This fucking pussy is yours, it’s your pussy, fuck your pussy as hard as you wanna...”

I was. My hips were a blur, pummeling her cunt with thrusts so hard I wasn’t sure which would happen first: me coming or passing out. But then I felt my balls tighten against her slit, sparks flying up the edges of my shaft as I prepared to fill her with my load.

“Fuck,” I grunted, my mouth hot against her neck as I pinned her down. “I’m gonna fucking come, Lila. I’m gonna fucking shoot...”

She coaxed me perfectly, milking my cock with her walls as they clenched around my cock. I gave one final thrust, as deep into her waiting womb as I could fuck, and let myself go. The world dissolved into bliss, lights flashing through my vision as Lila’s cunt worked my spurting cock like the queen of fucking. I shot again and again, her walls milking fat bursts of semen from my cock, making me come harder and longer than ever before.

When I pulled out of her I was utterly spent. I rolled back on the couch, basking in my afterglow, and looked over my newest slave. Lila was mine now, and she knew everything about her CheatCode, inside and out. The secrets of that little device were in her head, and now she would tell me all of them – there was no limit to what I could do...

I reached out for my CheatCode, staring at the screen with my eyes half-open. There was a message flashing at the bottom, blinking lazily:

Player One has entered the game!

“Player One?” I laughed. “That makes no sense.”

But if I wasn’t taking the message seriously, Lila certainly was. “Wait – what!?”

“It’s nothing,” I said breezily. “In fact, I think your first act as slave will be to tell me how to turn these notifications off...”

“Master,” Lila said quickly. There was a frantic look in her eyes that made me do a double-take. “I’ll be happy to tell you that – but first, there’s something I really need to tell you...”

“Are you disobeying me? I might have to punish you for being such a bad girl...”

“Master!” Lila’s face was dead serious. “There is something very important you need to know!”

“What, about Player One?” I scoffed. For once, I wasn’t worried about some stupid message. “There’s nothing to worry about. Of course Player One has entered the game – he’s been here all along. I’m Player One.”

“Master, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. You’re not.”

The words hit me like a brick. “What?”

“You’re not Player One, Master,” Lila said, her lip trembling. “You never have been. And now...”

I heard a ripping sound behind me, like a far-off hurricane. But I knew it was right behind my head. I turned, and my eyes bugged out of my head.

“What the fuck is that!?”

“...now,” Lila said, her face ashen, “we’re in big trouble...”
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The man threw Lila down onto the couch, spreading her thighs with his hand and slamming into her dripping cunt with one smooth stroke. She cried out, digging her nails into his back, welcoming him inside of his newest slave. She was his, body and soul, the queen of the latest kingdom he’d conquered.

It hadn’t always been this way. She’d once been an independent girl with a CheatCode of her own, a petite goddess who used men so hard they might have complained if she didn’t make them come like geysers into and onto her flawless body. Now her overheated brain could barely form the most basic thoughts, had been reduced to one word growls like fuck and more and harder.

The man gave a series of savage grunts as he thrust deep inside of her, his first orgasm sending spurts of super-fertile seed into her womb. Lila knew in the primal cavewoman part of her brain that she was as good as pregnant with his heirs, and it filled her with a bliss the old, intelligent her would have struggled to describe.

“I love the first fuck in a new world,” the man said, grabbing her by the hair for more leverage. “They’re like snowflakes – so similar, and yet every experience is unique in its own ways. For instance, this time you seem to have brought me tributes.”

Lila turned her head just enough to see the two gorgeous, brainless bimbos on the couch, eagerly fingering themselves as they waited for their turn to ride Master’s cock. If she concentrated, she could almost remember their names. They had belonged to someone else, someone who was gone now – someone who didn’t matter, anyway.

“This world breeds excellent whores,” the man said, sizing up his newest acquisitions. “I’ll be able to greatly expand my harem here...”

She couldn't wait to help him. There was only Master, his alpha-male power, and his amazing brain-destroying fuck-stick, stretching her tight walls with every thrust. He was the God of this world now, the ultimate power player. The winner of the game, the way he was the winner of every game as soon as someone called his name...

Player One.

––––––––
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“What the hell is that?”

Behind Lila’s head, a line of pure light cut through the air like a seam on reality. A smell of burning ozone filled the air; as I watched, the seam split wide open, becoming a doorway. A leg poked through, then an arm, then a body.

“It’s him,” Lila whimpered. “Brody, I’m so sorry.”

I whirled on her. “Sorry for what!? What did you do, Lila?”

“I had to.” Her face was ashen. “It’s the only way I’ll ever see my husband again...”

“Your husband!?” Absurdity piled onto absurdity. “What are you talking about...”

“Well done.”

I froze – then turned, slowly, as if spellbound. The voice had a deep, commanding tone, as if its owner was used to having his words followed exactly. Behind our new visitor, the bar of light shrank back to a line, then to a single point, then faded. But by then, my attention was elsewhere.

He didn’t look like all that much. Hell, he looked a little like me: average height, average build, dark hair. His clothes were simple but looked outrageously expensive. He smiled at me, his teeth celebrity-perfect and even, an easy smile of greeting.

Patting his chest, he sighed with pleasure. “Ah. A new world. You have pleased me, servant.”

“Thank you,” Lila said, head bowed.

I took a step forward. “Look, I don’t know who the fuck you are,” I said, trying to master my fear, “but you...”

“You should know me,” the man said smoothly, cutting me off as cleanly as if my voice simply didn’t matter. “After all, you named me.”

I thought back to the CheatCode, to the password I’d used to access its most hidden features. “Jockey?”

A slow, sinister smile spread across the man’s face. “Jockey. Far from the worst name I’ve ever been given. I’m actually a little fond of it.”

“That’s just the nickname I came up with for my CheatCode,” I said, waving it in the man’s face. “It’s not your name...”

“You were asked to name Player One,” the man said slowly. “And you did.”

“He is Player One,” Lila whispered. Her voice was filled with fear.

I didn’t understand any of this – and I damn sure didn’t like it. “Player One of what!?”

The man smirked and spread his arms. “Of this. All of it – every possible universe.”

Before I could ask this crazy person another question, Lila started to speak in a tiny voice.

“We found him while we were using our CheatCodes,” she mewled. “We saved and loaded the game so many times, created so many timelines that they were busting at the seams, threatening to collapse. And then he stepped through the space between them.”

“Not entirely accurate,” the man said with a shrug. “But it will suffice.”

“He conquers worlds,” Lila said. “He takes what he wants from them then moves on to the next, like an obsessive video game player. You know, the guys who just have to collect everything, have to beat the game on the hardest level...only it’s with real people, and real planets...”

I looked at the man in a new light. This was no ordinary person – if Lila was right, this was an alien invader, no matter how human it looked. “Is she telling the truth?” I asked. “It sounds...insane!”

“It’s true,” Jockey said with a smile. “You named me. You called me. With Lila’s help, you opened the door and gave me a new world to conquer.” His gaze traveled to Claire and Naomi, who were staring at him like they weren’t sure whether to run away or drop to their knees and start sucking him off. “And it seems you’ve brought me some whores to start my new harem.”

“Hey wait, that’s my girlfriend,” I said, stepping forward.

Jockey shrugged. “All women exist to serve me,” he said. “Come here, slut. Come serve your new Master.”

Claire glanced at me for an instant – and sank to her knees before Jockey. She looked up at him, her hands shaking as she fumbled with the latch on his belt.

“It’s alright, slave,” Jockey said, stroking her hair. Instantly her expression changed to one of placid love and worship. “There’s no need to be frightened. I am your God now.”

“The hell you are...”

I took a step forward – and a wave of force smacked me in the face. I staggered, dropping to one knee as I tried to stay upright. How had he done that? He wasn’t even holding a CheatCode that I could see.

“Don’t,” Lila warned me. Tears streamed down her face. “He’s too strong. You can’t hurt him.”

“Maybe you can’t,” I snarled, rising up to my full height. My CheatCode was a bulge in my pocket; I flipped it open and put Jockey in the center of my sights. Let’s see how you like getting smacked around, I thought.

The device beeped – honestly, it was more like a blorp. It sputtered out a message: Scan failed! Target could not be acquired!

What the fuck? I had never had anything like that happen before. I stared at the message as if I expected it to disappear at any moment and show me what I actually wanted to see.

A moan pulled my attention away from my CheatCode. Claire, my girlfriend Claire was on her knees in front of Jockey, and half of his massive cock was down her throat. She made a the same perfect little ‘o’ she used to use for me around his shaft, deep-throating his throbbing, foot-long member. It looked as long and thick as mine – no doubt enhanced by CheatCode – and the sight of him using my woman made my vision go red.

“Stop.” I felt an arm around my waist, then another on my neck. It was Lila, grunting as she pulled me back with all her strength.

“Let me go,” I growled, the edges of my vision going black as she choked me. “I have to stop him...”

“You can’t,” she whispered. “If you don’t want to join them, we have to go now...”

Jockey’s head snapped upward. His gaze went hard and cold.

“Where are you going?” he asked, yawning hugely. As if getting the blowjob of a lifetime from my gorgeous, voluptuous bimbo goddess was boring him. “You’ve done very well, Lila. Very soon, this entire world will resemble this servant here: submissive, pliable, devoted to nothing but my pleasure.”

“Yes, Master,” Lila said through clenched teeth, still yanking me backward. “I’m so happy we could give you another world to conquer. I’m just handling this wielder...”

“Keep him,” Jockey said brightly. “I have a feeling the next world will be somewhat more difficult to conquer than this one.”

“Another world, Master?” I felt every muscle in Lila’s body go tense with fear. I stopped struggling. Slowly, we began to back up. “Already?”

“Oh yes,” he said, idly stroking Claire’s head as she bobbed on his cock. “One moment while I make the preparations...”

“Oh shit,” Lila whispered, letting go of me. “Get clear, Brody!”

Get clear of what, I had just enough time to think. Jockey raised his hands, heedless to the girl working her tongue down his shaft as two boxes appeared in the air in front of him, made out of golden light. A single word was emblazoned on each:

SAVE – LOAD

Jockey ran his fingers through LOAD, and the entire display compressed into a solid ball of light, almost unbearably bright. Then it started to move.

It was coming right at me. I threw myself onto the ground, tried to get under it, but as it sailed over my head it began to expand. There was a noise like the very air around me splitting apart, psychedelic spirals in every conceivable color burning onto the carpet. I heard Lila scream as she ran, the glowing wall overtaking her like a freight train.

Then it punched straight down, and engulfed me as well.
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Holy shit, that was a strange dream, I thought, brushing the sleep out of my eyes. I’m gonna have to tell Claire about that one...

It wasn’t dust I was holding. It was sand.

My eyes snapped open. I was lying on a beach, staring up into a pale red sky. Dawn or dusk? I wondered, straining to remember how I’d gotten there.

Slowly, I realized it was neither. Instead, the tint in the sky was caused by a rolling tower of smoke, pouring from a mountain in the distance. It didn’t look like any landscape I’d ever seen before – given the ocean and the mountain, I’d have expected the tropics, but it was way too cold for that. What the fuck had happened?

My memories came back with a dripping sluggishness that made the revelations hurt all over again. I had somehow accidentally let some...thing into the world, something linked to CheatCodes that called itself Player One. It had taken my harem away, was planning on conquering my world, and had done something with save states to me and Lila...

Lila! She’d been caught in the explosion, too. Where was she? Was she alright?

I found her a little ways up the beach, face-down in the sand. For a moment I panicked, thinking she was dead, but when I flipped her over she started to cough, spitting gritty sand into the surf.

“Fuck I hate that shit,” she said in a quiet voice, shaking off her shoulders. “Player One is such a fucking dick sometimes...”

I couldn’t stop myself; I grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her. I had so many questions, was so confused, and more than anything I wanted to know how the hell I could get back to my girlfriend and my planet.

“Where the hell are we!? What the fuck was that thing!? How could you betray me like that, you bitch!?”

She jerked out of my grip, rising unsteadily to her feet. “Calm down,” she said, holding up a hand. “Just fucking chill for a second, alright? I am feeling extremely disoriented right now...”

“You’re disoriented? YOU’RE disoriented!?” The fucking nerve of this girl...

She blinked a few times, steadily finding her footing. Then she cracked her neck and seemed to see our surroundings for the first time, nodding slightly to herself. I wondered what she saw that I didn’t.

“That,” she said, turning to me, “was Player One. And you’re crazy lucky that you’re still alive right now.”

“I figured out that much,” I said. “Where the fuck are we? And how do we get back?”

For a second, a despairing look twisted her face. I understood immediately: you’re not going back. But I still had to hear it.

“It seems you’ve been recruited into Player One’s service,” Lila said with a lopsided smile. “I don’t usually work with a partner, but under the circumstances it’s better than the alternative.”

“Speaking of partners – when were you going to tell me you have a husband? For God’s sake, we fucked, Lila. Does he know you’re running around with a CheatCode banging strangers, or did you just hypnotize him not to care?”

Lila’s face grew dead serious. “Player One has my husband imprisoned in his personal prison universe. Every moment of his existence is filled with sexual, psychological torture the likes of which you or I could never even conceive of.”

I searched her face for a joke, but there wasn’t one. “Shit,” I said slowly. “I’m...I’m sorry, Lila.”

“And you are the last fucking person to be able to get up on a high horse about who other people fuck,” she snapped. “Asshole.”

“I said I was sorry,” I whispered, feeling more sorry for myself than her. “So what is this place?”

Lila sighed and opened up her CheatCode. “Another world,” she said. “Chances are, it’s not much different than the one you just came from. Same cities, same President, same TV shows – some of the characters’ names might be spelled differently, though.”

I gasped. “We’re in another universe?”

She nodded. “Every time a CheatCode holder uses the SAVE/LOAD function of the device, they’re technically jumping to a new universe. Player One just found a way to control it. Kind of.”

“’Player One’,” I said, rolling the words on my tongue. “Who the hell was that guy?”

She folded her arms. “You want my guess?”

I nodded.

“He’s the guy who made these.” She held up her CheatCode and pointed to mine. “He knows how to use his so well, he doesn’t even need to have it physically on him. That implies a level of familiarity I can’t even imagine.”

“But if he made them,” I asked, “why is he enslaving people who have them? Why would he even need to do that?”

Lila looked out to the waves, and in a tired voice, recited: “’And Alexander wept, for he had no more worlds to conquer.’”

“I don’t get it,” I said flatly.

She spoke without turning her gaze away from the water. “Let me ask you something, Brody. Say it was you. You create a device that lets you rewrite reality, allows you to say and do anything you desire.”

She turned to face me. “Why would you make another one?”

I frowned, considering it. “To have someone else to share it with. A partner.”

She nodded. “I don’t think Jockey and I are all that different. That’s why he let me life – and you, too. Because he has who we want, and he can never have who he wants. Unless he conquers every universe that is or ever used to be.”

We stood there for a while, watching the waves. The red on the horizon gradually dimmed as the thick plume of smoke began to fade.

“So what do we do now? Why are we here?”

“CheatCode lets you pass through the doorway,” Lila said, all business again, “but you can’t step through it without someone unlocking it for you first. Player One can toss me into a universe, but he can’t enter himself – until he finds some schlub to activate the inner functions of the CheatCode and open up the SAVE/LOAD ability. That’s what lets him through.”

“Oh,” I said. “So, you’re like the harbinger of the apocalypse.”

“We are, technically,” she said, elbowing me with a lopsided grin.

“That wasn’t what I was asking,” I said. “I mean – what do we do now? We can’t stand on this beach forever.”

“Ohh. Oh, I get’cha.” Lila slapped her forehead. “Well, I can just use my CheatCode to map out the area...there.” She pointed, although all I saw on the screen was a mass of black and green lines. “Major city over here. I can teleport us, then magic up some local currency.”

“And start the search for some dumb fuck to open the door for you all over again,” I finished.

She coughed. “Something like that. Hey, it’s not so bad. As long as we’re here, we’ve got a chance, right? If you were paste on your living room floor after Jockey got done killing you, you wouldn’t even have the smallest probability of getting revenge, right?”

“That doesn’t really cheer me up,” I said.

A slow, wicked grin spread across her face. “I know what might,” she teased.

A moment later, her hand was between my thighs, massaging my bulge. I felt myself hardening and pulled away. “What the...?”

“You don’t wanna fuck?” Lila pouted theatrically, sliding her leg between mine to rub against me like a cat. “Come on – beautiful girl, evening on the beach...it’s so romantic, right?”

“Not exactly,” I said.

“Come on,” she said. “I always need a fuck after I get migrated to a new universe – it makes me horny as hell. And...oh, I can tell it does the same for you...”

Jesus. She was thinking about fucking now, here?

She frowned as she looked up at me, seeing that I was nowhere near as enthused as her. “Here, let me help you get in the mood...”

Before I could stop her, she did something to her CheatCode – and in an instant, I was swept away. It was like a film reel, unspooling in my head – a wet dream on fast-forward. I saw myself, like an actor in the filthiest, hottest porno I’d ever seen, toss Lila to the ground and fill her with savage thrusts, driving her crazy under the power of my cock. I saw all the dirty things her CheatCode enhanced body could do to me: sucking and fucking and worshiping my hard masculinity until I felt like the real Player One. I was powerless to stop it, but by the end I didn’t want to – all I wanted was to bury my shaft in Lila’s sweet, soft folds.

As I snapped out of it, Lila looked up at my expectantly and rubbed between my legs. “Fuck, you’re dripping with precum,” she whimpered. “God, you’re so turned on...”

“I’m going to fuck you,” I said, bewildered. The wet dream was in my head, and it wasn’t going to let go until I got off. All the hard edges in my vision were softened, like the world had a fancy Instagram filter on it. Everything felt good – reaching out and tearing Lila’s clothes off would feel even better...

Before I knew what I was doing we were together in the sand, the sound of the surf the only soundtrack we needed. I ripped her clothes, heedless of how she was going to get to civilization with nothing to wear, and tore the black lace panties right off her ass and tossed them in the ocean as she squealed.

“Fuck yeah,” she whimpered. “Fucking use me, Brody! Make me pay for being such a bad little slut to you...”

Oh I was going to make her pay, alright. I brought my hand down hard on her ass, then hooked my hand around her throat and made her arch her back for me, her slender body going face down in the sand and ass up, her inner folds presented to me like an offering.

I reached down, but my pants were already off: Lila must have done it while I was having my fantasy. I buried the head of my cock in her folds and ran it up and down her slit, teasing her until she whimpered with need. She desperately tried to thrust back on me, but I pulled back each time, forcing her to fight harder. I wanted her to earn my cock, to need it so much that she’d come on every stroke, dripping juices all over my throbbing god-stick.

When I finally did enter her, it was like I’d shattered the universe myself. Lila was just as tight, wet and perfect as I remembered, and with the heightened pleasure that whatever her CheatCode power had done to me planted in my head, I was utterly in heaven. I fucked her with abandon, not caring how she felt, grinding her into the ground with slow, demanding strokes.

“Fuck!” she growled around a mouthful of sand. “Fuck, Brody, you’re so good! Fuck me harder, Master! Fuck me all the way to the back of my throat!”

If I thrust any harder, I might have. I was holding nothing back; letting myself fill Lila to the brim and then some. I slid a thumb into her ass, exploring it as I pounded her in ways that made her moans go unhinged; and I grinned like a caveman when her first orgasm made her walls grip me tight, her cunt gushing with juice as she lost control.

“It should be you,” Lila screamed, her voice ragged with lust. “You should own this world, Master. You should own all the worlds. Women should serve you on their knees...”

It made a pretty picture; one almost as nice as the one pinging around my head. Together, they made my balls ache with need as I filled her sheathe, until I could feel myself preparing to erupt inside of her womb. I grabbed her hair, yanking her body upwards as I fucked her savagely, not giving a fuck if I left bruises or cuts on her perfect flesh. I wanted to come, and I wanted it to feel as good as possible, and that was what mattered. The only thing that mattered.

I came with a cry, my balls draining inside of her with hard, powerful pumps. My sweet, sticky cream splashed her walls and filled her to the brim, sploshing inside her as the walls of her cunt sucked it in. It was so much more than I thought myself capable of, but Lila’s magic had made it possible – had made me into something darker and more dominant than myself, something more.

As I came down from my peak, I wondered how soon she could do it again.

We lay next to each other on the sand for several minutes, basking in the sheer bliss that CheatCode-powered sex sent through our bodies. The fog in my head gradually faded, and my vision returned to the dimming red sky, wondering how the hell I was going to get out of this one. The last few moments of my time in my home universe played on a loop, Jockey raising his hands and casting me out of my own home...

Something clicked in my head, and I started to chuckle.

Lila misread the reason for it. “That was good for you too, huh?” She groaned with mingled pain and pleasure, rubbing between her thighs. “Fuck, you sure used me hard. Mmmh, I thought you were gonna be mad at me, but if you liked that, we might get along even better than I had hoped...”

“I know what we’re going to do,” I said, rolling onto my side. “I know how to beat Player One.”

She studied my face. “Bullshit.” But she didn’t sound entirely sure of herself. “How?”

“His CheatCode,” I said, kicking myself for not thinking of it earlier. “You said he doesn’t need to have it on him anymore – he’s that powerful. But it’s still what’s giving him his power.”

“Yeah.” Lila frowned. “You aren’t mad at me, are you?”

I shook my head. “He must have put it somewhere – somewhere important to him. His universe. Wherever he came from. Somewhere there’s a little box with a record of every cheat Jockey has ever used on it. And if we get that CheatCode, or destroy it...”

Lila’s eyes widened. “He loses his power.”

“That prison you were talking about?” I clapped my hands together. “Whoosh. Disappears.”

“That’s...that’s a pretty tall order, Brody.” Lila looked like she wanted to believe me, but experience had made her wary. “We have no idea who Player One is, or where he came from – and even if we did, we have no way to get there...”

My grin got wider. “We can find out. You said it yourself – this world is almost exactly the same as mine. All of these worlds are just different saves and loads from CheatCode, right?”

I had never seen Lila look so shocked. “You think he’s HERE?”

“We can find him. We just have to figure out who he is, then find where he lives in this universe – and where he would store his most precious treasure. Then we jump to that same spot in whichever universe he came from, and snatch up the CheatCode.”

It almost sounded simple when I put it that way. Of course, I had no idea how to do any of those things, but it was a start.

After a moment, Lila nodded. “That...that almost makes sense,” she said.

“You know him better than anyone,” I said. “You’ve been his servant for years. Any information you have about him might be the key.”

“I...I think I might have a lead or two,” she said, amazed. “But...we’re going to have to at least go through the motions of doing what Player One wants. If we dawdle too long, he’ll assume we’ve turned traitor – and my husband...”

“I know,” I said. “I won’t let that happen. We’re going to beat this asshole, Lila. We’re going to set things right.”

She shook her head, laughing. “Set things right. Just when I think no one can surprise me...this might actually work, Brody.”

“I hope so,” I said. I had no idea what was coming, but at least I had someone along for the ride – someone who understood CheatCode, who could teach me what I needed to know. Who I could share everything with, even my bed. 

And someone who, if I had to...I could betray. After all, she’d betrayed me...

But I kept that to myself. We walked down the beach, Lila chatting excitedly and programming herself some new clothes as we prepared to enter an uncertain world. 

“Wait,” I said, as Lila prepared to enter the teleportation cheat. “What if these people are...I don’t know, lizards or something?”

Lila shrugged. “Then you’d better learn to eat things with just your tongue.”

“Oh, I’m good at that,” I said with a shit-eating grin. “I’ll show you later.”

And soon enough, I did.
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Nurse Farrah yawned. It was early afternoon, and she was starting to get tired. The day had been long and dull, with very few new patients to tend to. Thank God it’s just about time for my lunch break, she thought.

Just then, as if summoned by her thought, Doctor Bates stuck his head out of his office. “Got one for you Farrah,” he said in his smooth baritone. “Unless you want to hand it over to one of the other nurses, since you’re about to go on break?”

A tiny smile spread across Nurse Farrah’s face. “Of course not, Doctor,” she said submissively. “I’d love to help.”

Truly, she was looking forward to it. She knew just who the Doctor was sending her to: the man the Police had brought in last night. He was dangerous, they said: a man with dominant, self-focused fantasies. It had taken less than an hour for the computer to come up with the punishment of castration, and Farrah had wondered if she was going to get to be the one to carry out the draining.

“He’s good to go,” the Doctor said. “Machinery’s all set up. He just needs to be drained.”

“I’ll be more than happy to take care of it,” she said, gathering up her things and heading down the hall, her heels making clicking noises on the tile.

The man was strapped down in his restraining bed, arms pinned above his head. Nurse Farrah cocked an eyebrow as she entered the room: he wasn’t a bad-looking gentleman. Young, tanned, good muscles and a very large cock. As her eyes traveled to it, she watched it harden. The man blushed and turned away, ashamed. She didn’t blame him: hospital policy meant that the man was completely naked, exposed to anyone who walked by like an animal.

After a moment, the man worked up the courage to look at her. “You here to cut my balls off?” he growled.

Nurse Farrah flashed the bland, professional smile she practiced in the mirror every morning. “No, sir. The machine above your head is the hospital’s auto-castrator – it will do the job much quicker and safer than a nurse could. I’m here to prep you for the operation.”

“Prep me?” The man struggled against his bonds, a vein throbbing in his forehead. He was really quite strong, but it was still no use. “What do you mean, prep me?”

Nurse Farrah clucked her tongue. Had they really explained nothing to this man?

“The auto-castrator requires a patient’s testicles to be fully drained before the operation,” she said, in the tone you would use to explain something to a small child. “Before the operation can commence, you must ejaculate your semen.”

Nurse Farrah watched hope flare up in the man’s eyes. It was one of her favorite parts of doing this – the way every single one of them seemed to think they alone would be the one to resist. “You mean I have to come before you cut my balls off?” The man scoffed, straining harder at the restraints. “No fucking way.”

“That’s why I’m here,” Nurse Farrah said with a smile. No patient had ever managed to stop themselves from ejaculating under her care. She was very proud of that fact. It helped that she was a gorgeous, petite brunette with the large breasts, wide hips and long legs that deviant men seemed to prefer – but it was her manner that really set her apart from her co-workers. She was good at draining men.

She placed her kit on the table next to the man’s bed and opened it. First came out the latex gloves, which she placed on her hands with a snap. Some nurses didn’t use gloves, stimulating the patient with their bare hands, but Nurse Farrah never needed to stoop to such debasing behavior to drain her patients. Then came the lubricant, pre-warmed and hospital-approved.

“What happens if I don’t come?” the man asked. The question warmed Farrah – this one was already thinking of escape. It would make it all the sweeter when he ejaculated, draining his balls of the semen he foolishly thought he could hold back.

“You will ejaculate,” Nurse Farrah said firmly. Then with a smile, she added, “language like that is part of what got you into this mess, sir.”

“Fuck you,” the man snarled. “I’m not gonna jizz with that...thing hanging over my head.”

“We’ll see about that.”

Nurse Farrah opened the bottle of lubricant and gave it a healthy squeeze directly onto the head of the patient’s cock. It dribbled down the sides of his shaft, which was already growing to full hardness. By the time she’d finished lubing him up, his cock was practically throbbing with need.

“Stop,” the man said, gritting his teeth. “This is insane.”

“I know it can seem that way,” Nurse Farrah said helpfully, “but this happens every day. It’s my job. This is going to be the last orgasm you ever experience – why not try and enjoy it?”

It was something she said to every patient – her little way of taunting them. Because she knew the truth – no man could properly enjoy what she was about to do knowing that moments after it ended, he was going to be castrated for life. 

Her hand enclosed his member and gave it a tentative little stroke. She liked the way it firmed up in her hand, hard as a rock.

“Obviously you haven’t ejaculated in quite some time,” Nurse Farrah said. “This shouldn’t take long.”

“If you think you’re just going to jerk me off, you’re crazy,” the man said. “You can’t...oh...oh...”

Nurse Farrah grinned as she began to stroke in earnest. The patient’s eyes fluttered, his cheeks flushed with arousal as she masturbated him, gripping him tight through the gloves. Her other hand went to his balls, squeezing them through her fingers, getting them sloppy with lubricant. The man groaned as she went to work, fighting back the pleasure as it poured over him in waves.

“That’s right,” Nurse Farrah said. “Just lie back and enjoy it, sir. Let Nurse Farrah squeeze all that semen out of your balls so we can snip them off for you.”

The man shuddered. “You’re insane.”

“I’m an upstanding citizen,” Nurse Farrah said, a tiny smile on her face. “You’re the perverted criminal.”

“I’m not going to come,” the man said, defiant. “You can’t make me come...”

In response, Nurse Farrah’s hand left the man’s balls and gripped the base of his shaft. Her other hand wrapped around the fat purple head of his cock, placing it in her palm: and then they began to move in opposite directions. The man gritted his teeth, but a moan still left his throat.

“That’s rather pleasurable, isn’t it?” A little laugh came from Nurse Farrah’s throat. “Did you ejaculate on women’s faces frequently when you were committing your alpha-male crimes, sir?”

The man shook his head, but finally answered: “Yeah.”

Nurse Farrah shook her head, clucking. “What a filthy deviant. I bet you’re picturing what your ejaculation what would look like all over my face, aren’t you?”

When the man didn’t answer, Nurse Farrah continued: “thick ropes of your semen, splashing all over my face. Dribbling down my chin, getting into these.” She let go of the base of his cock and unbuttoned her blouse, letting her firm tits spill free. Her uniform was regulation and didn’t include a bra, so she was practically topless – on display. Despite his protests, the man’s eyes locked onto Farrah’s tits, devouring them.

“I’m not going to come,” the man said, closing his eyes. “You can put those fucking tits away...”

“Wouldn’t you like to feel them on your cock?” Nurse Farrah interjected. The man’s eyes snapped open, and she laughed derisively, mocking him.

“You’re never going to have a woman’s tits anywhere near you again,” she said, stroking him harder. “Even if you did, you wouldn’t know what to do with them – they’d just make you crazy. You’re about to be a eunuch, sir – just as soon as you shoot the last load of your life.”

Still the man shook his head. “Fuck you,” he grunted. “Fuck the government. Fuck this whole rotten system!”

My, Nurse Farrah thought, he really is giving me trouble. Most of her patients would already have ejaculated by now. She was beginning to wish she’d gone on her lunch break, but was undaunted. She had a perfect record when it came to draining, and she wasn’t about to let some foul-mouthed alpha male break her streak.

“You know,” she said, a nasty little note coming into her voice, “this is one of the largest erections I’ve ever seen on a patient. You must have been quite popular with those deviant women you violated.”

She felt the man’s breathing change and grinned inwardly. Praising a patient’s genitals was always a surefire way to give them a boost of confidence – and that made them want to come more. She noted the irony with pleasure: talking about how good the patient’s sexual prowess was hastened the moment when they would have no sexual life at all.

“Did you make them come? I bet you didn’t even use protection.” She shot him a look like they were two old friends sharing secrets. “I bet a man like you, with this big fucking cock and these heavy swollen balls never uses protection. And I’m sure you never pull out, either.”

“Please,” the man whimpered. “Stop.” He was rounding the corner – getting that tone patients always had in their voice when they started to head down the final stretch. A few minutes ago, this man had believed saving himself would be easy: all he had to do was not come. But he was beginning to realize how hard it was becoming to hold back – how good it felt to give in, to let Nurse Farrah escalate the situation, to thrust against her hands until he shot every drop of his sweet, creamy load all over her gloves...

Oh, my,  she thought, tingling. She bit her lip, feeling a flush steal over her cheeks. Her body was becoming aroused, reacting in its own way to the treatment. Unlike the sinful arousal coursing through her patient’s brain, Nurse Farrah’s lust was clean and pure, fully sanctioned by both the hospital and the state. She needed it for the final portion of the treatment. Some girls became disgusted with themselves when their bodies reacted to draining deviant patients, but Nurse Farrah was proud. She’d never needed to take a personal day or exhibited anti-social behavior following a draining – yet another reason why she was the department’s favorite.

She stroked him harder, leaning into it in a way she hadn’t before, because now she was really enjoying it.

“Ejaculate for me,” she told the man. “Please? Shoot all that sweet, hot semen from your balls, sir – it must be making you so uncomfortable to hold it back...”

The man was clearly aware that he was losing this fight. His body responded to Nurse Farrah’s touch more and more, and thick spurts of precum were already dribbling down his shaft, mingling with the lubricant to keep it warm and slick.

“Please....” the man whined, wriggling in her grip. “I want to fuck.”

Fuck? Nurse Farrah admired the balls this patient had to ask for a thing like that – especially considering in a few moments he would have no balls at all. She scoffed, putting an extra bit of scorn in it.

“You have some nerve,” she said, gripping him tight. “No wonder you’re about to become a eunuch. You filthy little deviant – you think a pure woman like me would stoop to your level?”

“I’m about to have my balls cut off,” the man said, tears streaming down his face. “Please, please give me something to remember...for after...”

She shook her head. “You are really one most incorrigible patient.”

The man had quickly moved onto the bargaining phase. It made Nurse Farrah’s pussy clench and boil over hearing him squirm and plead. “Please,” he begged. “At least...at least put your mouth on it.”

“On your filthy cock?” Nurse Farrah locked eyes with the patient, looking at him like he was some particularly disgusting species of worm. “I won’t even touch it with my bare hands.”

“I’ll stop fighting,” he said, sounding utterly pathetic. He’s beaten, but not broken, Nurse Farrah thought to herself, smiling. That will come soon enough.

“You’ll stop fighting me?” Nurse Farrah slowed her pace, as if considering it. “You promise?”

“I’ll come,” he said, sounding almost horribly relieved. “I I won’t hold back at all – I’ll shoot right in your mouth. Please, you said it yourself – this is the last pleasure I’m ever going to feel. Shouldn’t I get to enjoy it?”

Nurse Farrah weighed his words. Or, at least she pretended to. Of course she wasn’t going to perform fellatio on the patient – even if she’d wanted to, the rest of the hospital staff would never let her hear the end of it. She’d be written up, at the very least.

But Nurse Farrah wanted more than just destroying the man’s pleasure – she wanted to humiliate him, as well. Her pussy demanded it, warming at the thought. She could feel her nipples growing stiff as diamonds against the thin fabric of her nurse’s uniform.

I think I’ll have a little fun, she thought.

As she feigned thought, she started to stroke the man again in earnest. Her fingers enveloped his cock, moving rapidly up and down his shaft. With her free hand, she gripped his balls and performed the movements the hospital had taught her to prime his testicles for the maximum possible load. Her finger slipped between the orbs, massaging him where his cock disappeared into his pelvis, and it responded by twitching and spasming.

“I think,” she whispered, leaning forward, “that we can come to some sort of an arrangement.”

The man’s eyes were as big as saucers. He almost looked as if he’d forgotten the bladed device hanging over his head. “Yeah? Okay, do it now. Do it quick-”

“Not so fast,” she giggled, pulling away. She licked her lips slowly, letting him watch. “You have to earn it, first.”

He nodded, shaking hard. She could feel his orgasm inside him like a physical thing, a caged animal slamming against the bars and struggling to break free. He was holding it back with all his might, but he was going to fail.

“What do I have to do?” he asked quickly, voice thick with pleasure.

“If you want this cock to feel the inside of my warm, wet mouth,” Nurse Farrah said with a come-hither look, “all you have to do is let me stroke you as hard as I want for thirty seconds without coming.”

The man’s gaze traveled from Farrah’s face to his cock, where she was already stroking him pretty damn hard. “That’s it?” He asked. “Okay.”

“Excellent.” Her lips twisted in a naughty smile. “Watch the clock. When the second hand gets to the top, we’ll begin – if you haven’t come by the time it gets to the bottom, you get your blowjob. Ready? Here we go...”

The man was not prepared for what she did next. Nurse Farrah leaned forward, bending over him, and her lips were mere inches from the throbbing head of his cock. At the same time, all the energy she’d been holding back came to the fore, so that her hands were a blur on his cock. The man cried out in mingled surprise and pleasure – he had had no idea she was capable of this.

“Come on baby, just thirty seconds,” she cooed, stroking him with all her might. “Just thirty little seconds and you can force that big hard cock right between my soft, perfect little lips. My throat is so tight and wet and perfect and you can fuck me so hard, just imagine how my mouth would look stretched around your fat fucking cock and going in and out so hard over and over just to pull it out and slap it on my face and leave hot trails of come all over my pretty little face...”

“No,” the man groaned, his tone one of horror. Not even fifteen seconds had passed, and his cock was jerking in Nurse Farrah’s hands. “No, no please please OH GOD NO...!”

Nurse Farrah gave a triumphant laugh as the first hot jet of the man’s ejaculate shot from the tip of his cock. She let go of his cock instantly, ceasing all stimulation. The man’s pleasure ebbed as more bursts of hot, sticky seed came out of him – not shooting, because there was no longer anything on his cock to give him pleasure, but dribbling out in a long, slow stream like a teenager having a wet dream. The man groaned in frustration, attacking his restraints as his balls drained all over his cock and thighs.

“Oh dear,” Nurse Farrah said, looking at the clock. “Looks like you didn’t quite make it. And I was so looking forward to having that big cock down my throat.”

“Please don’t do this,” the man begged, his face collapsing. “You don’t have to do this...”

“It’s already done,” Nurse Farrah said with a grin.

The man’s bed began to rise upward, meeting the auto-castrator as it swung down. “No!” the man screamed, as if he could somehow escape. As if someone would free him, some last-minute reprieve from what was an inevitability from the moment he stepped into her hospital. “No! No! Noooooooo!”

His words broke off into a horrified, high-pitched scream. The machine clanked and clunked, doing its work. The hood kept the actual workings of the auto-castrator unseen to anyone not in it, but from the tortured cries coming from inside, it must have been a rather bad surgery.

“AAAAAHHHHHH!” The machine clanked as the man writhed inside it. “Don’t touch me, you fucking machine! DON’T-”

Instantly the man went silent. The only sound in the room was Nurse Farrah tapping her heel on the tile, waiting. Finally the machine descended, the bed separating from the auto-castrator.

The man had the glazed, disbelieving look Nurse Farrah knew so well – as if he was expecting this to have all been a bad dream, to look down and see his genitals in perfect working order. After a moment, the man looked at Nurse Farrah as if he didn’t recognize her. She knew, because the hospital had done copious amounts of research, that this was the moment that the patient was most vulnerable, indeed for their entire life. What happened in these next few seconds would determine if this man lying before her every got back anything like a normal life. It was all in her hands.

And she was wetter than she could remember being in a very long time. This man was to be broken, after all.

As his eyes focused on her, she undid the zipper down the front of her uniform. In a flash she was nude, her flawless body on display. His eyes grew hopeful for the barest moment, then something impossible came into them as he realized he wasn’t feeling any of the arousal he would normally feel.

“Oh, fuck,” Nurse Farrah moaned, cupping her own perfect, shaved slit. Two fingers slipped inside of her and rubbed her clit. “Fuck!”

She could see the moment the man’s psyche collapsed. He had just lost what made him a man, and she was rubbing it in his face – humiliating him. He wanted her so badly, and his body could never have her, or anyone like her, ever again. He broke. He went insane.

“Fuck me!” Nurse Farrah cried, grinding against his bed like a stripper. “Let me feel that big, hard cock inside me, sir! I’ll suck it for you – I’ll be such a good girl! I’ll do whatever you want...”

Spittle flew from the man’s lips. He was like a rabid dog, straining at his bonds to hard she was honestly a little worried he might be the first patient to break them. But then all her troubles disappeared in a haze of pleasure as she felt her body reach its climax.

“Oh, fuck! Please? Please?” She thrust her cunt at him, letting him see the way it clenched around her fingers. “Please fill my wet, perfect walls with your rock-hard cock...”

Nurse Farrah tossed back her head and screamed, orgasm overtaking her. The man screamed as well, but he’d been screaming for some time. He would never form coherent words again, not after this. Farrah milked her clit of every drop of pleasure, heedless to the insane man before her.

She came down from her peak slowly, languidly. Grinning with exhaustion, she put her hand on the man’s shoulder. “Oh, that was wonderful,” she said. “God, it feels so good to come. I’m so wet and soft right now.”

Another insane cry broke from the man’s throat. He sounded more animal than human.

She slipped back into her uniform and zipped it up, refastening the buttons at her bust. Other than the flush in her cheeks and a slight smell of sex, no one seeing her would be the wiser. Of course, the hospital knew what she had done. They’d asked for it – that’s why she was the best.

Almost as if he’d been waiting for her to dress, Doctor Bates entered the room once she had finished adjusting her uniform. He looked at the man with a critical eye and frowned.

“Doesn’t look like we’re going to get much use out of this one,” he said, shaking his head. “Looks like the asylum for him.”

“Or the incinerator,” Nurse Farrah said with relish, watching the man’s struggles get feebler and feebler. “He’s a deviant, after all.”

“Quite.” Doctor Bates considered his clipboard. “I’m glad society has evolved to the point that we give monsters like this man the treatment they deserve.”

“An excellent observation, Doctor.” Nurse Farrah stretched her limbs, basking in her post-orgasm pleasure. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m late for my lunch break.”

“Of course.” He stepped aside, holding the door open. “Have a nice time. You’ve earned it.”

I certainly have, she thought, leaving the wreck that had been her patient in a straining, slobbering heap behind her. I certainly have. I think I might even deserve a raise.
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“As you can see,” the doctor said sadly, pointing at my chart, “the damage to your legs is quite extensive. I’m not going to sugarcoat it: short of a miracle you’re never going to walk again, Daniel.”

The words hit me like a freight train. I sat there, silently, feeling the beginnings of hot tears welling in my eyes. It occurred to me that from now on, my life would always be divided into a Before and After: before the accident; after I learned I would be spending the rest of my life consigned to a wheelchair.

“Really, doctor?” My lips felt numb; like I was trying to talk underwater. “There’s no chance?”

He shook his head, his eyes traveling back to my chart. Once glance at my x-ray was all the confirmation he needed – my legs looked like tree branches that had been struck by lightning, utterly destroyed by the tractor-trailer that had nearly ended my life.

“I’m sorry,” the doctor said. “It’s a raw deal, I know. But you’re still young – there are advancements in medical science all the time. There’s things we can do now we couldn’t even have imagined twenty years ago.”

I thanked him, but inside I could already feel it opening: the Abyss. Swallowing me whole.

For months, I sank deeper into it, withdrawing from the world. My savings dwindled as my court case with the insurance company dragged on, the multi-billion dollar corporation throwing lawyer after scummy lawyer at it as if they could just make me go away. One by one, my friends abandoned me. My girlfriend held on the longest, but eventually even she broke. When she packed her things and left, I couldn’t even blame her: she wasn’t having fun any more. I was a miserable wreck, and no one wanted to be married to a cripple.

I spent my days on the Internet, getting into endless flame wars on gaming forums and drowning my sorrow in alcohol and multiplayer games. My family worried about me, but like slow, steady clockwork they started coming around less, doing less. They had lives too, after all – busy ones that couldn’t slow down for their newly-disabled relative.

On more than one night, I contemplated ending it all. Who would miss me? I was a burden, a pariah. I hadn’t exactly been an alpha-male billionaire before the accident, but I’d had a girlfriend, a job – a life. Now I had nothing: nothing to look forward to, only the Abyss staring back at me.

Then, eight months to the day after my accident, two things happened at nearly the exact same time: I got a check from the trucking company for more money than I’d ever seen in my life, and Gabria Online was announced.

While the first wasn’t news to anyone but me, the Internet lit up over the second. VRMMO was the buzzword: a virtual reality, massively-multiplayer online game. Virtual reality was all over the place, of course – I owned a headset of my own, but it was still full of cheap gimmicks. Games where you “soared like an eagle” while holding two greasy joysticks in your hand, or “horror experiences” where deformed monsters jumped in your face every few minutes while you explored a haunted house. Kid stuff.

But Gabria was promising something new. There was a helmet, sure, but no controller – it worked on something called Direct Cortex Stimulation. The upshot was, the game stimulated the senses via direct link with the brain. Gabria’s developers claimed it was the most lifelike simulation imaginable, a fantasy world indistinguishable from the real one.

I went nuts. I scoured their website, trying to find contact information, and sent them an e-mail explaining my situation. With trembling hands, I typed the entire story of my accident, my disability and misfortune. I wanted to know one thing – if I was plugged into Gabria Online, would the parts of my brain that still remembered having working legs be connected, too? Would I be able to walk, run, jump, just as I had during that great and half-forgotten Before?

They responded the next day. Well, I say ‘they’, but the address my response came from shocked me to my core – the e-mail came straight from Magnus Halvarsson, the CEO of Gabria Online.

It was one sentence. You will be able to walk, just like everyone else.

I pre-ordered that day.

Gabria Online came out on schedule (a rarity in the gaming industry), and the morning of release the whole thing arrived at my apartment. I’d sprung for the most expensive package available – a chair that would keep my body nourished and my life functions normal for weeks on end, allowing me to maximize my time inside of the game. Most of the reviews of the peripheral called it gross, as if it was designed for normal people – they didn’t understand.

Once I got inside Gabria, I wasn’t spending a single second outside of it that I didn’t absolutely have to.

I managed the setup myself – it was a point of pride, taking the first steps into my new life with my own two hands. Minute by agonizing minute, I put the chair together, hooked the nodules to my temples, got everything connected and powered.

Finally, it was all ready. With a grin, I grabbed the handles of my wheelchair and pushed, laying into it with all my strength. My muscles groaned in protest, upper body shaking with the strain. But I didn’t stop – I was going to do this by myself. I felt like a baby chick breaking through the egg, demanding to be born.

Finally, with a loud groan of relief I flopped into the chair. Every contour of it fit around me perfectly – it was like being weightless. I was grinning like an idiot – I couldn’t help it! I hadn’t been this excited about a game since I was six years old and found my very first video game console waiting under the Christmas tree.

As the visor closed over my eyes, I thought of saying goodbye. But to who? I had so few ties left; it was unlikely anyone would notice I had seceded from the so-called ‘real world’ for quite some time. All my bills were setup with automatic payments; thanks to the settlement, I never needed to worry about them again. All that was left was to close the circuit, and take my first step into a new world.

“Good bye, cruel world,” I said with a snicker as the machine booted up. “Catch you on the flip side.”

The world went white. I can’t explain the sensation of dialing into Gabria for the first time – it was like flying down the world’s tallest water slide and being strapped to a rocket during takeoff and hearing a girl say ‘I love you, too’ for the first time, all at once. My stomach did flips; my eyes darted in every direction, searching for some way to tell which way was up.

Eventually, everything settled. I was soaring through a tunnel, one made out of lights that cycled through every hue imaginable. Words appeared in the center, moving backwards at the same speed I moved forward to stay in my vision:

Calibrating User Interface...Done!

Downloading 1.001 Update...Installing...Done!

Loading First-Time Setup...

User Interface Calibrated? That meant I was fully dialed in, receiving direct brain stimulation. The moment of truth had arrived.

Hesitantly, with more hope than I’d ever dared to have, I wiggled my ‘toes’.

I couldn’t see them, but they responded, moving exactly as they had before. Exactly.

It took a moment to realize someone was screaming, and then another moment to realize it was me. Tears of joy streamed down my face as I kicked my legs, rocking back and forth. It didn’t matter that I couldn’t see them yet – I could feel them.

As the tunnel ended, a gorgeous, ornate logo appeared at the center of my view. It was just a silhouette at first, but slowly color appeared in between the letters, leaving them backlit like the opening credits of a movie. I stared at them, my chest filling with excitement:

Welcome to Gabria Online!

I smiled, the tears rolling freely now. I’d found my new home – a place to start my second life. I was never going to leave.
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The wolf’s jaws snapped shut an inch from my head, close enough that I could smell the beast’s fur as it sailed past me. It landed in a pile of leaves, sending them scattering on the wind as it snarled at me.

Wow, I thought, rubbing my neck. That was close! So close that I caught myself glancing at the HUD on my watch, just to be sure I hadn’t taken any damage. It showed my latest stats:

UserName: Daniel722

CharacterName: 

Level: 7

HP: 23/23

MP: 45/45

Current Gold: 172G

Click HERE for Inventory...

As I glanced back up, a noise from behind caught my attention. Scratch that, two noises. I swallowed hard, dreading what this wolf might have brought with it. One forest wolf was no problem, even for a low-level Mesmer like me, but three...

I risked a glance over my shoulder – and froze. It was even worse than I’d thought. Two wolves had just entered the clearing behind their friend and one of them had a dull red glow around it, along with a thicker, elegantly styled mane. That was a Dire Wolf, probably two or three levels higher than the usual crop of monsters in Pukka Forest. There was no way I could handle all this by myself.

I swore under my breath. What were they even doing here? Pukka was a lowbie area; a place where people new to Gabria did a couple beginner quests on their way to one of the major city hubs. I’d only come back here because an herb that spawned randomly in the area was a prerequisite for me to level up my Potion-Making skill. Now I was going to end up torn to shreds, losing half an afternoon’s progress to a random encounter. Worse than that, Gabria had a lockout system: meaning if these wolves killed me, I’d be out of the game for a cool half-hour. That meant I’d be back in my apartment, in the so-called ‘real’ world, with my broken body and my empty, friendless life...

I shuddered. For most people, the lockout was an inconvenience: for me it was torture. I didn’t want to spend a moment outside of Gabria that I didn’t absolutely have to. Being reminded of the accident, losing my ability to walk, just the thought of it made me feel like bugs were crawling beneath my skin.

You can do this, I thought, cracking my neck. Easy street.

I flashed an awkward grin at the Dire Wolf as he and his partner paced into attack range. “I don’t suppose you could just turn around and go back into the forest, could you?” I asked, a little nervousness in my voice. One look at those claws and teeth reminded me that while death wasn’t much more than a temporary setback in Gabria, it still hurt. Nowhere near as much as dying in the real world would, but enough that I’d still have the memory of the ache as I tried to remind myself that my legs no longer worked. Even if I somehow survived, this was going to suck.

They couldn’t hear me, of course. So as the Dire’s lackey pounced (the big guy seemed content to watch for the moment), I tossed a Spiral Shot point-blank in its face, laughing as it went down.

Spiral Shot is a first-tier Mesmer spell, my bread-and-butter. Like most Mesmer abilities, it doesn’t do direct damage to the enemy: Mesmers are a support class, focused on debuffing targets and breaking up big groups with charm spells. I could hit wolves all day with it and never do more than a few random points of damage. But as the wolf rose back to its feet, it did so unsteadily: and there was a glazed look shining in its eyes.

Every creature in Gabria Online had stats like Strength, Dexterity, and Constitution to determine how much damage it could take or dish out. Most of a Mesmer’s abilities worked on the target’s Will stat, decreasing it and causing penalties. Once an enemy’s Will dropped into negative numbers, it would act as a slowly-growing penalty to all of their actions: making them a little slower, a little weaker. Compared to a Warrior who cut through monsters with a two-handed sword or a Wizard who incinerated them with fireballs, a Mesmer was kind of boring: they’re by far the least popular to play of Gabria’s ten classes. But they’re useful to have in large groups, and even solo there’s some fun stuff you can do to enemies once you’ve gotten their Will low enough.

I was going to have to do some cool stuff in the next couple of minutes if I wanted to survive.

Wasting no time, I charged up another Spiral Shot and fired it at the wolf. Already struggling to stay upright, it sagged as the purple ray washed over it, suffering an even bigger hit to Will. Spiral Shots were cumulative, each one corroding the target’s stats more than the one before it. If I could get off a third, it would open up the possibility of using Charm on the wolf and turning this into a two-on-two match.

Unfortunately, that was the moment the first wolf I’d dodged and promptly forgotten about decided to strike.

I felt it’s jaws dig into my shoulder, my entire back flaring with pain. Damage in Gabria was muted way below the level that real-world injuries would feel, so the wolf’s teeth felt more like thumbtacks being driven into my shoulder blade. Still, it was enough to make the Spiral Shot I’d been casting dissolve in my hands.

Crap.

Moving on instinct, I rolled with the wolf. It had been expecting me to push back, so its own momentum carried it over my shoulder in an ungainly flip, leaving it sprawling on the ground. I breathed a silent prayer of thanks to Queen Gabrielle herself that the programmers had made these things so stupid, then charged up a third Spiral Shot. The wolf in front of me snarled angrily and prepared to attack, but I was moving faster.

The shot arched from my fingers, shooting over the first wolf and hitting the still-stunned second. It stopped moving entirely and crumpled to the ground, an icon shaped like a purple spiral appearing over its head. Triumph bloomed in my chest – I’d done it! I still had a long way to go with barely any hope of victory, but at least I wasn’t alone anymore.

A quick glance down at my wrist showed the wolf’s bite had taken nearly a third of my health bar. Well, there was nothing I could do about that for the moment except invest in better gear once I got back to town. Pulling a face, I switched my primary skill from Spiral Shot to Charm.

Charm was a level five skill I’d unlocked not too long ago. It did exactly what it said on the tin; turned an enemy into a friend willing to fight for you. It was the bedrock of any good Mesmer’s strategy, an ace in the hole. Unlike a lot of games where Charm was a limited-time status effect like Fear or Burn, Charm lasted until the end of combat – meaning an enemy essentially became part of your party until the fight was over. It took a few seconds to cast, so I did the most logical and dignified thing I could think of to buy myself the time to get it off:

I ran the hell away.

The unstunned wolf looked at me quizzically as I turned tail and ran, buying me a couple of extra seconds before it decided to give chase. His friend the Dire still hadn’t moved, a fact for which I was incredibly thankful. By the time the wolf got over its initial shock and came after me, my right hand was surrounded with a pale red glow. Every survival instinct I might have had said to use toss this spell on the wolf currently bearing down on me, but I knew it would have no effect. His friend, on the other hand...

I sent the spell sailing off like a rocket, and indeed it formed the shape of an arrow at is soared towards the downed wolf. My knees hit the mossy earth just in time to get under the other wolf’s strike, and as the mass of fur and claws went over my head I saw his friend go from purple to pink. The wolf became my ally, and all of a sudden I could see everything there was to know about it: its lifebar, stats and weaknesses were all visible in my HUD.

And now that it was on my side, it could see that I was in trouble.

The fact that it had just been pummeled with stat-reducing debuffs didn’t matter: once Charmed, a creature would fight until it literally couldn’t. Even if the other wolves ganged up on it, wounding it, the idea of retreat would never enter its head. For all intents and purposes, the wolf I’d just attracted to my side with Charm was my servant – no, more than that. My slave.

A tiny thrill shot down my spine at the thought of it. That thrill was my second-favorite thing about Gabria Online, after being able to walk again, and it was the reason I played the game’s most unpopular class. Putting other creatures under my power, effectively dominating them: even though they were nothing but code, it was an addictive rush.

And speaking of rush, my new wolf friend was barreling towards me at a rate I would have said was impossible, pushing its body to the limit. The wolf behind me reared up to attack, but...

Slam! The Charmed wolf went over my head, teeth and claws tangling in the target’s fur as they attacked each other. There was no way of knowing which one would come out the victor (although I’d have bet money on mine), but even if my thrall failed the enemy would be weakened to the point of being easy pickings.

“Have fun, guys,” I said with a grin, watching the carnage from over my shoulder. For a second, I thought everything was going to be alright.

Then I heard a growl like the ground splitting apart, and turned to face the Dire Wolf.

It had apparently decided that now was the moment for it to enter the fight. I’d done well, turned a three-on-one beatdown into a 1v1 duel, but all my acrobatics and tricks were for naught. There was no way I could stand up to this thing; especially not with a third of my health already gone. The best I could hope for was to slow it down enough to maybe run away, and get enough distance between me and it that it might give up the chase.

As the thought entered my head, a sudden wind blew my cloak backward. All around the Dire Wolf, leaves rotated outward in some kind of unnerving halo, drawn on the wind.

Oh no, I thought, ice forming in the pit of my stomach. It’s charging up a Dire Strike.

Dire Strike was a special finishing move I’d only seen this enemy use once before: it had less than a one-in-ten chance of triggering. It took twice as long as even a slow skill like my Charm spell to charge up; but the results once it did were deadly. All that energy swirling around the beast would arc forward, completely obliterating me. I had thought my death was going to be teeth and claws, but a Dire Strike would be worse: I was going to be torn apart!

“Screw this,” I snarled, tossing a Spiral Shot at the beast. Maybe, a little part of my brain assured me, I could slow the thing down enough that I could dodge the attack somehow. I had no idea how one might dodge a ten-foot wall of sheer force, but the brain does funny things when confronted with its own mortality.

My first Shot hit, but the beast barely slowed. It’s Will was much higher than the garden-variety wolf’s. My shots weren’t going to corrode it fast enough.

The very air itself roared like a cyclone around the Dire Wolf, like an opera drawing to its climax. Any moment now, the whole performance would hit a crescendo and that would be it. I charged up my last Spiral Shot and prepared to loose it at the last moment, like spitting in the eye of your murderer.

Something was happening behind me. There were noises, but not the usual sound of wolf-on-wolf. I didn’t dare look behind me, for fear of missing my own death, but whatever it was was getting closer...

An arrow whizzed past me, close enough that I felt the wind of its passing against my ear, and struck the Dire Wolf right between the eyes.

CRITICAL HIT! The game helpfully informed me. The wolf’s health bar flashed once and drained instantly, going from full to zero in a single instant. The thing didn’t even have time to look shocked before it winked out of existence, replaced by a fat bag of gold.

The HUD display on my wrist lit up with the word CONGRATULATIONS! I felt a crazy sense of dislocation, like the world had come unglued. Was combat really over? I’d been seconds away from getting kicked back to the real world, now my wrist HUD informed me that I’d gained nearly a hundred XP and a teleportation crystal.

“How the hell...” I started, turning around to see my unexpected savior. The words died in my throat.

Standing before me, flanked by the two bags of loot that had once been wolves, was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.
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“Geez, that was really close, wasn’t it? What were you doing all the way out here by yourself...wait, are you a Mesmer!?”

I stared at the woman, dumbfounded. A few seconds ago I’d been staring at wolves that wanted my blood, now all I could see was her. Her outfit and weapons obviously marked her as a Rogue: in addition to the bow on her back she had a pair of twin daggers in loops on her belt. But what a Rogue! She wore her low-level doublet and leather pants like they were high fashion, and they fit around her curves so snugly they looked almost skintight. Maybe it was the rush of almost being killed, or maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t gotten laid since before my accident, but one look at her and my mind filled with images of primal, sheet-clawing sex. I felt my face redden and I looked away.

“Um...” her brows furrowed in confusion. “You okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I told her, shaking my head. The urges inside of me diminished but didn’t go away completely. How incredibly frustrating it was to be able to feel horny inside of Gabria but not be able to do anything about it. My character didn’t even respond in the way a real person would. “Adult” features like that weren’t available in the game, although they topped every single real-world and in-game poll as the feature most players would like to see added in a patch. There’d even been rumors that the company that had developed Gabria had already done the legwork, creating a fully-functional sex module only to scrap it at the last moment for unknown reasons. It sounded like bullshit from horny nerds to me, but in the moment I would have given anything for the ability to bury my thick cock inside this gorgeous Rogue girl, to pin her against a tree and hear her squeal as her walls spasmed around my cock the way my girlfriend’s used to...

Careful, I reminded myself with an ironic smirk. You would have given anything to walk again, too. That was more than enough for now.

Meanwhile, my beautiful savior had forgotten me for the moment and was scanning the treeline looking for new threats. “I think those were the only ones,” she finally said. Then, turning to me with a worried expression, she asked, “what were you doing all the way out here? I thought Mesmers mostly stayed put in the cities outside of a full party...”

I shook my head. “Party XP is garbage,” I said. “I got tired of waiting all day for groups, so I decided to play the game my way.”

She flashed a goofy grin that made my heart melt. “That must be why you’re still level seven, huh?”

The words pierced me to my core - rejected again, huh – but I let them roll off me. “Something like that,” I said with a laugh. “I’m actually more concerned with raising my crafting skills than raw XP right now.”

“Well, we certainly got a ton from those wolves,” she said, picking up the Dire’s sack of loot. After looking it over for a moment, she tossed it to me. “Here,” she said. “I’ll take the smaller one.”

I was shocked. “Thanks.”

“No problem. I’m Anna, by the way.”

“Daniel,” I said, opening the sack. There was a lot of gold in it. Enough that I probably could just go back to town and buy the crafting materials I needed. I considered it as I glanced over at Anna. She bent down to pick up her own sacks of loot, the fabric of her pants going even tighter around her shapely ass and thighs. It was like she was naked before me, and the sight of her made me throb.

“Crafting,” Anna said, a sly look in her eyes. “Suuure you were. You’re here looking for the tower, aren’t you?”

Tower? That was news to me. “The what?” I asked, frowning. “There aren’t any towers in Pukka Forest – unless you’re talking about Shiverpine Peak, but that’s babby’s first dungeon run...”

It was clear from the look in her eyes that that was not what she had meant. “You don’t have the quest?”

I shrugged. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Hang on.” She tapped the display on her own wrist, blowing a strand of her long red hair out of her face as she pulled up her own quest log. “Hold yours up to mine.”

I did, and a moment later my own HUD flashed with a new notification. You have received a new Quest!

Quests were the primary form of plot progression in Gabria. They could be things as simple as helping some villages clear their farm of monsters or as epic as bringing down a mountain-sized Demon Lord. I had a whole sheathe of unfulfilled quests sitting in my backlog, but none of them looked like this one. Other quests were written like old-school wanted posters, full of purple prose and tons of embellishment, but this one was almost severe in its simplicity. It consisted of just six words:

“Find the Tower in Pukka Forest.”

That was it. No prerequisites, no reward listed, no quest giver to return to. Just ‘find the tower.’

I stared at it, reading the words again as if they held some hidden message. “Where did you get this?”

“The same way I just gave it to you,” she said, frowning. “But originally it said the tower was in the Straits of Meer. When I got there, it changed to Farron Fortress. This thing has been leading me all over the freaking map.”

“Then why bother?” I asked, looking over the strange message.

“Because look at it,” she replied, holding out her wrist. “Have you ever seen a quest like that before? There’s something weird about it; there’s got to be some amazing reward at the end.”

It certainly did seem out of the ordinary. Now that I’d seen it, I wanted to know what this tower was, too – and what might be inside it. It was a genuine mystery inside of a game that had already been thoroughly mapped and cataloged.

“So yeah. Are you in?” She cocked her head, looking me over. “You’re a little bit low-level, but you did help me out with those wolves. And who knows, a Mesmer might be useful depending on what’s in this tower.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said, feeling a little put out. “You sure know how to make a guy feel useful...”

I trailed off, staring into space as she watched me. Wheels were turning in my head as I thought about that short, to the point quest text. It said a tower, but there were lots of things that could be towers depending on how you looked at them. Surely it couldn’t mean...?

Anna was starting to look at me like she regretted ever getting herself into my mess. “Are you okay?” she asked. “You’re spacing out on me...”

“I know where the tower is,” I said, the conviction growing in me as the words came out of my mouth. “And I can take you there.”

That certainly got her attention. “No shit? Well hell, alright – let’s go.”

“This way,” I said, walking out of the clearing. “It’s a bit of a walk.”

“You have no idea how long I’ve been walking,” Anna said with another one of those cute smiles. “I can stand a little more.”

Soon I found out she wasn’t lying. Anna had clearly put a few levels into Striding – I would have had to move at a light jog just to keep up with her walking speed. As it was she obviously kept herself back, conserving her energy as she followed me deeper through the woods. For my part, I tried to forget she was there – it took all my concentration to remember which of the many forks and paths in the forest led to our destination. I’d only been there once, and it had been a few days ago.

I had almost succeeded in putting myself into a trance when something inside me snapped out of it. It took a moment to realize what it was.

“Hey,” I said, glancing at Anna over my shoulder. “You notice anything?”

She glanced around, willing to play my game, then shook her head. “Nope. Seems pretty quiet.”

“Not pretty quiet – it’s totally quiet. We haven’t run into a single enemy since that Dire Wolf. How long have we been walking?”

Her eyes widened, and she checked the time on her HUD. “A while,” she whispered. “We should have run into at least two or three more battles so far...”

We shared a long look. There was a weird mixture of fear and delight in Anna’s eyes: I couldn’t blame her for being excited. It was the look of someone finally finding what they’d been searching for.

“Come on,” she said quickly, practically shoving me forward. “Let’s go!”

If I had known what I knew now, would I have continued? Going to that tower was the start of something; a movement that would engulf the entire world of Gabria, killing thousands and changing both the real and the virtual worlds forever. If I could change it all, go back and stop all that horror...would I?

Then I think about Anna’s tight, tempting little body next to mine, and I realize the truth. No. I would do it all again.
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“That,” Anna asked sarcastically, “is a tower?”

I couldn’t blame her for thinking that way. The building on the edge of the forest looked like little more than a shack from the outside, a random dwelling that might have been a part of some long since removed quest line. Gravel crunched beneath our feet as we made our way up to it. It looked like no one had been here since the game had come online, and as far as I knew, no one but me had: I’d found it randomly while searching the area, but abandoned it when I’d found no loot inside. Now it might be the key to everything.

“I know,” I said, walking up to the rickety door and pulling the knob. “It doesn’t look like much. But you see that?”

She followed my gaze upward. Instead of the thatched or tiled medieval-style roofs most buildings in this part of Gabria sported, the edges of the shack’s ceiling drew together in a point. It made it look like someone had fastened a crude pyramid on top on the stones, and there was a logo of a sun on the side facing the door.

“I thought of it the moment you said ‘tower’,” I admitted. “Doesn’t it look like the top of one?”

Anna pulled a face. “The only way that thing’s a tower is if those walls go a couple hundred feet below ground.”

“I know,” I said, stepping inside. “Want to find out?”

The air inside the shack was choked with dust. It laid thick on the furniture, so that my finger came away coated. Other than a barely-there fireplace, a table and some chairs, the place looked deserted. There wasn’t even a cot where a character could rest and regain their health.

“This place is gross,” Anna said, waving a cobweb out of her face. “I don’t think this is where the quest reward is, Daniel.”

“You never know...” Something about the sparse surroundings struck me as off. I went back over them in reverse order: chairs, table, fireplace...

“Fireplace,” I whispered, moving to it. It was little more than a depression in the wall, a mat made from the hair of some unidentifiable animal sitting around it on the floor. “This shack has a fireplace.”

“So what?” Anna rolled her eyes. “Every house in Gabria has one. The game designers love them...”

“A fireplace,” I said with a grin, “but no chimney.”

I had no idea what I was looking for, but it didn’t take long to notice something out of place. Underneath the rim of the fireplace was some kind of lever; gripping it I felt a long strand of chain attached to it. My mind pictured a gigantic lightbulb at the end of it, something huge that would switch on with a pull.

I yanked it down, and discovered how right I was.

Anna let out a little gasp as a section of the floor gave way with a groan. One of the chairs slid into the new opening, tumbling end over end until we couldn’t hear it any more.

“Gabrielle,” Anna swore, staring down into the abyss. “This really is the tower...”

Before I could say another word, she was off. I wiped my dusty hand on the side of the fireplace and ran to where she’d disappeared. The floor had given way to reveal a very tall, very narrow set of stairs arranged downwards in a spiral. I caught a glimpse of Anna’s auburn hair as she descended down into the depths, eager to discover whatever was down there.

“Wait for me!” I shouted, taking the stairs two at a time. It wasn’t fair for her to run off without me, dammit: without me, she’d never have even found the tower.

I ran until I felt myself starting to tire. The stairs had grown rapidly dark as soon as we were below ground, and soon I found myself searching my inventory for the torch I’d found in the tutorial and never used again.

It blazed to life, painting the walls in shadow. I began making my way down methodically, taking care not to trip over anything.

A few more flights down and I found the remains of the chair, dashed to pieces on the steps. It looked like Anna had stomped on what was left in order to get by; it was easy enough for me to just jump over it while hugging the wall to keep from slipping.

I had no idea how many minutes it was before I started to see light again; all I knew was one moment I realized I no longer needed my torch and put it away. The stairs emptied out into a chamber, bathed in pale blue light, and there...

My jaw dropped as I took it all in. The chamber was like nothing I’d ever seen. I’d gotten used to Gabria’s high fantasy setting, where steel and flint were the most recent technological advances; the place I found myself in was pure sci-fi. It looked like some kind of futuristic starship, buried beneath the earth. I was confused: was this part of the game? Was there a lore entry somewhere about aliens visiting Gabria, or was this something the developers had never intended anyone to see: a test room, outside the normal bounds of the game?

But if that were the case; why the quest?

Anna stood a ways into the chamber, staring at a huge bank of what could only be computers. They towered over one end of the massive space like a pipe organ; like the bridge on some 70’s TV show set in space. I could see that she was just as dumbfounded as I was.

“What...is this place?” she asked, turning in a slow circle. “This is...this is crazy!”

“You ditched me,” I said, stepping past her. Friend or no, I was kind of upset that we hadn’t discovered this place together.

“Sorry,” she said, not sounding it in the least. “I just...look at this place, Daniel! Whatever treasure that’s in this place must be worth a fortune!”

“It’s a spaceship,” I said, my fingers brushing over the console. “Maybe there’s an armory.”

“Spaceship?” Anna’s brows drew together in thought. “Now that you mention it, it does kind of look like...”

Anna didn’t get to finish her thought, because just then she was cutoff by a roar like something massive and angry emerging from the earth. She let out a yelp and reached for her bow, but I held up a hand to calm her down.

“It’s this thing,” I said, pointing to the console. “I just turned it on.”

I had thought the room was bright before, but as all the lights turned on on the console it became practically blinding. It grew and grew and grew until it felt like I was standing in front of a mini-supernova, yet for all the light there wasn’t a single bit of heat behind it. I felt panic shoot up my spine; I’d become sure whatever this thing was was about to explode, and there was no way for Anna and I to get out of the way in time.

Just as it became unbearable, something else happened.

I don’t know how to describe it other than saying it felt like the game itself shifted around us. A feeling of intense nausea washed over me; the room starting to spin, and suddenly I had the strangest sensation of deja vu: that I had done this all before. Then the world changed again, and for an instant I saw the room in a third-person view, staring at myself and Anna bathed in light. There was another horrible, wrenching shift and I fought to keep my stomach from flipping as I suddenly got the overwhelming, undeniable impression that the ceiling was the floor, down was up, and Anna and I were hanging from the top of some vast, interstellar chamber.

“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Anna moaned, sinking to her knees.

I opened my mouth to chime in, but no sound came out. All I could do was wait; hoping that whatever this was would either kill my character or disconnect me from the game. Even being back in my shitty, broken body felt like a picnic compared to this constantly shifting world, this unreal reality.

Then, as abruptly as it started, the whole thing came to a stop. Shockwaves of force continued to radiate from the machine, but they slowly cycled down with a noise like a bicycle wheel with a card in its spokes. As the awful feelings left us, the lights dimmed back to their faint blue glow.

We both laid there on the floor a moment, collecting our bearings. Anna was the first to speak.

“Daniel,” she whispered, her voice little more than a croak. “Look at your HUD.”

With an effort, I turned my head enough to see the display on my wrist. Our quest had updated – the objective “find the tower in Pukka Forest” had been struck through with a check mark next to it, and underneath it was a new goal:

Find the 2nd Tower.

I collapsed back onto the floor. I could have laughed if I’d had the energy. We’d been through all that and the quest wasn’t over?

About a minute later, I heard Anna stagger to her feet and make her way unsteadily past me, heading towards the console. I had just thought about following her when I heard her gasp.

“Daniel,” she said, then more forcefully, “Daniel!”

Something in her tone made my eyes snap open. Before I knew it, I was on my feet, scrutinizing the screen along with her. The blank display had been replaced with the basic, black-and-white screen you saw when you first booted up the computer. Lines of text covered the screen from bottom to top; I stared at them, but Anna had already read more because she pointed at them, her hand trembling.

“The game,” she whispered, her eyes scanning rapidly back and forth. “It’s been patched.”

“So that’s what that was,” I said, trying to catch up with her. “Does that mean that what just happened to us...it happened to everyone?”

“I...I think so,” she said, a note of uncertainty in her voice. “Just look at all the features that have been added!”

My eyes went wide as I scanned the panel. It was no random boot screen – it was a changelog, a list of updates to Gabria itself. Each detail on the list shocked me more than the one before:

PVP Module 1.0 Added! Players may now deal damage to and place status effects on other players inside and outside of towns and cities.

Real-World Module 1.0 Added! Adds support for a variety of changes to improve game fidelity.

Trial of Heroes Global Event Added!

All Classes have been Upgraded with additional Skill Tree...

The list went on and on. “Wow,” I said, trying to absorb it all. “It’s almost like they added an entirely different game to Gabria! Is all this stuff true...?”

NOTE, read a small warning at the bottom, that during the duration of the TRIAL OF HEROES GLOBAL EVENT some core functions of the Gabria HUD interface will be disabled. These include...

I looked over at Anna to get her opinion on this, but she was staring at her risk. “Oh my God,” she said, dread in her voice. “I do have another skill tree.”

“Really?” That sounded cool as hell. Did I have one, too? Maybe I could get a leg up on other players, since I’d barely explored mine. I could fill all the points in mine while others were still respeccing...

“It’s...” she pulled a face. “It’s gross. It’s a whole tree with skills for killing players!”

“What!? Let me see,” I asked, taking her wrist.

Rogues had three separate skill trees they could choose to invest points in. Stealth improved their ability to sneak around and steal things, along with some bonuses to woodsmanship and pathfinding, Archery improved their combat skills with accuracy with bows while opening up the ability to set traps, and the aptly named Backstabber tree gave them all sorts of cool abilities they could do with their daggers.

Anna now had a third tree, called Assassination. And at a glance, all the skills in the tree were aimed not at enemies but other players, hobbling them with poison and murdering them with deadly strikes when they least expected it.

“Cool,” I said, shrugging off her look of horror. “Hey, I bet all the new skill trees are geared towards PvP. I wonder what mine is...”

“You don’t get it,” she said, her lips trembling. I didn’t pay enough attention, I was already busy with my own HUD. Getting a whole new skill tree felt like the nearest thing to Christmas in Gabria. “They want us to kill each other...”

“I don’t think they want me to kill anybody,” I said doubtfully. “My new skills...”

My mouth dropped open. Mesmers had three base skill trees, just like all the other classes: Illusion, Disorientation, and Enchantment. Each did pretty much what it said on the tin, and so far I’d only put a few points into Enchantment for Charm and Spiral Shot while leaving the rest empty. But now I had a fourth tree, and if the skills it listed were real, it completely changed the way my character was played.

It was simply called the Master tree.

The update had given me an extra skill point, and I wasted no time in applying it to the first skill in the Master tree. It was called Arousal, the icon a happy-looking drawing of a woman with flushed red cheeks. The description:

Induce an Aroused state in target until end of combat. Target becomes less Focused, unable to think of anything but their own heightened state of pleasure, and suffers a penalty to Will. Stacks with other effects.

I clicked the button, and the skill showed up in my Quick Bar. It was insane; I couldn’t believe I could do a thing like that. I knew Mesmers had special powers, but this...this seemed beyond the pale.

“What skills?” Anna said, drawing away from me. “You...your new skills kill players, too?”

“No,” I said, hearing the wonder in my own voice. “Let me try this...”

I charged it up and pointed my fingers at my own head, then let go.

Instantly, I felt an absolute rush pour through my body. My cock went stiff as a board, tenting my pants. I could feel a fat bead of precum against my boxers as every hair on my body stood straight up. Holy shit I was horny! I’d never felt this way inside of Gabria before: everything inside the game was so clean and sanitized. I’d never even had an erection while playing before that I could remember.

It stood out on my character. Apparently my Mesmer was much more well-endowed than my real-world counterpart, because the bulge in my slacks was clearly visible to anyone with eyes.

Anna’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh my God!” she cried, seeing the first erect cock that had ever been in Gabria. “How did you – that’s impossible – oh geez...!”

I shouldn’t have done what I did next, but I couldn’t help it. My own spell had overridden all my logic, touched the primal part of my brain and turned me on in a way I hadn’t felt since I’d been with my old girlfriend. I charged up another round of Arousal and pointed it straight at Anna.

“No,” she cried, going for her daggers – but she hesitated the briefest moment, and that moment was all I needed. The pink ray arced across the room, striking her right between the eyes.

“Ohhhh,” she whimpered. Her eyes went glazed for a moment, looking in different directions as her face flushed crimson with lust. It was like she transformed into a different person; everything from her body language to the way she looked at me showed a person who had suddenly been awoken to the possibility of real, physical contact inside a virtual world.

“Oh shit,” she whimpered, her thighs grinding together. “Oh wow this is real. Fuck, I’m so wet...”

I wanted more. I couldn’t stop myself. I could hear my own blood pounding in my ears as I switched over to Spiral Shot and charged it up.

Drains the will, I thought, pointing the glowing purple orb at Anna. I wonder if ALL my skills work on other players...

Anna was in no position to stop me. True to the description, she was still focused completely on her own digital body and the exciting feelings coursing through it as my Spiral Shot hit her.

She let out a cry, her back arching as purple sparks shot down her curves. Her eyes flashed the same purple for an instant, and I froze, watching the effects.

Her eyes closed tight, and from down deep in her core came a groan of intense, mind-melting pleasure. I’d never seen Spiral Shot make someone feel good before, but maybe it worked on other players differently than NPCs? Either way, I wasn’t displeased with the effects.

“What are you doing to me,” Anna whimpered, trying to break out of the throes of her passion. “Why does it feel so good...?”

“What does it feel like?” I asked, genuinely curious. Every inch of my body thrilled with the rush of command, and I wanted to picture exactly what was going on in Anna’s head as I claimed her.

“It’s like...it’s so wonderful,” she said, a big dumb grin spreading across her face. “It feels so amazing to just give in, to stop thinking and let you do what you want to me...”

“Oh yeah?” My hand shot from behind my back, another Spiral Shot at the ready. “How about now?”

I let it fly. More sparks sizzled across her as she cried out in pure ecstasy, like an electrical circuit that’s overcharged and ready to explode. I felt like I was about to explode, too: all the frustration and need I’d bottled up since the accident welled up inside of me, demanding release.

“Ah!” she cried, sounding just like my girlfriend when she was on the edge of coming. “Oh fuck...!”

Just then, I saw a familiar icon above Anna’s head – the one that let me know a target’s Will was completely sapped, ready for me to follow up. I only had one other spell in my repertoire, but it was the one I wanted to use most: Charm. I had no idea if it would really work, but I was so turned on everything felt like some crazy, sexy dream. I had to try.

I charged up Charm, watching Anna writhe with pleasure. The look in her eyes was pure smoldering lust, when there was anything there at all.

“Must...not...think,” she whispered, fighting with herself. “Must...serve...”

This should help, I thought, releasing my Charm spell.

A pink glow enveloped Anna, and she became the first player in Gabria’s history to be Charmed. She’d be far from the last, but the thrill of it never went away. All her struggling slowly ceased, until a beatific smile spread across her face. She looked utterly happy, completely at peace, like a girl on her wedding day: which she was, in a weird way.

She opened her eyes, and for a moment they were a glowing, bimbo-perfect pink. That faded, and the intelligence was back in her gaze, no glazed look. But she didn’t seem mad – instead, she seemed utterly thrilled.

My HUD beeped at me. Congratulations! It said. You’ve added your first player to your Harem!

Harem? I thought. I could worry about that later. Right now...

“Anna?” I asked, taking a step forward. “Are you alright? How do you feel?”

She smiled at me, like I was the most important, wonderful person in the world. “I feel wonderful,” she said with a giggle, “Master.”

Master. Just the word sent a thrill through me.

“You belong to me,” I told her. “You’ll do anything I want.”

“Of course I will,” she said, another one of those perfectly cute giggles spilling from her lips. “I love you so much, Master – I’ll do anything you say...”

I couldn’t wait another second. She was so perfect, so tight and young and wet. I grabbed her around the waist and crushed her mouth with mine, holding her soft curves against my hard muscle. In a flash her hands were against my back, digging in with her nails as her legs enveloped me.

“I want you so much, Master,” she whispered, blushing. “I’ve wanted you from the moment you saw me. I want you to own me...”

I wanted that, too. Right now, there was nothing in either world than that. 

I lifted her effortlessly onto the console, making her squeal with delight. I tugged at her skintight pants, unable to remove them, until the solution occurred to me with a slap of the forehead.

“Unequip your clothes,” I commanded her.

She did something with her HUD, and suddenly her clothes disintegrated, leaving her clad in the basic bra and panties underneath every female character’s armor. They fit her perfectly, emphasizing her ample curves. Before the patch, there would have been nothing under those undergarments, but now...

I grabbed her panties and pulled them to the side. Anna was now in possession of a warm, tight, dripping pussy – perfectly shaved. And now, I realized, so was I.

“I want you,” I growled, unequipping my own clothes. “I want you right now...!”

I hadn’t been this excited since the night I lost my virginity. In a way, it was the same thing – this was the first time I’d had sex in a virtual world, and for all I knew this was the first time anyone had done so. I didn’t care, though, all I cared about was being inside Anna. Would it be as tight and perfect as the real thing?

I buried the head of my cock in her folds, letting just the tip enter her, and sucked in a deep breath. My God! It felt even better than the real thing: Anna’s digital Rogue pussy was utterly perfect, as if it had been designed to give a man maximum pleasure.

She bit her lip hard, thrusting her hips against me, and I could tell my cock was doing the same thing to her. “Fuck me,” she begged.

With one smooth stroke, I buried myself inside of her to the hilt. Her back hit the console, her ass shaking with each thrust as she worked her tight, perfect walls on my shaft. We moved like one creature, like fucking was a skill and we had max level in it, like no two humans had fucked before.

I felt myself rapidly approaching climax; I was as excited as I’d ever been in my life. Anna had already come multiple times from my spells, but looked as close to the edge as I was.

“I want you to come for me just before I do,” I commanded, my words becoming part of her soul. “I want you wet and tight for me, so you can milk every drop of seed out of my cock...”

She closed her eyes tight and cried out, instantly climaxing from the force of my words. Everything between her legs gripped me like nothing I’d ever felt, and as her walls spasmed around me I felt myself let go. I exploded inside of her over and over, spilling my seed into my hypnotized slave’s perfect, primed cunt.

When it was over, I pulled out, panting. She looked so beautiful spread on the console, waiting for my every command. She was mine now, completely. And this was just what the first tower had given us: who KNEW what kind of gifts the rest of this quest would bring?

“You belong to me,” I told her, holding her against me.

“Always,” she whispered with a giggle. “I love you, Master.”

“I know,” I said with a little inner grin. “Let’s do that again.”

So I took her again, without a thought in my head about what might be happening in the rest of Gabria. I had no way of knowing that as Anna and I fucked underground, the game was completely changing: and people like me were about to shape not just this world...but all of them.
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“Wait,” I said, holding up a hand for silence. “Did you hear that?”

Next to me, Anna halted in her tracks, cocking her head to the side as she listened for sounds. All around us, the trees of Pukka Forest pressed in, making it hard to hear anything that might be sneaking up on us. Under the circumstances, it was better to be safe than sorry.

“No, Master,” Anna said calmly after a moment, flashing me one of those cute smiles. “I don’t hear anything. But don’t worry – I’ll protect you. I belong to you.”

The words still made me dizzy. Everywhere I walked, it was like I was seeing Gabria for the first time, the world utterly new. Hearing Anna call me ‘Master’ reminded me that a short time ago we’d made love – actually had sex inside of a video game! - in the belly of a spaceship buried at the bottom of a tower that shouldn’t have existed inside of the game world. That game that I’d grown to love, that I’d made my true home after the accident that ruined my life, had been changed forever – and I loved it.

Anna’s eyes narrowed slyly at my expression. “You didn’t hear anything, did you, Master? You just wanted me to stop so we could fool around.”

Her smile was so wide and so eager that I couldn’t help but blush. I really had heard something, or at least I thought I had, but hearing her so eager to please me drove any thoughts of fear right out of my head. I’d never been with a girl like Anna before; even before my accident my love life had been utterly average. If you’d told me my second life would involve hooking up with a gorgeous elf girl willing to fulfill my every fantasy at a moment’s notice, I would have never believed you.

“You really never stop, do you?” I asked, a big dumb grin spreading across my face. She sashayed back and forth as I spoke, a gentle flush coming to her pale cheeks.

“I never stop trying to please you, Master,” she said with a hint of shyness, looking away. “I want so much for you to be happy.”

“I am,” I told her, meaning it. It was true; I was deliriously happy. “What do you think’s going on back in town?” I suddenly asked, responding with enthusiasm to her smile.

“I don’t know,” she said placidly.

“Do you think anybody else has...done what we’ve done?” Her smile widened at my hesitation. “They’ve figured out all the new stuff? Hell, who knows what else people might be able to do-”

I broke off then, because Anna kissed me. Her mouth covered mine, her curvy body pressing mine back against the nearest tree. Her hands went everywhere, searching out the most secret parts of my body as my own did the same.

I broke off the kiss, gasping. “Jesus, you’re so gorgeous,” I said.

“You are,” she said seriously, her eyes flashing. “I want you back inside me right now, Master...”

“Wait.” I cut her off, an idea taking shape in my head. “There’s something else I want.”

Her face furrowed in confusion for a moment, then that eager smile returned. “Of course, Daniel. How can I serve you?”

Even though I knew that I controlled Anna now, that my Mesmer powers had made her into something between a girlfriend and a slave, I felt a sudden awkwardness. Was I really going to ask for that? But it was something I wanted: even my pre-accident girlfriends hadn’t liked doing it. Anna, though...

“I want you to...pleasure me,” I said, blushing harder as the words left my lips.

Anna cocked her head, as cool as I was flustered. “Yes?”

“You know,” I replied, rolling my wrist. “Um...on your knees?”

“Oh!” Her face lit up like a student who finally figured out a difficult question. “You want a blowjob.”

“Yeah,” I admitted with a little laugh. “Do...do you think that’s even possible in Gabria?”

Anna bit her lip, full of mischief. “There’s only one way to find out,” she said, her voice filling with heat as she sunk to her knees.

I couldn’t believe it. I found myself scanning the woods, certain that something would spring from behind a tree at any moment to ruin things. That’s how it always happened in my dreams – something always happened to cockblock me, my own subconscious not allowing me to have nice things.

But this was no dream. Well, it was in a sense – an image flashed in my mind of my broken body sitting in its nourishment chair while my consciousness flickered through Gabria’s servers – but that line of thought was quickly extinguished by the feeling of Anna’s hands at my belt and her soft breasts against the top of my legs.

I glanced down to see her staring up at me, her eyes filled with love and excitement. “Um, Master?” she asked. “Could you...?”

Oh. Of course she couldn’t get my pants off – things apparently didn’t work that way. Some parts of Gabria were still a game, after all. “Sure,” I said quickly, pulling up my HUD and unequipping my apprentice Mesmer trousers. With the push of a button, I could suddenly feel the slight breeze of the woods whistling past my legs – other than a pair of soft gray boxer shorts, my character was naked from the waist down. Anna’s eyes lit up as she pulled them down and reached for her prize.

“Unequip your top,” I commanded, eyeing her breasts. “I want to see your tits.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered, thumbing off her own armor without so much as a glance at the HUD. I should have been impressed with her mastery of the menus, but my mind was occupied by the sudden disappearance of her Rogue’s doublet. Anna’s character model wasn’t wearing a bra underneath of her armor, but she didn’t need it: her character’s breasts were model-perfect, gravity-defying orbs that left me aching. I wanted to touch them, to kiss them, to feel their softness wrapped around my cock as I slid my shaft between them again and again...

“You’re throbbing, Master,” Anna said with a giggle. “You must really be excited.”

“I am.” I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “I, um, I haven’t had a girl do this to me in a really long time...”

“Well then,” she said, stroking me gently, “I’ll have to take really good care of you, then.” Her voice dropped to a smoky whisper that was pure sex. “Let me know if there’s anything special you want me to do, Master. I want to make this as amazing for you as possible.”

Before I could open my mouth, she opened hers and ran her tongue along the underside of my cock. It was like an explosion went off behind my eyeballs; I nearly came right on the spot. It was real! Anna was really pleasing me with her tongue, working it around the head of my cock in a swirl as she teased and primed me.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, tangling my fingers in her long red hair. “Suck me.”

Anna hummed low in her throat, somewhere between a laugh and a little cry of triumph, and took me in. Her lips slid down my shaft with aching, agonizing slowness, her warm wet mouth engulfing me inch by heavenly inch. I felt my hands tighten in her hair; I was pressing her against me but I couldn’t stop. It felt too good.

I hadn’t gotten a blowjob since college. The memory filled me for a moment: a fumbling encounter with a sorority girl after an end-of-semester mixer. She’d been drunk, and so had I. Anna made that girl’s hesitant, dutiful slurps look like chicken scratch next to the most elegant, flowing cursive imaginable. She was a queen, a goddess: and for some reason, I was what she worshiped.

The back of my head came to rest against the tree, my back arching slightly as she bobbed between my thighs. The motion set her breasts shaking as she took me deep, and I couldn’t tear my eyes off of them. Exquisite little moans left her lips as she wrapped them around my throbbing, aching shaft, sending pulses of pleasure up my spine to explode behind my eyes. I didn’t know pleasure like this could exist in any world, much less inside of a computer game.

In no time at all I felt my balls tense up against Anna’s chin, heralding the onrush of my climax. She felt it too; I was throbbing inside of her throat as she moved faster, going deeper, all with a smile on her stretched lips.

“Don’t stop,” I groaned, taking a handful of her hair and tugging on it gently. “I want you to make me come.”

The way she locked into a hard, driving rhythm let me know that was exactly what she wanted, too. I felt myself reach the edge but Anna never slowed, putting every ounce of her concentration into miking the come out of my balls. She grabbed them, tugging insistently as she took my shaft all the way down her throat, and I was lost.

I tossed my head back and cried out in delight as I exploded, thick ropes of come filling Anna’s mouth and throat. Her humming became a surprised cry of delight as she sucked me dry, working her lips in a tight seal around my shaft as it pulsed. I pumped shot after shot of cream down her throat, wondering dimly what was happening to my body back in the real world as she drained me dry. Pleasure coursed through me, gradually ebbing as I spent myself between her lips.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, brushing my bangs back off my forehead. I glanced down at her, watching her as she demurely cleaned me. “That was so amazing...”

I froze. The sound I’d heard a moment ago was back – and closer.

This time I could tell Anna heard it as well. She pulled back from me, frowning, and stared into the trees. “Master,” she whispered, starting to her feet, “did you hear that-”

A figure came rushing into the clearing. I caught a flash of silver on leather, of a quiver filled with arrows as the man came rushing headlong towards us. For a moment I the creature flying a pace behind him was chasing him, then it all snapped into place. This character was a Ranger, and the bird of prey next to him was his pet.

He panted with fear, glancing back into the woods as he ran. It all happened so fast that he was on us before I knew what to do; all of a sudden he turned and saw us. He stopped frozen in his tracks, a look of disbelief on his face as he saw the two of us standing next to the tree.

I realized that Anna was still naked from the waist up – and I was wearing nothing but boxers and a tunic. “Um,” I said, holding my hands up, “this isn’t what it looks like...”

“Stay away from me!” There was a hoarse quality to the man’s voice, as if he’d been screaming recently. “Don’t come any fucking closer!”

His hand strayed to his crossbow. The bird circled over his head, staring down at us with a viciousness that seemed intelligent.

“Relax,” I said, equipping my pants. “We were just fooling around, okay? We’re not hostile-”

“Not...hostile?” The man looked at us in a way that reminded me disturbingly like an NPC: like we were two people from some vague, foreign world that bore no relation to his. Then, from somewhere deep in his throat, he started to chuckle.

“You don’t know yet, do you?” As the last word left his lips, his hand flashed to his crossbow. “Fucking hostile...!”

“I’ve got him, Master.” Anna’s whisper brought me back to myself. She was still topless, but now her twin daggers twirled between her fingers. “Keep the bird off me.”

The bird?

The man sprang into action so fast, I would have been dead in an instant if I’d been playing solo. The crossbow came up from his back in a single smooth motion, arcing until it pointed directly at my head. In almost the same moment, he activated his ability: three bolts fired from the bow, layered almost on top of each other in a crude area-attack effect.

I felt a shove and slipped to the ground. Anna had just pushed me out of the way; a moment later I heard the thud of the bolts hammering into the tree. They stuck deep enough that only the feathered ends remained visible. Christ, I thought, those things are strong!

The man had tried to take me out first thing, but now that his moment of surprise was over he settled down to deal with Anna. She stood in front of me, advancing slowly with both daggers extended. After a moment, the man’s crossbow fired again – no reloading necessary for an ability – and more bolts whizzed through the air. At the very last second, Anna twisted at the waist, letting them pass by her shoulder. She kept walking towards the man slowly, a menacing grin spread across her gorgeous face.

I wanted very much to see what she was about to do. But then there was a hawk tearing at my eyes, and I kind of lost track of the battlefield.

God that hurt! Despite Anna’s warnings, I had totally forgotten about the Ranger’s stupid pet. I’d been staring at her, and the thing had gotten in a surprise attack. My health bar melted away as the thing’s claws tore into my flesh, going utterly savage as it dove at me. I felt for my dagger but couldn’t find it; a moment later my ass was on the ground, my hands trying and failing to pry the damn thing off me.

Groaning with pain, I charged up a Spiral Shot in both hands and clapped them together on either side of the bastard. Purple light flashed in my vision, and then all of a sudden my skin was blessedly claw-free. The bird – was it an eagle or a hawk? It looked like some generic bird of prey the developer had slapped together in an afternoon – flailed about, trying to stay airborne.

Wiping the blood out of my eyes, I glanced over at Anna to see how she was doing. She wasn’t even looking at me; she only had eyes for our intruder. And from the looks of things, she was having a very good time. The smile on her face was somewhere between a stripper trying to seduce a client and a horror movie monster: there was a streak of blood across one breast where a stray bolt had hit her but still she kept coming, advancing step by step. Even stranger, the Ranger seemed terrified of her.

“You hurt me,” Anna said incredulously, glancing down at her breast. “You damaged Master’s property.”

The man’s eyes widened, and so did mine. Something about the ice-cold way Anna spoke, with almost no affect, sent shivers down my spine.

“This was a mistake,” the Ranger said, taking a step backwards. “Why don’t we-”

He never got to finish his sentence.

One moment Anna was standing there like a vengeful goddess, the next she was just gone. The man tensed up for a fraction of a second, but before he could decide to flee Anna reappeared in a puff of smoke – standing directly behind him. He didn’t even have time to turn before her dagger found his throat.

My mouth dropped open at the utter savagery of it. Her blade tore a ragged line across his neck, bright arterial spray pulsing out with his heartbeat. This was not the way things went in Gabria: death might have been painful but it was a decidedly bloodless affair – a quick collapse into pixels and a bag of gold. This was something new, and horrifying.

The Ranger gasped, struggling to stay conscious. He sank to his knees, mouth opening and closing like a fish pulled out onto a sudden shore. Pain and despair wracked his face for a second, then he went down.

As he twitched, Anna wiped the backs of her daggers off on her breasts and sheathed them. She grinned down at the dying man, taking obvious pleasure in drawing this out.

Two thoughts warred in my head at the same moment. Holy shit I’m glad she’s on my side, and fuck fuck fuck I need to RUN.

I took a hesitant step forward. The Ranger had rolled onto his back and was staring up into the sky, struggling to rise. The torrent of blood from his wound slowed to a trickle, his struggles ceasing.

The look in his eyes...I shuddered at the sight of it. It wasn’t the look of someone irritated they’d lost a PvP contest. It was...

Then that fucking hawk sunk its claws into my shoulder.

Despite all evidence to the contrary, this was not a fuckup on my part. The bird was supposed to be dead: the moment a Ranger fell in Gabria, his pet despawned along with him, teleporting to wherever he’d last checkpointed. The instant Anna’s slit the Ranger’s throat, I’d stopped worrying about the bird. Yet here it was, attacking me with a fury that scared me a little.

I jumped backwards, crying out in surprise. None of this made sense. None of this was the way Gabria was supposed to be. It was like the whole game had gone insane...

I know it sounds crazy, but I swear a look of pure hate filled the face of the bird as it swooped down at me. It was as if it knew we’d slain its master: it was full of rage and grief, attacking with a speed beyond its level.

I readied another Spiral Shot, but suddenly the head of an arrow blossomed from its ribcage. I looked past it to see Anna, holding the dead man’s crossbow one-handed. She hadn’t hesitated for a moment; and her aim was deadly.

The thing crashed to the ground as if all the life had gone out of it at once. It was practically a bag of gold before it got to the forest floor.

What the hell was that? I put my hands on my knees and bent over, my gorge rising. I shut my eyes tight to keep from throwing up, willing my body to calm down.

What the hell was that that bird shouldn’t have acted like that that MAN shouldn’t have DIED like that...

“Master?” It was Anna, panting gently. She’d raced to my side at the first sign I was anything but healthy. “Are you alright? Here, take this.”

She pressed a pack of healing herbs into my hand. I had them in my mouth before I realized she hadn’t had any on her before and they must have come from the dead Ranger, then that made me want to vomit all over again.

“Shh, it’s okay, it’s over now,” she assured me, rubbing my back as the herbs did their work. My face tingled and burned, the damage the bird did to it fading as if it had never been. A quick glance at my HUD showed that not only was I back to full health, I had a new surprise:

Congratulations! You have reached Level 8!

New HP: 30/30

MP: 55/55

You’ve gained 5 Stat Points and 1 Ability Point!

SPECIAL NOTICE: Your ‘Master’ Tree has gained an ability!

It was all a lot to take in; I stared dumbly at the screen like the words were in a foreign language. 

Next to me, Anna spoke. “I saved you, Master.”

She certainly had. I turned to her, looking my servant over. She still hadn’t equipped her top, and her face and breasts were stained with blood. Despite that, she looked no worse for wear: she looked ready for the next battle.

Or, I thought with a cold start, something else.

“Put your armor back on,” I told her.

She smiled and bit her lip, but her eyes bored into me in a way I did not like. “Are you sure you want me to do that? Master?”

God damn, the way she said that got me going. And there was something, something dark and sexy about making love to a girl still in the heat of battle. But that was blood covering Anna’s body, and a lot of it had come from the guy who’s corpse was refusing to despawn just a few feet away. The idea of taking her under the circumstances freaked me out.

“Yes,” I said, a little bit of firmness coming back into my voice. “Put your armor on. We don’t know if there’s more coming.”

She pouted, but her fingers went to her HUD and a moment later her armor was back. “He did seem to be running from something,” she muttered, staring into the area the Ranger had come rushing into the clearing from. After a moment, she nodded and turned away.

“We should get to town,” I said, most of my enthusiasm gone. The battle I’d just fought and the bloody carnage I’d witnessed left me physically and emotionally drained. It was going to be a long walk back to civilization.

“Of course,” Anna said, her expression brightening. “I’ll lead the way. Let me know if you hear anything else suspicious, okay?”

I nodded and followed her into the trees. As we plunged into the forest, I took a final glance back at the clearing. The corpse of the Ranger was still there, his blood streaking the grass around him a dark red.

I shuddered and jogged to catch up with Anna. Suddenly I wasn’t in quite as much of a hurry to find out what was going on back in town.





Chapter Five
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Anna looked over her shoulder and smiled at me. “It’s starting to thin out, Master. We should be at Rudo’s Tree soon.”

The words shook me out of my stupor. I’d been walking behind her for the better part of an hour, staring at her footprints in the leaves and trying not to think of that Ranger and his bird. For her part, Anna had been perfectly happy and on the walk back. I’d already started to separate my new girlfriend into two separate people in my mind: Nice Anna and Scary Anna. Nice Anna was all smiles and wanted nothing but to please me; Scary Anna slit strangers’ throats and wanted to fuck in the blood.

I was hoping I didn’t have to see Scary Anna again any time soon.

A quick glance at my HUD reminded me that I still hadn’t distributed my stat points or upgraded my skills after my last level up. I scrolled through options as I walked, taking care of the stat points first: like I usually did, I distributed two points to my Will and two to my Intelligence. The first toughened my defense against spells and other Mesmers’ control spells, the second made my own Spiral Shots and Charms more powerful and cheaper to cast. I wasn’t sure if these new skills under the Master tree worked under the same rules, but for the moment I was going to act as if they did.

I ran a finger along the bottom of my chin as I thought about where to put the ability point. I was on the verge of adding it to Enchantment, where it would upgrade my Spiral Shots by another level, when I thought better of it.

My gaze traveled up to Anna’s smooth back as she walked through the forest. I’m not alone anymore, came the thought. Maybe I should think about that...

I had a follower now. Something more than a follower – something between a girlfriend and a slave. The reality of it still made me a little uncomfortable, but I’d be an idiot not to realize this fundamentally changed my role within Gabria. I could potentially end up with more than one party member under my control – I’d be a general, not a frontline fighter. But what would happen if I fell? Typically, Charmed creatures reverted to their normal form when their owner was slain – did that mean that Anna would go back to normal if I had to respawn?

I was still so naive that I thought respawning was something I had to worry about.

Check the other tiers, then. I hadn’t bothered to look much at Illusion and Disorientation, preferring the rush of power I got from taking control of the enemy. But now Illusion was starting to look pretty nice:

Mirror Image: Creates a duplicate of the caster or the caster’s target that acts as a decoy. Caster can create one image at a time by default, increasing with their Illusion level to a maximum of eight. Each Image deals no damage and has 1 HP.

Creating a fake version of myself didn’t just sound fun, it felt incredibly useful: if I’d had that skill earlier, I might never have been ambushed by that Ranger. I could’ve used a duplicate of myself as a guard before Anna and I fooled around: its death would have alerted us before we were spotted.

And if I was being honest with myself, there was another reason I was curious to learn that skill. In this new version of Gabria, Anna and I could make love – if I created a second Anna, even a fake one...

Well, it was certainly worth exploring. Either way, it was a useful skill. I pushed the button and invested my first skill point into the Illusion tree – the knowledge of the spell entered my brain like a wedge, and suddenly I knew exactly how to cast it. The rush of new knowledge was like the feeling of bringing a creature under my power: intoxicating. I wanted more.

Saving the best for last, I opened up the Master tree and took a look at my new ability:

Congratulations! Your Master tree has gained a skill point! Confirm to learn Pleasure Bolt Lvl 1.

My eyes widened. Pleasure Bolt? I checked the description:

The caster fires a bolt of erotic energy that strikes the target, causing no damage but filling them with pure euphoria. Target suffers heavy penalties to Focus and Will. This effect stacks, however Pleasure Bolt has no effect unless target is already at an Arousal level of 1.

Huh. From the description, it sounded like this skill worked as a combo with the Arousal power I’d learned earlier: I’d turn them on, then obliterate their resistance. If these skills worked on others anything like they had on Anna, I’d never need Spiral Shots again – they were much more efficient at draining a target’s Will. Still, the idea of making someone aroused in the heat of battle – turning them on while they were fighting for their lives – it left a strange feeling in my stomach. 

Nothing to be done, I told myself. If I don’t use these powers, someone else will. Besides, Gabria’s designers wouldn’t add stuff like this to the game if they didn’t want it to be used...right?

I didn’t feel certain about that. I wished I did.

Anna cleared a ridge a few feet ahead of me and stopped, putting her hands on her hips. “We’re here, Master,” she said, smiling with satisfaction. “Back to civilization.”

I climbed the ridge behind her and looked down into Rudo’s Tree. It was the biggest town in this part of the game world, but it was still a lowbie area: a place for people to learn the ins and outs of the game before moving on to one of the game’s three main cities. As the name implied, there was a huge tree in the center of the city, bathing the central square in shade. That square was the city’s main hub of activity, where new players checked in with quest givers, fought duels and shouted memes at each other. Day or night, you could count on dozens of players hanging out under it.

There was no one beneath it now.

“That’s weird,” I said, forcing down the panic rising in my guts. “The place looks empty.” From our vantage point we could see that it wasn’t just the main square – nearly every alley and thoroughfare of the tiny village was deserted. I felt uncomfortably like I was staring down into a model of the town, something on a test server never meant to enter the real game. It gave me chills.

After a moment, we saw a flash of movement: someone running from one door to the next, trying to stay off the street as much as possible.

“Well, there’s somebody down there,” Anna said brightly. “Let’s go!”

I wished I shared her enthusiasm. We made our way down the hill, heading for the main gate. Like most towns in Gabria, Rudo’s Tree was surrounded by a thick stone wall. The only entrance or exit was a large gate, that could be closed for defense during any of the game’s periodic large-scale battles. It was normally open to the world, nothing more imposing in front of it than a couple of NPC guards. But today, the gate was guarded, and the guards were anything but generic characters.

There were three of them, standing by the entrance like they were trying to blend in. From their clothes and weapons, they looked really, really high-level: 50 or close to the max. There was a Rogue like Anna leaning against a wall, flipping daggers casually between his hands; an angry-looking Mage the size of a bodybuilder stood next to him with arms folded beneath his mammoth pecs. Both looked like they could tear Anna and I apart without breaking a sweat.

But it was the third guard, the Warrior, who caught my attention the most. Unlike her friends, she stood in the middle of the lane, her hands close enough to her weapons to have them ready in an instant. Her short, bright blonde hair stood in contrast to the chainmail covering her slender body and long legs. Runes of paint beneath her eyes and across her forehead marked her as a member of one of the game’s largest clans. She was beautiful, and brutal, and the way she stared at me made me want to curl up into a ball and cry. But Anna walked right up to them as if they weren’t there, shooting them a curt nod as she passed the gate.

“I’m, uh, with her,” I said, pointing at Anna as I made my way past. A trio of glares met me, all three of the self-appointed guards looking like they might go apeshit at any moment. I flashed the gorgeous blonde warrior woman an awkward smile. Her lip curled in a sneer as the air around her crackled with sudden energy.

I broke into a light jog.

“Who the hell were they?” I asked Anna once I’d caught up to her.

“Hmm?” She glanced back over her shoulder. “They’re not important. Unless you want to make that cute one one of your slaves?”

It felt like my eyes were going to pop out of my head. Anna was suggesting I seduce that girl?

“Uh, not right now,” I said. “They just make me nervous. They’ve got to be level fifty – why are they sitting around here like the Three Stooges?”

“Maybe your friends know,” Anna added cheerfully.

That was right. I had promised to introduce her to my pals. We normally congregated at the Paseo Pub a block or so from the big tree, but who knew what was going on anymore.

As we walked through the streets, I realized we were being watched. Faces shone in the windows as we passed, furtive glances that quickly disappeared.

“Everyone here is terrified,” I said. “This is...not what I was expecting.”

“What were you expecting, Master?”

“I dunno,” I said, glancing through the window of the local Blacksmith’s. “More people like you and me, I guess.”

“Gamers are horny,” Anna said with a giggle. “I’m kind of surprised there wasn’t an orgy under the big tree.” A wistful expression came over her face. “There would have been so many girls for you to make yours...”

Fortunately for us, the Paseo was still open. And as we got close, someone I knew slipped out of the door and waved. It was my friend Dmitri.

“Holy shit, Dan?” His Priest’s frock waved in the wind. “I never thought I’d see you again, man!”

He reached forward and pulled me into a rough hug. Dmitri was one of my oldest in-Gabria friends, someone I’d partnered up with right on my first day in the game and had hit it off with ever since. Like me, he was a support character: a Priest who could heal and buff party members. Unlike me, he wasn’t a pushover physically – he loved nothing more than enchanting the big mace he carried with lightning and bringing it down on heathen heads. Like nearly every Priest in Gabria, Dmitri was a follower of the goddess Gabrielle, the de facto ruler of Gabria – although on many occasions he liked to joke that his patron deity was either Thor, Cthulhu or Hideo Kojima.

“Good to see you, man,” I said, grinning as we broke the hug. “But what’s with all the paranoia? You know I never log out...”

Dmitri’s face fell. “You’ve really been out in the weeds, haven’t you? Get inside, I’ll explain everything over a mug of ale – I’m buying for once. Jane and Jehuty are here, too. We haven’t seen anyone else.”

Dmitri either hadn’t noticed Anna or just didn’t believe that such a gorgeous, higher-level player would have anything to do with me. So I put my arm on her shoulder and asked, “Can my girl come too?”

I’d never seen Dmitri so shocked. His mouth dropped open, his skin going as pale as his white priest robes.

“Well damn, this is a day for unbelievable things,” he said in an awed tone. Little Danny hanging out with a girl. You are more than welcome, miss...”

Once inside, I understood where everyone had gone to. The inn was full beyond capacity, standing-room only. There was very little conversation, and what was going on tended to be in hushed whispers. Dmitri pushed through the throng, giving us enough space to follow him to the back of the huge chamber. Somehow he’d secured a table.

“You were right, it really is him,” Dmitri said to the two people sitting down. “Son of a bitch missed everything.”

I didn’t know Jane or Jehuty nearly as well as Dmitri, but I’d partied up with them a few times. Like me, they were both sort of misfits when it came to Gabria’s social game. Jane was a skilled Mage, but about as antisocial as it was possible to be in a multiplayer game, while the hulking Jehuty barely spoke any English. We never had figured out what country he was connecting to Gabria from, but he must’ve had an absurd hookup to deal with server latency.

Both of them looked relieved to see me – then their faces went shocked when they saw Anna at my side.

“Good to see you, Dan,” Jane said, sipping from her mug. “Who’s your friend?”

“Nice friend,” Jehuty rumbled, a big goofy grin on his face. Everything about him felt like it had been assembled at random: he was probably the only person in Gabria who’d chosen to be a Paladin and an Orc. Combine that with the fact he wasn’t much of a communicator and Jehuty rarely got invited to XP parties, but there was no one crazier or fiercer in the clutch. His shield sat behind him, taking up at least two people’s worth of space, but he never thought to unequip it.

“Hey guys, this is Anna,” I said, holding out a chair for her to sit. “We, uh, met out in the woods.”

“That was lucky for you,” Dmitri said, sitting down. “The woods are a dangerous place right now.”

“Everywhere’s a dangerous place,” Jane added with a snort.

“Jane.” Dmitri’s tone went dead serious. “He doesn’t know anything.”

I thought I knew what they were talking about. In fact, I was pretty sure I knew a lot more than they did, considering. But I decided to play dumb for the moment. “If you’re talking about that weird glitch, I totally felt that,” I said.

“Yeah, that was the start of it,” Dmitri said.

“And after that...” I paused, letting some of my nervousness show in my voice. “We saw a Ranger. He was dead, but...he was just lying there. He didn’t despawn. And there was all this blood...”

I didn’t dare tell them Anna and I had killed that Ranger. Or how much of that blood had ended up on her naked body.

“Dan...” Dmitri looked pained, as if saying the next thing would somehow make it even more real. “No one respawns. No one comes back. They’re just...gone.”

I had figured this out, of course, but there was a theory I’d been clinging to. I decided to voice it. “Well then they must just be getting kicked out of the game, right? There’s a respawn counter anyway – it must just be logging them out...”

Suddenly, Jane started to laugh.

“That is the one thing that doesn’t shock me,” she said to Dmitri and Jehuty’s horrified looks. “Mr. Special-Chair, I-Never-Log-Out-Unless-I-Have-To.”

“No make fun,” Jehuty huffed.

“It’s okay,” I said. My group of friends were the only people in Gabria who knew about my disability. I didn’t feel safe talking about it with anyone else; and besides, it wasn’t who I really was. “What do you mean, Jane?”

“You haven’t tried to leave the game lately, have you, Dan? Try right now. Just look.”

I didn’t want to. The idea of quitting the game filled me with revulsion and dread. What if my power over Anna disappeared, what if it all disappeared? So very gingerly, I opened up the HUD and scrolled down to the Logoff prompt...

...it was greyed out. I told the table.

“You too, huh?” Jane rolled her eyes. “If you try, it says ‘this function has been disabled due to game updates and will be reinstated at the end of the Trial of Heroes.’ As if any of us know what the hell THAT is.”

I inhaled sharply. None of them knew about the towers; none of them had gotten the quest. Was I the only person in Gabria with that knowledge? It was absurd; but what was even more so was the strange sense of relief that filled my body at seeing that disabled Logoff button. I wasn’t going to have to leave – even with everything that was going on, that relaxed me.

“So we’re all stuck here until they fix things,” Dmitri said, forcing a smile. “Might as well get drunk, eh? Try some of this!”

He handed me a bottle of ale. I shook my head, pushing it back. Alcohol wasn’t the same in Gabria as it was in the real world; the buzz and drunk feeling you got from drinking it was just different enough from the real thing that it gave me fits. But Dmitri wasn’t hearing it.

“Drink it,” he said insistently. “Trust me. Just try it.”

Shrugging, I took the mug from his hands. I downed half the thing in a single gulp; as it went down my throat I felt my eyes widen and a shock run down my spine. It was good – really good. It didn’t taste like some designer’s approximation of a fancy beer – it tasted like the real thing.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “That’s amazing.”

“It’s the real thing, huh?” Dmitri beamed with pride. “So we’ll just hang out here until the developers fix all this. Beer is cheap, and the bartender has an unlimited supply. Sound good?”

I couldn’t help but agree. Something niggled at me, though. “You don’t...you don’t think people are really dying, do you?”

“Of course not!” Dmitri laughed, but his eyes didn’t look so sure. “They’re probably just getting kicked out of the game like you said. But I’m less interested in that than this little cutie you brought with you.” He turned to Anna, pushing a drink her way. “By the look of your gear, you’re a higher level than everyone else at this table. How’d a girl like you end up giving our Danny a helping hand?”

I expected Nice Anna, all smiles and explanations. Instead, what we got was a little bit different. Her brows furrowed as she turned to me. “May I tell them my level, Master?”

Dmitri nearly dropped his drink. All around the table, my friends went dead quiet, stunned.

Jehuty was the first to recover. “Master!?” he said, deep and confused.

“I don’t think anyone’s ever used a word like that to describe Danny,” Dmitri said with a nervous laugh.

I looked over at Jane. She, more than anyone else, was capable of putting things together. I saw the truth of it appear on her face, and her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Holy shit,” she whispered.

Well, no sense in hiding it, I thought. “Guys, there’s a little bit more to the story. Anna...is Charmed.”





Chapter Six
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“Charmed,” Jane said, practically spitting the word out. “You Charmed her.”

“It makes sense.” Dmitri looked as if he were talking to himself. “Jehuty can cut people in half, Jane can burn them to a crisp with fireballs...Dan can hypnotize them.”

Jehuty shook his head, a massive laugh shaking his jowls. “No way. No way.”

I shrugged. “Tell them, Anna.”

Anna’s smile was perky and perfect as she spoke. “I belong to Master Daniel. I fight with him, I serve his needs, I do everything he commands. I love him.” She made it sound like it was the most awesome thing in the world. 

Dmitiri’s jaw hit the floor. “No way. Dan, holy shit man!”

“This is sick,” Jane added, shaking her head.

“Wow,” Jehuty said. “Wow.”

“It’s like she’s your pet, man! It’s too bad you can’t do anything about it,” Dmitri said with a leer. “You know?”

I didn’t say anything. And I kept on not saying anything for so long that the rest of the table went dead silent.

“No way. No fucking way!” Dmitri turned to Anna, like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “You and him, you...”

Anna knew exactly what they were getting at. “Master and I have made love several times,” she said with a demure little nibble to her bottom lip. Then she turned to me, her face flushing with sudden heat. “I can feel your seed inside me right now, Sir.”

Dmitri and Jehuty looked utterly poleaxed, but Jane shoved herself back from the table. “That’s it,” she huffed, “I’m out of here.”

“Wait,” Dmitri asked, “where are you going?”

Jehuty looked just as confused. “Leave? No leave.”

“No I’m done sitting here listening to this.” The anger that had been building inside of her throughout my story had reached a boiling point, and she was no longer holding it in. “What you did to this girl...it’s sick, Dan. It’s rape! You fucking brainwashed her into some kind of...some kind of sex slave! I thought you were a good guy? You’re some kind of monster!”

“Woah woah woah, it’s not like that!” I half-rose out of my seat, trying to calm her down. People were beginning to turn and stare from her outburst, and the last thing we needed was for the crowd to turn against us.

“Don’t touch me! You are not doing any of that hypno shit to me!”

This was bad. People were starting to furrow their brows and talk to each other. It seemed that no one in town had realized what Mesmers were capable of, but if word spread I could find a whole lot of people wanting nothing to do with me, fast.

It’s worse than that, I thought suddenly, picturing those three high-level players at the gate. What if...

My blood froze.

“Jane, I need your help,” I whispered quickly. “Do you have any Detect Charm scrolls?”

She looked at me like I’d grown a second head. “What...I don’t want anything to do with you! How do I know you wont turn me into your little whore like your redhead elf slut?”

“I would never do that,” I assured her. “It’s not like I knew what was going to happen.”

Jane didn’t look convinced. I had to get everyone on my side, and fast. If I was right about the awful idea growing in the back of my head, we had to get out of town fast. I’m not proud of what I decided to do, but it was the only way to calm Jane down. I had to lie.

“You’re just as bad as whoever killed that Ranger,” Jane spat. “What you did is even worse than killing-”

“Anna killed that Ranger,” I hissed. That shut her up. “And she would have killed me too, if I hadn’t gotten her first,” I added.

She stopped where she was. I could see her thinking about what I’d just said. She wanted to believe me, I could tell – she didn’t want to think I was the kind of person to forcibly enslave someone. And really, it had been a kind of accident – just not the one I was about to describe.

“Anna,” Jane said flatly. “Is what Daniel says true?”

I prayed that she’d understand what I was trying to do. And thankfully, she did.

“Yes,” Anna said without a hint of guilt. “He stumbled on me while I was fighting that Ranger. Normally I would have been able to kill him easily, but I was weakened enough that he was able to enslave me before I could attack him. I don’t think he even knew it would work beforehand.” She turned to me and smiled. “I’m so glad it did work, Master. I’m so happy being your girl.”

“That’s just what she would say,” Jane retorted, but most of the heat had gone out of her voice. I could tell she wanted to believe it had been an accident, that I was essentially blameless.

“Come off it, Jane,” Dmitri said. Conversation had resumed around us, most people taking her outburst as just another anxious person trapped in the game. “You heard the story. It was kill or be killed. Even if Anna has to do what Dan says, at least she’s alive. And I’m sure she’ll be fine once she gets out of the game.”

“Dan Master,” Jehuty said with a smirk. “Master of cute elf girl.”

“You’re gross, too,” Jane said, shaking her head. “You’re sick. But I agree – there wasn’t anything you could have done. And I’m glad you’re alive.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said with a smirk.

“But if you so much as toss a single Spiral Shot at me, I’m cutting your fucking dick off,” she said, sounding dead serious.

“Of course,” I agreed. But a dark little part of my brain added: You’d never see it coming, anyway.

It was good that I’d calmed my friends down. But I had bigger things to worry about.

“Detect Charm,” I repeated. “You got one?”

She frowned. “Why?”

I turned to indicate the whole table. “We need to get out of here. I think something really, really bad is about to happen, and I think I know how to prove it. Will you help me or not?”

“Okay, okay, geez.” Jane tapped her HUD and a tiny chest appeared over her wrist. She leafed through it, searching her inventory. “I know I found one somewhere...ah, here we go.” She held it out, but snatched it back before I could take it.

“Hey. What gives?”

“I’m using this on me,” Jane said. “I don’t know how much I trust Doctor Hypnosis just yet.”

“Fine,” I agreed. I didn’t have time to argue. “Cast it, then come with me.”

She looked at the scroll. To me, it was just a muddle of runes – it was bound to her specifically unless she chose to give or trade the item to someone else. Only for Jane did the squiggles form into words, words she read off in an angry little mutter. As the last syllable left her lips, the scroll flashed and disappeared.

“Did it work?” I asked.

“Yeah. Your girlfriend’s got a sapphire glow around her. She’s charmed, alright. Are you still in there, Anna?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Never mind. What did you want me to do, Daniel?”

“Come with me. We’re not going far,” I added, seeing her hesitate. “Not far enough for me to try anything – just to the front door of the bar.”

She followed me, although she didn’t look happy to be doing it. We muscled our way through the crowd until we found our way to the front door of the Paseo. From the street you could just barely see the front gate, the three high-level players standing in the exact same places they were when Anna and I passed.

I should have realized it then, I told myself. No one stays in one spot for that long in Gabria.

“Look at those guards down there,” I told Jane. “What do you see?”

She squinted, blocking out the sun with her hand. “Just three people...”

A moment later, she froze, a tremor passing through her body. Shit.

“They’re glowing, aren’t they?” I asked.

“Dan? She took a step backwards and grabbed my shoulder. “What does that mean? Is it bad?”

“It means I’m not the only one who’s figured out what Mesmers can do,” I whispered. My mind raced, putting the pieces together as quickly as the words came out of my mouth. “They must have seen that everyone was going to towns to feel safe. But there’s only one way into or out of most villages – they’re built like rat traps. Those ‘guards’ aren’t there to keep dangerous people out – they’re meant to stop anyone from leaving. He – or she, I guess – wants us all in one place.”

“Who wants us in one place? For what? To kill us?”

I shook my head. “A high-level player, or several of them. I took control of someone ten levels above me, and I’m the shittiest Mesmer in Gabria. I bet a level fifty Mesmer could enslave this entire town without breaking a sweat. You’d control an army without having to fire a single shot...”

Her hands trembled inside of her robe. “We have to get out of here. Right now.”

“We have to get Dmitri and Jehuty,” I said, looking inside the bar. “Maybe there’s somewhere we can hide...”

“Oh fuck!” Jane grabbed my arm, and suddenly I could see what she was seeing – figures leaving the woods, converging on the front gate.

“We’re too late,” I realized, ice forming in the pit of my stomach. “Come on.”

I shoved her inside, pushing through the crowd. Kobolds and Dwarves cried out in surprise as we trampled through, trying to get back to our table. When we got there, Dmitri and Jehuty were staring openly at us.

“What’s wrong?” Dmitri asked.

“We’re leaving,” Jane said. “Tell your slave girl to follow us, Dan. We’ve got to find a way out of this village.”

“There is no way out,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s the point. We’re going to have to fight our way out.”

“Are you kidding!?” Panic filled Jane’s voice. “Those are level fifties sitting their Charmed asses at the front gate-”

“Wait,” Dmitri asked, trying to keep up. “Charmed?”

Just then, the sound of a horn blew from out in the street. Conversations stopped as quickly as snapping a thread; everyone turned and stared out the big front windows of the Inn.

“Will everyone file into the street, please?” The voice was loud and authoritative, somehow rising above normal sounds. “There is a very important announcement for all players...”

“Finally!” someone said. People started filing out of the inn, going placidly into the street.

“No,” Jane cried, reaching out for the nearest player. “It’s a trap...”

“Let them go,” I whispered. My mind was working on a plan, but the situation looked grim. “We have one shot at this, Jane – we might be able to sneak out in the chaos. Maybe.”

“Sneak out? We have to stop it!”

“Yeah – fight!” Jehuty picked up his shield and hit it with a massive fist.

“We have to be smart about this,” I said. I didn’t like the way I’d suddenly become the leader of the group – it felt too much like a battlefield promotion. “We can’t let on that we know what’s going to happen. Be ready to run for the gate on my signal, okay?”

“I’ll do just as you say, Master,” Anna said seriously. “I’ll die before I let them take you.”

I swallowed hard. I knew she meant exactly what she said – and that scared me. I didn’t want anyone to die for me.

“Get in the back,” I nodded, leading the tiny group into the back of the crowd. “Try to blend in.”

Out in the street, the village was organized in a rough circle around the front gate. Despite the empty appearance Anna and I had when we arrived, there was a larger than normal population gathered around the entrance. They must have all been hiding, I thought.

The three guards from earlier now stood at the head of an entire gang of high-level players, waiting in intervals at the front gate. There were at least three dozen people behind the main guards, and while I could tell most people hadn’t noticed yet, nearly all of them were Mesmers.

There was something new about the guards, too – all of them had unequipped their armor and reequipped a slightly different version. Each piece now sported huge tears across the chest that looked like they’d been done with a dagger. They spelled out the same letters: COG.

“Cog?” Dmitri saw it too. “What does that mean?”

“Like a machine,” Jane muttered under her breath. “Shit...”

A man stepped forward from the gate, a shimmering staff in his hand. From the way it enveloped him, it was clear that this was the person who’d made the announcement, and that some kind of spell amplified his voice. Every piece of equipment on his body was of the highest rarity: jewelry and armor that would take a normal player weeks of dungeon crawling to get a single piece of. Despite all that, his appearance didn’t exactly fill me with fear: he looked more like the manager of some retail store, a plain-looking middle-aged guy with a mustache.

He waved the staff, and a throbbing circle appeared in front of his lips. When he spoke, it sounded like he was standing just inches away, no matter where you stood.

“Greetings, citizens of Rudo’s Tree! Some of you may just be passing through, now that I look at you, but that’s quite alright.” The figure squinted as he looked over the crowd, as if trying to estimate our headcount.

“Holy shit,” Dmitri muttered, giving me a little shove for attention. “I know that guy.”

“You do?” I risked a short glance back at him – I was intent on watching those three high-level guards. I had a feeling the rest of this guy’s troops were taking their orders from them.

“Yeah, that’s Greg. He’s the only other Mesmer I know – a couple levels higher than you. Where did he get all that high-level gear?”

My throat went dry. “He’s a Mesmer. Take a wild guess.”

“Damn.”

“This village and the forest immediately surrounding it,” the figure said, his voice going a little nasal through the magic amplifier, “are now under the control of the Cult of Greg.”

Behind him, every one of his guards put their hands to their chests as one. “Hail the Cult of Greg!”

“’Cult of Greg’?” Dmitri scoffed. “I had no idea he had such a big head...”

“Cog,” Jane repeated, giving a rueful nod. “’Cult of Greg’. It’s appropriate, at least.”

Irritated shouts greeted this proclamation. It was clear that everyone on the street had expected some kind of official game announcement; this clearly was not it.

“Some of you may not be thrilled with this idea,” Greg said, reading his audience correctly. “But the Gods have abandoned us. Gabria has gone lawless, and anarchy reigns across the game’s major cities. You will be safe as members of my coalition. Brilliant cogs in the Greg machine, each as important as any other...”

“Does anyone believe any of this crap?” Dmitri whispered behind me.

Obviously there was at least one person who didn’t: someone was advancing on Greg rapidly. It was a huge, hulking warrior, and he looked pissed.

Greg’s smile grew a trifle wider at the sight of the first dissenter. “Where do you think you’re going, sir?”

“Out of my way.” The warrior sounded like he’d tuned out of Greg’s speech from the beginning. “I’m not sitting around here listening to this garbage. I thought you were a representative of the game-”

Yawning, Greg waved a hand.

Instantly, a bolt of pure purple light streaked from his fingers, striking the warrior in the forehead. The crowd flinched backward, and I felt myself go rigid with mingled fear and envy: I’d never seen a Mesmer move that quick before! His spell power was way, way higher than mine. He must have used his goons to powerlevel – or all that top-tier gear was augmenting his abilities...

“I am a representative of the game,” Greg howled, stunning the crowd. “The real game! The only game that matters!”

The Warrior leaned backwards like he was preparing to go beneath a limbo stick. Acrid purple smoke billowed from his eyeballs like twin smokestacks, evaporating in the air. A low, inhuman moan left his lips as he bent like a bow.

“Now,” Greg said with a sneer, “say my name.”

You could have heard a pin drop across the village as we waited to see what would happen. Slowly, the warrior straightened up. He lifted his sword from scabbard, and dropping into a kneel presented it to Greg.

“Master...” the thing that had been the warrior growled. “I...serve...”

“Oh God,” someone cried in the crowd.

“Bring them all under my power,” Greg said over his shoulder to the assembled squadron of Mesmers. “Even the lowbies will make good cannon fodder. And you three make sure none of them get away.”

The three guards nodded, hefting their weapons.

“And if you happen to see any more Mesmers in town...” Greg rubbed his chin like he was mulling the thought over.

Then he shrugged. “Kill them. I don’t need any more competition.”

“Oh shit,” I whispered.

The crowd surged forward, trying to break the defenders and push through the gate. It was a good plan, and if they weren’t running straight into a clutch of high-level Mesmers, it might even have worked.

“FIRE!” Greg commanded, lifting an arm.

The air was suddenly full of purple streaks, arcing over Greg’s head like a volley of arrows. They came down in the first line of the crowd, and instantly the people in front became a human wall, frozen where they stood. People behind them smashed into their backs, trying to get through, but it was too late. I caught a flash of horrible grins stretching the faces of the afflicted as they whirled around, flashing weapons.

“Note I didn’t tell you people not to kill each other,” Greg giggled, his voice still amplified over the sounds of battle. “Go ahead and send some of your weaker brethren to hell if you want – only the fittest may serve me!”

This was the moment I’d been waiting for. “Come on,” I yelled, grabbing Anna and Jane by the shoulders. “This way!”

Then I took off as fast as my feet could carry me, praying the rest of my party was following. The purple arcs were starting to hit the middle and back rows of the crowd now, turning random people into homicidal agents of Greg’s death-cult. If I didn’t get under cover fast, I was fucked.

The Paseo stood a few feet away from me. I had a sudden idea. Twirling my fingers, I cast the Mirror Image spell I’d learned on my way back from the forest.

“I hope this works,” I muttered as the magic took hold.

A moment later I was staring at a perfect duplicate of myself. It stood there, blinking, as I raced behind the building.

“Go fight,” I commanded it, motioning at the crowd. “Distract them!”

As the rest of my party reached the building, the phantom Daniel I’d created rushed the Mesmers. Their attention was caught for a brief moment, then someone with an axe brought it through my duplicate's head. It crashed to the ground, going limp as a ragdoll.

My stomach went queasy at the sight of my own death, but it had worked. Anyone who’d seen me before probably assumed I was dead. At least, that was what I had to hope.

“Come here, all of you,” I said. Touching first Anna and then Jane, I created two more Mirror Images, using up about 2/3rds of my mana.

“What are you doing?” Jane asked, looking sideways as her clone.

“Misdirection,” I said, hoping I sounded more confident than I felt. “The hallmark of Mesmer tactics.”

“What, do you want us to make these things attack?”

“No. I want you to make them stay.” Once the guards killed them, they’d think they’d caught the hiders, and either slow down their search or stop. It might give us the precious seconds we needed to make a break for it.

I risked a glance around the corner. The path to the blacksmith’s hut was clear, but I could already hear the sounds of battle beginning to wind down. That was bad – that meant most of the remaining players were either down for the count or member’s of Greg’s zombie corps. We were running out of time.

“Follow me,” I whispered, praying a bolt didn’t fry my brains the instant I left cover. Keeping low, I raced down the lane to the blacksmith’s stall, expecting any moment for an arrow or a spear to sink into my guts.

Somehow, my luck held. I reached the stall and leaned over, scouting the gate. Even more luck: two of the three guards had abandoned their posts, dueling with high-level players in the middle of the battle royale. Only the blonde warrior woman was left. She was flanked by a half-dozen Mesmers, but they had their backs to her as they picked off stragglers.

“I think we have a shot,” I said, grabbing Anna around the waist as she reached me. “I’m going to have to turn her on...”

Suddenly Anna gasped, turning me around. “Master, look!”

Behind us, the rest of the group were running single-file down the lane. Jane was nearly to us, with Jehuty just behind her and Dmitri holding up the rear. Only Jehuty had just stopped moving. And purple smoke rose from his eyesockets.

“Oh shit,” I said. “Dmitri, look out!”

He noticed what was going on a second too late. Dmitri stopped and reached for his mace, but Jehuty was already in motion. The tip of his spear slid right between Dmitiri’s ribs, a critical hit through his body. I watched helplessly as my friend’s face contorted in pain and disbelief, Jehuty’s spear ripping through his back.

“Greg,” Jehuty grunted, his voice edging on laughter. “Serve Greg! KILL FOR GREG!”

“No!”

I turned – I was already charging a Spiral Shot – but Anna’s fingers gripped hard into my shoulder. “We have to go now, Master,” she said, her voice hot against my ear. “This is our only chance.”

“Are you crazy!? I’m not leaving them behind!”

But Dmitri was already sinking to his knees, Jehuty standing over him with a vicious smile on his face. He pulled the spear out slowly, twisting it in a way that made my friend scream in torment.

“Dmitri! No!” I struggled in Anna’s grip, trying to get free.

“You can’t save them,” she told me firmly. “It’s just the three of us now.”

She was right. And I hated that she was right, hated it with every fiber of my being. I didn’t even have to time to watch my friend die.

His eyes locked with mine as he slumped over, full of pain and fear. Dmitri had said he believed no one really died in Gabria, that we were all just sent back to the real world, but he didn’t look like that belief was all that stable anymore. With a trembling hand, he reached out for his three friends.

“I’m sorry,” I cried, turning away with a whimper. I have to make this count. We’re NOT all becoming Greg’s slaves here...

Throwing caution to the wind, I raced from behind the blacksmith’s stall. I couldn’t feel anything, not the weight of my feet as they strode through the dirt, not the pale warmth of the arousal spell I was channeling between my fists. A low, terrible scream of fury erupted from my throat. 

The warrior girl turned just in time to see me bearing down on her. Fear flashed in her eyes for the briefest moment, then turned to smug disdain as she noticed my lack of weapons. With almost casual slowness, she reached for her sword.

That’s what you think, bitch. I loosed the spell.

The pink arrow slammed into the warrior girl, shocking her so badly her fingers fumbled at her scabbard. Her eyes shot wide with shock, her mouth working silently as if trying to give voice to the feelings churning within her. She had learned to deal with pain – no doubt she’d survived a hundred deaths and rebirths in battle during her life in Gabria – but pleasure was another beast entirely. She’d never felt this good inside the game before; she’d never even known it was possible to feel this good. It wasn’t her fault; before me, it really was unthinkable.

Before she could recover, I channeled a Pleasure Bolt between my fingers, tossing it into her from point-blank range. I hadn’t had time to experiment with it before and see the effects it produced, but looking at the warrior girl I could tell it made one hell of a difference. Her hand gripped her sword white-knuckle tight, the muscles of her face forming an agonized expression of pleasure. A low, guttural moan left her throat as ecstasy washed over her in a wave. Lust warred with disbelief in her eyes, as if she couldn’t believe how quickly she’d been bested, how she lost control over her own body.

I didn’t stop, not for a second. I had moments before the rest of the group would turn and see me, and I had no hope of standing my ground against so many. Letting my own momentum propel me forward, I formed a final spell between my palms. I ignored the cries of my party members behind me. I ignored the screaming inside my own head- 

She’s a fucking level FIFTY this will never work another Mesmer charmed her this will never work you’re going to fucking DIE...

I slammed into her, the Charm spell detonating at the moment of impact. The two of us fell to the ground in a tangle of limbs, her elbow digging into my side as we tumbled to the grass. I closed my eyes and laid back, relaxing against the dirt, waiting for her sword to slide between my ribs.

It didn’t happen. And as I opened my eyes, I saw her lying next to me, staring into my face with a look of love and devotion so strong it was nearly painful. It shouldn’t have been possible, there was no way a low-level Mesmer like me could take control of someone else’s target, but it had worked. The warrior girl was mine.

“What the hell? Someone’s escaping!”

The moment had to end. I’d captured the defender, but even she wouldn’t be able to turn the tide of battle. The best thing I could do – the only thing – was to escape.

“Ariadne!” The cry was reedy and thin, amplified by magic. It was Greg, storming his way past his own soldiers at the edge of the village.

Her eyes widened and she shot to her feet. I followed.

“What are you doing? Kill the fucking Mesmer!” He looked nearly apoplectic with fury, spittle flying from his lips. He’s riding high on the thrill of battle, I thought, remembering the dark, luscious pleasure I had felt at bringing people under my power. And now somebody’s taking his favorite toy away.

I smiled down at him, watching his face turn to disbelief.

“You heard him,” I said to the girl – Ariadne? - as she looked at me for a command. Then I pointed at Greg, deep in the heart of the enemy camp. “Kill the Mesmer.”

A savage grin split her gorgeous face, and she charged. I seized my moment and ran, booking it in the other direction. I heard sounds of surprise and the clang of weapons as I ran, before Greg’s voice cut over the fray:

“Don’t kill her! She’s too important! Disable her, but if anyone harms Ariadne I’ll take it out of their hide!”

I couldn’t suppress a snicker as I passed the main gate. That little proclamation just bought me even more time, I thought.

There was a blur of motion at my side, then I saw Anna overtake me. She turned around and jogged backwards for a moment, her graceful legs deftly avoiding obstacles.

“Where are we going, Master?”

There was only one place I could think of that would be safe. A place the Cult of Greg didn’t even know existed.

“Where this all began,” I told her. “We can hide there until this blows over. Make sure Jane doesn’t get hit with anything.”

She nodded and slowed down, letting me pass her. I risked a glance backward. Jane had just gotten through the main gate, a look on her face like she couldn’t believe her luck. Far behind her, a hulking figure stood apart from the chaos of battle, staring daggers into the wood. It was a face I knew well, covered in the blood of my other friend.

Jehuty, I thought, losing my footing for a moment. I’ll find some way to save you, dude. I promise.

Then I left Rudo’s Tree behind, heading north as fast as my legs could carry me. We were the Cult’s public enemy number one now, and Greg would want our heads on a silver platter.

I only hoped we could make it back to the tower in time.





Chapter Seven
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“Holy shit, you weren’t kidding.” Jane’s voice was ragged with exhaustion. “This thing goes down forever.”

Jane, Anna and I arrived at the tower just before sunset. The shack looked exactly as Anna and I had left it. I showed Jane the secret catch in the fireplace, and made sure to replace the rug on the floor as we descended into the hidden depths. Now we were near the bottom of the subterranean spire, close to the chamber where Gabria had been changed forever.

“Yeah,” I said, panting pretty hard myself. It had been non-stop through the woods. Anna was the only one of us who didn’t seem tired: and she’d spent most of the trip holding up the rear, keeping an eye out for any members of the Cult who’d decided to come after us. So far, we’d been lucky.

“It’s starting to get light,” Anna said now. “Whatever power is down there wasn’t extinguished by us, Master.”

That was good. I’d have hated to be squatting in the darkness, listening for sounds of pursuit.

The chamber looked more or less the same as it had when we’d arrived in it for the first time. Anna and I strode into the room immediately, but Jane stood gawking at the entrance, open-mouthed in amazement at the futuristic furnishings of the space.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, her eyes falling on the central console. “This is insane. This was underneath of Gabria the whole time...?”

“More than one,” I said, tapping the keyboard. Unlike the rest of the ship, the computer was dead as a doornail – whatever we’d done to patch the game world had drained all of the power from its circuits. It was a shame; I was hoping it would have some clue as to where our objective was. “The quest was updated: find the second tower.”

“So there’s at least one more space just like this,” Anna added. “One...ship, buried beneath the soil.”

Jane walked up to the console, running her fingers over the keys. She looked as if she was on the verge of saying something, but bit it back. She tucked her hands in the folds of her robe and looked around. “Is there anywhere here we can rest?”

“Upstairs,” I said, sitting on the floor. It was surprisingly comfortable. “Or we can drag the furniture from up there down here. Either way, I don’t think the Cult will be able to find this place.”

“They’ll be too busy anyway,” Anna said, dropping smoothly to the floor next to me. She put her head on my shoulder and sighed deeply, like someone sinking into a warm bath. “All the Mesmers are going to be at war now. The social order in Gabria is completely broken. Things will be total chaos until someone seizes control.” As she spoke, her hand snaked up my thigh. “Someone like you, Master,” she giggled into my ear.

“Gross.” Jane pulled a face. “You sound happy about that.”

“I’d be happy anywhere, as long as I have Master,” Anna whispered. Then she frowned and turned to me. “I know you said you wouldn’t, but you should really make her your bitch, Master. She’d have such a better attitude...”

“Fuck you,” Jane growled, scooting backward. “Just fucking try. I told you what would happen if you used a single spell on me, Daniel. I mean it.”

“I’m not gonna do anything,” I assured her. “Anna, calm down. Jane is my friend, she...”

I broke off, because Anna suddenly jumped to her feet. “What’s wrong?”

“Someone’s coming,” she said quickly, summoning her daggers. “Someone I wasn’t able to detect.”

“High-level,” Jane whispered, staring at the entrance.

“Oh no,” I groaned, staggering to my feet. “I thought we were safe. I thought we’d at least have more time...”

Energy crackled in Jane’s hands as the sound came closer. Anna twirled her daggers, staring at the opening as if she was calculating the precise angle she’d need to do to the intruder what she did to that Ranger.

But when a figure appeared in the doorway, we all relaxed. It wasn’t an enemy – it was Ariadne. Her face was covered in sweat and her COG armor sported several streaks of violent, red blood, but she smiled when she saw me.

“Master,” she whispered, stepping into the room with a wobble. “I found you.”

“Jesus!” I raced across the room, some of Anna’s healing herbs in my hand. “I thought you were dead!”

She gratefully took the herbs, and shook her head as they took effect. “Greg wouldn’t kill me,” she said with pride. “They kept circling around me, afraid to bring me down. Once I knew that you and your friends were safe, I took off. I had to find you...you mean so much to me...”

“You did great,” I said, nearly sobbing with relief. “You did really, really great.” I just kept thinking, holy shit she’s level fifty. She’s max level and she belongs to me.

“The way you made me feel on the battlefield,” Ariadne said, “was incredible. No one’s ever made me feel that way – not in Gabria or the other world.” A flush rose over her cheeks – it was a strange-looking effect on such a severe, brutal-looking goddess.

“That’s wonderful,” I told her, feeding her more of the herbs. I was so overtaxed I barely noticed when she finished them and started sucking on my fingers greedily. “How many people did you...?”

“Talk later,” Ariadne grunted, sliding my middle finger down her throat and sucking it. I was shocked – she took it all the way down without stopping, and looked like she wanted more. She came off it with a little gasp, licking her lips like a cat. “I need you inside me now, Master.”

“Hey, wait a sec,” I said, taking a half-step backwards. “You just got here, Ariadne...”

“I’m fine, Master,” she purred. She actually purred, this warrior woman. “Your touch healed me in ways even healing herbs can’t. I’m so happy now that I have you, so happy...”

Before I knew what was happening, her mouth was on mine. Her lips tasted like sweat and steel and cinnamon, with a note of something primal and feral underneath. Every hair on my body stood up as her tongue met mine, and instantly I was so hard my pants could barely contain me.

“Oh my,” Ariadne groaned, running her palm over my bulge. “I don’t know if I can take all this, Master. I’ve never done this before...”

Her lips moved down to my neck, nibbling and teasing. “In Gabria, you mean?” I asked.

“In ever,” she suddenly said, looking up at me intensely. “You’re my first, Master. My only.”

“Holy shit,” I gasped. I nearly shot right there and then. “You’re a virgin?”

A girl like her, it seemed utterly impossible. But there was no way she could lie: and maybe her in-Gabria appearance didn’t perfectly match the real world. Either way, it didn’t matter. She was strong, powerful and sexy as hell – it would be like going to bed with an Olympic athlete. One in peak physical condition, able to please in ways mere mortals couldn’t...

Suddenly there was a presence at my other shoulder. It was Anna.

“I want to make Master feel good, too,” she said dreamily. Her hand stroked Ariadne’s bright hair like a pet as she regarded her through heavy-lidded eyes. “Fuck, you are so pretty,” Anna finally said.

“So are you,” Ariadne said with a laugh. “I bet Master would love to see us do this...”

They both leaned towards each other, and then my two servants were making out, going at it hot and heavy while I watched. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing: this was two of the hottest women I’d ever seen in my life fooling around, with nothing in their minds other than my pleasure. I wanted them. I wanted both of them so bad, in ways I hadn’t even dared to fantasize about until ten seconds ago.

Anna broke the kiss and turned back to me, running her hand down my chest. Her breath was hot against me ear as she whispered the words that banished all conscious thought from my mind:

“I want to watch you fuck her, Master,” she said with a giggle. “I want to see the look on her face when you slide inside her for the first time...”

I was about to command them both to unequip their clothes when a cough from behind me caught my attention. Turning, I saw Jane standing with her elbows on the console, staring at the three of us with an expression somewhere between disgust and longing.

She should be one of us, something inside of me said. One arousal spell and she’d never be able to stop herself...

“Uh,” I said, forcing the feeling back down. “I can’t really stop them, Jane. You can go upstairs if you don’t want to see this...”

“Are you sure that’s what you want?” The way she said it sounded so much like Anna after killing that Ranger, it took me aback. But there was an invitation in those words, one I was too horny to see was a trap.

“I mean, if you want to join in,” I said, leering at her curves. “Room for one more.”

“Oh, yes, please,” Anna moaned, licking her lips as she looked over the dark-haired mage. “She’d be so much fun...”

“The more the merrier,” Ariadne said.

“I want to watch you fuck her, too,” added Anna.

“Oh, I’ll watch,” Jane said, a sweet little smile spreading across her face as she took a step forward. “Hell, I’ll even join in. As long as you do one thing for me, Daniel. Answer one question for me...”

I was still too horny and stupid to see the trap. The word foursome was going off in my head like a fire alarm. “Sure!”

When she spoke, the words were like stones falling into a deep pool. “How do you know about all this?”

“Huh?” Something inside of me fired off a warning, even as Anna and Ariadne continued to make out. “What do you mean?”

“You told me you met Anna after everything in Gabria changed. You said she attacked you – that you only made her your slave in self-defense. Then how did you find time to discover this place, Danny? And how is it that you found some magical secret zone right after the entire fucking world changed to make you God?”

I froze. I started to think of something to say – and Jane saw that I was thinking. She knew she had me; that I was trying to come up with another lie. She scoffed and threw her hands in the air.

“I’m out of here.” She huffed past us, heading towards the door.

“Wait, what?” I cried, shocked.

“Yeah, don’t go,” Ariadne beckoned, unequipping her chest armor. Her breasts were full and firm, just aching to be kissed. “I haven’t even gotten to know you yet...”

“You know what, fuck you,” she snarled, pointing right at me. “You’re just as bad as Greg! You’re a monster and a rapist, you lied to your best friends...fuck, if you got a little bit of power you’d be worse than Greg!”

“Jane!” My mouth was suddenly dry. “It...it wasn’t like that...”

“Oh, I’m sure it wasn’t. I’m sure the two of you just happened to stumble upon this shit. That much I believe. And I know that the instant you got the opportunity to get a little bit of power over someone else, you took it. All to get your fucking dick wet...”

“Jane.” I forced myself away from my two slaves, getting back to my feet. “You can’t go. Really, you can’t. Please.”

She whirled around, tears in her eyes. “Why the fuck not?”

“I can’t lose you, too,” I admitted. “You’re what, level twelve? They’ll eat you alive out there. We have a level fifty on our side now, she can level the rest of us up! We can find the second tower, we can end the Trial of Heroes, we can fix all of this! We can save everyone!”

The look she gave me as she shook her head was even worse than disgust. It was pity.

“Bullshit,” she said with a little laugh. “I know you think that, but it’s bullshit. You of all people should know that.”

“I want to save everybody,” I hissed. “This is just...a bonus! I can’t control them wanting me, so why shouldn’t I enjoy it?”

“You don’t want to save anybody,” she said, leaning forward. “Mr. Never-logs-off. Mr. Special-Chair. You know what would really happen if you saved everybody? If you finished the Hero Quest or whatever the fuck, gave everybody the ability to log off? They would. And you’d be all alone in your fantasy world, too scared to go back to the real one.”

Her words shook me to my core. I felt hot tears brimming in the corners of my eyes. “That’s...that’s not true,” I said.

She shook her head again. “You like Gabria better then the real world,” she said solemnly. So I guess I understand why you’d rather have threesomes in the dark than save the world. But I’m not like that. So goodbye.”

“Wait, please – please at least stay tonight,” I said, holding up a hand. She looked wary, but I continued. “I promise nothing will happen. I just...I don’t want you wandering around out there at night. You might end up like Dmitri...or Jehuty...”

The names of our friends sobered her. Her lips formed a tight little line, but she finally nodded. “Okay. For them, I’ll wait until morning. Then I’m off to Breston. I’ll either make it there, or I won’t.” Before I could say another word, she backed into the doorway and raced up the stairs.

“Master?” Anna’s voice made me turn. My two slaves were completely naked now, and Ariadne’s hand cupped Anna’s mons as she slid a finger inside her folds. “What was that?”

“I think I just lost my last friend,” I said, putting a hand to my forehead.

“Oh Master, let us make you feel better,” Ariadne cooed. “Please?”

“Later,” I said. “You two have fun. Right now I need to think.”

As the moans of my slaves echoed through the chamber, I tried to make sense of my situation. Jane no doubt thought I was fucking them – Anna’s cried echoed across the walls as Ariadne’s fingers worked with a warrior’s brute strength within her walls, milking them for all the pleasure they were worth. Let her think whatever she wants, I thought bitterly. I watched them fuck like goddesses. Like animals, while I just tried to get a hold of myself.

“I have to talk to her,” I muttered, just as Anna leaned over and ran her tongue along Ariadne’s shaved slit. “In the morning.”

As I stood there, two things were certain. One: that there was no way I was going to be satisfied with just two servants. And two: that I had to hold that impulse in check, because if I lost every friend I’d ever had in Gabria, I might really become something like the Cult of Greg.

Either way, my objective was clear. I had to find the second tower. Was it to save Gabria, or to save myself? I had no idea, but for the moment, it didn’t matter.

“Where did you get that quest, anyway?” I asked Anna, making her look up from between Ariadne’s thighs. “The one you gave me – about the tower.”

“Oh Master,” she giggled. “I’ll tell you everything later. But right now, can you please fuck us?”

Rolling my eyes, I sunk down to the floor to join my slaves. Some things could wait.
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Oh shit, I thought. How am I supposed to go to school looking like this?

I stood in front of the mirror, looking at my reflection with a mixture of confusion and annoyance. My hair was still soaking wet from the shower, trailing rivulets from my collarbone down to the towel wrapped around my waist, stopping at my breasts along the way.

My breasts, I thought. Wow.

I gave the left one a tiny pinch, as if assuring myself it was real. My breasts were the problem – when I went to bed, I was a solid, firm b-cup. Nothing spectacular, but a nice handful. Today, half-asleep, I had bumped into half the things in my bathroom before I realized I'd ballooned into a double-d.

There has to be some sort of glitch, I thought, grabbing my cell phone off the sink. I pulled up my xCollar app and checked it for updates, expecting to see a request for a breast enlargement that I had either forgotten about or fat-fingered into my phone. Nothing. The change log was blank – no updates in the last thirty days.

“My tits beg to differ,” I muttered.

Setting the phone back on the edge of the sink, I checked over my xCollar, searching for defects. It was a middle-of-the-road model, a little more than I should've budgeted on a teacher's salary but hey, you only live once. Mine was a slender band of blue and black stripes, the color of the college football team (go Panthers!), with a small, ice-blue crystal at the nape of the neck. A number of students in my classes had taken to giving me the nickname “Ice Princess” behind my back, even leaving it on our campus’ anonymous review site, and I honestly couldn’t remember which came first – the ice-crystal collar or my reputation. They called me that because despite my good looks, I maintained an air of calm professionalism with my students - also because unlike most women my age I didn't do things like decide on the spur of the moment to make my tits three times bigger.

After all, I have to have some standards. It isn’t like I’m going to find Prince Charming in freshman Chemistry, after all.

I finished the diagnostic and sat back with a sigh. My huge, expanded tits bobbed perkily beneath me, as if they were crying out for my attention. As far as I can tell, I thought, there’s nothing wrong with this damn thing whatsoever. But then again, it wasn't like I was an expert on them or anything, and there was a lot going on under the surface. Had I broken it, somehow? I shook my head as I let it go; that was impossible. There were safety features. Things like this didn't happen, goddamnit.

Sigh. I gave the mirror a lopsided smile and shrugged, watching my brand-new tits sway seductively with the motion. At least they were nice tits, I thought. I had the rack of an over-endowed eighteen year-old, firm and high without a hint of sag. I felt my new nipples harden as I ran a finger gently over them. Jesus, they were sensitive!

Of course, the rest of me didn't look too bad, either. I might've been pushing forty (a secret I scrupulously guarded from students and faculty alike), but the rest of my body didn't look a day over twenty-five, thanks to the xCollar's anti-aging module. I was secretly a little jealous of the girls graduating in my class who were just starting to turn theirs on over the summer. Having come of age after the xCollar revolution, they were going to have the privilege of spending twenty years or more looking like barely-legal co-eds, firm and lithe and at their sexual peak for decades. Just the thought of it made me shiver, sent a shock of pleasure down my spine that warmed me between my thighs...

Laughing at myself, I pulled back my hair, wiping water from my forehead. “Carolyn Childs,” I said in a mocking tone, “you get a new set of tits and all of a sudden all you can think about is sex sex sex.”

It was funny, but I reminded myself that was the problem – one look at these puppies and I knew exactly what every boy in my class was going to be thinking about – Ice Princess finally decided to slut it up. Worse, I had no way of hiding them – I didn't have a bra big enough to fit them. Not that they really needed one, I thought as I ran my finger between them. God, they were gorgeous. As infuriated as I was with my xCollar, a tiny part of me couldn’t help but be excited. I looked good.

I briefly considered grabbing a white t-shirt and writing “I didn't choose to have these!” on the front in magic marker, before discarding the idea as silly. All I wanted to do was set my xCollar to give me a normal-sized bust and go back to bed, but I had taken too much time off this semester already. I was just going to have to tough it out.

“God, they are all going to be staring at you, girl,” I said, letting the towel slip from my waist. I could picture it now – for the first time all year, I'd have the whole room's complete attention. Me, in some too-tight shirt, trying and failing to hide my huge tits, my stiff, aching nipples...

I had a hand at my breasts before I knew what I was doing, gently twisting and pinching my nipple. 

“Ohhhh...” I groaned. Oh. That felt good. Goddamn that was just the best!

I kept going, watching my cheeks redden with arousal. These tits were super-sensitive – I'd heard about modifications like this, that enhanced stimulation and blood flow, that made you hornier quicker, that increased your pleasure. Supposedly they were extremely popular among the more modern girls. I could see why! Watching myself just turned me on more – I’d never been into girls, but if I was I would definitely want one with big, soft tits like mine. Yeah, I thought, stroking harder. Fuck, I should take a picture of these puppies for posterity.

As my hand stroked my nipples, my other traced between my thighs, where I was already wet and throbbing with warmth. Like most women, I used the xCollar to keep myself hairless below the neck – no more cutting my legs shaving! - and kept my snatch bare except for a thin, rectangular strip just above my clit. My fingers found it easily and began to rub.

I closed my eyes, imagining all those young college studs watching me, their cocks stiff at attention and tenting their pants. The men's equivalent of the xCollar was a watch – for obvious reasons, the idea of guys wearing tight little collars had never taken off -  and it was a running joke that the first thing every guy did upon receiving his was use it to make his cock bigger. Well, in my fantasies it was no joke – they were hung, hulking, pornstar-huge and dripping with precum. How would those cocks feel sliding between my tits, grinding against the oh-so-sensitive flesh of my new breasts until they shot their thick, hot loads all over my waiting skin?

My eyes were shut tight; my pussy throbbed. My climax was coming on fast, but it felt strange – Christ, I'd swear more pleasure was coming from my tits than my cunt...

My leg gave way as I came with a cry, my eyes jerking open as I tottered. I grabbed at the shower curtain and just barely managed to stay on the shower, my ass hanging onto the edge. My cries of passion turned to laughter as I caught my breath.

God, that had felt amazing. I barely remembered the last time I had touched myself, I'd been so busy...but I knew it was nothing like that. That was savage, primal, exhilarating...

“Well, that certainly took the edge off,” I said to no one in particular. I stifled a giggle as I regained my footing, shocked at how close I'd come to looking very, very stupid.

My phone was flashing an alarm when I picked it back up. Shit! I was going to be late for class unless I hustled. 

I grabbed the first thing I could find that would fit me, snatched my half-toasted bagel out of the toaster and headed out the door, promising myself I wouldn't pay any attention to the stares I was sure to get from my students. All I had to do was keep my head down, make it through the day, then come home to a margarita and an xCollar reprogramming. Just another day at the office, Carolyn.

It's just a glitch, I assured myself, looking down at my tits as I started the car. Nothing to worry about.

––––––––
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I lied. I payed attention.

The day was a blur. I remembered getting to class in the nick of time, starting to greet the class – and abruptly realizing every pair of eyes in the room was staring right at my tits. I must have done a terrible job drying myself off, thanks to my little solo adventure, and the gray sweater I'd hoped would give me a sedate look had gotten wet, shrinking and clinging to every curve. Worst of all, it did nothing to hide the fact of my nipples stiffening under the gaze of my students.

I tried to focus on the lesson, but it proved to be nearly impossible. Calling anyone to the front of the room would have been an obvious mistake, given how many boners were being hidden beneath desks, and every movement I made to write on the whiteboard caused the fabric of my sweater to rub achingly against my tits. I tried my best, but occasional little moans of pleasure escaped my lips – a fact which was not lost on my overstimulated students.

I made it an hour before I had to hand over the lesson plan to one of my best students (a young woman who looked absolutely disgusted at me) and run to the bathroom, sealing myself inside a stall and rubbing myself furiously to climax while shoving a hand in my mouth to keep quiet. I had thought it would help, but after that I was making trips every half-hour: I was insatiable.

Finally after what felt like an entire semester's worth of awkward glances and red-faced sighs, the bell rang for lunch.

“Have a good lunch, class,” I said, trying to keep the husky tone of lust out of my voice. “I'm probably going to have Mr. Cedric come in and give you some worksheets for the afternoon...I'm not feeling well...”

There were several audible snickers at this statement. Even so, the class filed out to lunch, some of them sitting at their desks a little longer than usual. Were they trying to calm themselves down, I wondered, or were they trying to get one more glance at my gorgeous, heaving tits? Picturing how good that mound of warm tit-flesh would feel in their mouths as I rode them...

Oh God. I had to get out of here. What was wrong with me?

I was packing up my things to leave when I heard a small cough. Turning mid-stride, I saw two students standing in front of my desk – the last two I'd ever expect to be in the same place willingly. I couldn't miss Joel Mathers; after all, he was a star of the school football team, a six-foot slab of muscle who’d used his xWatch to make himself a fucking God-tier linebacker his freshman year. But next to him was Nolan Clarke, the biggest nerd in my class, leering at me under his mop of strawberry-blonde hair with a look I did not like.

I looked from one to the other, praying I could get whatever this was over with quickly. “Everything alright, boys?”

Nolan spoke first. “I told you, Joel. You owe me a hundred bucks, dude.”

Scratch that: Now that I was really looking at them, it was Joel's look I was really worried about. Nolan looked at me like I was the punchline of some joke only nerds could understand, but Joel was staring at me like a... a piece of meat. A slut. A cum dumpster he desperately wanted to make a deposit into.

I shook my head. I never had thoughts like that about my students. This was wrong. “Boys, you're going to have to excuse me...”

“Ice Princess,” Joel whispered.

I froze, eyes rolling back into my head. I felt my mouth drop open, momentarily outside of my control. It was like someone burst a pinata in my brain, and sweet delicious candy came raining down. Warm candy that coated me from the tips of my tits down to my cunt.

“Oh my....gawd,” I managed.

Joel snickered. “I told you! Didn't I tell you? Come on command, man. There's so much shit they could be doing with these collars and aren't.”

I slid backwards, sitting on the edge of my desk. The pleasure abated, but the world didn't feel the same. It was like I had been wrapped in a warm blanket and injected with some outrageously expensive drugs – everything felt wonderful. The air filling my nostrils, the edge of the desk under my ass – I wanted nothing more than to do whatever it took to keep this feeling going forever.

“That felt good, didn't it, Ice Princess?” Joel asked.

Oh god oh jesus oh fuck! My whole body tensed up as another explosion of pleasure rocked my frame, radiating from my brand-new breasts. I gripped the edge of the desk with white knuckles, riding the wave of ecstasy that threatened to destroy my brain. It would be so easy to give in to this, a little voice inside me said. 

“Wow, I think that was even stronger the second time,” Nolan said. “Bitch is horny as hell.”

“Yeah,” Said Joel. “Naughty little Ice-”

“Let's give that a rest for the moment,” Nolan said, cutting him off. “She can have more in a bit. Lock the door.”

Wait, I wanted to cry, don't...

Joel slid the door closed and locked the heavy bolt, then put a chair underneath the door handle for good measure. “No one's coming in here for a while,” he said with a sneer.

“Good, good.” Now that we were in private, Nolan's leer was starting to look a lot more like Joel's: like he wanted to do things to me, things no teacher should ever do with their student. The scary thing was how bad I already wanted him to do them, to throw me down and fuck me and call me a good little ice princess over and over again...

“What did you do to me?” I asked, struggling to calm down. “How did you...?”

Nolan laughed. “Make you come?”

Ashamed, I nodded.

“Oh, that was the easy part. A little post-hypnotic suggestion, triggered by our pet name for you.”

Yours and two thirds of the other boys in the class, I thought.

“Why would you do something like that? That is very unprofessional, boys...”

“What you really should be asking,” he said, coming very close to me indeed, “is how you got these.”

His hand slid under my sweater and I moaned, the tiny bit of me resisting not strong enough to fight how good it felt. He slid up my taut belly and gave my tit a gentle squeeze. 

I bit my teeth together to keep from crying out – even after two orgasms that felt amazing. 

“Yeah, I bet you like these puppies,” Nolan said, twisting my nipple between his fingers. “Usually the xCollar enhancements are capped at a five on the Hedonia Pleasure Scale; these babies go all the way to eleven. I bet just rubbing these big funbags feels even better than eating your pussy would, right?”

I wanted to tell him no, stop, this isn't right for us to talk about, but the part of my brain responsible for higher decision making was paralyzed by lust. I leaned into his touch, craving it, using my body to beg for more.

“I don't understand,” I managed to gasp. “You hacked me?”

This time his laughter was loud and long, almost triumphant. “Miss C, I hacked the most complicated piece of hardware on the planet. I turned off all the safeties on your xCollar. Without them, anyone with a laptop and a wi-fi connection can do anything they want to it – and by extension, you.”

“No,” I whispered. “That can't be true. They're programmed to shut down if tampered with...”

“Ah, the promises of corporate America,” Nolan said, pinching my nipple with a playful smile. “Buy this – its totally safe. Don't worry about what it can do to you – we've taken all the proper precautions. Heh, I spent all year figuring out how to hack the xCollar – and Joel bankrolled the whole thing. Now we're going to sell the hack to the highest bidder and the richest motherfuckers on the planet.”

His hand moved to my other breast. “And you're our first test subject, Miss C. We both chose you. You know why?”

My body was as taut as a bowstring, ready to fire. “I'm pretty sure I know why,” I whispered.

“Because we both want to fuck you,” he said, stroking my hair. “We think about it every day, imagining pounding your tight little stuck-up cunt while we pretend to pay attention in class. Melting that icy exterior down until you’re so hot you can’t help but get on your knees. You're the sexiest fucking girl at this school, Ice Princess.”

“Oh fuuuuuuuck....”

“That's right,” he whispered softly into my ear, holding me as I came. “There's going to be lots more girls like you waking up to surprises soon, Miss C. They're going to be treating guys like us like real men.” He grabbed my chin and held his lips against my ear. “Treat us like a porn bitch, Miss C.”

At the words porn bitch, another trigger went off my brain – one I hadn't even known was there. I had a moment to wonder how many of these Nolan and Joel had installed when the craving came over me. I fought, writhing against the desk, struggling...all for nothing.

All of a sudden, more than anything else in the world, I wanted cock in my mouth. Not just any cocks – Joel and Nolan's. I wanted to be on my knees for them, like a real porn bitch. 

Joel's mouth hit the floor around the same time as my knees. “Holy shit, she's really doing it,” he said in amazement. “She's going to suck our dicks!”

Nolan didn't respond; just guided my chin towards his crotch. I popped open the fly of his jeans and pulled the zipper down...oh my. 

Nolan had the biggest cock I'd ever seen. My mouth watered at the sight of it, even as I wondered how I'd fit it all inside of me.

I started stroking him, looking up and making eye contact the way a real porn bitch would. “Somebody's nice and hard,” I said seductively. “Did you hack your xWatch, too?”

“Fuck yeah I did,” he said, groaning as my fingers slid up and down his shaft. “Unlocked the safeties on that, too. You wouldn't believe how much come I can shoot...”

“Show me,” I said, and took him in my mouth.

My next wonderful discovery was that I could take Nolan's cock, driving it inch by incredible inch down my throat, untroubled by anything so much as resembling a gag reflex. Nolan must've highlighted it and clicked 'delete', I thought with glee.

I sucked his shaft like a true pro, chasing the taste of his salty-sweet pre-cum. His hands tangled in my hair, forcing me down on him, guiding my throat with sweet, gentle pressure. God, I was in love. I could get so used to this, I realized.

Before I knew what was happening, all the angles changed. I felt my body lift off the floor, my brain going all disoriented for an instant before I realized what had happened – Joel picked me up from behind and deposited me on my desk, so that my ass and legs hung off the back while I blew Nolan from the front.

“Dude, what are you doing?” Nolan asked.

“I'm not taking your sloppy seconds,” Joel said. “I want to fuck this bitch right in the pussy.”

My eyes widened. I started to wriggle, trying to pull away. Sucking cock was one thing – ever since Nolan had called me a porn bitch, I couldn't imagine why I'd ever had a problem with it – but there was no way I was letting Joel fuck me...

“Calm down, Miss C,” Nolan said with a grin. “It's going to be amazing. Why don't you be a good little slut for Joel?”

The trigger hit my brain like a shot of heroin. My head popped of Nolan's cock, my lips moving a mile a minute: “please fuck my pussy I need your cock inside me my cunt needs your cock master please fuck my tight little pussy I need it so bad...”

Nolan grabbed the back of my head and forced my mouth back down on his cock. I didn't care; I needed Joel's dick in my cunt. I was so cock-thirsty it was going to take a firehose to calm me down.

Fortunately, Joel's member was just as enhanced as his nerd buddy's – if not moreso! He stretched my legs apart, effortlessly splitting my skirt against my thighs. My panties were next – he was so desperate to fuck, so full of animal lust that he couldn't be bothered to rip them off – he pulled them to the side with a harsh yank as he entered me.

I let loose a cry loud enough that the entire school could almost certainly hear – but what did it matter now? If Nolan was right, the tools to do this to any woman were out there – and every woman had an xCollar. Everyone wanted to be young, and calm, and self-assured. Now all I wanted was to be Nolan and Joel's porn bitch, their good little slut. I had gone from Ice Princess to fuck slave in a few easy commands, and I could already feel I wasn't going to need a trigger to come this time. 

They pounded me from both ends until I was sobbing, crying with joy and pleasure, unsure where I began and they ended. They pulled out of me in unison, and at once I felt the hot spurt of come, coating my face, streaking across my tits, shooting over the curve of my ass and landing in the small of my back like a tramp stamp. 

Those boys, I thought, my world throbbing with pleasure. They don't like to come inside – they like it like they've seen in porn. They like coming all over a naughty little porn bitch....

With that thought, and the feel of sticky come shooting all over me, I came, grinding into the desk like I was trying to climb a mountain, screaming at the top of my lungs with pleasure, my limbs reaching out for my new masters.

The world was bliss. How had I been upset about my tits? I wanted every inch of me to feel like this, forever...

Finally, the sounds faded. Nolan cocked his head, as if waiting for some hidden signal, then grinned. “You hear that?”

I frowned...then suddenly I could hear it. Down the hall, like it was coming from several rooms over...moaning. The good kind of moaning.

“We put a bug in the school's server,” he said with pleasure. “All the girls here are about to become like you.”

“It's happening,” Joel said, his voice dazed with pleasure. “We really did it.”

“We're going to change the world,” Nolan said with a smile, patting me gently on the head. “And it's all thanks to you...Ice Princess.”

My orgasm was all the thanks they needed.



The Neighbor
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I was dreaming of him again. I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t stop myself.

In the dream, I was more turned on than I had ever been before – aroused in a primal, savage way that almost never happened in the real world. All sorts of thoughts a good girl like me usually never had flashed through my head – visions of me on my knees, spreading my legs, presenting my ass and my tits for my capital-M Man. As I felt between my legs I was dripping wet, and knew that when I woke up I was going to have stained sheets yet again.

Normally, dreams this erotic and enthralling would be a good thing, not a bad one. But the man standing before me, grinning like he knew my body better than I knew it myself wasn’t my husband, wasn’t a celebrity, wasn’t an old crush. It was our next-door neighbor, Gary.

Gary wore nothing but a pair of boxers, his cock a rock-hard bulge tenting them out. I tried to turn away, but it was like I was covered in warm, thick honey – I couldn’t move, and I didn’t want to. I was so horny, so utterly wet and submissive that I all could think about was cock.

My pussy gushed, a warm trickle of juice running down my thigh as he hooked a thumb into his boxers, removing his throbbing cock. I couldn’t imagine the real Gary had one like that, but in the dream it was perfect: hard and covered in veins, with a fat purple head that dripped with precum. It was nearly a foot long, and I wanted it inside of me more than I wanted life itself.

Strangely, my pussy wasn’t the only part of me that was hot as an oven. Over my neck, my xCollar felt like a warm hand around my throat: pure lust radiated from it, filling me with goodness. It almost felt like I had two pleasure centers, two clits – and both of them were pulsing for this man.

“That’s a good girl,” he murmured gently. “Good girl. Take it down your throat...”

I opened wide for him. I was drooling for it, hotter than I’d ever been: not on my wedding night, not even when I’d lost my virginity. I was wet, and primed, and ready to please.

Fireworks went off in my brain as his cock entered my mouth. The pleasure was so hot, so immediate, that I felt like I could barely hold it. It was so good, so amazing that I could feel tears coming to my eyes.

The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure, my throat taking the cock deeper and deeper. It was part of me now, my very purpose in the universe, and as it filled me I felt complete...

...I woke in a cold sweat, feeling ashamed. My husband Ken lay next to me peacefully snoozing. And that stain I had been worried about was more like a flood.

“Dammit,” I whispered, shaking myself out of it. My fingers flew to my xCollar, but found nothing but cold, inert metal. It wasn’t on, it wasn’t transforming my hair or body like some kind of science fiction makeover, and it wasn’t making me horny. It was just me.

I sighed and lay back against the pillows. This kept happening. I closed my eyes, but I could feel my heartbeat pounding between in the space between my legs. Even though I’d come while I was asleep, I was still horny as hell.

Should I wake Ken up? I thought. We were trying, after all. Maybe my dream was a sign: that this time, his seed might do to my womb what I had been hoping it would do for months. But, in the end, my fingers did the work for me.

I slid them between my sopping folds, gasping a bit at just how wet my panties were. It took no more than a few strokes to finish me – I was already right on the edge, brought there by the erotic visions of my neighbor I couldn’t shake – and as soon as I climaxed, a wondrous tiredness settled over me. I was out like a light.

––––––––
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In the morning, I still felt ashamed. I was up a minute or two before Ken, watching him slowly stir and smile at me.

“Hey, babe,” he said, pressing his body against mine. “Wanna try? I’ve got something I’ve been saving all night for you...”

I could feel his erection throbbing against my thigh. His morning wood, of course – one of the fertility experts we’d spoken to had suggested trying first thing in the morning, draining the load Ken had been saving all night into my pussy. It should have worked by now.

“No,” I said, feeling guilty. “I, um...I had a bad dream last night. I’m still kind of freaked out.”

“Oh,” he said, and instantly switched gears. It was one of the things I loved best about him: his ability to be kind, even when his cock cried out for release. He held me against him and stroked my hair, and the anxiety in my belly slowly began to melt.

“About the baby?” he asked.

Despite myself, I felt tears beading at the corners of my eyes. “Yes,” I lied. “I’m just so frustrated. We’ve been trying for months, Ken – it’s not supposed to be this hard with the xCollar...”

When Ken and I decided the time was right for us to have babies, I’d activated one of the common features of my xCollar, called FertilityBoost. Ken had done the same with his xWatch: each increased our body’s natural fertility by 25%, the maximum allowed without a permit. Nearly every couple I’d ever known who synced their FertilityBoosts got pregnant the first month, but we were coming up on four with no success – and neither of us had any fertility problems.

“It’ll be okay,” he assured me. “If we go six months, we can get a permit.”

“A permit that lets us up FertilityBoost from 25% to 50%,” I said bitterly. “I wish they’d just let us crank the damn thing – stupid fucking restrictions...”

“They’re there for a reason, honey,” he said, sounding a little shocked. “Could you imagine if every teenage girl was walking around with ten times the normal fertility? How society would function if everyone could crank out quintuplets?”

I could imagine it – and it sent an unexpected shock of pleasure through my pussy. My cheeks reddened, but Ken mistook it for shame.

“We’ll be fine, babe,” he told me. “I’m going to take a shower and get ready for work. Wanna join me?”

Again, I shook my head. “But...tonight. Okay? I’ll even make it good for you – get my hair teased up, put on some naughty lingerie...”

“...be waiting for me at the door when I get home?” His face lit up as I nodded. “Sounds like a plan.”

As he got up, he leaned back over the bed and growled. “Gonna be thinking about you all day...”

I wished I could say the same. Instead, I was going to be thinking about Gary – whether I wanted to or not.

A few minutes later I heard the shower kick on, and lay back in bed.

What the hell is wrong with you, Megan, I thought, scolding myself. For Christ’s sake, Gary’s not even all that attractive.

Like a lot of girls, I’ve had a neighbor like Gary nearly every place I lived. He’s an alright-looking guy, a little average, but he walks around like he’s God’s gift to Earth. Worse, he didn’t seem to care that I had a husband. He leered at me openly whenever I went out for a morning job, making crude comments that I knew would make Ken blow his top if I repeated them. He was an ass, and I’d been doing my best to ignore him and focus on building a family. Then those stupid dreams, and my even stupider xCollar not making me want to be fertile. It was a lot to deal with.

We ate breakfast together, then Ken gave me a kiss on the cheek and grabbed his briefcase.

“I’m really, really looking forward to seeing you tonight,” he said, reaching into my robe and giving my tits a squeeze. I leaned into it and smiled – that much, at least, I was a-okay with this morning.

“Me too,” I said, surprising him with a kiss on the lips as he rubbed me. “Text me later? Maybe a pic?”

His grin grew as wide as a four-lane highway. “Yes, ma’am!”

And with a wink, he was gone.

With Ken gone, the day settled back into its usual routine: exercising, cleaning, listening to a couple of podcasts. Thanks to the newest provisions of the AFTER Act, the government would be taking care of my needs before, during and for a while after Ken and I successfully conceived a child. I didn’t have much to do besides prepare my body to be bred – at first, it had seemed like paradise, but I was starting to get bored.

At least I’m not like those poor bimbos who get shot up with fertility chemicals on their eighteenth birthday and get fucked by every guy on the planet, I thought, flipping through the 24-hour news stations. Although...

Was the thought exciting me? I squeezed my thighs together, my pussy clenching. Oh yeah.

I let out a low, throaty moan, unfastening my robe. Today that didn’t sound so bad after all: being a dumb, ditzy bimbo whore, letting any man who wanted me bend me over and breed me with his virile cock. As my fingers played at my folds, encircling my clit, I gave myself up to the fantasy, my cheeks burning with lust.

“Yeah,” I panted, imagining three gang-bangers dragging me into an alley and taking turns fucking me, pounding my sweet married cunt. “Fuck yeah, fuck me harder, fuck...”

I slipped two fingers into myself, imagining they were a big cock stretching my walls. The muscles in my leg twitched as I felt climax wash over me. My head hit the back of the couch, my mouth opened in a wonderful scream, and my butt flew off the cushion as I came, clenching around my fingers and sobbing with relief.

Oh, wow, I thought, only realizing after the fact that I could have sent any number of pics or videos of that to get Ken hard. Fuck, that felt good...

Then a sound came that made me freeze, my sweat going cold as a meat locker against my skin. The slow, smug sound of applause.

Clap. Clap. Clap.

“That was one hell of a show,” the voice said. “You must be one turned-on housewife.”

I opened my eyes, ice filling my stomach. I already knew what I was going to see, but the visual shocked me – my next-door neighbor Gary stood in the kitchen, slow clapping as he leered at my naked body. He had some kind of tablet tucked under his arm, sticking out.

“What the fuck are you doing in my house!?” I sprang to my feet, tying my robe in a frenzy. “Get the fuck out of here!”

I expected him to run. Instead, he laughed. “I’m not an intruder,” he said, sounding offended. “You gave me a key to your house – don’t you remember?”

I opened my mouth to tell him no, to scream at him to leave my house, but just then he reached into his pocket and pulled out a keychain. What stopped me was – I recognized it. It was from some stupid sub place Ken had taken me on our second or third date: it had become something of a souvenir of our early days. I would never have given it to anyone, yet there it was – dangling from Gary’s fingers.

“I don’t know how you stole that from me,” I said, my voice quaking with rage, “but you need to get out of my house. Now.”

He put the keys back in his pocket and took out the tablet, clucking his tongue. “Such anger,” he said, in the patronizing tone I’d heard from so many men throughout my life. “And we were just getting to be such good friends, too.”

“You are not my friend! I’m calling the police...”

“Now now,” he said, reaching out a hand as I grabbed for the phone, “let’s not involve the police. That’s not something a good girl would do...”

I froze – because in that instant the sweetest, most intense pleasure I’d ever felt washed over me. It filled me from the tip of my head to the balls of my feet, a full-body orgasm that left every muscle in my body taut and skin flushed and warm. My mouth dropped open, my brain unable to process the amazing feelings coursing through me. The orgasm my fingers had given me moments ago was peanuts in comparison.

“I...I feel so good,” I whimpered, fighting the urge to sink to my knees. Only my hand on the kitchen counter kept me upright. “What...?”

“What did I do?” Gary asked, chuckling. “I think you can probably guess. There’s only one thing you’re wearing powerful enough to make you come on command, and it sure as hell isn’t that bathrobe.”

Almost unconsciously, my hand rose to touch my neck. The pleasure filling me was so distracting, I hadn’t even noticed – the metal had gone warm, vibrating gently against my throat. I gasped, running my thumb over the tiny blood-red jewel in the center of the band.

“That’s impossible,” I whispered. “No one can give commands to an xCollar except its owner...”

Gary laughed coldly, his eyes drinking me in. I wanted to be frightened, but I was too turned on – my body just wasn’t listening. I was still tingling from the amazing, once-in-a-lifetime orgasm I’d just experienced, its aftershocks still rattling me.

“I love you, Megan, but sometimes you’re a bit dim,” Gary said, waggling his tablet. “For all its power, the xSeries devices are just machines – and every machine can be hacked.”

I glanced at his tablet, panic filling me. “No. That’s not possible. If everyone could do that, there’d be chaos.”

“Hardly anyone knows about it,” he said with a smirk. “Yet. I found this hack on the Deep Web, buried way down. And almost nobody has the technical know-how to make it work, anyway. Except for me.” He shot me a smug, self-satisfied look, and I wanted to smack him.

“I’m taking this off,” I announced, my fingers reaching beneath the band.

“Uh huh,” he said quickly. “Be a good girl and keep it on.”

I tried to fight, but it was no use. My body reacted immediately to his words – my pussy clenched as tight as a vice as another amazing, mind-blowing, toe-curling orgasm swept me off my feet and into the stratosphere. I could barely think, couldn’t resist.

“Fuck!” I cried out, feeling juices dribble down my thigh. “Fuck fuck fuck oh my god that’s good...”

“Exactly,” he said. “God, trigger phrases are just the best. The guys who made the hack didn’t think you could install them in the xCollar, but I made a few modifications.” He tapped the tablet absently as he spoke, but his eyes never left my body. “It’s amazing what you can do when your subject is asleep.”

The words hit me like a sledgehammer. The dreams...the erotic visions that plagued me, drove a wedge between me and my husband. It was all him. It was all my xCollar, trying to drive me mad.

“You’re a monster,” I said, my face going pale. “Fuck you!”

“You know what I’m doing every time I say those words, right?” His smile showed no sign of fading – if anything, it grew wider. “I’m not just making you come your pretty brains out, dear. Every time I use that trigger phrase, it increases your fertility...”

He let the moment linger, watching me watch him. “...by one hundred percent. Every time.”

My eyes widened. One hundred percent? That meant I was nearly three times as fertile as I would have been without my xCollar. If he made me come a few more times...

I’d get pregnant, I realized. SO pregnant.

“Ah,” he said in a tiny voice. “I see you’re starting to understand.”

“What...” I dreaded hearing the answer. “What do you want?”

He looked offended. “What do I want? You, of course.” He took a step forward and untied my robe, letting it fall open – and I didn’t stop him. He ran a hand between my breasts, caressing the firm, perky flesh, grazing my diamond-hard nipples with his thumbs. After my good girl orgasms they felt amazing, and I silently cursed my body for yet another betrayal.

“I’ve fantasized about these tits for so long,” he murmured, licking his lips. “Look, you’ve made me hard. Want to see?”

Part of me wanted to kick him right in his hard cock and run – but part of me really did want to see. My throat dry, I nodded.

“Good,” he said, stopping just short of the additional ‘girl’ I needed to come. He undid his pants, and as they hit the floor my jaw did too.

“Oh my...God,” I whimpered. Gary’s cock was enormous. It looked, in fact, exactly like the cock he had in my dreams – a massive god-stick capable of splitting girls in two. Something deep and primal in my brain cried out for it, assured me that riding that monster would be pure Heaven.

“I hacked my xWatch,” he confided in me. “Usually you can just add an inch or two to your cock, make a few cosmetic changes. I’ve unlocked the entire suite!” He wiggled his hips, his cock swaying back and forth in time with them. “What do you think?”

“It’s...it’s incredible,” I admitted. It’s so much bigger than Ken’s, I refused to add.

“It is,” he said, giving it a stroke. As his fingers reached the head, a fat jet of precum spurt from the tip, splashing across the kitchen tile. I stared at it, my body crying out for me to crawl forward and lick it up, my brain screaming that that was totally crazy.

“I can shoot like a firehose now,” Gary said. “Whenever I want. It’s so amazing. Wouldn’t you like to see that, Megan?”

Somehow, I pulled myself back from the edge. “Go to hell,” I snapped through clenched teeth.

He just rolled his eyes. “Here’s the deal, gorgeous. I know you and hubby have been trying for months to have a baby, and I know from my regular guest star role in your dreams that you haven’t been able to. But I hold all the keys – I could sent your fertility off like a rocket, make you so wet and willing one drop of my load will give you triplets.”

Oh, fuck. My body reacted instantly. The space between my thighs went white-hot with need, and my cheeks flushed hard.

“That’s right,” he said. “I know that’s what you want. And I’ll give it to you. Every time I say those two magical words, the ones that let you know you’re doing a good job, you’ll come your brains out – and get that much more fertile.”

I thought of the nursery upstairs, the crib and all the furnishings brand new and just waiting for my child. Ken doesn’t have to know, I thought desperately. I want this so bad...!

“And then what?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Then,” he said, giving that perfect cock another stroke, “I fuck a baby into you. Pump enough come in your womb that you’ll be dripping for weeks...”

I groaned, the words sending sparks of pleasure through my body. “Yes,” I whimpered, before I even knew what I was saying.

“Good. I thought you’d see reason,” he said with a lopsided grin. “Now...get on your knees.”

“My knees?” I didn’t understand. “I thought you were going to impregnate me...”

“You have to earn it first,” he said. “I’m not going to call you a good girl unless you’re acting like one...”

I cried out, the pleasure washing over me like a wave of heat from an open oven. He chuckled as I writhed with ecstasy, unable to think. 

“Oops,” he said. “I guess that one’s free.”

Fuck, I could feel my body getting more fertile. My fingers found my folds and came back coated in juice. It was so thick as it dripped out of me that you could have stuck a spoon in it with it staying upright – I knew any come that entered my womb was going to stay right where it belonged.

I can do this, I told myself. I’m not a bad person. I’m not...!

Whimpering with need, I sank to my knees. His throbbing, holy cock pressed against my lips, demanding entrance. I wish I could say I gave it to him reluctantly: that to the last I resisted his desires. But the truth was, I opened my mouth and took him down my throat with an enthusiasm I’d never showed any man, even my husband. I wanted those good girls, I fucking needed them, and I was more than willing to worship his foot-long man meat if it meant getting what I wanted.

“That’s right,” he said, gripping my hair and forcing me harder on him. I gagged as his full length entered me, threatening to choke me. Only by relaxing the hell out of my throat was I able to take him to the hilt.

As my lips touched his balls, he moaned with delight. “Oh, that’s a good girl,” he whispered. “Suck that dick for me, good girl.”

Any last trace of unwillingness I had melted away. The world was a haze of pleasure, and taking his thick cock down my throat only increased it, made me feel sexy and powerful and incredible. Dimly, I wondered if there was some other command buried in that trigger phrase that was making me want this – but that was a cowardly thought. I knew the truth: this was all me. I only wished I could feel ashamed.

“Yeah, fuck. Take that dick like you want it to fuck your pussy from behind,” he gasped, burying himself deep. “Suck that fucking prick, you filthy little whore.”

I complied eagerly, lost to my base instincts. I’m doing this for us, I told myself through tears.

“Ken is a lucky fucking man,” Gary growled, pumping my throat savagely. “I guess he’s a little bit less lucky now though, huh?”

When I didn’t respond, he slapped my cheek. “Huh? Say it, bitch – or you’re not getting any more triggers...”

I couldn’t stop now: I’d gone too far. “He’s not lucky,” I whimpered, pulling off him and stroking his cock.

“Why?”

“Because his wife is cheating on him,” I sobbed. Every atom of reason left in my mind wanted me to stop – but it felt so good...

“Fuck, that’s good. Stroke me harder,” he commanded. “Yeah, Ken’s got a dirty cheating wife. A nasty little slut that can’t keep her hands off her neighbor’s cock!”

I felt his member grow even more rigid in my hand. I knew he was about to come, and my own pussy gushed with wetness at the feeling. When he came, I was going to get more good girls, and my body was already addicted.

“He’s gonna think that baby is his,” Gary groaned, his cock twitching in my fist, “but you and I both know...uuuugh! That’s a good girl, you’re such a good girl...!”

Pleasure like nothing else washed over me, filling me with happiness as Gary’s cock exploded all over my face. All the shame, the terrible feelings of betrayal in my gut, his words forced them away as a torrent of hot seed coated my face and breasts. Normally I hated come on my skin – I had certainly never let Ken come in my face before – but riding on pure bliss, I welcomed it, rubbing it into my skin and giggling. I was so high, and so depraved.

“That was very good,” Gary said as he came down from his peak. “I think you’re ready to be bred, slut.”

He reached down and took my head in his hands, forcing me to my feet. His face was inches from mine, a wicked smile spreading across my world.

“Good girl,” he said, “Good girl. Good girl. Good girl...”

By the third or fourth repetition, I felt my head vibrating in his hands. I was on the verge of blacking out, the world shrunk to a single blinding point of pleasure.

If there is a Heaven (and God knows I’ve excluded myself from going there), I imagine it would feel just like that moment. Being told I was a good girl over and over, coming my brains out over and over again, losing myself utterly in an ocean of sheer bliss.

The next thing I knew, Gary had me bent over the couch and was spreading my legs. I didn’t care; I wanted him now. Needed him. I could hear myself begging for his cock, giving him all the assurances he needed, pledging that I truly hated my husband and that he was the only man in the world I cared about.

As he entered me, my entire being was wrapped around his cock. He fucked me, and I melted.

“Take that fucking cock,” he grunted, grabbing my hair and forcing himself in deeper. I didn’t care – he could have cut my arms off and I would have felt nothing but pleasure. I didn’t feel like the same person I had been a few minutes ago – I felt like a slave. And I loved it.

I had a thousand orgasms before Gary had his second. As his load thundered inside of me, hammering the walls of my womb with fat ropes of virile seed, I had another thousand, screaming his name all the while.

“Gary! Oh Gary! I love you, Master, I love you I love you only you...”

It felt like an entire day passed before I was able to think again. Thoughts came slow, forcing their way through a foot-thick pane of pure pleasure. I was dimly aware of lying on my back on the couch, my legs up in the air. Something warm as molten gold and wonderful as a first kiss dribbled between my thighs, already working to make me the mommy I’d always wanted to be.

“I love you too, sweetheart,” Gary said, bending over me and planting a kiss on my lips. “I’ll see you soon.”

Long after I heard the back door click closed, I climbed out of bed and started to clean myself off. I had a mission now – I had to make myself ready for Ken when he came home. I had to make tonight the hottest, naughtiest sex the two of us had ever had, and I needed to make him come in me over and over again. I needed to wash away anything inside of him that might even conceive that I’d been unfaithful, or that the baby I would no-doubt have soon was his.

I would play my role. I would be the good wife. But as I thought about it, my fingers strayed to my xCollar, stroking the warm metal with something akin to love.

When I fuck Ken tonight, I thought, I’m going to be thinking about Gary. He owns me now – he can do anything he wants to me through this collar. He doesn’t even have to come over – he can hack my body with that tablet of his...

It sent a shudder of pleasure through my body. I couldn’t wait to see him again. And I couldn’t wait for other women to experience this bliss, for every girl’s xCollar to get hacked.

Soon we would all be slaves. I was looking forward to it.



The Brat
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Oh boy, I thought. Here she comes again...

My stepdaughter Cheryl made her way down the stairs into the living room, where I was sitting on the couch. Today she’d chosen for her wardrobe – you know, the thing she’s wearing around her stepfather – a tight white t-shirt, a pair of lacy pink boy shorts, and nothing else. As she came down the stairs, her young breasts bounced against the tight fabric, her stiff nipples straining and clearly visible.

It was a perfect, erotic fantasy – until you got to her leg. Around her wrist, like some kind of shackle from a prison movie, was a black lock with a waterproof LCD display, held on with thick velcro bands. The day she’d left court, my stepdaughter’s xCollar had been confiscated – criminals didn’t get to use them – and replaced with this similar, but much more confining device. If my stepdaughter walked more than fifteen feet from the bounds of our home, it would send off an alarm to the police. My little girl was under house arrest, and while she was here, I was her jailer: which was why she was trying to drive me crazy.

She’d gotten some of it from her mother. Cheryl’s Mom and I had separated two years ago, after her drinking had slowly turned to drug use and she’d started offering herself to her dealers to get her next fix. Partially, I blamed myself: Cheryl’s mom was one wild girl, prone to walking around the house wearing practically nothing and doing all the dirty things I’d always dreamed about doing with other women. But she was even crazier in real life than she was in bed – so I was taking care of her daughter in the interim. And it seemed like some of her genes had rubbed off in a bad way.

Cheryl also loved walking around the house practically naked: she loved men, and the drugs men would give her to get in her pants. Honestly, the judge was doing her a huge favor when he sentenced her to house arrest – most eighteen-year-olds would have been facing serious time. I was sure Cheryl’s good looks and banging body had something to do with that, but I wasn’t about to let my little girl go walking down the same path. I was her stepfather, dammit.

Which was why I was going to change things. Forever.

I reached into my pocket and felt the tiny remote I’d hidden there, it’s presence reassuring me. I had to set Cheryl back on the straight and narrow: there was no way I’d let her end up like her mother. When it came down to protecting your family, things like what was moral and legal didn’t come into it: I was the man, and it was my job to rule the house. Which was why, when I’d heard rumors about software floating around in the dark corners of the internet to let people hack into xCollars, I’d jumped at the opportunity. With that kind of power, I could make my stepdaughter obey me, whether she wanted to or not: it was for her own good.

Of course, it was just my dumb luck: the hack had already been patched out of the consumer xCollars. But the one the court had slapped on my daughter? It hadn’t had a software update in years. The hack worked just fine on it. All I had to do was work up the balls to activate it...

I watched from the corner of my eye as Cheryl walked into the kitchen, then came back a moment later with a glass of orange juice. Her long, tan legs looked stunning as she walked across the living room, and her panties made her ass look juicy and plump. As I stared, I noticed the outline of her sex clearly visible against her panties and tore my eyes away.

If I didn’t know any better, I’d think she enjoys making me uncomfortable, I thought.

As I looked up at her face, I caught her grinning at me. Long blonde hair framed her pretty face in the light; she was the spitting image of her mother at eighteen, from the photos I’d seen of her. God, she looked good. But I could never go there.

She pouted, plopping down in my big recliner. “I wish there was vodka in this, Daddy,” she said, looking at her OJ.

“Now angel,” I said with a sigh. “You know you’re not allowed to have alcohol. It’s a violation of your probation – you could go back to jail...”

She sighed heavily and blew a lock of her blond hair upward. “But this place is so boring! You’d need a drink too if you were me! Where’d you hide it, Daddy?”

“I didn’t hide it.” I was telling the truth – I’d flushed the entire liquor cabinet the day she came home from court. I’d flushed my beer, too, even. To tell the truth, I missed it, but I wasn’t about to let my little girl start drinking – she got wild when she was drunk.

“Of course you did,” she said flatly. Then, a naughty look came into her eyes. “Could you go to the store for me, Daddy?”

I shook my head. “No way. I’m not supposed to leave you alone.”

“Please, Daddy?” Before I could move, Cheryl sidled over to the couch and sat down next to me. Her warm flesh pressed against mine, and I could feel my cock beginning to strain against my boxers. I fought it, squeezing my thighs together.

She put her hand in mine and held it up. “Look, I’m getting the shakes. I’m so scared, Daddy. I don’t know what might happen to me...”

“You’re being ridiculous,” I said. “You don’t have the shakes-”

Her hand slipped from mine, trailed down to my thigh and gave it a squeeze. She batted her long lashes, licking her lips at me. “Please? I need a drink, Daddy.”

“Angel,” I said, taking her hand off my thigh. Her touch was like warm honey, and it would be so easy to let her keep on touching me. To let her do even more than that. “That’s not appropriate.”

“You didn’t give a shit about ‘appropriate’ when you fucking my Mom so loud the entire neighborhood could hear,” she said, grinning wickedly.

I blanched. I had made some indiscretions early in the relationship – the thrill of being with such a wild girl had made me bold. “That was a long time ago, sweetie. I’m sorry you had to hear all that...”

“I’m not,” she said, cocking an eyebrow. “I’m glad Mom was getting laid. She’s a little less crazy when she’s getting some dick. Speaking of which...”

This was just too much. Cheryl got on all fours and crawled across my lap, like a cat. Her breasts hung over my cock, her ass and face on either side of me.

“When was the last time you got your dick wet, Daddy? You haven’t brought any girls home since Mom left – at least, not any that you’ve let me see...”

This was too much to bear. I felt my thumb graze the side of the remote, aching to begin pushing my daughter’s buttons. I was so close...

“Enough!” I growled. Where the hell had that come from?

Cheryl looked surprised, too; she slunk back, eyes wide as she searched my face. “Don’t yell at me, Daddy!”

“It’s about time somebody yelled at you!” I could feel the remote in my fingers, the power humming through my body. This was the right thing to do – it felt righteous and proper. I was Cheryl’s father, and she needed discipline.

“What do you think you’re doing, Cheryl?” I could feel blood rushing to my face, filling me with angry warmth. “Parading around the house like a little tramp, curling up in your own father’s lap to get him hard. I didn’t raise you like that!”

“You didn’t raise me at all,” she said, pulling a sour face. “You’re not even my real father – you’re just a lonely, horny old man! I wish you’d just leave me alone!”

“Well, if you hadn’t been breaking the fucking law, you wouldn’t have to worry about it,” I said, getting up in her face. A dark part of me savored the way she flinched, pulled back like I scared her. Girls should be a little scared of their Dads, I thought. “Instead you’re stuck in here with me. And if you think I’m going to lift a finger to get you booze or drugs while you’re in my house, you’ve got another thing coming, girl.”

As my words sunk in, her demeanor changed. It was almost too much to watch, the way her mother’s seductive ways came into her face.

“Daddy, please,” she whispered, putting the slightest bit of a pout into her words. She thrust out her chest as she spoke, like she was inviting me to stare. “I think we got off on the wrong foot, Daddy. Why don’t we make a deal? You’re a businessman, right? You scratch my back, and I’ll scratch yours...”

I shook my head in disbelief – and pressed a button on the remote. The screen attached to my stepdaughter’s wrist collar flashed for an instant as the command took hold, but she didn’t notice.

“I think it’s time you start telling the truth, Cheryl,” I said, staring her down. “Were you really going to give yourself to your own stepfather in exchange for booze?”

“Of course not,” she said – then her eyes went wide with shock. She tried to slap a hand over her mouth, but it was no use – the command I sent to her xCollar had done its work. She was no longer capable of lying to me – any question I asked would get an immediate, honest answer.

“I mean...” Her face struggled for an instant before she continued, her attempts to stay silent failing. “I was going to promise you a blowjob if you brought me back a bottle of tequila from the store,” she said, her face reddening with embarrassment. “I wasn’t really going to do anything, though – I was just going to keep torturing you. I like torturing you, Daddy.”

I was seeing red. “Oh, you like driving me crazy, do you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she replied. “I used to get so jealous when I watched you with Mom. I love that I can get you so hard and horny with my body, and make you crazy with frustration.”

“You’re a wicked little bitch,” I snarled.

“I am,” she admitted. “I look so much like Mom – except better. I’m younger, tighter, hotter – I knew I could have you wrapped around my finger.”

I watched as a look of horror spread across her face.

“Dad? Why...why am I saying these things to you?”

I settled back on the couch. It was hard not to grin; in mere moments the balance of power in our relationship had changed so utterly that it must have felt like the ground giving way underneath her feet.

“Well, angel, you’re saying these things because you can’t lie to me anymore. You have to tell me the truth from now on.”

“Look...I’m sorry, okay?” It was eerie how quickly she changed from one persona to another – she was just like her Mother that way. “Let’s just pretend this didn’t happen. I’ll go upstairs and change into something less revealing, and just have a glass of milk or something...”

“Oh, it’s much too late for that, Cheryl,” I said, thumbing the button just beneath the last one I’d pressed on the remote. If the first had been the TRUTH button, this was a special package called OBEY: Cheryl would no longer be able to turn down a direct order from me, no matter how outlandish.

As it should be, I thought. I am the man of the house, after all.

“What do you mean, Daddy?” Cheryl asked, her lip trembling.

“You’ve done a lot of bad things, sweetheart,” I said. “Lying, cheating – sneaking drugs, getting wild with boys. You even admitted you were going to offer me a blowjob in exchange for alcohol – and you weren’t even going to follow through. I think you are long over due for some discipline, Cheryl.”

Her eyes widened. “Daddy, no...”

“Get over here,” I commanded. Unable to resist, she walked forward, a look of confusion on her face as she attempted to slow her steps. When she was standing right before me, I let my gaze travel up and down her youthful body. God, she looked good: she’d been right about her taunts. She really was better than her mother – younger, tighter, naughtier.

“What are you going to do?”

I patted my knee. “Bend over it. I’m going to show you what bad little girls get from their Daddies.”

She whimpered in protest, but did as I asked. With her back arched like a bow, she bent over my knee, thrusting her perky, heart-shaped ass in the air. It practically quivered beneath the thin fabric of her panties. Warmth rolled off her body in waves, her legs twitching oh so slightly in anticipation of the punishment to come.

“Pull them down,” I said, running a finger along the seam of her panties.

Her eyes were like saucers. “But...”

“No buts,” I growled. “The more you talk back, the worse I’m gonna make this for you.” I reached out and cupped her chin, turning her so that she stared up into my eyes. “Now do it.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she mewled, reaching one thumb into the waistband and pulling her panties down. Her ass was tanned and flawless, the lips of her pussy hairless and swollen between her thighs. Slowly she lowered her hips, her womanhood hot against my leg.

“You’ve been disrespectful,” I grunted, lifting my hand. “You’ve been selfish, and mean. Worst of all, you’ve been a little tramp under my roof. That ends right now!”

And I brought my hand down. The flat of my palm hit her cheek with a sharp slapping sound, the flesh reddening instantly beneath my fingers. Cheryl cried out, mostly in surprise – that first spank hadn’t been all that hard.

“Daddy, please!” Tears formed at the corners of her eyes. “Stop this, Daddy, please! I don’t want it!”

“It’s not about what you want,” I said, bringing my hand down on the other cheek. This time it was harder, and she winced with more than just shock. “It’s about what you need, angel. You need this.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Thanks to her xCollar, she couldn’t not believe me – when I told her she needed a spanking, her mind convinced her it was true. “Don’t stop! I can take it! I can be a good girl for you!”

I brought my hand down on a spot I’d already hit, and she screamed. She tossed her head back, and I used the opportunity to grab a handful of her hair for leverage. Then I really let go.

I spanked her over and over again, not sparing an inch of her mouth-watering ass from the hard, dominating smacks from my hand. She cried out again and again, losing control, babbling like she couldn’t decide whether to beg me to stop or to keep going.

It felt good. I enjoyed it: I loved finally putting my nasty stepdaughter in her place, making her honor and obey me. And at some point, watching her sexy young body writhe beneath my palm, I lost control. I reached into my pocket and found the final button on the remote, the one I’d promised myself I wouldn’t touch. Every time I pressed it, it would turbocharge my little girl’s body, taking her arousal, sensitivity and fertility and cranking it up to levels not even her mother had ever shown. I pushed it over and over for several seconds, not counting how many times, then buffeted her ass with a new, savage series of smacks.

Slowly, Cheryl’s voice began to change. She was crying out in more than pain – her hips had started to grind against my leg as I slapped her, and every spank brought a low moan of pleasure from her lips. She was leaving a wet spot all over my pants, her cunt dripping with juice. 

Both of us realized at that same time that this was more than punishment: we were enjoying this, and my cock had been hard and throbbing in my pants for several minutes as I thrust back against her tight, perfect sex.

I stopped slapping her. My hand rested on her ass; she looked up at me with tears in her eyes.

“I’ll be such a good girl for you, Daddy,” she whimpered, totally under my control now. “I’ll be so good for you...oh!”

Before I knew what I was doing, I had my hand between her thighs, sliding into her dripping folds. I found her clit and rubbed it hard, giving her most sensitive flesh a treatment that was on par with what I’d done to her naughty little ass. Her mouth dropped open, her eyes going glassy as pleasure infiltrated her body. I should have stopped – somewhere deep in my mind I knew I was crossing a line – but God, it felt so good...

She leaned up and kissed me, hot and hard. Our lips met and parted, her tongue entering my mouth as my fingers entered her cunt, both of us exploring each other.

“Oh, Daddy,” she groaned, something I had never heard before entering her words. “Daddy, that’s so good. Oh, you’re so good to your little girl...”

“Does your ass hurt?” I asked, grabbing it and pulling her onto my lap with a squeal.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “But it’s good – I deserved it. It’ll remind me not to displease you again...”

“You could never displease me, angel,” I growled, running my tongue down her neck. “Fuck, you smell so good...”

Her hand moved down to my cock, massaging it through my slacks. Then her nimble fingers worked at my belt, setting me free.

“Oh, wow,” she said, her eyes widening as she wrapped her fingers around my cock for the first time. “Fuck, you’re so big, Daddy! I don’t think I’ve ever had a cock this big before!”

“You think you can take it?” I’m going to put my cock inside her, I realized with wonder. I’m really going to bury my cock inside my own daughter!

She bit her lip, her cheeks flushed with arousal. “I can try, Daddy,” she whispered. “I’ll try my best...”

I pulled her to me, pressing her soft curves against my hardness. She yielded gratefully, sighing as she surrendered to the lust burning inside of her. Her cunt was as warm as an oven as she pressed it against my lap, gripping my cock and nestling the head in her folds. She was inches above it – ready to slide down and take me to the hilt.

“I love you, Daddy,” Cheryl cried, her breath coming out in ragged sobs. “I love you so much!”

“I love you too, angel,” I whispered, thrusting my hips upward inside of her.

She came down to meet me, my cock stretching her tight walls and filling her to the hilt. I gasped with the sensation – she was tight enough to send sparks up the length of my shaft. Her dripping walls were as warm as an oven and fit my manhood like a second skin. She was wet and perfect, and from the look on her face as I drove deep inside her, she was loving this every bit as much as I was.

“Oh, baby,” I grunted, taking her by the hips. “Oh fuck that’s good. You’re even tighter than your mother.”

“Yeah?” A look of pride shown on her face. “Did she ever fuck you like this, Daddy?”

Arching her back, my little girl lifted her ass, her hips moving with a fury on top of my cock.. She fucked hard, almost angrily as she rode me, her nails digging into my back as she squealed with delight.

“No one’s ever fucked me like this, angel,” I admitted. “Fuck, you’re so good...”

Leaning forward, I ran my tongue down one of her gorgeous breasts and pulled the nipple into my mouth. Cheryl’s mom had always been a big fan of nipple-play, and it turned out the apple didn’t fall far from the tree – the instant my wet mouth encircled it, she gave a yell and doubled her speed on my dick. Her walls ground against me, welcoming me into her womb, and it wasn’t long before I felt myself reaching a peak.

“You’re about to make Daddy come, babygirl,” I whispered, thrusting my hips into her with savage abandon. “How does that make you feel?”

“It makes me feel so fucking sexy, Daddy! I’m so close...I’ve been holding back because I wanna come with you, I want you to feel my walls grip you oh so tight when you shoot...just tell me when and I’ll be right there with you!”

The idea of coming inside her cunt as she climaxed sent my pleasure up another notch. “You are on the pill, right?”

She shook her head, cheeks flushed crimson. “No! You’re fucking me raw, Daddy – don’t you want to come bareback into my tight little cunt?”

I thought about it for about a half-second. More than anything, I wanted to explode inside my little girl’s cunt, and nothing was going to come between me and that. Consequences, if they came, could come later – and they weren’t all bad. The idea of Cheryl with a big pregnant belly, waggling it in front of her mother and letting her know exactly who gave it to her...it made me growl with desire.

“I can feel you fucking me so hard, Daddy,” Cheryl said with a laugh. “You must really want to fertilize my tight little body...”

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said, burying my face in her cleavage. “I can’t believe I’m fucking you. I’m going to come inside my own fucking daughter...!”

“Come in me, Daddy,” she begged, locking into a hard, driving rythmn that left me gasping. “Come in me right now, Daddy, I’m about to come I’m gonna make my pussy all sweet and tight for you fuck a baby into me Daddeeeeeeeeeee!”

I felt Cheryl’s cunt clench around me, all her muscles spasming as she reached her peak – and then so did I. We came as one, father and daughter, fireworks exploding in our brains as biology did its work. I shot over and over again, helpless to stop from pumping her womb full of virile, dripping seed – and she sucked it in, the muscles of her womb pulling my load deep inside her as she sobbed and cried out my name.

“Oh my God, Daddy,” Cheryl whispered as we came down from our peaks. “We were just so bad...”

“Shh...” I put my thumb on her bottom lip; she slid it into her mouth and began to suck. God, she’s good at that. I’m gonna have to find out what else she can do with those lips...

“We didn’t do anything wrong,” I told her, knowing that her xCollar would make it the truth. “You’re a good girl – you’re the best girl, the best I’ve ever had. We don’t need your mother any more...”

Her eyes shined with love and devotion. “You’re so right,” she said, giggling with excitement. “I love you, Daddy. I’m gonna be so much better for you than that bitch...”

“I know you are,” I said. “And you’re going to be happy here for the rest of your house arrest, right?”

“Are you kidding?” Her smile was like Christmas morning. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be, Daddy. Even if I could leave, I don’t want to.” Her hips ground down on my cock, sending a wonderful aftershock shooting through our bodies. “Everything I need is right here.”

“Good.” I slid out of her, the remains of my load dribbling from between her swollen lips. “Why don’t you make us both some dinner?”

Her face lit up. “I’d love to, Daddy. Then, maybe we can cuddle on the couch and watch a movie...and I could sleep in your bed tonight?”

I couldn’t keep the grin off my face. “You want to do what we just did again, angel?”

She nodded eagerly. “I want to do it over and over again, Daddy. I can’t wait to have you inside me.”

“You’re too good to me, angel.”

“No I’m not.” Halfway across the room, she turned and grinned at me. “I know Mom gave you really good sex, but she was terrible at everything else: including raising me. I’m going to be better than she ever was – at everything. I’m gonna light that bed on fire, Daddy.”

I believed her. And I was looking forward to it. Six more months of house arrest, I thought. It’s gonna be like a damn vacation!



The Hucow
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I heard the car coming before I saw it.

It roared down the gravel road, kicking up a long trail of dust that announced its presence in advance. I noticed it, but it wasn’t much more than a momentary distraction – I was in the middle of replacing a faulty filter above the door of one of the stables, barely paying attention to anything else.

When I looked again, the car had turned and was heading down the way towards the farm. “Damn fool,” I said, wiping the sweat from my forehead. “Another wrong turn.”

It had happened before. There were only two properties on this stretch of road: my little dairy farm, and the big Rockwood Winery a little bit further up the way. The exit off the highway was almost exactly halfway between the two nearest towns, so just about every car I saw was some yuppies heading for a tasting at the winery, filling their fancy hybrid cars up with bottles for their next get-together. And every so often, someone made the wrong turn and ended up here.

The car made its way up the driveway and stopped in front of the main house. I whistled low in my throat at the sight of it: a sleek black luxury car, a rental for sure but a nice one. The sun glistened off it, blinding me.

Immediately my hand went to my throat, feeling for my xCollar. With a series of taps, I decreased the brightness on my vision, throwing a filter over my eyes like a pair of sunglasses. City slickers might have snickered to see a young country girl wearing one of those fancy new body-altering collars, but it made tending the farm easier in a hundred different ways.

The door opened, and a man stepped out. He had the good-looks of someone with enough money to hire a trainer to help him do all the exercise I did normally every day: he had a broad, boyish face with a business-perfect smile. His slacks and collared shirt probably cost more than the farm made in a month. He looked like he was in his mid-twenties, but from the xWatch on his wrist he could have been much older, using those advanced features that slowed down the aging process.

“Howdy!” I said, waving. I am a friendly girl – southern hospitality and all. “I’m afraid you made a wrong turn – the winery is down the road about another mile...”

The stranger smiled. “You’re Mary, right?”

Well, now. That was unusual. “Uh, yes. That I am. You’re not from the bank, are you?”

The man laughed. I got the idea he was a man who laughed easily, but never let it reach his eyes.

“Not at all,” he said. “I’m a fan. This must be the famous Mary Bodkin Dairy Farm.”

I felt like there was some joke I wasn’t in on. Who was this guy?

“I’ve never heard it referred to that way,” I said, shrugging, “but yes. Can I help you?”

The man walked up the porch, smiling like a kid on a field trip. “I’d like to take a tour of the farm,” he told me.

“A tour?” If I had been surprised before, it was nothing compared to this. “Are you sure you’re not confusing this place with the winery?”

He just smiled and shook his head.

“We don’t really do tours,” I said. “It’s a small farm – it’s just me and a few seasonal workers. They aren’t here today, either – holiday weekend. So you’d literally be getting shown a bunch of cows by yours truly...”

He nodded eagerly. “That’s exactly what I want.”

I was about to tell this guy no deal, because my bullshit alarm was seriously starting to go crazy – but then he did something I didn’t expect. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a slender, leather wallet, then reached inside and removed a fat stack of bills.

“Will this be enough?” He asked. “For interrupting your work today.”

Was he kidding? He was holding enough to pay for a month of operating expenses – not to mention my salary. It wouldn’t cause that much delay, and even if it did, I’d be a day or three late on a couple shipments to some general stores and gas stations. Who cares?

“I...I think we have a deal,” I said, swiping the bills from his hand and fanning them out. They were real. Holy shit they were real.

“Excellent.” The man flashed another one of those too-perfect smiles. “I’m looking forward to it.”

I stared at him for a moment before realizing I was supposed to respond. “Um, I guess I’m at your service. What would you like to see first?”

“Hmm.” He put his hand to his chin, ‘thinking about it’ with such theatricality that I knew it was for show. Whatever this guy wanted, he knew damn well exactly what he wanted to see – I still had no idea what his game was.

“Cows,” he said breezily. “Let’s go see some of those cows.”

“Alright.” That sounded harmless enough. “Hey...you know my name. What’s yours?”

For a moment, his smile seemed genuine. “I’m Jeff,” he said, extending a hand. “Call me Jeff.”

“Well, alright Jeff,” I said, giving him a firm handshake. I’m no shrinking violet, and if he thought otherwise, a tour of the stables ought to dissuade him of that notion. “Let’s go see some cows.”
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“So this is Betsy,” I said, running my hand over the animal’s flank. “She’s my prime sow – gives more milk than just about any other two cows you see on this farm put together. We’ll be breeding her soon enough.”

The man watched me intently, beaming with pride as if the animal I was showing off belonged to him. I was kind of surprised, honestly – he’d been listening to me explain the ins and outs of the dairy business for several minutes without losing interest or focus. Not even my close friends could stand to hear about life on the farm for this long.

“Breeding is important,” Jeff murmured, leaning forward and petting the animal. “Can’t keep producing milk without more cows. Oh, what a good girl you are...”

“Yeah,” I said, looking at him side ways. “She’s a good’ un. Over here’s the chicken coop...”

“No need.” Jeff straightened up and reached into his jacket. “I’ve seen enough. I’ll take it.”

I felt a frown stretching my face. “You’ll take it? Take what?”

“Why, your farm of course.” He spoke like it was self-evident. “It’s perfect.”

Okay. This was really starting to get too weird for comfort. Escorting a rich guy around the dairy farm (and getting an obscene amount of money for it) was one thing, but this was another sort of line-crossing entirely.

“This farm is not for sale,” I said, pressing my lips into a tight little line. Maybe if I was forceful enough, he’d drop it and we could get back to the tour. “I’m sure you have a lot of money and all...”

“Who said anything about buying it?” His hand was out of his jacket, and clutched in it was a tiny black box. “I said I’m taking it. And I’ll take you, too, cowgirl.”

Oh my...God! I felt my back arch, my body going up on tiptoes like I’d suddenly become weightless. Pleasure like an explosion rocked my body, leaving me sobbing for more. Firecrackers went off behind my eyes, each one a wave of pure bliss.

“We’ll have to get rid of the cows, first, of course,” Jeff said, turning away from me. He scrutinized the long rows of cows, sizing them up. “You know someone you could sell them to, right? I’d really prefer not to have to them harmed in any way.”

“What...” My face was as warm as an electric blanket. My legs felt like jelly; there were still sparks of pleasure traveling up and down my spine. Oh Christ that had felt good.

“What did I do?” He glanced back at me and grinned, holding up the little black box. “You really are a country bumpkin, aren’t you?”

“Get out of here,” I managed to gasp. “I don’t know what you did to me...”

“You don’t watch the news? That little toy around your neck has turned traitor.” He fingered his own neck, drawing his palm across it like he was tracing the outline of a collar. My hand unconsciously reached up to my own collar, tracing the plastic and metal against my skin.

“What do you mean?” I asked, feeling ice settle in the pit of my stomach.

“I mean, the xCollar has been hacked,” Jeff said with glee. “Cracked wide open. Hackers put the files all over the darknet – anyone with two brain cells to rub together can make those collars do everything they want, now.”

No. That wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be true.

“Of course, they’ve been patching the things furiously,” he continued. “It’s a little war going on behind the scenes – the company versus the hackers. But I figured since you’re out here in the middle of nowhere, you probably don’t go online too often. When was the last time you updated your xCollar, Mary?”

I couldn’t remember. Had it been months? Years?

“This place is so perfect,” Jeff said. It was only then I noticed his erection, tenting his slacks and bulging out like a goddamn log. It was so thick: he had to have used his xWatch to make it bigger. Had he hacked himself?

“Isolated farm, away from any prying eyes...with a young, beautiful woman as the sole caretaker. Let me just say, the pictures on your website didn’t do you justice. You’re a vision, Mary.”

“L-look,” I said, hating the way I pleaded. “You can have the fucking farm, okay? Just...just let me go...”

He shook his head. “No can do. After all, a dairy farm is useless without something to milk.”

“You’re sick,” I whispered, taking a step back. “You can’t possibly mean what I think you mean...”

“Oh no? Why don’t you take a look at your tits, cowgirl. Tell me if you even recognize them.”

I bit my lip and tried to fight, but it was useless. The instant he said that word, pleasure washed over my body, erasing my worries and making mu pussy gush with juice. As I came down from my peak, I looked down at my breasts...

Good lord! They were huge!

“That’s right,” Jeff said, enjoying my expression. I programmed your xCollar with a new command. Every time I say your trigger phrase, your body will flood with endorphins, making you come like a fountain – and your breasts will increase in size at the same time!”

“You bastard,” I groaned. “How could you...ohhhh...”

I had grabbed at my breast while I spoke, and the contact sent sparks straight through my nipples and deep into my clit. Unable to stop myself, I rubbed my new orbs, crying out with pleasure.

“Holy shit,” I panted, a thin trail of drool oozing from my mouth.

“I forgot to mention that part. It makes them more sensitive, too. Soon, you won’t be able to think about anything else except those gorgeous, titanic funbags. You’ll be little more than a brainless bimbo life-support system for those udders, and then the real fun will begin.”

Udders? Bimbo? I struggled to fight, to drop my hands from the warm, sensitive flesh of my breasts. I only partially succeeded.

“You won’t get away with this,” I whimpered, my voice sliding downwards into a low, bassy thrum. “My employees will come. They’ll call the police...”

“Really? You think they will? After all, you didn’t do tours of your farm until I thrust a wad of bills in your face – what do you think will happen when I give each of them a settlement check that would change their lives forever?”

“Fuck you,” I groaned. It was so hard to think, so hard to do anything but keep rubbing my perfect titties...

“Cowgirl,” Jeff said with a wicked smile. “Cowgirl. Be my fucking cowgirl, Mary. Be my little hucow cowgirl.”

I couldn’t help it: I squirted. Juice dribbled down my legs as I came harder than I ever had in my life. My bust expanding well past the point of splitting my shirt. My titties were so big, they hung down nearly to my waist – they were heavy, and an awful feeling of soreness radiated through them. It still felt amazing to rub them, I couldn’t stop, but there was this horrible pressure inside them...

Squirt!

I gasped. I’d squeezed myself, and a thick trail of milk ran down my body.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered, biting my lip. “Oh fuck that felt amazing...”

“Exactly.” Jeff looked pleased. “You’re starting to understand, Mary. You’re starting to realize your true purpose in life.”

“Oh wow.” Amazed, I lifted my other hand to my breast and squeezed the nipple. Instantly, my palm was filled with warm, pale cream.

“Ah, ah, don’t waste it,” Jeff said quickly. “You have a...a free space, yes? For milking? Surely not every room in the stable has a cow in it...?”

He was right. I did have a few milking stations sitting idle. I didn’t want to do what he said – something inside of me was scared as hell, fighting hard – but the idea of latching the milker onto one of these overstuffed tits, of feeling it drain one wonderful burst at a time, sent shivers through my tight wet walls.

“Over here,” I said, leading him through the stable. It stank of cow and straw, but I didn’t mind anymore. It smelled right somehow – it smelled like home.

We walked to the very last stall, at the furthest back point of the barn – a dank, dark spot that was cleaned infrequently if at all. But on the back wall, shining like it had just been installed was a milking machine. I felt a dumb grin stretching my face at the sight of it.

“Inside,” Jeff commanded, and I obeyed.

Once we were in, he looked me over, frowning. “Oh no, this won’t do. Good cows don’t wear all this...fabric.” He pinched the flannel of my shirt where it hung torn next to my breast then let it go, grimacing as if it stank. “Take them off.”

I should have fought, but the part of my brain capable of rational thinking had been turned off. I was a hot, hungry ball of need, and my new hucow titties were calling the shots. I tore off my clothing, exposing my bare body to Jeff like we were the most intimate of friends.

I stared down at myself unhappily: other than my perfect, heavy tits, the rest of my body looked...weak. I was so skinny, like a malnourished sow. How had I never noticed before?

Jeff seemed to see the same thing. “We’ll have to fatten you up,” he said with a grin. “Get that milk really flowing. But right now, you need something else, don’t you?”

I groaned low in my throat. He knew me so well. My gaze traveled to the milking machine, staring at it longingly. 

“That’s right.” He cupped my chin, leading me further into the stall like an animal. “Get on your knees, cowgirl. It’s time to get milked.”

I sank to my knees, my entire body burning with pleasure. My tits pulsated in time with my clit as I came, tiny bursts of milk dribbling from the nipples. I was so full, so sore...I needed to be milked so badly.

Jeff apparently already knew how to use the milker: he attached it to my teats like a seasoned pro. Normally they would never have fit on a human woman’s breasts, but my hucow titties made the perfect udders.

Heh, udders, I thought, the word ping-ponging through my head. Udders udders udders. Mary has udders. Mary is a good cow...

“I’m going to milk you now,” Jeff announced, bending low over me. “If you’re a good cow and let me drain all that milk out of you, I’ll give you a special treat after. Understood?”

I nodded, a low animal whine leaving my throat. How could I not be a good cow? I wanted all this milk out of me and into Jeff’s machine, where it belonged.

He adjusted the dials, and an absolutely amazing tightness filled the clamps around my nipples, drawing them as tight as a hungry mouth. Jeff stroked the top of my head like a cherished pet, whispering in my ear and shushing me. I didn’t even realize what I was doing – the sounds coming out of my mouth were utterly animal, the cries of a creature in need.

“Let’s hear you show your appreciation,” Jeff said, his fingers running down the side of my udder. “Be a good cow for me, Mary – give me a good, loud moo when you feel that milk coming out of your tits...”

I couldn’t stop myself – and I really didn’t want to. An instant after he spoke, the milker kicked on, and all logical thought stopped. The machine drew milk from my tits, squeezing me tight, and it was heaven. The soreness rolled through my upper body, fading as burst after burst of hot milk squirted from my tits. Oh God I was complete. I was perfect. I was...I was...

“M...mooooooo,” I cried, my mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ around the sound. It felt so right to moo, so appropriate to let Jeff know exactly how much I appreciated him milking me dry.

“Louder,” he whispered.

“Moooooooo!” I tossed my head back, juices dribbling down my thigh as the milker brought me off again and again. “MOO! MOO! MOOOOOOOOO!”

It was all flooding out of me; all my milk, all my thoughts. I was a good little cow, a good little barnyard bitch for my sexy farmer, and I was going to give him every drop of my milk.

“Jesus,” Jeff gasped, gripping me tight. The twin streams of milk from my heavy teats had finally begun to ebb. “That’s good. That’s so good, Mary. You’re a good little cow. Cowgirl.”

The word relaxed me, making my hooves curl and my eyes roll in my head. Good cow, I thought, groaning with bliss. Good cow...

“Here’s your reward,” he said, unbuttoning his pants. “A nice, salty treat. Cows love salt.”

He slipped his cock in my mouth, and just as he said it was coated with a thin glaze of salty, warm precum. I sucked it hard, mooing as he throbbed inside of my throat. His hands tangled in my hair, holding me close as he suddenly started to thrust inside of me, then a moment later a flood of warm, sticky cream filled my mouth. I drank it all greedily, working my thick hucow tongue around his shaft.

When he was done, he pulled away, leaving me mooing with contentment. I was so happy being a cow. His cow.

“God damn you’re so amazing,” he said, tucking himself back in his pants. “You love this, right? You love being my dirty little cow-slut?”

I did. My old life already felt like a bad dream; one that would fade as I fully embraced my new life as Jeff’s cow. I nodded eagerly, mooing with delight.

“Good, good.” He petted me, and I nuzzled against him. “Then I will definitely take over the farm for you, Mary. Since you’re in no position to do anything but make lots of milk from now on. Wouldn’t you love to see this place filled with girl-cows just like you? Giving lots of milk, eating until their bellies are as big as their teats, making lots of babies?”

God, babies. Now that I had been thoroughly milked, my only biological impulse was to breed – I wanted to be inseminated. I felt fertile enough to have a whole litter of fat cow babies.

Jeff chuckled, seeing the way I flushed. “Oh, I’ve made my cow all excited.” He walked behind me, adjusting his pants. “Would you like me to breed you right now, cow?”

I mooed with delight. Yes! Yes! Make me pregnant!

“Good,” he said, a wicked grin on his face. “Every part of you should be big and swollen for me. And soon, all of your employees will be right next to you...”

That sent the tiniest little spike of worry through me – like the faint echo of someone else, screaming in the back of my mind. But then, I felt Jeff’s big breeding stick enter my folds, and all my cares disappeared. He buried himself inside me to the hilt, moaning and gasping with pleasure as he thrust between my walls, my moos of delight spurring him on harder.

“Fuck you’re so tight,” he said, gripping my hips. “You’re a perfect breeding animal, Mary. It’s going to feel so good to shoot inside you...”

Come in me, I thought, tossing my head back and mooing. Milk goes out, come goes in. Hee hee, it’s so perfect...

I felt his cock spasm inside me, his fingers digging into my skin, and an instant later he exploded inside of me. Thick ropes of come filled me, bathing my womb in virile goodness. My body reacted exactly as a good cow’s should: the feel of it sent me off into my own climax, my inner muscles clenching around his cock and sucking his load deep into my womb. I was being inseminated, my fertile body bred like an animal, and I couldn’t be more pleased.

“So good,” Jeff said, giving me big ass a spank as he pulled out of me. “You’re really something, Mary. My blue-ribbon. We are going to have so much fun together...”

I yawned heavily, my big tits grazing the floor. Now that I had fulfilled my twin functions, I floated in a state of cow bliss, half-awake.

He petted me a few more times, enjoying the way I nuzzled him, then withdrew.

“I’ll see you later,” he assured me. “Damn, I’m gonna have to find some way to turn up the heat in here...”

As he walked away, I slid down to the floor and curled up, just like a good cow. The best cows.

Master loves me, I thought happily, rubbing the hard plastic of my collar. Life was so perfect. This farm was my home, and I had everything I could possibly want.

And soon, my belly would be filled with the newest additions to Jeff’s farm.



The Wife
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“I’ve been thinking that you should fuck other girls,” my wife whispered.

“Really?” The pace of my thrusts increased, the feel of her velvet-soft folds utterly amazing as I buried myself as deep inside of her cunt as I could. It felt amazing to be inside of my wife, to finally fuck her as hard and rough as I wanted. “Why do you say that?”

“Well,” she began, cutting off for a moment as I ran my thumb over her clit. Her nails dug into my back, adding a note of pain to the exquisite pleasure of fucking her. “Oh fuck, that’s good baby! Jesus you know just how to fuck me!”

“I do,” I said. Modesty has never been one of my strong points. “So why do you suddenly think you’re not enough for me?”

“It’s just...ooh, yeah, right there...it’s just I know you haven’t had all the experiences you’ve wanted,” she whimpered, hanging on to me. I was surprised she could still form words. “You only had like one girlfriend before me, Seth. I don’t want you to feel like you’ve been deprived...”

“I had a half-dozen girlfriends,” I said, reaching behind her and giving her pert ass a slap. “Lift this up,” I commanded, grabbing the warm flesh of her perfect heart-shaped booty, “I want to put my finger in there while I fuck you.”

“Sure,” Anna said, oblivious to the fact that before today that kind of request would have been a full-stop to our lovemaking, and probably would leave her angry for days. Instead, she obediently arched her back, giving me access to her most sensitive entrance.

“I just love you,” Anna gasped, biting her lip. “You know that. I want you to be so happy, Seth. The happiest man on Earth!”

As the tip of my finger disappeared inside her pucker Anna cried out, writhing with pleasure. “That feels so fucking dirty,” she gasped.

“You want me to stop?”

She shook her head. “No. I like that it’s dirty. I like that it feels wrong. Go deeper, Seth.”

My finger slid inside her asshole inch by inch, until all but the last knuckle was deep inside her.

“You like that?” Anna sounded like she couldn’t believe what was stretching the walls of her asshole. “You like having your finger in my ass, you dirty boy?”

“I’m picturing how my cock would feel in there,” I said, making a ‘come hither’ motion with the digit that made her squeal. “You’re so tight back here.”

“You’re distracting me.” Anna rocked her hips forward, dislodging an inch of my finger from her ass but giving me better leverage to fuck her deep. “We were talking about you fucking other girls.”

“Oh, that’s right.” I went back to thrusting hard, pummeling her pussy with long, dominant strokes. She moved in perfect time with me, welcoming my throbbing cock with her soft, soaking-wet walls.

“I was thinking about that girl from your work,” Anna said with a naughty little grin. “What’s her name...Zadie, right?”

“She’s like eighteen,” I said with mock surprise, already picturing it my mind’s eye. Zadie was a lithe, curvy little cupcake every guy at my office had been eyeing the moment she walked in. With her low-cut dresses, generous tits and flawless mocha skin, there was no doubt she’d be a few steps above us all on the corporate ladder in a few years. Well, maybe not now, I thought with a smirk.

“That makes it even hotter,” Anna groaned, locking her legs behind my back. “Barely legal. You don’t want to spread her on our bed and fuck that teenage pussy while I watch, baby?”

“Mmmh, that sounds like it could be a lot of fun,” I told her. “Why don’t you turn around? I want to fuck you from behind.”

“Sure.” Anna grinned as she slid off me, gasping slightly at losing that sweet point of contact between us, and got on all fours on the bed facing away from me. She stuck her big ass in the air and spread her folds, showing me the place I’d just fucked with my cock.

“Yeah, that’s right,” I said, sliding inside her. “Fuck, that’s nice and tight.”

“I love you, Seth,” Anna gasped, arching her back as I grabbed up a handful of her hair and pulled.

“Mmh hmm. Kind of crazy to think, then, that you were about to walk out on me.”

Anna glanced over her shoulder, her pretty face scrunched up in confusion. “What? I would never leave you, Seth. I love you.”

I know you won’t, I thought with a smirk. “It was because of the xCollar,” I said with a little nod.

Without thinking, Anna’s hand strayed to her own collar, gripping the skin-warm metal in her free hand. A huge red jewel – a garnet, after her birth month – sparkled in the center, resting against the hollow of her throat.

“This thing? I hardly use it.” She scoffed, a sarcastic expression I hadn’t seen in some time creeping into her face. “I’m not like some girls. I bet your girl Zadie has hers running all night to keep those big tits maintained...”

“I thought you wanted me to fuck her,” I snarled, sliding a thumb into her asshole. She tensed up, and I used the moment to grab her by the throat with my other hand and squeeze just tight enough to make her press her body against mine.

“I do!” she gasped, wiggling her hips against my thumb. She wants it in deeper, I thought approvingly. Good girl. My hand relaxed at her throat. “I don’t understand. What’s wrong with my collar?”

“Nothing,” I said, pulling my hand from her pucker and spanking her on her other cheek. Fuck, I loved being rough with her. It was so much fun.

“Is this some sort of sex game?” Anna stared up at me as I railed her from behind, looking for guidance. “I really don’t remember us fighting, Seth. And I certainly would never walk out on you – I’d never even threaten that. I can’t live without you.”

I felt a smug smile pull at the corners of my lips. “It was about the hacking,” I said.

“The what? I don’t remember anything like that.” Anna lowered her head and rocked her hips back against me, meeting me stroke for stroke. “Can we talk about this after I come?”

“That’s a good idea. I like fucking you after you come – everything’s so wet and tight, primed for my fucking load...”

“Oh shit, keep talking like that.” Anna’s breathing went ragged, her cheeks flushed as she sighed and gasped on my cock. “Keep telling me how dirty I am.”

“You’re going to come for me,” I commanded, grabbing her by the shoulder for leverage. “You’re going to come your brains out all over this big, hard cock. You’re going to come your brains out because you’re a helpless little whore...”

“Yes...Yes! Oh fuck, Seth, fuck me hard! I’m going to...I’m going to...oh FUCK!”

I felt every muscle inside Anna clench as one, her hot, sweet wetness drawing snug around my cock. She cried out, nails digging into my hips as she rode out the waves of her orgasm, swearing and shivering.

As she came down from her peak, she collapsed against the bed, raising her ass up even further. I spread her legs and gripped her hips, burying myself deep inside her womb with every savage thrust.

“You’re so good,” she whimpered, turning her head to the side. “Nobody knows how to fuck me like you do, Seth.”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” I said, grabbing her breasts and giving them a squeeze. My cock twitched inside of her, her walls so perfectly tight around it.

“You want to come for me?” she arched an eyebrow and grinned, then pressed her hips so hard against me I was shocked my balls didn’t end up inside her. “Come on. Fuck me hard, baby. Fuck me just the way you want. Come inside me!”

“I’ll come in your tight little cunt,” I growled, taking a hold of her hair and yanking. “And as I do, I want to tell you something.”

“Uh huh,” she groaned, getting into it. “Talk to me, Seth. Tell me what a bad little slut I am. Tell me what you want to do with Zadie while I watch.”

But that wasn’t what I wanted to say. “You saw the report on TV,” I said, my hand sliding down to stroke her xCollar. “The news anchor sounded so worried – and haggard. She’d already taken off her own xCollar and it looked like she’d aged twenty years overnight without it.”

“Just...just fuck me,” Anna begged, sounding a little worried. “Tell me I’m dirty...”

“You are,” I said. “You’re my dirty little cum dumpster. There’s a lot of girls who are just like that now, since they figured out how to hack those xCollars...”

“I don’t remember anything about this,” Anna said, but I could tell she was starting to remember. And that it was starting to scare her.

“You asked me,” I said, sliding a finger into her ass, “if I had ever used one of those hacks on your xCollar. You were sort of laughing when you did it, like it was all some great joke – like you didn’t really believe any of it was true.”

“Stop,” Anna whimpered.

“You should have seen the look on your face,” I said, laughing as I remembered it. “I’ve never lied to you, dear, and I didn’t then – I told you the truth. That I’d been hacking you for weeks.”

“What!?” Anna’s hand flew to her throat. “What are you saying, Seth?”

“Take that fucking cock,” I grunted, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. I could feel my balls tingling with every slap against her swollen, silky-smooth walls. I was going to explode any moment, and I wanted it to feel amazing.

But Anna was trying to pull away. “Seth, you need to explain this to me right now-”

“Later, babe. Why don’t you just let me fuck a baby into you right now?”

In an instant, her entire demeanor changed. Instead of pulling her body away from mine, she pressed it against me, coaxing my cock deeper inside of her. Her face flushed with sudden heat; her voice turned to hot, heavy little moans as she worked her hips around me. The trigger phrase had done its work; I couldn’t be happier.

“Fuck me harder,” she begged, the look in her eyes like that of a different person. “Pump that fucking come into me, sir. Fill me up with your babies!”

I was going to come any second. Her cunt was so wet, so tight, so amazing, and she was begging me for it. I grabbed her hips with both hands and buried myself inside of her as far as I could go, pointing the head of my cock directly at her womb.

“Do it,” she whimpered, all thoughts of resistance washed away by her trigger phrase. “Doesn’t my tight wet cunt feel good, Master? Doesn’t it make you want to pump every drop of that sweet, creamy load deep inside of me...?”

She was right – I did. I came with a series of hard, savage grunts, my balls draining deep into her welcoming womb. Spurt after spurt of sticky, honey-warm seed filled her cunt, until she was dripping with the remnants of my load. She rocked back and forth slowly as I came down from my peak, milking me dry of the last few bursts of come.

“There you go,” she cooed, grinning like she was the one who’d just had the brain-melting orgasm. “That’s right. Give it all to me, baby.”

I fucked the last bits of my load deep inside of her then pulled out, giving her a little slap on the ass. She turned around obediently, sinking to her knees to clean me off.

A low groan left my lips as hers latched on to my cock, her naughty tongue cleaning our juices from my still-hard shaft. I ran my fingers through her hair, coaxing her further along it as my cock started to stiffen back up in her sweet mouth.

Just as I was beginning to feel ready for some more, the bedroom door swung open with a slow creak. “Ah, there she is,” I said with a smile. “I was wondering when you’d get here.”

“I’m all finished cleaning, Master,” our new visitor said. It was Zadie, of course – Zadie in a skintight maid’s outfit that showed off her tanned thighs and the curves of her massive, mouth-watering tits. She was practically bursting out of her top as she curtsied, dropping submissively like a proper servant. “Dinner is in the oven and will be ready in forty-five minutes, just as you’ve commanded.”

“Perfect,” I said, pulling out of Anna’s mouth and running the head of my cock along her cheek. She gasped, groaning with frustration as she tried to get the sweet treat back in her mouth. “You can be the woman of the house again, Zadie – you’ve done well.”

“Of course.” In an instant, her voice changed to the smooth, self-assured tones of the woman I worked with – the girl I’d made into my slave just as surely as I had with my wife. She rolled her head on her shoulders, stretching like she’d just finished a wonderful nap. “I love it when you trance me, Seth – I just feel so fulfilled when it’s over. Did you have a good time with Anna?”

“Oh yes. My wife is still a tight little slut – when you can get her in the mood, of course. Good cocksucker, too. But right now I think it’s time for her to rise to reality once again.”

Anna blinked rapidly, her face going red with a combination of shock and shame. She seemed to realize that she was on her knees, her mouth full of the taste of mine and her juices.

Unlike Zadie, she was woefully unprepared for that kind of transition. “Seth?” Her voice was quiet and frightened as she looked up at me. “What...what just happened? What did you do?”

I scoffed, rolling my eyes like this was some habit of hers that got under my nerves. “I already told you, dear. I hacked your xCollar. And my coworker Zadie’s. I can do that, remember?”

She turned, and saw Zadie for the first time. If I’d have thought she was shocked before, it was nothing compared to the look on her face at seeing her harem-mate in a skimpy, skintight maid’s uniform.

“What is that bitch doing here?” Anna’s face was pale and ashen. “What’s going on? Why am I doing these things?”

“We talked about opening up the relationship,” I reminded her. “Specifically, you told me you wanted to watch me fuck other girls.”

“And I’m certainly ‘other girls’,” Zadie said with a smirk, stepping forward.

“That wasn’t me! I was...I was under some kind of a spell! I have to get this goddamn thing off!”

Anna clawed at her xCollar, trying desperately to find the latch that would release the collar’s catch. The only problem was, there wasn’t one: I’d had Anna herself remove it a few days ago.

“I wouldn’t mess with that if I were you,” I said, sitting down on the edge of the bed and spreading my legs. “I’ve put so many triggers in your head, there’s no telling what might happen if they all go off at once.”

Anna looked like she still wanted to try, but stopped. “What are you doing?”

“Well, it’s pretty simple.” I glanced down at Zadie as she sank to her knees, a naughty smile plastered on her pretty face. It was hard to tell who was enjoying my wife’s degradation more, her or me. “You’re a very good cocksucker, Anna – particularly when I push the trigger that makes you need to do it so badly. But Zadie here is even better.”

“As I am in so many things,” she said with a sharp glance at my wife.

“True,” I said, smirking.

All the color drained out of Anna’s face as she watched Zadie sink to her knees and take my throbbing cock in her hand. She slipped her fingers beneath the band of her xCollar, as if she could simply pull it off her neck.

“What are you going to do to me?” she whispered, shrinking back. Typical Anna – always thinking about herself.

“Good question.” A sharp glance at Zadie stopped her lips an inch from my cock, prompting her to look up at me like a slave awaiting a new command from her Master. “What do you think I should do to her, slut?”

“You should use her, of course,” Zadie said with a sneer. “You should use every woman, Master. They’re just playthings for your pleasure.”

“You are so smart,” I said, stroking her hair like a pet. “Now blow me.”

I heard a little moan of despair leave my wife as Zadie made a perfect ‘o’ around my cock, taking my fat fuck-stick to the base without so much as a whimper of protest. She was amazing, this girl, and she was even more enthusiastic than she was talented. I was in heaven.

“Stop! Oh God, Seth, stop! What about our marriage!?”

“You know something,” I mused, “that’s a good point. Come here.”

With that collar around her neck she could no more disobey a direct order from me than she could sprout wings and fly away, so she came over to me – timidly, but firmly. “Yes?” she whimpered, unable to tear her eyes away from the sight of Zadie bobbing in my lap. A thick vein in the side of my cock throbbed in time with her slurps.

“Your wedding ring,” I said. “Take it off.”

She looked like she wanted to slap me, to run, to do anything other than what I commanded – but it was a foregone conclusion. She twisted off the diamond I’d set on her finger three years ago, holding it cupped in her palm like an offering.

“Zadie is younger, hotter, and more submissive than you,” I said. She reacted like I’d slapped her in the face, and around my cock I felt Zadie grin. “Pull off me for a moment,” I said.

She slid off my shaft, running her fingers up and down the sensitive skin. “Yes, Master?”

“This ring is yours now. You’re the queen of my harem now, and Anna is just my slut. Put it on her finger, Anna.”

Whimpering, with tears rolling down her cheek, Anna slipped the ring onto Zadie’s finger. It fit like it was made for her, and Anna saw that she started to sob.

“It’s so lovely,” Zadie said, gripping my cock with the hand and giving me a few hard strokes. “It looks so good against your big, hard cock. This is the greatest gift you’ve ever given me, Master – thank you!”

“We’ll need to do some paperwork to make it all official, but I don’t suppose that will be a problem,” I said.

“Of course, Master. Would you like to come? I’d love to see your thick load coating my pretty new ring...”

I would like that, but there was something I wanted more. “Soon,” I assured her. “First, it’s time for Anna to get her present.”

My wife – well, not really my wife any more – perked up at the sound of her name. “Present?”

“I’ve been training you for weeks,” I said with a harsh smile. “Getting you primed for my cock. Making you love the way it feels to have something inside your tight little asshole, stretching your walls. You think I did all that for you?”

“Oh no,” Anna groaned. “No, no, no...”

“Come over here,” I commanded, patting the edge of the bed. “Turn around and lie down right here.”

Zadie’s eyes shined with mischief as she watched my wife take up her position. “I can’t wait to see this,” she said with relish. “You always told me your wife had a stick up her ass – now she’s going to have your dick up her ass-”

Before Zadie could react, I gripped her chin in my hand, hard. “Don’t you ever mouth off to me,” I snarled. “You’re my property – you understand that?”

“Yes, Master!” Zadie whimpered, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “I...I’m sorry, Master!”

“Right.” I turned away from her, casting my gaze over my wife’s prone body. Fuck, she looked good.

I ran my hand over one of her cheeks, giving it a hearty slap. She shivered in fear, but Anna had no way of knowing how deep her programming went. As soon as I was inside of her, it would take over – making her love what my cock was doing to her. I was so looking forward to the moment the fear gave way to submission. I wanted to savor the moment.

“Fuck her ass, Master,” Zadie whispered, rubbing her chin. “Show that slut who’s in charge.”

“Please, Seth,” Anna begged, squirming. “Give me back my ring. Don’t put this bitch ahead of me. We can...I can just forget this happened. You have that power...”

“Oh, I don’t want you to forget a moment of this,” I said, sliding her panties down so that the only thing she wore was the six-inch fuck-me heels she’d had on before all this had happened. “And soon, neither will you.”

Before she could protest, I placed the head of my cock against her pucker and thrust, sliding into her tightest, most intimate entrance without resistance. Anna cried out, but it was a strange, strangled sound – almost as if the pain she’d expected to feel wasn’t there. And as I locked into rhythm, pummeling the inside of her asshole with my cock, it was impossible not to notice the change coming over her.

“You like it, don’t you?” I brought my hand down on one cheek as I fucked her harder. “Don’t deny it.”

Little gasps left Anna’s lips with every thrust, but her hips were already rocking back against me, matching me thrust for thrust. With her help, I was going even deeper inside of her, filling her in ways I never had before.

I grabbed her hair and pinned her against me, holding her to the bed as I fucked her. “Admit it!”

“I love it!” Anna’s face contorted in shame, but there was no use denying the truth. “Oh God, Master, it feels so good! Keep fucking my ass, Master, fuck me until you can feel my throat from the back!”

As Zadie watched, rubbing her clit with hard strokes, I fucked my wife’s ass raw. I had never felt anything as tight and perfect, so utterly ready for my load.

“You used to say you’d never let me do this,” I snarled, feeling my balls slapping against her cunt. “You said it was dirty – that it was wrong. Now you want it so badly, you’d beg me to keep going if I stopped. Wouldn’t you?”

“Please, please don’t stop!” Anna was totally lost now, utterly helpless to resist. “Fuck me, Master, fuck me!”

Slower than before, I felt the wave creep up my spine as I prepared to shoot. The tightness made it harder to come, made me last longer, and it was some time before I felt the sweet wash of release flood my body. But finally, I felt myself explode inside Anna’s ass, filling her most private channel with a flood of come. She groaned and clawed the bed, the feel of it sending her over the edge into her own hypnotic orgasm as she screamed and sobbed my name.

Finally, after milking every last drop of pleasure from her, I pulled out of her ass and slapped it with my cock.

“That was fun,” I said, sitting back on the bed and relaxing. “Whew. Now, why don’t you two be good little slaves and realize you’re made to serve?”

Instantly, both girls snapped to attention. Zadie forgot all about her sopping cunt; Anna didn’t even stop to wipe the load that dribbled from her asshole. Both girls were my perfect, almost robotic servants, ready for orders.

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison. “We shall cook and clean.”

“Well, dinner’s already being prepared,” I said, lying back. “But you could fix me a drink.”

“Yes, Master,” they repeated, leaving the room as one.

Christ, I love the xCollar, I thought, smiling to myself. I did so love playing these little power games with my slave girls. As I flipped the news on to watch another story about society being transformed overnight thanks to the xCollar hack, I thought about what I’d do next.

She’ll have to give the ring back, I mused. Maybe next time I’ll make Anna the dominant one, and violate Zadie’s sweet little ass...

That would be fun.



BONUS STORY: "Long-Distance Fuck!"
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I stared at the box. 
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I was sitting on the bed in my dorm room, my roommate thankfully gone to class for the next couple of hours. Normally I liked to use this time to power up my laptop and get on video chat with my boyfriend Stephen, since his classes don't usually start until the afternoon. I was dressed for comfort, but also to give him a little show: a tight school logo t-shirt and a pair of cute pink sweatpants I could slide off at the earliest opportunity. I was braless – I loved how incredibly hot my breasts looked straining against the thin fabric, and I especially loved the look on Stephen's face when he saw them. But instead of booting up the laptop, I stared at the box. 

It was waiting outside my door when I opened it this morning, with the logo of some corporation I didn't recognize stamped on the side and a postmark from Stephen's college, halfway across the country. There was a note written on the top in Sharpie, in what could only have been my boyfriend's handwriting:

“Bailey – Call Me Before You Open This!

~Love, S”

So it's some kind of present, I thought. It was the first thing Stephen had sent me in the two weeks since the fall semester had started, and I felt a pang of loneliness just looking at it. For the thousandth time, I wished Stephen and I had gotten into the same college. I'd feel so much better if he were here, I thought. And we wouldn't have to spend our mornings touching ourselves over the computer if he could just slip into my dorm whenever he wanted. We were high-school sweethearts, and even though all of our friends had told us it was a mistake, we'd promised each other we'd stay together through college.  Just two weeks in, it was harder then I'd ever expected – the temptation to fall into the arms of any of the dozens of hunky guys I met on a daily basis was strong, but what could I do? I loved Stephen, he was the greatest boyfriend ever, my best friend and absolutely mind-blowing in bed – the first and only guy I had ever felt comfortable enough to make love to. For him, I would do the long-distance thing.

I ran my fingers over the lid of the box. Curiosity filled me like a strong drink; I was tempted to throw the box open right then and there and spoil the surprise. Instead, I booted up my laptop and connected to video chat.

“Hey babe,” Stephen said, his sexy smile filling the computer screen. I felt a little heat build between my thighs at that smile. “Did you get my present?” 

“I sure did,” I said. I rolled onto my stomach and faced the screen, giving Stephen a good view of the tops of my breasts through the neck of my shirt. “Can I open it now?” Stephen's eyes bugged a little at the sight of my tits, his mouth dropping open slightly. That warmth between my legs was building a little higher. I stifled a giggle.

“Sure,” he said, not taking his eyes off my breasts. “I'll explain what it is once you open it.” He blinked, then raised his eyes to mine. “You look amazing, by the way.”

“Oh, I can tell,” I said, pressing my breasts together slightly in a shrug. 

“Sorry.”

“Don't be,” I said, reaching for the box. “I love the way you look at my body, Stephen. I wish you were here with me right now. I'm all alone and I miss you so much.” I did. It was getting tougher every day to stay faithful to Stephen, and a good hard fucking would keep my mind focused on him, where it belonged. I wondered if Stephen was having the same problem.

“I know, me too,” he said. “Actually, I got this to help us out with that. I read about it online, and I was talking to this guy on the floor below me who's girlfriend lives out of state, and he said it's the best money he ever spent.”

“Hang on a sec,” I said, intrigued. What's in here, some kind of sex toy? “I'm still getting it open.” The tape finally yielded to my nails, and I pulled the halves of the box top apart. 

“I can't believe it,” I said in mock-disbelief. “You got me packing peanuts – just what I've always wanted!” 

“Very funny,” he said dryly.

I dug through the packing peanuts, scattering them across the floor of my dorm. I reached into the box and felt my hands wrap around an object. It felt metallic, and weirdly cold. I guessed it was about a foot long. Flashlight, I thought absurdly. I lifted the item from the box and examined it. “What do you think?” Stephen asked.

It was a vibrator. Well, that's what it looked like at first glance, but it didn't look like any vibrator I had ever seen. It was sleek and silver, somehow making me think of a new sports car. I turned it this way and that, but there was no place to insert a battery that I could see. One end, which I guessed to be the bottom, was thicker than the other and covered in a fine blue-gray mesh. The other end was long and thick, and couldn't be mistaken for anything other than a dildo. A little shocking, I thought, but pretty neat.

“A dildo,” I said, letting a wicked little smile flicker onto my face. “I guess you want me to use this on myself for you while you watch? I definitely don't mind that.” 

“Well...yes and no,” Stephen said. His cheeks had turned a bright red. God, he looks so fucking cute when he blushes. 

“It's not just a dildo. It's a Pelerine 3000 Wireless Pleasure Apparatus,” he said. I had no idea how many times he'd had to practice saying that to get it right. “I've already set it up and everything – it should be on your campus' wi-fi right now. Yep, I can see it right here,” he said, looking down at some window on the laptop I couldn't see. “I could spend the next ten minutes explaining it to you, but you'd probably just think I was crazy. Just do me a favor, go ahead and put it inside you.”

“Sure,” I said. That's what I was planning to do anyway. “Which, uh...end do I put in?”

“The one with the mesh goes inside you.”

“Alright.” I pulled down the waistband of my pants, exposing my bare twat to Stephen. I was already a little wet just from talking to him, not to mention at the idea of sliding this giant dildo inside of me while he watched, so my pussy gave no resistance to the gray metal as I slid it slowly between the lips of my sex. It warmed against my skin almost instantly, then did something I didn't expect. I felt it shift completely on its own, and the mesh began to separate from the vibrator, covering the walls of my pussy. “Stephen?” I asked. A note of panic entered my voice. “What the fuck is this thing doing?”

“It's okay, baby. It's not going to hurt you, trust me.” He flashed that smile of his again. “It's just setting up the link.”

Finally the device gave a quick series of hums within me and went still. It felt strange, but not entirely bad. It was snug as hell – I could probably get up and walk around without disturbing the thing. From half the country away, Stephen held up a device for me to see. It looked like it was the twin of the vibrator he had shipped me, or maybe part of a set. He turned it to face me, and I saw it had a round head with an elongated silver body, and a wide inviting-looking slit in the front. It's a pocket pussy? I thought. How is that supposed to-

Without warning, Stephen pressed the device to his mouth and began to lick it.

I gasped in sudden pleasure and gripped the covers of the bed. What I was feeling – it wasn't possible. No fucking way, I thought. I could feel Stephen's tongue, which he had used to bring me to orgasm so many times, working its way around the lips of my pussy!

“Oh my God,” I groaned. “Is that you!?”

Stephen pulled the silver device from his mouth, smiled, then attacked it again with his tongue. This time, I felt the tongue work it's way up and down the length of my clitoris, sending shuddering waves of pleasure up my spine. Helpless, I ground my pussy into the bed and let out a throaty moan. This is impossible! He's eating me out from 400 miles away!

Stephen again took his mouth off of the thing, but gave me only a second's break before he took two fingers and began to roll them over the hard silver nub of the sextoy's clit. This was my favorite thing for him to do to me before sex – he was an expert with those fingers, able to drive me crazy with them until I was dripping wet and begging him to replace them with his cock. This time was no exception. Unable to contain myself, I ground my pussy against the invisible fingers, forcing them tight against my burning clit. I swore I could feel them press back harder, though how the device inside me managed that I have no idea. Just as I was starting to get that good, familiar rhythm going against Stephen's fingers, he withdrew, leaving me panting in frustration.

“Do you like it?” he asked, running his fingers lightly across the object's lips. I felt every slight press of those fingers like electric current against my pussy. My cunt clenched in pleasure, yearning for more. 

“I fucking love it!” I cried, not caring if anyone nearby heard. “What...how is this even possible?” 

“I'm not entirely sure,” Stephen said, his face flushed with arousal. “The technical term for it is 'teledildonics.' Basically, both of these devices – the not-a-cock I mailed you and the not-a-pussy I have here with me – connect over the internet and share sensation somehow. Whatever I do to this pussy here, gets sent to you over there, and vice versa.”

“That's the most amazing thing I've ever heard,” I said. “You're right, this is fucking awesome, it feels like you're right in the room with me. I can't believe you can finger me from halfway across the country!” 

Stephen smiled, obviously overjoyed that I liked his present so much. We are going to get so much use out of this... I rolled my boyfriend's statement back through my head, stopping on the “vice versa” part. That's an interesting idea!

“I want to try,” I said. “Put the pocket pussy on.” 

Stephen obliged, standing up to give me a good view of his cock. It was the thickest one I had ever seen, and I loved the way it stretched my pussy when it was inside of me. I had resigned myself to at least three months without feeling it again – I smiled as I thought of how my luck had changed! The pocket pussy slid effortlessly over his cock, the object beginning to hum quietly as mine had.  “There,” he said, “It's activated.”

I reached between my legs and gently pulled the device from my dripping snatch. I felt the thing's silver bulk detach from the mesh lining inside my pussy as it slid free. That was a little worrying, I thought, picturing the grayish mesh still inside me. I'm sure there's some way to get it out of there. I had more important things to think about. Parting my lips, I slid the tip of the object's dildo end into my wet, waiting mouth.

Stephen instantly went rigid, letting out a low moan as my lips wrapped themselves around the silver cylinder. I still had trouble believing every press and touch of my mouth was being sent across the country to Stephen's waiting cock, but his cries of passion were unmistakable. I was blowing him! I looked up at the screen to see his face contorting in ecstasy, savoring every moment of my lips wrapped around his aching shaft.

“Oh shit, Bailey,” Stephen said, eyes closed, “that feels so fucking good. It's like you're right here in the room with me, sucking my cock! I wish you were, so I could wrap my hands around your head and have you take the whole thing down your throat like a good girl!” Hearing him, my pussy clenched in pleasure. I have a bit of a submissive streak, and I love it when he calls me his “good girl.” I suddenly long to feel Stephen's fingers in my hair, pressing me down on him. Guess there's some things this system can't do, I thought, but I can give him the next best thing.

“Can do,” I said, sliding the dildo from my mouth momentarily. Stephen and I locked eyes, his face a study in lust. Keeping eye contact, I took the dildo in both hands and began to slowly drive it deep into my mouth. Stephen threw his head back and whimpered with pleasure as my throat relaxed to take another inch of the device down my throat, then another and another. The not-a-cock was warm and soaking wet, it was easy to imagine it as Stephen's dick, stretching my throat out with its girth. My pussy dripped juice as I ground it into the bed, working harder to deepthroat Stephen's shaft. The device tasted vaguely of mint; I wondered if it was going to freshen my breath while I did this.

“I want to fuck you,” Stephen breathed. “Put that thing back in your pussy.”

The device came loose from my mouth with a wet pop. “Absolutely,” I said, reaching between my thighs. I wondered what the feel of Stephen's cock would be like transmitted over the dildo. Would he be able to feel the walls of my cunt grip his cock as he fills me, just the way he likes it? Would I be able to feel his come splash into me, that oh-so-full and complete feeling only he can give me? I couldn't wait to find out.

The device slid easily back into my cunt – I had been hot, wet and waiting for it from the moment Stephen began to lick me, and from the way it settled itself within me it felt like the mesh had been waiting for it, too. “I'm ready for you,” I said. 

Stephen did something to his device I couldn't see. Suddenly, I felt the most incredible change happen inside me. A moment ago, I'd had a smooth metal cylinder filling my twat – now it was Stephen's cock! Logically, I knew it was the device sending tons of data from Stephen's not-a-pussy to me, but it felt real – I could feel every vein and contour of his cock nestled inside my cunt. The walls of my pussy gripped him and I could feel his cock stiffen in anticipation. I fucking love this thing, I thought. 

Stephen lay back on the bed and stared at me, taking in my flushed cheeks, heaving breasts and quivering legs. My cunt was open, the lips parted around the thick silver shaft penetrating me. I slid my tank top off and tossed it across the room, then ran my hands over my breasts, caressing and pinching my swollen nipples. “Give it to me,” I said, the anticipation killing me. My cunt was aching for a good hard fuck. “Fuck me, Stephen. Make me come. I'm going to scream your name so loud they'll hear it from halfway across the country!”

Laying back on the bed, Stephen thrust his member upward, hard. His eyes widened in shock, and I knew that mine had as well. From 400 miles away, I felt his cock pound deep into my pussy, making me shudder with pleasure. This is really happening, I thought, my boyfriend is fucking me from across the country. This is so fucking cool!

We soon realized that there was no need for us to mimic the same sexual position, so we settled into our personal favorites, each able to experience the fucking the way we wanted. Stephen stayed on his back, feeling his cock burrow deep into me cowgirl-style, while I splayed across my cot on all fours, rocking back and forth as I rode him doggy-style. With every thrust, I felt him dive deeper and deeper into my wetness, rocking against my clit in a way that sent me wild with passion. It felt amazing. It felt real, it was real! I bent my head down so that every thrust of Stephen's cock pressed me harder and harder into the bed. I love the feeling of being taken, being pounded into submission by my boyfriend's dick, and this device was able to give me exactly what I wanted. I heard Stephen's moans of pleasure lock into a steady rhythm, his cock somehow growing even harder within me. What must this thing be made out of to get so incredibly, wonderfully hard, I wondered dimly. Waves of pleasure rocked my body. My breasts were out of control, and I knew Stephen's eyes were locked on them as his orgasm approached. It made me so hot that he could watch me like this, even as he fucked me. So fucking hot I couldn't stand it any more.

“Oh, god, Stephen,” I cried, raising my head from the bed, “I'm going to come! I'm coming on your cock, can't you feel it?”

“Yes,” he said, “you're so fucking tight around my cock! I'm about to blow!”

“Come in me, you gorgeous stud! This thing better let me feel you come! Give it to me! Give it ohmygod, ohFUCK-”

Every thought in my head was forgotten as I came. My entire body trembled in ecstasy as I screamed Stephen's name. My pussy gripped his cock like a glove as he came, sending shuddering bursts of come against the walls of my cunt. I could feel it. His come was warm and sticky-sweet and perfect inside of me, filling me to the brim. I bit my lip so hard I could taste blood. I'd never come so hard before in my entire life. I dropped to the bed, laying on my stomach as I watched the last spasms of ecstasy leave Stephen's face. He lay back, satisfied and smiling like a cat who's just eaten an entire saucerful of cream.

“That was...amazing,” he said after a pause.

“I know!” I said. “That was wild.” I could still feel his cock inside me, my walls coated with a thick glaze of come. I never wanted the feeling to end. 

“I've missed you so much, baby,” Stephen said, grinning. 

“I missed you too,” I said. “I've been going crazy these last two weeks thinking about you. I love my present. Thank you so much for getting it!”

“No problem,” he said. “I've been going nuts up here without you these last weeks. I went to bed every night with my hand wrapped around my cock, dreaming of making you come. Honestly, I've missed getting you off almost as much as I missed being inside of you, Bailey.”

I know, that's why you're so good in bed, I thought. “You are the best boyfriend ever, Stephen,” I said with a smile. 

“Thanks, Bailey,” he said, “you're the best girl a guy could ask for. Man, that was good,” he said, reaching down to the device still wrapped around his cock.

“Wait, don't turn it off! I can still feel you inside of me,” I said, rolling to the side to give Stephen a good view of my tits. “I just love the way you fill me up. It makes me feel like you're really here with me,” I said. “I wish I could feel like this all the time.”

“Actually, you can,” he said, examining the buttons on the device. “I'm pretty sure I can set this thing so that it saves the last sensation it sent instead of deactivating when I turn mine off.” He gave me another adorable, panty-soaking smile. I felt my pussy begin to heat up again, ready for round two. “You can leave it like that all day. Hell, you can walk around and go to class and still feel me inside you.”

That sounded great. Hell, that sounded better than great, it sounded fantastic. I imagined how it would feel to be sitting in class, feeling that hard cock resting in my pussy, Stephen's come still warm and sticky within me. How would it feel to walk around campus that way? Wait a minute... I felt an absolutely wicked idea beginning to form in my head. I thought of Stephen licking the device, filling it with fingers and his cock, sending pleasure through the air from hundreds of miles away. I could walk around campus with this thing inside my cunt, and I would feel everything Stephen wanted to do to me. Like he was right next to me the whole time... 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Stephen asked.

“Honey,” I said, a naughty smile already forming on my face, “I just thought of a fantastic experiment I'd like to try...”
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The sign above the Smallwood Flea Market advertised it as "A Shopper's Paradise!" I couldn't disagree more. Seemingly endless rows of junk and knick-knacks stretched in every direction. At intervals, the place was policed by several hunched, furtive-looking people who could maybe be called shopkeepers if you were feeling charitable.

"This place smells," I said. 

My roommate Mark rolled his eyes. "We won't be here much longer, I swear."

"Yeah, but it, like, really smells," I said. I gestured towards an aisle of clothing that hadn't even been fashionable in the decade it was made. "Like I'm going to walk over there and find a dead body in that, covered in old bloomers and overalls."

"Christ, Tyler, can you give it a break? We'll be out of here in a few minutes. I just need to find a good present to give Riley for when she gets here."

"I don't get why you're so keen on this, dude," I said. "It's not like she's gonna look at you, see no gift, and not fuck you or something."

Riley was my roommate Mark's long-term, long-distance girlfriend. She was gorgeous, blonde, perfect in every way and nice as hell to boot. She and Mark had been high school sweethearts, and had somehow defied the odds and predictions of all of their friends (including myself) and were about to enter their fourth year as a couple. I knew personally that despite numerous opportunities to do so Mark had never cheated on Riley, and she had stayed completely faithful to him. As an anniversary present, Riley was making the long trip from halfway across the country to be with Mark for the weekend. I won't lie, I'm always a little bit bitter at being downgraded from 'best friend' to 'piece of furniture' whenever Riley drops by. I understand they don't get to see each other all that often, but it's as if whenever the meet they have to pack all the sex they hadn't been able to have into one weekend. It's not like he didn't see her every night on FaceTime, saying absolutely filthy things and putting on a show for him.

"Tyler, man," Mark said, shaking his head. "This is exactly why you don't have a girlfriend, dude. Sometimes you just do nice things for people you care about, you know?"

"Sorry," I said after a pause. I did feel bad. I had been crossing the line too much lately when it came to Riley. Mark hadn't said anything, but I could sense Riley and he had been talking about when she'd be able to move in with him permanently, and I saw myself as an unwelcome third wheel on their relationship's tandem bicycle. Ah, whatever, I thought, I'm just bitter that I don't have a Riley out there wanting to talk dirty to me. “I didn't mean to make fun of your girl. I guess I'm just bitter that I don't have any girls crossing the country to come see me."

"Aww, whatever," Mark said. "We'll fix that, Ty. You've just gotta start coming out with us more often."

Eager to change the subject, I reached into a nearby pile of discarded clothes and fished around. "Well," I said, pulling out an item at random, "you could always give her this...Who's the Boss? T-shirt."

Mark snorted. "You dick."

"Hey," I said, "I'm sure some ladies find Tony Danza very stimulating."

"Yeah, back in the Reagan days," he said, scanning the room with a baleful look. "I guess you're right, this place is a total bust. No sense in wasting any more time-"

"Wait a sec," I interrupted. I had seen something. "Booth in the back, three over from the vending machine, see it?" I pointed over his shoulder. "I think they're selling jewelry."

"Jewelry would be awesome," Mark said. "Nice catch, Ty. See, you're alright. Come help me pick out something Riley would like - you've always been better at that shit then me, anyway.

"God," I said, laughing, "I worked for in a jewelry store for six months freshmen year of college and you are never going to let me forget it, are you?"

“'Jewelry store'? That's what you're calling it?" he asked. "Dude, you worked in one of those places in the mall that sells bracelets and makeup to twelve-year-olds. You pierced ears, man!"

"Whatever," I said, "if you're gonna talk about me like that, maybe you can pick out something for Riley yourself."

"Oh no, no," he said mockingly, "I bow to your experience and wisdom, oh master of preteen fashion."

Unlike most of the booths lining the back wall of the market, this one looked swept and clean - practically new. There were indeed rows of jewelry hanging from hooks above the counter, gleaming faintly under the harsh light. Mark leafed idly through a few pieces as I took inventory, mentally dismissing half the stuff right off the bat as costume jewelry and stuff only old ladies would wear. The first row of hooks were held together by one of those metal office supply trees - it was all more or less junk and I moved it out of the way. What I saw made my eyes widen in shock. Underneath glass was an enormous ruby pendant, edged in gold with a stone in the center too big to be anything but real. It caught the light and reflected it in every direction, seeming to almost emit an amber glow. 

"This thing is worth a fortune," I breathed.

"What is?" Mark asked.

"This pendant," I said, turning to him. "It's-"

"Hello there!" came a booming voice. Mark and I both started, I felt myself jump nearly a foot in the air. "Come looking at my fine treasures, have you?”

Whatever I had expected the kind of person to work a used jewelry booth at a flea market to look like, it wasn't anything like the man who emerged from the back to greet us. My first instinct was frankly to throw myself to the ground and play dead. Mark is a tall guy, but the man nodding and smiling in front of us made him look like a barely-grown teenager. He was barrel-chested and bald, his wrinkled forehead shining with sweat under the industrial lighting. His thick jowls and even thicker mustache gave me the impression we were meeting a giant walrus. Goo goo ga joob, I thought absurdly.

“Yeah, we are," Mark said. If he was shocked by the appearance of the shopkeeper, he didn't show it. He glanced past me to the glass display case.  "My friend was just saying something about this pendant over here?"

He was looking to me for guidance. "Yeah," I said, "this pendant is..." I stopped mid-sentence, a wicked thought entering my head. What if he has no idea how valuable this pendant is? If I didn't say anything, I could maybe get an absolute steal on it, and make it up to Mark by helping him get Riley an outrageously expensive present to boot. "...it's nice," I finished, sounding stupid. 

"It is nice," the shopkeeper said. "It would set off your eyes very well. Your boyfriend should purchase it for you."

"Wait, what?" Mark said, at the same time as I said: "Woah! No! We are definitely not..."

"Not even a little," Mark finished.

"Oh," the shopkeeper said with a sly smile, "my apologies. I hope I have not offended you." 

"That's...okay," Mark said. "We're actually looking for a present for my girlfriend."

"Ah!" the shopkeeper cried, thrusting a finger in the air and startling us both again. "This piece would be most excellent, then!" His walruslike jowls shook with mirth. From his pocket he produced a small set of keys and fit one into the display case's lock. "This pendant was originally a present from a husband to his wife. It has quite a history." He squatted over the display box and gingerly removed the pendant, as if merely the fact of his touch could sully it somehow. Or it him. "Have either of you ever heard of William Adams?"

Neither of us had.

"Big time oil magnate," the man continued, "back in the '30s. Had wells pumping day and night all the way from here to Cannondale. Nobody remembers things like that now." I was perplexed. The man was old, sure, but not that old. "Anyway, Adams gave this very pendant as a wedding gift to his wife Evelyn. She wore it every single day, at every public appearance she made until their deaths in 1973."

Glancing over, I saw Mark rapt with attention for the old man's words, his lips moving soundlessly as he memorized the story, no doubt mentally adding some romantic embellishments to the version he'd tell Riley upon giving it to her. His brow furrowed in thought and he asked, "They died in the same year?"

"Same day," the old man said with a wink.

"That's crazy," I said disbelievingly.

"And romantic," Mark added. I glared at him.

"Hehe, maybe not quite so romantic," the shopkeeper said. "William and Evelyn were assumed to have died on the same day, but they only ever found William's body. He was in bed, clutching his wife's pendant to his chest. There was a manhunt like had never been called in this state before - the rich and famous, you know - but they never found Evelyn. Strange." He didn't look like he thought it was strange. The man had a look like he was telling some secret joke to which only he knew the punchline.

"That's a fantastic story," I said, "literally fantastic. I don't believe a word of it."

"Believe what you like," the old man said.

Mark cut off any further banter from either of us. "How much?" He slid a hand into his pocket as if he could feel how broke he was.

"For a unique, one of a kind piece like this, with such a storied history and personal sentimental value-" now what the hell did he mean by that? "-I could not part with it for less than...$300,000."

I suppressed a laugh. If he could make ridiculous offers, so could I. "We'll give you thirty bucks for it," I said.

Both Mark and the shopkeeper looked poleaxed. I was expecting the walrus-faced man to turn beet red, throw up out of his store for making such an insulting offer. And for a second, that seemed the case, but then a smile unlike any I'd ever seen spread across his face. It cut his features in two like a wound, revealing a freakishly long row of teeth. In the harsh light they were shadowed, looking as if they were filed down to points. It was a bestial, inhuman look. Without meaning to I began to back away, my fight-or-flight response going haywire, when he stopped me with a single word, so kind in his horrific face: "Sold."
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"See," Mark said as we slid into the car, "that wasn't so bad." He pulled from his pocket the pendant, its edges shining in the afternoon light. "Riley is going to love this, Ty. I'm gonna get laid so much this weekend."

"That guy freaked me out," I said quietly.

"That old dude? Ahh, he's just a weird old fucker," Mark said.

"No dude, I mean he was seriously scary. We were lucky to get out of there alive."

Mark snorted. "What, were we lucky to escape from the demon's lair? It was just a flea market, not some D&D shit.

“Whatever, man. I'm just gonna keep an eye out and make sure he's not running along side us on the way home."

Mark laughed and slid the pendant back into his jacket pocket. He started the ignition and pulled the car onto the road. "Dude, lighten up. We got our shopping done, Riley's coming this weekend, everything's gonna be alright." Riley, I thought. Jesus, I had almost forgotten. I had a whole weekend of being sexiled to look forward to. I rolled my eyes and silently wished there was some way to avoid the whole thing without ruining our friendship.

From the corner of Mark's jacket pocket, the pendant gleamed. 






Part Two






All through the afternoon, the pendant Mark had bought weighed heavy on my mind. I wandered the house in a daze, picking up random trash and cleaning things without any real purpose or plan as my mind wandered. Mark splayed on the couch, watching a TV show and drinking a soda. If the state of our bachelor pad was a hindrance to him getting laid by Riley, he didn't seem too concerned about it. Maybe, he thought the pendant we'd just bought was enough to get her to ignore the disgusting condition of our digs. He's probably right, I thought, my gaze going to the coffee table and the little velvet box sitting on it for what felt like the hundredth time. It was a hell of a find. 

I couldn't stop thinking about that pendant. It was strange, whenever I closed my eyes I could see an afterimage of the its roundness pressing against my eyelids, could feel the press of it's strange warmth against my breastbone. Without warning, I felt myself start to grow hard, my erection pressing against the fabric of my pants. I could feel a drop of precum wetting the front of my boxers. I turned away from Mark, adjusting the waistband of my pants and willing my cock to shrink back down. It was crazy. A piece of jewelry was giving me a boner? The voice of the shopkeeper echoed in my head, deep and creepy. It would set off your eyes...

I twisted my jeans until I was sure my erection was carefully tucked in, invisible to my roommate. “This is going to sound stupid,” I said.

Mark turned towards me, distracted from the TV. He had been watching that show about the guys who prove whether urban legends are true or false. “What is?” he asked.

“That...pendant we bought at the flea market,” I said, rolling my eyes for effect. I couldn't let him know how much I wanted to see it, to touch it. “I don't think it's going to fit on Riley's neck. That chain was really short.”

Mark glanced at the little box holding the pendant and furrowed his brow in thought. Picking it up in one hand, he opened the hinge and took the piece from its setting. “I don't know,” he said, holding the edge of the chain, “it looks long enough to me.” He was probably right – the chain was a good two feet on each side, just long enough to let the necklace nestle deep into her cleavage – but I knew Mark didn't really know enough about jewelry to be sure.

“Let me take a look at it,” I said, holding out a hand. “My neck's about the same length as hers.” This was a total lie, but again I knew Mark wouldn't think hard enough to call me out on it. My gaze was fixed on the pendant, its edges glinting in the light. I probably should have realized right then and there that something was up, that this intense, almost sexual urge I had to put on the pendant was bad news, but I wasn't thinking clearly. If there was any sign that something was about to go wrong, Mark didn't see it either: he handed me the pendant without a word, trusting me to make sure it was just right for his girlfriend. It would be just right on me, a voice inside me said.

I felt a pressure building inside of me as I slid the pendant on, almost like an orgasm building throughout my entire body. It felt like my ears were going to pop. I glanced down at the pendant, now snug against my breastbone. Somewhere, a more logical part of my brain realized that the chain was a little short, come to think of it. The strange pleasure built to a crescendo as I felt the warmth of the pendant against my skin, but instead of bursting it dissipated, like a wave rolling back.

“You're right, that chain is totally too...Ty? TY!?” A look of horror spread across Mark's face. All of a sudden I didn't feel so good. The thrill I had felt at holding the pendant was replaced with a cold sickness, spreading across my body in an instant. I started to shiver; I felt like I was going to be sick.

“Mark?” I asked, my voice quivering with fear. “What's happening?”

“Dude, it's okay, you're gonna be fine, just take that thing off right now, take it OFF-”

The world spun, vertigo seizing me and shaking my equilibrium like the hand of a capricious giant. I was going to pass out. I collapsed against the couch, halfway to the floor. The pressure in my head had become too much to bear, I rolled my eyes and let out a sick groan. For an instant, the world went white, and then the pain was gone. Shakily, I stood back up and risked a glance at Mark.

The look on his face was indescribable. Shock, horror, and a kind of wonder mixed together to form an emotion I couldn't name. “Dude...” he whispered. 

“I'm alright Mark, it was just a momentary...what the fuck!?” My husky voice had been replaced with a smooth contralto. My hands went to my neck, feeling the chain of the pendant secure against my collarbone. Another shock – I could feel my collarbone in a way I had never been able to before, as if I had suddenly dropped thirty pounds. How sick had I just been?

“Holy shit, Tyler,” Mark said, “look in the mirror!”

I turned to the wavy, floor-length mirror set into our entranceway – what I saw made my jaw drop halfway to the floor. Standing next to Mark was the hottest woman I had ever seen, wearing my sweatshirt and my red pendant. I walked toward the mirror, and she walked with me. No way, I thought. My mind refused to accept it. This can't be happening.

“What the fuck?” I yelled.

Mark was pointing at me now, looking completely freaked out. He reminded me of Donald Sutherland in that movie about the aliens. “Dude, you're a chick!”

And I was! Moreover, I was a fucking hot chick. My short, curly hair had been transformed into straight, shoulder-length locks that looked like something from a shampoo commercial. The baggy sweatshirt I was wearing couldn't hide the fact that my breasts were huge, high and firm despite the lack of a bra. My old jeans were suddenly baggy, and too short against my new long, slim legs. The only part of them that I filled out was the ass. I gave a little wiggle and admired my new body. I was a walking wet dream. 

“I'm a girl,” I said to my reflection. Saying it out loud, it felt a little more real. “I'm a girl, holy shit, I'm a girl.”

“Ty? I think you should take that pendant off right now,” Mark said.

I wasn't paying attention to Mark. My hands had found a will of their own, exploring my new body as if to confirm that what I was seeing was real. I ran my hands up my hips, the sides of my taut little belly, and finally found the undersides of my breasts. Oh my God, I thought. They were more sensitive then I would've believed – every slight touch sent electric jolts through my chest and down into...my pussy! A smile lit my face as big as Christmas as I thrust a hand under my waistband. Damn, I have a sexy smile, I thought. In an instant my hand was cupping the firm wetness of my pussy. I thought my breasts had been sensitive – they were nothing like this! With one finger, I traced circles around my folds, feeling my core grow warm with arousal. I teased my folds and slowly drew one finger inside of myself. I gasped with pleasure – it felt incredible! I should be as freaked out as Mark is, I thought dimly. I should've been, but I wasn't. Maybe it was the shock, the suddenness of becoming a girl, but I could already feel a sense of...well-being? Contentment? Of something I had never felt before, filling up my soul. And it felt fucking great.

“Holy shit Mark, I'm a girl!” I exclaimed, holding up my fingers for his inspection. “I even have a fucking pussy, it feels incredible, it's like nothing I've ever felt before-”

Mark was staring at me with a look that the old Tyler wouldn't have understood, but the new me instantly grasped. It was like a second sight; I could see his face flushed and red, his erection straining to be set free from the prison of his pants. Stepping closer to him, I swore I could smell his arousal, the precum already coating the tip of his hard cock. My body didn't need to be told what to do. I knew exactly what he wanted. With a start, I realized I wanted it too. I was horny and soaking wet, and I couldn't wait to get out of my ill-fitting clothes. 

I ran my hands down Mark's chest, brushing oh-so-close to the bulge of his cock before settling on his hips. The look in his eyes, a naked lust he was struggling to contain, turned me on in ways I had never felt before. I wanted to set his cock free. I needed it.

“Ty?” Mark breathed, his voice thick with lust. “What are you doing?”

“Come on, Mark,” I cooed, my hands working his belt buckle, “you know neither of us has gotten laid in months. I am so horny, and well...apparently I'm a girl now!” I giggled as I pulled his belt free, his hands raising up to stop me before I pressed them back down, bringing my face close to his. I knew he could feel my body against his, my breasts pressing against his chest, the heat of my sex against his thigh. “Let's make the most of this.”

He shook his head weakly, still resisting. “No, Ty,” he stammered, “you're not thinking clearly. That pendant is doing something to you. Besides, I have a girlfriend.” His eyes cleared a little at the mention of Riley, his grip on my wrists tightening. “I have a girlfriend,” he repeated, to himself as much as me, “that would be cheating.”

I wrenched my hands from his grasp and reached into his jeans, my fingers finding his cock. Mark let out a short, sharp cry of pleasure as my hand wrapped around his shaft. He was so thick, and harder then I had thought a man could ever be. Slick precum coated his cock, making it easy for me to slide my fingers to his base. “It's not cheating if it's with me,” I said.

“How is that in any way not cheating?” Mark asked, stammering. Just then, my fingers found the head of his cock and began to knead it in slow circles. He groaned in pleasure, all thoughts of Riley forgotten. It's just me now, I thought with triumph. Gripping his cock, I pulled it free of his jeans, long and thick and somehow proud. 

“It just is, okay? Trust me,” I said, in my sultriest voice. I was already beginning to learn to talk like a slut. Talk like? I glanced down at Mark's thick shaft, hot and throbbing against my hand. I was a slut. And I knew exactly what Mark wanted a little slut like me to do to him. In one fluid motion, I dropped to my knees before him. I looked up at him, making eye contact the way I knew he'd like. Before he could say a word, I slid the head of his cock between my lips, running it side-to-side between the corners of my mouth. My tongue darted out to lick the tip of his cock, sucking up his precum and bathing his head in juices. Mark groaned with passion and wrapped his fingers in my hair, gently applying pressure to the back of my head. I knew he was aching for me to take his full length inside of my mouth, and I was both eager and nervous to give it a shot. Would I be able to deepthroat him the way a good girl would? Would he be too big for my tight little throat, or would he fit just right? 

Mark gave another push to the back of my head, and this time I opened my mouth wide to let his shaft in. I slid it down my throat a half-inch at a time, savoring the feel of his hardness against my tongue. He tasted musky, with a salt tang of sweat and precum coating his cock. As he reached the back of my throat, I began to bob on his cock, taking his length all the way in, then pulling it back to suck and lick his head. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever felt, I was turned on like I couldn't believe at the feel of the amazing blowjob I was giving him, just knowing I was giving him pleasure like no girl ever had.  One hand gripped the base of his cock, with the other I reached between my legs and began to rub my sopping cunt through my jeans. I didn't like the jeans, I realized – in fact, I didn't like wearing any of these clothes anymore. I pulled away from Mark, frustration hot on his face, and grinned up at him. 

“Don't you want to see my new body?” I asked. He nodded.

I pulled the sweatshirt over my head, exposing my ample breasts to Mark. His eyes grew wide at the sight of my magnificent rack, my nipples diamond-hard with arousal. I pinched the nipples between my fingers and shot the dirtiest look I could at Mark. “How do you think these would look covered in your come?” I asked. 

He was speechless, staring at me intently. I decided to twist the knife just a little bit.

“Does Riley ever let you come on her tits?” I asked. I don't think Mark had the power of speech at just that moment, but I didn't need him too: I'd heard his complaints enough times to know what Riley did and didn't do in bed. “She never lets you come in her mouth, does she? Let me show you how it feels,” I said, licking my pouty lips.

Eagerly, I pulled down my jeans and boxer shorts in one pile, stepping out of them and dropping back down to a kneeling position. I was completely naked, wearing only the red pendant. It felt good against my skin. My mouth found Mark's cock again and began sucking him off with renewed vigor. He reached down and grabbed my tits, roughly running the nipples under his fingers, gripping and squeezing my breasts in a way that sent shivers through my body. My hands slid between my thighs, soaking wet now, and began to play with my slick folds. One finger found the nub of my clit and I started rubbing it greedily, savoring the intense sensations of pleasure. I knew I wasn't far off from coming, and neither was Mark.

“This feels fucking amazing,” he suddenly said. My head bobbed in agreement on his cock. “I had no idea you were such a good little cocksucker, Ty.”

I didn't like him calling me Tyler, but I wasn't going to stop what I was doing for a moment, not for anything. I could feel the orgasm building between my thighs, my fingers alternately teasing and attacking my clit. I'll think of a new name, I thought, my vision becoming white-hot with pleasure. Tiffany, or Tina, or Tricia....yes, oh god, Tricia, I'm Tricia and I'm about to come, oh god yes!

My orgasm hit hard, a wave of pleasure washing over me completely unlike what it had been like to come as a man. My knees buckled with pleasure, just as I felt Mark finally let go inside my mouth and give in to his orgasm as well. Thick, hot jets of come filled my mouth, the taste salty and good.  My eyes rolled back in my head. I had no idea I could feel this good, that a man could taste so good... I pulled my mouth off of Mark's cock and let the last few bursts of his spunk land on my waiting face. The heat of his come felt great against my skin. Come coated my chin, dribbling down to land on the pendant. I sighed, completely content. I am such a good little slut, I thought, look at how hard I made him come...

The orgasm had cleared Mark's head enough for him to realize what he had done. He looked confused, glancing around the room as if putting pieces of a puzzle together. Shame and horror flooded his features. “Jesus Christ,” he said, “what did we just do?” In my blissed-out state, I barely noticed him reach down and yank the pendant over my head. The cold, sick I feeling I had felt on first putting the pendant shot through me, but this time was gone so fast I later wondered if it had happened at all. Snapping to my senses, I looked up at my roommate, his face contorted in a grimace. I glanced over my shoulder at the mirror. 

I was Tyler again. Worse, I was now Tyler, completely naked, on his knees in front of his roommate with streaks of come coating his face. For a long moment we stared at each other, too overwhelmed and embarrassed to say anything.

“That was....different,” I said.






Part Three






Several minutes later, Mark and I sat on opposite ends of the couch, staring at the pendant on the table in front of us. Each of us had a beer in our hands; I was guzzling mine down greedily while Mark sipped his at random, as if he kept forgetting he was holding it. Whatever else had happened, I had worked up a hell of a thirst.

I watched Mark out of the corner of my eye as I tipped back the beer. His mouth moved in bursts then closed again, his face a study in guilt and consternation. Strangely, I didn't feel all that weird about what had happened. Maybe it was a lingering effect of the pendant, but I felt as if the last ten minutes had happened to somebody else, somebody I didn't the slightest bit embarrassed for. Somebody I, if I was being honest with myself, wanted to be again as soon as possible. When I was Tricia – a shudder of pleasure shot through my body just at the mention of the name – everything had seemed so simple. I was horny, Mark was horny, I was a girl and he was a guy and just like that I was blowing him. And it had been good, god it had been wonderful. I already loved being a girl. But, looking over at Mark, I could tell he didn't feel the same way. I knew my friend - part of his brain was telling him to call Riley this very minute and confess everything, while the other part was reminding him just how crazy he would sound. Somehow, I had to make him as chill with the idea of me having become a girl as I was. I had to make him see.

Finally, Mark seemed to reach a decision. “That can't happen again,” he said.

Yes it can, I thought. “Dude, I am right there with you,” I lied. “That was fucking weird. How the hell did it do that to me? What did it look like?”

“I have no idea, Ty,” Mark said, sipping his beer. “One second you were Tyler, putting on that necklace, and then all of a sudden you were...you were...”

“Tricia,” I said, smiling inwardly.

“Haha, yeah, that's one way of putting it. Look, I don't know if this thing is a magic spell, or some science experiment or what the fuck, but I know one thing: I cannot give this to Riley. We have to take it back to the flea market.”

“And see that creepy fucker again?” I asked. Suddenly, the realization hit me. “He knew. Mark, he fucking knew. That walrus guy, he knew exactly what he was selling us. Remember how he joked about us fucking? How he sold the thing to us for practically nothing? He did it on purpose!” I stood up – the pieces were beginning to snap into place. “He's playing some kind of sick joke on us.” A joke I was incredibly thankful for, but no reason for Mark to know that.

“I don't know, dude, I don't think he knew,” Mark said. “I mean, that lady he told us about, Evelyn something? She wore the pendant every single day and never changed into a dude. Maybe it only works on guys, or...” Mark's face lit up, but I was already a step ahead of him.

“...or there was no Evelyn Adams,” I finished. “The guy was using the amulet to turn himself into a woman. He pretended to be his own wife, for years, and then when he died they wondered where his wife's body was. They didn't know it was lying in front of them the whole time!”

“Why would he do a thing like that?” Mark asked. I already knew why. Oh yes, I do. And, with a plan already beginning to spin in my brain, I thought Mark would know why pretty soon, too.

“Alright,” I said, plopping back down on the couch, “we take the pendant back to the creepy guy, hope he doesn't eat our faces or something, and get our money back. But there's one thing we've got to do first.” I held up a finger.

“What?” Mark asked.

“You've got to put on the pendant,” I said. 

“Are you kidding me? Fuck no!” Mark spat. 

There was no good reason for Mark to put on the pendant, so I decided to lie my ass off. “Look,” I said, “when I first put the pendant on, I...felt something. I got all cold and sick for a few seconds, but it was like...have you ever been outside on a cold day, and looked through the window into a nice warm house, and put your fingers up against the glass and felt the warmth leaching through it, and you knew that you were inches away from that warmth if only you could figure out how to get through the glass?”

Mark stared at me. “No, not really,” he said.

“Well, it was like that,” I said. I had felt nothing of the sort, of course, but no reason not to make it sound more exciting and fun. “And I felt like I was almost able to touch that warmth, just about. Look, I think that with a little practice, we can maybe control what this thing does. Think about it – we've got a magic pendant that apparently changes people's shapes, you don't want to try and see if we can use it to make us look like movie stars? Make ourselves taller, more attractive, whatever we want. Riley would be all walking through the door like 'oh, hey Mark – oh my god you've lost so much weight, you look so good! I totally want to give you anal now!”

Mark rolled his eyes and snorted, but I could tell he was unsure. “Riley likes me just fine the way I am,” he said.

“Mark, I promise, if something goes wrong, if you turn into a lady and try to jump my bones or something like that, I will rip that pendant right off of your neck.” It was my last-ditch effort to convince him to try it.

Curiosity lit his eyes as he gazed at the pendant. “You promise, Ty? I don't wanna, like, end up blowing you or something. No offense,” he added hastily.

“Dude, I swear. Seriously, that is the last thing I want.” That's right, I thought. It's going to be the last thing I want you to do when I fuck you. You've just gotten laid for the first time in months, it's time for me to get a little pussy.

“Alright,” he said, and before he could think about it more and lose his nerve, he grabbed the pendant from my hand and slid it over his neck.

Almost immediately, his eyes widened in shock. He turned white as a sheet, beginning to shake. “Holy shit I don't feel good, Ty,” he muttered, “take this thing off me!” I stepped back a pace, giving him room to transform. I had no intention of doing what he asked. I smiled, thinking of the changes that were already taking place within and without him. What would he look like as a girl, I wondered?

In moments it was finished. I might have thought bitterly that this was something else that was easier for Mark then for me, but the sight of the voluptuous babe in front of me took away all other thought. He – she now – had lost a good foot of height in the transformation, and it had all gone to her  breasts and hips. The now baggy clothes couldn't stop me from ogling her enormous tits, looking almost too big to be real. Of course, none of her is technically real, I mused. Unlike me, his hair had changed color and style, becoming a shoulder-length mass of red curls framing a heart-shaped face. I could tell there were curves under that outfit, burning to be set free. My cock was already straining against my boxers with the thought of feeling them. 

“Tyler,” my roommate said, his voice smooth and smoky, “holy fuck.” His gaze was drawn to the mirror, his eyes widening in shock at the sight of his new body. “It works, Ty. I'm a girl!” I watched as his hands searched his body, making the same journey of confirmation and discovery mine had only an hour ago. They slid beneath his top, caressing his breasts, and found the waistband of his pants and delved deep within, bringing a moan to his pouty lips. “Jesus Christ, that feels good,” he said.

“Yeah it does,” I said, stepping close. “I knew you'd like it.” I put my hand on his – her – shoulder, her eyes suddenly full of suspicion. “What should we call you now? Mary? Marcia? Missy?”

At this last, she closed her eyes and let out a soft moan. It felt right, the way Tricia had to me. Missy it is, then, I thought. “So, Missy,” I said, “how does it feel to be a girl? It felt so good for me – I bet you're so wet right now.”

Mark might have always been able to talk over me, to make me his second-in-command, but Missy didn't seem to share that power. She stared at me, her gaze taking me in from top to bottom, settling on the tentpole of my cock. She licked her lips hungrily. “I...I am.” Suddenly her voice became scared. “Ty, you need to take this pendant off me right now before I do something I regret.”

I was closer then ever, my body brushing against hers. “Why would I do that?” I asked. One hand traveled beneath her top to cup the fullness of her breast. My fingers found her nipple, causing a sharp cry of pleasure to explode from her mouth.

“Please...” she whispered.

I ran my fingers over her nipple, and with my other hand unfastened the button of her jeans. 

“Please,” she whispered again, urgently, insistently. I knew exactly what she was asking for.

My fingers dove into her boxers, spreading the wet lips of her slit with two fingers and rubbing her clit with a third. Missy let out a moan of pleasure and leaned forward, her lips meeting mine. Her waist ground against mine, almost crushing my fingers against her in sudden, animalistic need. I backed up one step, then another, then before I knew it I fell backwards onto the couch, coming up in a sitting position with Missy's arms and legs tangled in mine, her ass in my lap. 

“Oh my God, Tyler, your fingers feel so amazing,” Missy said, all traces of resistance fading. “This pendant feels so great – now I know why you wanted me to put it on so bad,” she said, moving around to straddle my legs, facing away from me with her ass grinding against my crotch. “How can I ever thank you?”

In response, I grabbed her by the hair and pulled hard, her back arching against me, a cry of pain bursting from her. I pulled her ear to my lips. “Fuck me,” I whispered. 

“Yes sir,” she said, already sliding her jeans down her waist. “You always did like to be in charge, didn't you Ty?” Whatever she was about to say next was cut off by me giving her hair another yank. “Ugggh, yeah, you like it rough, too,” she groaned.

Her boxers came off with her pants, and I was treated to a stunning view of her pert ass, presenting itself to me. Her legs, straddling mine, were spread enough to show off the swollen lips of her pussy, her thighs glistening with moisture. I grabbed the back of her shirt and pulled, her arms doing the rest. She was completely naked and in my lap, looking like a busty, curvy stripper about to give her lucky customer a private lap dance.

Apparently, Missy had had this idea too, as she didn't give me any time to take my pants off before grinding herself against me. I could feel the swell of her moist lips against my cock, separated only by a thin layer of denim. I was aching to take that away, to penetrate the wetness of her snatch over and over again. I could feel her clit rubbing against the head of my cock, and looking at her I could tell she was loving it. Her head was thrown back, moans and muttered swear words spilling from her lips in equal measure. She looked like she was about to come right then and there! Her ass ground against my stomach, full and round. I brought my free hand around and slapped her left cheek as hard as I could.

“Oh, yes!” She cried at the stinging slap. “Slap me again, Ty!”

My hand came down again on the reddening cheek, hitting the same spot even harder then before. She let out a guttural cry and abruptly changed her rhythm – the long slow sweeps she was doing against my cock suddenly became short, staccato bursts that ground the tip of my cock against her clit. I could tell she was on the verge of coming, and I had no intention of stopping her. My hands left her hair and ass to cup her tits, squeezing them hard and kneading the nipples under my fingers.

“Yes, Tyler, yes, fucking squeeze my tits just like that! I had no idea being a girl could feel so good! I think I'm about to cum...come...oh my god ohmigod!” Missy reacted to her orgasm like she'd been shot, gasping for air and grinding against my body desperately, her limbs flailing. I felt wetness gush from between her thighs to soak the front of my jeans. For ten, twenty, thirty seconds, she was lost to the world, riding out a wave of ecstasy I hadn't thought was possible until I'd been a girl. Slowly, she came to her senses. 

“Wow,” she said, laughing. “That was amazing. That was fan-fucking-tastic, Ty.” She slid against me, her lips again closing over the head of my cock. “Oh my God! You didn't even get off!” She looked back at me, her face a mix of shock and sadness. Her lower lip actually trembled! Goddamn, this pendant works fast, I thought.

“I am so sorry, Ty,” she said, her toes curling around the sides of my jeans. “Let me make that up to you right fucking now.” In a move I didn't even think was possible, she pulled my jeans down to mid-thigh with her feet. It was some move a contortionist would've been proud of, and I would have questioned how she'd done if she hadn't then immediately brought her sopping cunt down on my cock. My cock slid effortlessly between her lips – she was hot, wet, and her orgasm had left everything tight and quivering. 

“Oh shit!” I cried, bringing a naughty laugh from Missy.

“You like that?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, “your pussy fits like it was fucking made for me!”

“It really does, baby,” she said, a wide grin breaking out on her face, “it really fucking does!”

Missy renewed her filthy lap dance, only now there were no clothes separating my cock from her fabulous body. She practically bounced up and down on my lap, with the head of my cock nestled in her slick folds, then buried all the way to the base, then back again. She brought her arms back and I gripped her wrists roughly, pulling her against me for even more leverage. The angle was perfect – I was so deep inside her I couldn't believe it! Her own orgasm faded for the moment, Missy was focused on getting her roommate off in the worst way – and that meant lots of dirty talk. And having been a guy herself until a few minutes ago, she knew exactly what I wanted to hear. 

“You like the way your cock feels buried in my pussy?” she asked between thrusts. I managed to nod, unable to say a word, my eyes fixed on her bouncing breasts, her glossy lips, the sight of my cock parting the lips of her slit again and again. “Don't you love all those tight little ridges running against your cock over and over again, making you feel so good? Making your balls tight, with all that sweet, hot come starting to fill up your shaft? Are you getting ready to spray me down?” I could feel my orgasm approaching, a sweet ache growing between my thighs. 

“Yeah I am,” I replied. “I'm going to give you exactly what you deserve, you little slut.”

“I am a slut, aren't I? I'm your slut!” Her back was arched, a grin huge on her face – she was loving every second of this. “I love feeling your hardness inside me, grinding against my sweet hot wetness! They were fucking made for each other! I was made to take your come inside me, you hot fucking stud! Or maybe-” she said, looking back at me, “you want something else. What was that you said about how my tits would look covered in come? Is that what you want, baby?” Our motions were reaching a fever pitch, my orgasm fast approaching. I felt sweat breaking out on my forehead, my breath hard and fast. I could feel Missy tightening around my shaft and knew that she was coming again, too caught up in dirty talk to stop. “You want to see my tits and face covered in your sticky come? Do you want to mark your territory? Do you want to come all over this pendant, Tyler?”

The thought drove me wild. In answer, I gripped Missy's waist and pulled her off me. She spun around and dropped to her knees, immediately grabbing my cock and kneading the slick head in her hands. I could feel my orgasm about to burst, like being at the very top of a rollercoaster. I saw the pendant swinging between Missy's breasts, nearly lost in her cleavage. “Come for me, Tyler!” she commanded.

My vision went white-hot and blurry, it felt like an explosion went off between my thighs. An orgasm like I had never felt before ripped through my body, forcibly pulling the come from my cock. Every ounce of stress or worry I had ever had drained right out of me through my testicles, becoming thick jets of come that splashed against Missy's tits, her face, the pendant. She brought her breasts up to my throbbing shaft and aimed me into her cleavage, thick spatters of come coating her nipples. I could barely see the pendant, it was so soaked in jizz. As the last few spurts shot out on her neck and face she ran the head of my cock over her nipples, teasing every last drop of come from my balls. I closed my eyes and lay back against the couch, completely relaxed.

“Did that feel good, baby?” Missy's voice brought me back to reality. “Don't you feel so much better now?”

I opened my eyes to the lovely vision before me. Missy was on her knees, her tits and face soaked in my sticky come. Beneath the glaze, the pendant gleamed like a red eye, glowing in her cleavage. She looked up at me with a naughty smile, looking more satisfied then I had ever seen Mark be. 

“That was incredible,” I said. “Don't you feel so much better now? About the pendant, I mean.”

“Oh, fuck yes!” she cried. She looked down at the pendant rapturously. “I never want to take this thing off, Ty! I love being Missy, I love being your little slut-” as I watched, she ran two fingers over her breasts and brought them to her mouth, dripping with come, and sucked them clean. “You should see the look on your face right now,” she said. 

I had been thinking about putting the pendant back on, but the sight of my formerly-male roommate licking my come from her breasts drove any thoughts of that from my mind. My cock, still sensitive from the fucking Missy had given it, rose up without warning, blood flowing to it in a hot rush. 

“Sooo,” Missy said, eyeing my cock, “what do you want to do now?” She twirled the pendant in her sticky fingers.

What did I want to do now? I thought. I want to do it again! “Bedroom,” I said.






Part Four






I awoke the next morning to the feeling of Missy's mouth wrapped around my cock. We had spent nearly the entire night fucking before passing out together in Mark's bed, but I was hard and ready for her. It was like an addiction, a fever rushing through my skin. We didn't talk. I let Missy work my shaft with her lips, and a minute later I rewarded her effort with another thick load of come, which she eagerly sucked down. She looked up at me, her eyes shining with lust. She's been wearing that pendant a little too long, I thought.

I grabbed the chain of the necklace from Mark's neck and slid it onto my own. The transformation was almost instant this time, in a few moments I was slutty brunette Tricia and he was back to being Mark, with only a few drying streaks of his roommate's come on his chest telling what he had been up to last night. Looking in his eyes, I knew he wasn't embarrassed. He was grinning. He didn't think it was weird, neither of us did anymore. We had tasted the power of the pendant and it tasted good. 

I winked at him and bit my bottom lip. “How about a shower?”

That was how we spent the next week; taking turns. We got into an amazing groove: one of us would wear the pendant, becoming a girl and trying out some new fetish or fantasy the other had, then we'd switch off and let the other person try something new out. There was no wait, no tiring out – the pendant must have had some kind of reset power, every time I took it off and became Tyler again, I was instantly hard and ready to fuck. We both called into work sick, we burnt through all of our vacation time. Two horny guys, well acquainted with porn of every stripe, suddenly with a super-hot partner ready to trade off on our darkest desires? What would you have done? We had lots of fantasies to burn through. That week, we fucked in every room of the house, including every closet, crawlspace and both yards. As Tyler, I drove out to a sex shop and bought bondage gear, and as Tricia I let Mark use every piece on me, tying me up and using me. One day we hit up the trashiest clothing store in the mall, and I watched as my 'girlfriend' Missy tried on and bought a number of revealing outfits and naughty lingerie – then the next day Mark came in with his 'girlfriend' Tricia and did the same thing! We barely slept, we were so into each other. We even went out on 'dates' together, dates that always ended up with sex in some exotic location – in a restaurant bathroom, in the woods, in a car on a busy street. Once, I had let Mark finger me on a barstool in front of an entire crowd of drunk strangers and not given a damn about it. I didn't know if if was the pendant or just our newfound hormones, but we were prone to stripping and all manner of lewd behavior and outbursts when we were out together.

Slowly, in the spaces between fuck sessions when I was Tyler again, I began to get worried. We were getting reckless, leaving a trail – anyone we knew with two brain cells to rub together would start to realize something weird was going on with the two of us. If not from the pictures of us in public that might already have found their way onto the internet, then from our total communication breakdown with the outside world. So, I shouldn't have been surprised when what happened happened.

It was morning and we were taking a shower together. I liked to put on the pendant and hop in the shower with Mark in the mornings – early-morning shower handjobs were the kind of thing Mark had always wanted but had never gotten from Riley, and I loved the feel of his hands soaping up my breasts and between my thighs. I was mid-handjob and about to drop to my knees and take him in my mouth when I heard the front door open. 

“Hey Mark, I'm home!” That voice - it was Riley! I let go of Mark's cock, my jaw dropping open. Riley wasn't supposed to be here until Tuesday! With mounting horror, I realized I had no idea what day it was. For all I knew, it was Tuesday. Mark's face was a mirror of my own, looking like the bottom had just fallen out of his world. His cock instantly shrank as we heard the sound of Riley stepping through the living room.

“Mark, where the hell are you?” I could see her in my mind, leaning into the kitchen, checking the bedrooms. “I know he's here, I saw his car in the driveway,” she muttered to herself.

“Holy shit, what the fuck are we going to do?” Mark whispered.

“I don't know,” I said. Despite the warmth of the water, I was suddenly freezing cold.

“Well, take the fucking pendant off! If she comes in here and sees a girl, she'll fucking kill me!”

“If I take it off, she's going to come in here and see us naked and showering together! That seems even worse!”

“Maaaark?” Riley's voice was muffled but coming closer. “Are you in the shower? Who else is here? I swear I hear a girl's voice, is the TV on?”

Mark's eyes grew as large as saucers. “Shit she fucking heard us, we're dead, we're fucking dead, holy shit-” 

We had seconds before Riley came bursting through the bathroom door, either catching her boyfriend naked in the shower with a beautiful woman or his dopey roommate. I didn't know which was worse, but I knew neither of them would end well. I pulled back the edge of the curtain and looked frantically around the room for any ideas, or maybe for a weapon I could use to defend myself from Riley. My gaze stopped on the red plastic cup holding our toothbrushes. Of course!

In one smooth motion I ripped off the pendant and handed it to Mark, transforming instantly back into Tyler. “No time to explain,” I said, stepping out of the stall, “but in about five seconds, I want you to scream like a girl, as high as you possibly can.” I slid on a pair of boxers and picked up the cup, then grabbed the edge of a towel and dried myself off as best as a person can in five seconds. I could hear Riley walking up to the door, still calling Mark's name in a questioning voice.

Scream, Mark, I thought. Now!

He did.

I threw the door open, nearly hitting Riley in the face, and bounded out into the living room, shaking with laughter. “Hahaha, I got you! I fucking got you, Mark!” I screamed. 

Riley jumped back and flattened against the wall, shock painting her features. “What the fuck!?” She said.

“Oh, hey, Riley! Holy shit, it's good to see you!” I stuck out a hand, still holding the red cup, as if to shake hers. “Sorry about that, I didn't see you standing there. I just played the best prank on Mark,” I said, cackling. “I put ice water in this cup and poured it on him in the shower! He totally didn't see that coming!” I hoped I had yelled this explanation loudly enough for Mark to hear.

Thankfully, I had. Mark stormed out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, the pendant left hidden somewhere. “You son of a bitch,” he said, laughing, “I swear the next time you do that shit to me, I'm putting ants in your bed!” I glanced over at Riley. Did she buy it? She had to buy it, the alternative was too weird to think about, right?

“Very funny, guys,” she said dryly. She had bought it! I breathed a sigh of relief. Riley turned to Mark and looked him up and down. “Hey stud, it's good to see you,” she said with a naughty smile.

“It is so great to see you, babe,” Mark said, kissing her while holding the towel up one-handed. 

“It's a shame you're just getting out of the shower,” she said, raising her eyebrows in the least subtle cue ever, “I could really use one after that long drive.”

“I....I can totally get right back in there,” Mark said, grinning. 

“Yeah?”

“Oh yeah, I'm still dirty,” he said. I rolled my eyes. Good luck getting him hard after the fucking Tricia gave him, bitch, I thought. Now where had that come from? That wasn't like me at all.

With a smoldering gaze, Riley stepped past Mark into the steamy bathroom. I could see in his face that he was as relieved as I was. If he was anything like me, he felt like he'd just jumped off of a building and landed completely unhurt.

“That was close,” he whispered.

“I know,” I whispered back. “We really need to have a talk about that pendant.”

“Yeah, totally. Later, though. First, uh...me and Riley...can you?”

I could have laughed. Even after everything we'd been through, the week of ridiculous and kinky sex, I was still being sexiled for Riley. “Sure, that's totally cool,” I lied. “I have something I need to do anyway.”

“Cool dude, thanks,” he said, darting inside the bathroom and shutting the door.
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I pulled onto the highway, my thoughts a blur. The guilt and shame I felt at seeing Riley in our house filled my stomach like a brick. I barely even saw the road, relying on muscle memory to get where I was going. The Smallwood Flea Market, I thought with a sneer, a shopper's paradise. 

I had made a huge mistake ever putting on that pendant, I could see that now. I had seduced Mark, then convinced him to wear the pendant and seduce me. If Riley knew the half of what we had done over the last week, she'd leave Mark so fast the front of the house would cave in. I was feeling pretty hateful towards myself – as the pendant got further and further away, it almost felt as if the strange, 'okay with all of this' feeling it gave me began to ebb out of my body. I couldn't believe what I had done.

“I ruined my best friend's relationship,” I said out loud to no one in particular. “I made him cheat on the one girl who's always been there for him. Fucking idiot!”

I was going to fix this. I had to. Even if it meant walking back into that filthy, creepy flea market and marching right up to that walrus man and demanding he take the pendant back and undo whatever crazy voodoo that was on it that made me fuck my best friend. I was determined, spurred on by the thought of Mark happy with Riley at last, all thoughts of gender-swapping roommates forgotten. Even if I had to move out, I was going to make this up to him. I patted the glove box tenderly, thinking about the glowing red treasure concealed within. I was going to miss being Tricia, but it was for the best.

Problem was, the glovebox was empty. I hadn't taken the pendant back from Mark – he still had it.
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“Oh baby, fuck yes! I've missed you so much!”

At the same moment, Riley and Mark were back home in the midst of an epic bout of shower sex. Riley's lithe body was bent nearly double, her hands spread against the dripping wall. She ground her pussy against Mark, feeling his thick cock penetrate her folds at that special angle only he knew; the one that drove her absolutely wild with pleasure.

She was relieved. Mark had been strangely hesitant to get down to fucking once they were in the shower together – usually after a long separation she could barely get through the door before he'd throw her down and fuck her – but after a few minutes of soapy foreplay whatever weird tension he'd had had dissipated and he'd finally started fucking her with reckless abandon. He must have just been a little surprised, she thought, seeing me turn up so early. Maybe he'd been masturbating. The thought her man had been touching himself in the shower minutes before she arrived turned her on immensely, and she decided to test her theory.

“Mark,” she groaned between thrusts, “were you jerking off right before I got here?”

Mark didn't seem interested in talking – one hand was tied up tugging Riley's blonde hair, the other was busy fondling her tits – but he had the presence of mind to speak a little. “Uh...no,” he said, thrusting even harder into her as if to dodge the question.

“Oh, come on baby,” Riley said, turning around and straddling Mark from the front. Wrapping both arms around his neck, she pulled him back until she was held tight against the wall and guided his member inside her, her legs shaking with pleasure at the feel of his cock stretching her walls. Her breath was hot in his ear as she whispered. “You can tell me. I think it's totally hot. Were you thinking of me?”

In response, Mark yanked Riley's hair, arching her back to give him an even deeper path into her tight channel. She felt his rhythm change, becoming harsh and fast. Talking about it was getting him just as horny as she was; she could feel his orgasm fast approaching.

“Yeah,” he said wickedly, “I was stroking my cock thinking about you being in the shower, sucking me off, taking my big dick inside you. Then you appeared, like a wet dream come true. Do you know how that makes me feel?”

Riley had a pretty good idea. Their bodies locked together; the two of them speeding up in unison towards climax. Despite the heat of the shower Riley was shivering, pressure building in her thighs. 

“I'm going to come,” Mark said.

“Come in me, baby!” Riley cooed. “I'm coming too, oh fuck, oh fuck-”

Riley threw her head back and howled with the force of her orgasm, not caring if Tyler heard, if the neighbors heard. As stars enveloped her vision she felt Mark let go, hot spurts of come splashing against her walls. But before she knew it, she felt his cock grow still again within her. That's not nearly as much come as he usually has, she thought. He must have been jerking it.

The shower stopped; Mark must have turned it off. “That was fucking amazing,” he said, holding her close.

“I know,” Riley replied, burying her fingers in Mark's hair and kissing him. “I missed you so much. I've been thinking about doing this for months.”

“Was it worth the wait?” He asked.

“Definitely,” she said, relaxing against him. She purred contentedly, like a kitten. “You are such a great boyfriend. I don't ever want to leave you again.”

She looked up at his face, searching the emotions there. Eagerness? Worry?

“Did...did you talk to Tyler about me moving in?” she asked.

“Uh, no,” Mark replied. “I...never really got around to it.”

So there it was. Mark hadn't had the heart to tell Tyler that she was moving in. That he, Mark's best friend, was going to be the third wheel in the house – a situation that wasn't going to be permanent. Riley had saved up two months' rent on the house, planning to buy out a month to smooth over Tyler leaving. Of course Mark hadn't wanted to say anything to his friend, she thought, I'm only practically his fiancee. But, maybe it was the post-coital bliss, or maybe it was seeing the person she loved most in the world for the first time in months, but it suddenly didn't seem like such a big deal to Riley. We can tell him eventually, she thought. Hell, maybe we can work something out so he'll stay.

Mark kissed her on the cheek, then slid from the shower stall. “Love you, Riley.”

She smiled. “Love you too.”

I'm going to make us some breakfast before Tyler comes back,” he said. “You still love blueberry waffles?”

“Fuck yeah,” she said, tracing a finger down his chest. Mark left the bathroom, gently shutting the door behind him. 

That was when Riley saw the clothes. 
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The lot of the Smallwood Flea Market was nearly empty; I got a spot right next to the door. That'll be really convenient, I thought, if walrus-dude decides to drag me into his basement lair and I have to skedaddle. Stopping the engine, I popped open the glove box, expecting to see the red pendant winking at me. Empty.

Shit, I thought.

I was fucked now. No pendant, no return. No return, no way to be sure what's been happening between me and Mark never happens again. No way to reverse the weird power the pendant has over us. I could have turned around, driven back to the house, dealt with Riley as best as I could and tried again tomorrow – but I felt like time was of the essence. If I didn't deal with this right now, I knew I might be tempted to become Tricia and try to directly steal Mark away from Riley. That was the last thing I wanted. Grimly determined, I marched up to the door and stepped inside.

The market looked different then it had a week ago. What a difference a few days makes, I thought. The lighting was still dim and the articles bunched on crowded tables were still hilariously out-of-date, but the place was nearly a ghost town. The stalls along the back wall, which had been completely full of independent vendors when Mark and I had been there last, were now empty and boarded up. You could almost feel the tumbleweeds.

The jewelry-seller's stall was still there, dingy and decrepit, but looking around I saw no walrus man waddling out to greet me. Part of me was grateful I didn't have to deal with the pendant's guardian,  but without him, I might as well not have been there. I was turning to leave when I saw the box. Right where the jewelry rack had been a week ago there was a small, tin box with a tiny cream envelope on top of it. My hands began to tremble as I opened the envelope. I pulled out a thin sheet of high-quality parchment and began to read:

“Tyler,

I know this visit was very important to you, but unfortunately I had to run. The store is closed until further notice – but if you keep your eyes open, you and I might run into each other someday soon. This box is a present for you (don't let Mark open it!), a little bit of precious from my overstock. Enjoy, and don't be afraid to, aha, experiment with your new toys. You wouldn't believe the sorts of things William Adams got up to.

Respectfully yours,

G.W.

P.S. You wouldn't have gotten a refund, anyway.”

My jaw dropped. I could barely process the words in front of me - I knew what they were saying individually, but together they seemed completely insane. Without hesitation, I hit the side of the box in an upward smack hard enough to knock the top of the box loose. I glanced inside, and what I saw made me throat dry up and my cock spring forward in my boxers like a fucking girder.

Over a dozen gleaming red eyes greeted me inside the box. They were pendants – pendants exactly like the one that Mark and I had purchased a week ago. The exact same.
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Panties. Lacy lingerie. A fucking corset, for godsakes.

Riley's eyes boggled at the assortment of women's clothes scattered on the floor of the bathroom. Dozens of different outfits, an entire sex shop's worth, littered the floor. This is crazy, she thought, her eyes alighting on a crotchless number she would've hesitated to wear in front of anyone, even Mark. These have to be Tyler's, he must have some kind of girlfriend who's been coming by-

The truth burned hot in her face, rage and shame filling her. No, she realized. Mark bought these. He bought all of these for his new girlfriend. Despite the warm afterglow of orgasm she felt numb.

He found another girl, she thought, absently leafing through the nearest pile of lacy undergarments. An absolutely freaky girl. She probably wears these things for him all the time, and does filthy sex shit I've never even heard of. Her reverie was broken when underneath a pair of silk stockings she saw the gleam of something red. Jewelry?

She held up the pendant, the red circlet of its center gleaming even in the low light of the bathroom. Looking at it, her self-pity and anguish turned into furious anger. That cheating asshole, she thought, holding the pendant close, buying some slut jewelry and underwear when I've been faithful to him, when I get on the computer every night and get him off from my dorm. She reached a decision: I am going to fuck his shit up.

She stepped towards the door and stopped, confusion momentarily seizing her. Where was that pendant? Oh, she realized, I'm wearing it. Oh well, she thought, it'll make it even better – walking out completely naked, wearing the pendant he bought for that little bitch. I'm gonna give it to him!

Yeah, she thought, opening the door, I'm gonna give it to him good.
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I bounded up the driveway, the tin box held snugly in the crook of my arm. I hope Mark and Riley are done fucking, I thought, already planning how to separate the two long enough for me to show Mark the box. My mind was still reeling, trying to accept that there was a two-digit number of gender-swapping pendants in my possession. The possibilities seemed endless. I was filled with renewed vigor, all thoughts of ruining my best friend's relationship gone. Mark is going to flip when I show him this, I thought.

The front door was unlocked and swung open with a gentle push. “Mark?” I asked. “Are you home?”

I heard...some kind of noise coming from the kitchen, and walked briskly towards it. Great, I thought, the two of them are still fucking...

The tin box clattered to the floor, causing the two people in the kitchen to look up in shock.

I suddenly felt faint, on the brink of collapse. I couldn't be seeing what I was seeing. Mark was splayed out over the kitchen table, his clothing torn and hanging off his body in shreds. A look of anguish was on his face, and I could immediately tell why. Standing behind him was the largest man I had ever seen in person, a hulking blonde steroid monster who looked like nothing more than Fabio blown up to 2x size. As I watched, the massive figure laughed and continued his enthusiastic fucking of my roommate's ass. The look on his face was unmistakable, and even if it hadn't been, the glowing red pendant around his neck was a dead giveaway. It was Riley.

As I stared horrified at the tableau before me, Riley pulled out of Mark's ass, her massive cock gleaming with sweat and juices. “Welcome home, Tyler,” she said in a booming voice. “You're next when I'm done with my man here. There's going to be some changes in this house from now on...”
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“You’re on in five minutes, doll.”

I glance up from the mirror, fighting the butterflies in my stomach as I finish applying my lipstick. My makeup is perfect, my outfit is jaw-droppingly gorgeous, and I’m totally going to throw up before I can even make it onto the stage.

Trixie, the manager, takes a step into the dressing room. “You okay, doll? You look like you swallowed something fierce.”

Despite myself, a little giggle leaves my throat – it’s half-laugh, half nervous energy. “Yeah, I’m fine. I’m not having second thoughts or anything. I just can’t stop thinking about all those eyes on me.”

Trixie flashes an indulgent smile. Here at the Bitch’s Crystal, she’s den-madam to an entire harem of strippers, pole dancers and performers. Of which I am the youngest, newest, most anxious member.

“First-time jitters,” she says, giving me a pat on the shoulder. “Lots of girls have them. Believe me, you’re going to drive those men insane. Once you have a g-string full of dollars, you’ll feel much better about this whole thing.”

I hoped so. Stripping wasn’t exactly where I saw myself in terms of a gainful career, but I needed money fast. I was hip-deep in my first semester of college and to my surprise things just kept adding up: a book here, an electronic clicker there, a twelve-pack of ramen to keep from starving to death... All things that weren’t covered by my student loans.

After two weeks of searching for less embarrassing employment, I only had a couple of options. I couldn’t move back in with my parents – they were in the throes of a horrible divorce, their twenty-year marriage on the verge of collapse. A day in that house would have driven me insane – so I didn’t even consider it. And neither my Mom or my stepdad were in a position to lend me any money. So I answered the ad looking for “cute girls looking to strut their stuff,” and here I was.

There was another option, I tell myself as I rub a bit of lipstick from the corner of my mouth. You could have asked Troy for help.

Troy. I shuddered a bit just at the thought of him. My stepbrother Troy was four years older than me, an up-and-coming businessman who worked himself so hard he barely even noticed what was going on at home. He was the gorgeous, successful, rock-solid type of guy magazines just loved to put on the cover of their annual “25 under 25” issue – and our local publications did. I knew he would have fronted me the money, but...

I shake my head.  Asking Troy for money would be even more mortifying than moving in with my parents. I can’t bring myself to do it.

Besides, I think, it’s not all bad. Tonight I look hotter than I ever have in my life. I’m wearing a tight pair of pale pink thong panties and a lacy matching bra I bought from a boutique with the last of my cash, telling myself it was an investment. My skin is tanned and smooth, my makeup utterly flawless. With some killer heels, a pair of Daisy-Dukes and a clingy white tank top I’m Miss All-American, ready to shake my ass for a crowd of strangers. I’m excited, and also terrified.

Maybe I’ll find somebody like Troy, I think, my belly thrumming with excitement. Some hunk businessman with a mansion somewhere to be my sugar daddy, make it so I never have to work again. I can’t tell if I like the thought or not.

Just then, Trixie pokes her head back in. “You’re on deck, darling,” she says, a hint of southern drawl in her tone.

I stand for inspection, feeling something like a cross between a soldier, a hooker and a girl scout. Trixie looks me over and flashes me a thumbs-up.

“Perfect,” she says. “Now remember – when you get up on that stage, you’re not Patsy any more. You’re Bliss, a cute little college slut who wants to get those men hard out of their minds, and get as much of their money as possible!”

It’s so absurd that I laugh. But she’s right: if I’m going to do this, I have to forget that I’m Patsy tonight. My family, my situation – none of them can linger in my mind.

Tonight, I’m Bliss.

“Bliss reporting for duty,” I say, striking a pose I hope is sexy. And I’m rewarded when Trixie wolf-whistles, filling me with excitement.

“Alright,” she says. “Let’s go. Ready?”






Troy
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“I want a dance from that one,” Bruce says, gesturing sloppily with his drink. “Get her over here, Troy.”

I flash Bruce the easy grin I practice in the mirror every morning and gently steer his gaze away from the overburdened waitress. “She’s quite the looker,” I say, turning him back towards the bar. Once he’s not looking at me, I roll my eyes. Christ, I hate this guy.

Bruce is well and truly drunk at this point, the sloppy kind of wasted that means he couldn’t get it up even if one of these girls was gyrating in his lap. The idea of securing him a woman feels distasteful and absurd. But tonight, my job is to make this pathetic, middle-aged middle-manager happy, and it’s a job I do well – even when I don’t want to.

Tonight, Bruce is acting as the personal representative of a powerful member of the city council – the two are old college roommates. I’d been expecting to wine and dine the man himself, but when he became unexpectedly sick he asked Bruce to sub in, with disastrous results. The man is a boor, and I am nearly at the end of my normally prodigious patience.

“Hey there, darling,” Bruce says, staring straight into the bartender’s cleavage. “How ‘bout getting old Bruce a Jack and Coke?”

The bartender looks at me as if gauging a parent on how much leeway to give their child. I sigh and nod, and she begins to pour.

I’m miserable. I’d secured reservations at the finest restaurant in town for the both of us, but Bruce wanted to experience a night “on the town” - and that meant girls. I got the impression things weren’t going well with Mrs. Bruce and he needed to blow off some steam.

A girl walked by, looking me up and down before stopping in her tracks. “Well hello there,” she says with a shy sensuality she’d never reveal to someone like Bruce. “You want a private dance, baby?”

“No thanks,” I say, nodding in my companion’s direction. “I’m with the boss tonight. Maybe him...?”

She looks at Bruce and her face falls. She’s a good looking girl, a sultry Latina with big tits and a nice, heart-shaped ass, but I don’t need to visit strip clubs to get my rocks off – I have too women throwing themselves at me as it is. That’s what my father was like: constantly jumping from girl to girl, unable to think further than the tip of his dick. That’s why his marriage...

No. I won’t think about that. Not tonight.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the DJ says, his booth surrounded in a cloud of smoke, “that was K-K-Kristi! Let’s give her a big round of applause!”

Around the room, men sitting in chairs around the stage applaud the cute blonde stepping down from the stage. She makes her way through the crowd, putting a hand here, a knee there. She’ll have plenty of people wanting to spend some time with her, I think.

Bruce turns around and claps his hands a few times before turning back to the bar.

“Alright, guys,” the DJ says, a note of excitement coming into his voice for the first time since we arrived, “we’ve got a newcomer for you tonight at the Crystal! Give it up for...BLISS!”

Bliss, I think, rolling my eyes. These ridiculous names...

Then the curtain parts and my heart skips a beat. I recognize those long, sultry legs, that taut little tummy, those luscious breasts. In an instant, I’m confused, I’m angry, and I’m rock hard.

I nearly knock over Bruce in my shock. That girl on stage, getting ready to perform – it’s Patsy, my stepsister. And she looks amazing.






Patsy

This isn’t so bad, I think as I look down from the stage. Hell, this is pretty fun.

Everyone is looking at me. Everyone is wanting me, aching for me, fantasizing about me – and I love it.

The music starts, a catchy tune with a throbbing beat and dirty lyrics sung by a sexy young pop star. I haven’t rehearsed much, but as it turns out I don’t need to think – I can just move along with the music, letting my body do the talking.

About five seconds after I start, a man on the edge of the stage reaches out with a five-dollar bill. I stride forward, bend low over him and he slips it into my cleavage.

I just made money! The thought is intoxicating: as is his touch on my skin. The idea that this man wants me so badly – wants to see me nude, even if he has to share the sight with several dozen other men – it turns me on more than I’d care to admit. By the time I start working off my tight tank top, my nipples are stiff through the thin fabric.

Someone gives a whoop as I toss the tee over my head, letting it land against the curtain. I don’t care – my hands are instantly at my breasts, rubbing and massaging them in time with the music. It feels so amazing to touch myself in front of strangers, so naughty – I can’t wait to get my pants off.

More money follows what came before, men fighting each other to slip a bill into the corner of my tight cutoffs or my heels. One man is fixated on my feet, and I sit down on stage and start stretching my legs for him, rubbing my thighs as he slides dollar after dollar between my toes.

This is so great! I think. I’m making so much money!

My fingers work at the zipper of my daisy dukes, and as I start to pull them down a cheer goes up from the audience. I’m wearing barely-there thong panties underneath, and the contours of my slit are clearly visible through them. My inner lips are swollen with arousal, so much so that if I wasn’t sweating so much it’d be even clearer that I left a big wet spot on the front of my panties.

I rub the front of them, feeling a tingle of pure lust shoot through me. I shudder and do it some more. No one thinks this is strange; instead they all go nuts. I’m basically fingering myself on stage and these men are tossing more money than I usually saw in a week at my feet, worshiping me with their wallets. 

I toss my head back, feeling the wave begin to crest. Striking a pose, I pull my panties to the side and slip two fingers into myself, savoring the gasp that goes up from the front row.

Oh my gawwwwwd! My legs shudder as an orgasm tears through me, obliterating the world around me in a haze of pure pleasure. I shake my ass, slapping my firm cheeks, the pain heightening my bliss. Bliss, I think - what a perfect fucking name I chose for myself. This is Bliss, and Trixie was right. I’m totally in love with this. I’m so glad I forgot how to be Patsy for once in my repressed life...

Then, just as the music winds down, something happens that snaps me back to the present. There’s a man standing just behind the front row, staring up like I was offending him in some way. I can’t see him because the lights are so bright – and then they lower, matching the last notes of the song as feedback rings out. The DJ is announcing me again, a cheer going up from the audience, but I can’t hear a fucking thing.

Because the man staring at me, a look of pure fury on his face, is my stepbrother Troy.






Troy
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I’m going to kill her.

My darling stepsister – the only girl who truly understood me, who was on my team when it came to our dissolving family – steps off the stage, her face still flushed with exhaustion and arousal. She’s staring at me, a look somewhere between defiance and terror on her face, and I’m just glad she isn’t looking at the rest of me.

I’m a wreck. My cock is rock hard in my pants, throbbing against my slacks. I’m a hard, solid rod of need, and I can feel the fat purple head of my cock shooting precum into my boxer briefs. I’ve never wanted a woman like I wanted Patsy, watching her strut her stuff. Watching her rub herself, which might have been an act but from the way her face was still beet red I supposed was not.

More than anything, I hate these men surrounding us. I hate that they shared this – that they were allowed to see. I want to punch every one of them out, toss Patsy over my shoulder, and carry her out of here like some kind of caveman.

“Remember,” the DJ intones, “Bliss will be available for private dances for the remainder of the evening. She’s a newbie, boys, so go easy on her!” I can hear his sneer.

Oh no. Hell no.

I walk up, deftly muscling aside a man in the front row as he goes to stand. My hand closes on her wrist, and a little yelp leaves her throat. She’s clad in nothing more than a pair of tiny thong panties, her breasts bare and heaving with each ragged breath, and it takes everything I have not to toss her to the ground and spread her legs right then and there.

“I want a dance,” I say, shocked at the ice in my voice. “Right now.”

“Hey!” The man I shoved aside rubs his nose, shooting me a dirty look. “I was speaking to the lady first-”

Instantly, my wallet is out of my jacket. The thick wad of cash visible peeking out from the edge of the leather shuts him up immediately.

“I’ll pay more than whatever these assholes will,” I snarl beneath my breath, drawing her close. “I’ll pay more than all of them put together.”

She looks up at me and nods. “S-sure. Sure. Let’s go, baby.”

I let her lead me through the crowd, my eyes fixed on her gorgeous ass as she walks in her high heels. How did I never see this goddess living right next to me all the time our parents were together? I have to stop myself from drooling.

As we pass the bar, Bruce looks up and a delighted look comes over his face.

“Hoo boy!” he says, downing the last of his drink. “You sure picked me out a good one, Troy! Now let’s you and me get more comfortable...”

“Go back to the bar,” I said, having to force myself not to growl. “Now.”

He takes an involuntary step backward, shocked at the ferocity in every muscle of my body. Then he rallies.

“Wait a sec – you’re supposed to be entertaining me, you hear? If I tell Paul you didn’t treat me right, he might call off your big deal...”

“Fuck the deal,” I say, shoving Patsy on past. “If Paul wants to pull out, he’ll be the one losing money, not me.”

I pull a wad of cash out of my wallet and shove it in his hands. He looks at it like he’s never seen so much money in one place before, and with a dismaying shock I realize he might not have.

“Any girl in here will do anything you want,” I said, leaning forward and making my voice calm. “And obviously none of this will get back to the missus.”

He looks from Patsy to me, then down to the money in his hands – and decides to cut his losses. “Alright,” he says, nodding. “You have fun with your little redhead. I’m-a get me two of these ladies, we’ll see who has more fun.”

“Sure,” I say, leaving him there. I have more important things to take care of.






Patsy

––––––––
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i’m so fucked i’m so fucked i’m so fucked...

I lead Troy into one of the private rooms in the VIP section, my heart hammering in my chest like a jackhammer. There’s a guard there, a big muscle-y Russian girl named Olga who I’m half-tempted to ask to tackle Troy, but as soon as we get there I tell her she can leave.

“You no need watching?” Olga shrugs her shoulders. “This man looks like he could be trouble.”

“No trouble,” I assure her. “I know this guy. You...please just go?”

“Don’t worry about me,” Troy says, even though his body is radiating primal physicality. “Everything’s alright.”

Olga gives another expressive shrug and leaves us, closing the door behind her. Bass thuds through the wall, shaking the fixtures. The place smells like expensive perfume and sex.

“This isn’t what it looks like,” I say as soon as the door is closed. Turning to Troy. “I just needed money...”

“And you’re getting money,” Troy says, his voice rough. That’s when I notice what’s going on in his pants, and a blush goes all the way from my cheeks to my ass. “You’re going to dance for me. A private dance.”

I feel myself biting my lip. This is so wrong, but goddamn Troy looks hot. The way he muscled all those other men aside, took charge of the situation – it made me hotter than I’d admit to anyone, least of all myself. But I hold myself back.

“I...I can’t do that,” I say, like I’m the one begging him. “We’re family – it’s wrong...”

“I’m a paying customer, aren’t I?” His eyes are cold, with just a hint of mischief in them. He walks to the center of the room, where there’s a plush chair set up, and sits down.

He pats his lap. “Come on. The next song is starting.”

I shouldn’t do this, I think, panic coursing through me. But what if he tells Mom and Dad? They’d never forgive me – hell, it might tip their marriage from troublesome to full-blown collapse. And holy shit that bulge looks so huge and amazing between his legs – I can’t stop thinking about how it would feel against my ass, against the warm, soft places between my thighs...

“Well?” It’s practically a snarl.

I hop to it so submissively that it shocks me. Before I know what I’m doing, I’m in his lap, straddling him. As the next song starts, the bass pulsing through the room, I’m rocking my ass against him, barely brushing his crotch.

“Is this really your first night?” he groans.

“I swear,” I say quickly. “I’ve never done this before.”

He grabs me by the hips, and all of the rules Trixie beat into my head - ‘no touching’ being chief among them – go flying right out the window.

“You liked it, though,” he says, his mouth against my neck. It feels like purring, and I shudder as my pussy throbs from the feeling. God, I just came on stage five minutes ago and I’m already so hot – what is wrong with me?

“It was...interesting,” I say, turning around. Now I’m facing him, my big tits in his face, becoming his entire world.

“Seems like more than that,” he says – and grabs my breast. I cry out, but oh it feels so good to have his hand there, his thumb trailing over my nipple. “Seems like I watched my little sister come her brains out on stage.”

“That was...that was just an act,” I gasp, dry-humping him through his pants, “for the customers. What are you doing to me?”

“Getting my money’s worth,” he growls, gripping my other tit and squeezing them together. “Is that what girls do back here? Let men manhandle their bodies?”

Before I can stop myself, it slips out: “Only when they’re as hot as you.” I gasp and slap a hand over my mouth, but I can’t take it back. He chuckles darkly, running his hands over my sensitive nipples, and between that and the way his bulge pokes against my thong I’m already on the verge of a second, mind-melting climax.

“You think I’m hot,” he says. It’s not a question. “Your own brother.”

I can’t take it any more. “Jesus Christ Troy can’t you feel how fucking wet I am? If you don’t stop rubbing me like that I’m gonna come-”

I break off because his mouth covers mine, our lips meeting in a hard, primal kiss. His tongue goes into my mouth and oh my god I’m lost – I just melt against him, the world going spinny with bliss. I want him, and I want to want him, and if we don’t start doing more than just grinding on each other soon I’m going to lose my fucking mind.

So I do something. The kind of thing Patsy would never do – but Bliss might. After all, Bliss is the kind of girl who comes on stage in front of strangers – who knows what dirty things she might do in a private room?

My mouth trails down Troy’s neck. Leaving kisses down his collar. My fingers go under his shirt, raking his chest as my head drops lower and lower. Soon I’m on my knees in front of him, staring at that gorgeous, delicious bulge that’s tenting his slacks.

All of a sudden, he’s off-balance. “What are you doing,” he asks, for an instant sounding like he’s going to call the whole thing off. And if he does that, I might literally die. “Patsy...”

“I’m not Patsy,” I say, looking up at him. “I’m Bliss. And Bliss always gives the customer his money’s worth – especially when he’s as cute as you are.”

Before he can stop me, I have his pants unzipped. His big cock slides out and I gasp. It has to be ten inches long, with a thickness to match. I’m suddenly worried I won’t be able to fit it in my mouth, but that’s a Patsy-fear: Bliss can do it. Bliss can do anything. If I had known my brother was packing like this, I’d have done this years ago, I think.

“Oh my God,” Troy groans, his fingers twining in my hair. “You’re so fucking gorgeous, Pats...”

Shooting him a sultry look, I open my mouth and take his cock.






Troy

––––––––
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It’s bliss. It’s heaven. It’s everything.

I’ve totally blown a deal that would have made me hundreds of thousands of dollars, but Patsy’s mouth is on me, and nothing else matters. She’s worth every goddamn penny as her warm lips slide up and down my shaft, sucking me gently at first, then faster. I grunt, unable to stop myself, and put my hands on the back of her head, spurring her to go faster.

“That’s right,” I say, my voice savage with lust. “Take it deeper. Show me how my dirty little sister sucks a cock.”

Patsy complies eagerly, sucking me down like a practiced whore. If I had known my sister had no gag reflex, I think deliriously, I might have done this years ago. 

Her breasts are warm against my thighs as she bobs in my lap, and after a minute she pulls off me. I whine in frustration, but she’s only moving to slide me between her tits. My cock, coated in her saliva, slides easily between the incredible orbs, sending sparks shooting through my cock.

“You like that?” Patsy asks, and I nod, unable to form coherent words or thoughts.

“Yeah, you like that,” she says. “Always knew my brother was a dirty little perv.”

As I watch, amazed, Patsy slides her thong panties to the side and begins to finger her cunt. The lips of her sex are swollen with arousal, her inner walls pink and inviting as her fingers run in circles over her most sensitive flesh. The tiny room fills with the smell of sex – our sex – and before I know what I’m doing I’m pumping between her tits, letting her tongue encircle my cock on every thrust, pounding away like a savage as I grunt with the onrush of my climax.

“Come for me,” she begs, her eyes shining with lust. “Come for me, Troy, show me how much you love me...”

With a groan I lose myself. My cock explodes between her tits, thick ropes of hot come splashing over my stepsister’s tits. It shoots up, coating her chin and neck, shooting so many times I lose count. I never come like this – not even with the most attractive girls – but for Patsy, my balls are in overdrive. She laughs with triumph as the rest of my load drains from my balls, and her fingers become a blur between her thighs.

“Yes,” she groans, her legs beginning to quiver. “Yes, yes, fucking yes....”

She tosses her head back and cries out, every muscle in her body going taut as she comes. Watching it alone, in complete privacy, it’s a hundred times more erotic than having to share the view with a bunch of other men. I can savor it, every little gasp and ragged breath as she slowly brings herself back under control.

“Oh my God,” she gasps, running a hand between her tits. It comes up coated in thick gobs of my seed. “Troy, you came so much...”

I’m still hard. How am I still hard? I want this woman, more than I’ve wanted anything in my entire life. I want to wrap her around me, to dominate her – to own her. The fact that she’s my stepsister doesn’t matter – then, with a guilty little shock, I realize that it does. It makes it hotter – it magnifies all the little emotions we’ve ever shared, turns my love for her into something darker and even more fulfilling.

I have to have her.

“Come on,” I say, helping her to her feet. “We’re going home.”

“What?” She’s confused. “No, look – lend me your shirt. I need to get cleaned up – I have a job to do...”

It’s cute, the way she doesn’t understand. “Not anymore,” I say, the words a growl. “You’re mine now, sis, and we’re leaving. I’m never sharing that gorgeous body with any man, not ever again.”

She shudders as she takes it in. Then, like she’s sealing a covenant, she nods. “Alright. Yeah.” A smile comes over her face – the first genuine one I’ve seen out of her in years. “Let’s go back to your place, Troy.”

I take her hand and lead her out of there, into her new life.






Patsy

––––––––
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I make it thirty seconds after getting into Troy’s car before I start blowing him.

I can’t help it – something about him gets me going like nothing else. Plus, there’s the fact that he paraded me on the way out the door. He didn’t let me get dressed, so I left the Crystal wearing nothing but a cunt-wet pair of panties and several thick streaks of his seed. Everyone was shocked, none moreso than poor Bruce – but the two girls on his arm looked more than happy to help him forget.

Troy’s cock was so perfect. It fit down my throat like it was made for me. I loved the way it twitched, throbbed inside of me like it was letting me know every little thought and feeling going on in his head. I was so engrossed in sucking him that I didn’t even notice when we pulled into his apartment complex.

“This is the place,” he said, pulling me off him.

The entrance was a blur – we didn’t stop fooling around at the front desk, or in the elevator. I wanted him, no, I needed him, and even if Mom and Dad had been waiting in the hallway for us, I would have shoved them aside and let him take me into his apartment to fuck me.

As soon as we’re inside, he bends me over his couch. It’s expensive, made of leather, and smells like the sex we’re about to have.

He undoes his belt, letting his pants fall to the floor. Soon he’s clad in nothing but a tight pair of boxer briefs, which outline his bulge like a giant highlighter saying put me in Patsy’s cunt. I’m trembling as I stare at him, all hard muscle and sharp edges compared to my warm softness.

“You’re sure you want this?” He asks, running a hand over the small of my back. “Once we do this, Patsy – I don’t think I’m going to be able to stop.”

I glance over my shoulder at him. “I sure fucking hope so,” I say, gasping. “Because I’m already addicted to that amazing fucking cock.”

He grins, and it’s like the old Troy I’ve known as a brother for so long, mischievous under his alpha-male exterior. “You’re such a slut,” he says.

“So are you,” I whimper. “Now fuck me.”

“In a minute,” he says. “First, I want to taste you.”

Before I can even think that through, he bends down and licks me from behind. The feel of his tongue on my most sensitive area is electric, sending sparks of pure bliss through my body. I arch my back like a bow as he works his mouth on me, humming over my clit and sliding a finger into my ass like he thinks he’s being sneaky. He knows I like it – knows from the way my ass pulls it in that I want it, that it’s making my clit tingle with delight. 

His mouth feels so good that it isn’t long before I feel myself go weightless, my body convulsing.

“Oh Troy,” I gasp. “You’re the best big brother ever – I’m going to come all over your mouth...!”

You’re the perfect sister, I hear him moan against my clit, and that thought sends me over the edge. I crash down the cliff, pleasure engulfing me like a giant’s fist, squeezing everything inside of me until I drip with pleasure. I feel my pussy gush against his tongue, wet and primed, and even as I come down from my peak I know this is barely going to hold a candle to the way his big cock will feel inside of me.

“Fuck,” he groans, pulling off of me. He licks his lips, savoring the taste of my juices. “You taste incredible, sis.”

“Your cock tastes even better,” I coo, loving the way it makes him blush. Big brother loves blowjobs – I’ll have to remember that.

“Are you ready for this?” he asks, and a moment later the head of his cock is nestled in my folds, demanding access to my twat. The way he stretches me is deliciously naughty – I can’t wait to feel the whole thing.

“Yes,” I gasp, pressing against him. “Fuck me, Troy. Make me your woman.”

He slides inside of me, and oh my god it’s like I’m complete for the first time. His big cock stretches my walls, until I feel like I’m wrapped around him, an extension of his being. My tits shake against the leather of the couch and I’m holding on for dear life as he gives me everything, everything he’s got. He pounds into me like a piston, pumping his cock into my womb over and over, and both of us dissolve into each other, twin fires of primal lust.

“Are you on the pill?” Troy asks – just as he grips my hips tighter, forcing himself deeper inside of me. He knows what the answer is going to be, and he doesn’t care – and an instant later, neither do I. This is just too fucking perfect to spoil with a piece of plastic – this is heaven.

“I’m not worried,” I say, fucking him back stroke-for-stroke. “Whatever happens, happens. I don’t want you to stop, and I know you don’t want to either!”

He grins. “That’s good. I don’t think I’d be able to stop. Patsy, your pussy is so fucking amazing...”

“You have the nicest cock,” I gasp, my chest heaving. “I feel so greedy – I’m about to come a third time all over you, and you haven’t gotten to blow inside of me yet...”

“Do it,” he says, slapping my ass. Fuck, how did he know I like that? Then I remember slapping my own ass on stage and it all comes together. “I want to feel you nice and tight around my cock when I blow.”

I’m about to say something when his other hand comes down on my ass, and the mixture of pain and pleasure makes me melt. I lose myself and just be, rocking back and forth on his cock as I tremble, inches away from coming.

“I love you, sis,” Troy says, leaning forward and burying himself deep inside of me. His breath is hot against me ear. “Come for me now...”

The world dissolves in a wash of pleasure, and I am bliss. My name has never been more appropriate – my body sings with delight, every muscle going taut around my brother’s cock as he thrusts into me, welcoming him into my womb. He picks up the pace, thrusting into me hard enough to send up sparks, and then with a cry he comes, his cock twitching and spurting inside of me. We’re both climaxing at the same time, riding it out, moving together like two halves of the same person. It’s incredible – like nothing I’ve ever felt.

As I come down from my peak, I realize someone is babbling – and it’s me. “I love you,” I’m groaning, lips against the couch. “I love you, Troy, I love you so much...”

He turns me around and kisses me. I can taste my juices on his lips, and it makes me want him all over again, even as he pulls me into a hug that makes me want to weep with joy.

“We can never tell Mom and Dad about this,” he murmurs into my ear. “Never.”

I pull back, grinning. “I don’t think that’s such a good idea, Troy.”

His face is full-on confusion. Obviously, he thought keeping our relationship on the down low went without saying. “Huh?”

“We just fucked,” I say, nuzzling against his chest. “With no protection. I might be carrying your baby soon – our baby.”

“Oh, fuck,” he groans – but it’s not terror in his voice. It’s longing. He holds me close, like he’s imagining me filled with his heirs. His woman. “Patsy. That would be...”

“They deserve to know,” I whisper. “And maybe, just maybe, it’ll bring them closer together. They won’t even speak to each other – maybe their children can show them how it’s done.”

He looks at me like he’s not sure what to believe. “Are you...sure about that?” He looks skeptical. “I think they’ll just freak out...”

“I think it’s going to be hard to keep a lid on things,” I say, rubbing between his legs. “I mean, when we come over for Christmas and they hear me screaming your name upstairs, they’re going to put it together pretty quick.”

“That feels good,” he says. Picking me up. I feel like a rag doll in his arms – I could get very, very used to this. “We’ll work this out later,” he says. “Right now, I want to introduce you to my bed.”

“I’m looking forward to meeting it,” I said, locking my legs behind his back. “Can I stay there a long time?”

“Patsy,” he says, looking very serious. “You can stay as long as you want.”

I smile and draw him close, nuzzling his ear like I’m about to tell him a secret.

“I never want to leave,” I say with a giggle, watching him melt.

And I never did.
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Later, after we'd gotten a few drinks in the new girl, she finally opened up about how she'd gotten here.

“I was at a party,” Jackie said, sounding timid. “After I had a few drinks in me, someone offered me a bottle of futa milk...”

To my left, Camille laughed, taking another big swig from the bottle of wine and handing it to the new girl, Jackie. “You were a fratboy? That's how it always happens.”

“The freshman curse,” Soojin added.

Jackie looked between the three of us, her eyes as big as saucers. “I...I didn't know there was a curse...”

“There's not,” I said, giving stern glances to my roommates. “These two are just trying to scare you. What happened to you can happen to anyone.”

“But it definitely seems like it happens here more,” Camille added.

Soojin took the bottle and took a big swig, then grinned. “I heard sometimes when futa milk changes a guy, it sometimes brings out his femininity from the inside out. I heard about this fratboy who drank a couple bottles at a kegger, and started coming on to his friend. He took him upstairs, they sucked each other off, and passed out. When he woke up in the morning as a girl, his friend welcomed him into womanhood by taking her virginity and blowing a big load into her pussy.” She winked at Jackie. “Is that how it happened to you, James?”

James – Jackie now – looked profoundly uncomfortable. I couldn't blame her: adjusting to college life was hard enough without changing from a guy to a girl two weeks into your first semester. Some victims of what Soojin had jokingly called the 'freshman curse' (she was right, it did happen way more often to college freshmen for some reason) took to their girl-selves like a fish in water, becoming the most popular, slutty girls in school overnight, but a lot of them ended up like Jackie – anxious and afraid. Which, I think, was why she'd been assigned to our dorm in particular when the campus realized she needed to change to women's quarters. We were good at this sort of thing, even though Camille and Soojin liked to tease. We'd have Jackie's confidence back in no time.

“Here,” I said, offering Jackie the wine bottle. “Drink.” She did, and when the bottle left her lips she looked a little bit less freaked out.

“That's good,” she said, the ghost of a smile flashing on her face. “It kinda makes me want...”

Camille and Soojin shared a look. We knew exactly what she was going to say.

Jackie trailed off.

“What?” Camille said, hiding her big grin.

“...some more of that milk,” Jackie admitted. “It was...really good.”

“Futa milk is good shit,” I agreed.

“Expensive, though,” Camille said.

“We have some,” Soojin giggled.

“What? Seriously?” Jackie's eyes had gone wide. I could practically feel her getting wet from the other side of the room.

“Yeah, Emily's loaded,” Soojin said, nodding at me. “Her parents own, like, every company in this state.”

“That's not true,” I said with a small smile. “Just most of them.”

Jackie was looking between us like she didn't know what to believe. “Could...could I...?”

“You want some? Let's all have a drink,” I said, getting up. “After all, it's not like it can do anything to you now, right?”

Jackie flushed, but didn't say anything.

I got up, fumbling at the fridge. The thing was packed – a shared unit the three of us had gotten used to filling up and arguing over who had to clean it. Now that we had a fourth in our dorm room, we'd need to work out some kind of a schedule.

“You know,” Jackie said from behind me, “I knew about this. Everyone does, since the Visitation. But I never thought it would happen to me...”

“Well, I'm glad it did,” Soojin said.

There was a pause. Jackie's voice sounded almost strangled. “You do?”

“Yeah,” Soojin said. “You seem like a really cool girl, Jackie. I'm glad you're our fourth. Besides, you were probably an asshole when you were James.”

To my surprise, Jackie laughed. Maybe we were doing a better than usual job of helping a new girl out, after all. “Yeah, I was.” She quieted down, frowning in thought. “Just what are they, anyway?”

“Futas?” Camille asked.

“Yeah.”

I finally found the six-pack of futa milk, beneath Camille's diet soda and Soojin's fancy Greek yogurt. “Here we go,” I muttered, pulling it free.

“Nobody really knows for sure,” Camille said. “They just sort of appeared one day.”

“After the Visitation,” Soojin corrected her.

“Nobody really knows that the Visitation is what caused girls to start turning into futas,” Camille countered. “Not everyone ascribes to that theory...”

“An extraterrestrial object does a flyby of the planet, and one out of every ten girls on Earth grows a giant, throbbing penis,” Soojin said sardonically. “You think that's a coincidence?”

“Got the milk,” I said, sitting back down. “What did I miss?”

“Jackie wants to know all about futas,” Soojin said brightly.

“What's there to know? They're incredibly attractive girls with penises, both boys and girls desperately want to be with them...” I snapped the cap off my futa milk. “And they have incredible milk that gets you high, horny and so fertile that couple who've been barren for decades are having triplets after drinking it. Pretty good deal, I'd say.”

“And they're riiiiiiich,” Soojin added. “All the profits get spread equally between the futas. So they're all loaded.”

Jackie was blushing hard. “That's...really nice. I thought there'd be like, discrimination against them or something.”

“Discrim...where did you you come from?” Camille asked, laughing.

“That might have happened, if not for futa milk,” I said, taking a sip of mine. It was creamy and wonderful – seconds after I swallowed, my vision swam and I felt a thrilling heat building between my thighs. God, this stuff was good. “It singlehandedly turned futas from a strange minority into a desperately sought-after one.”

“Yeah,” Camille said, taking a huge sip from her bottle, “futa milk is fucking awesome. Even if it does occasionally turn a guy who drinks it into a girl. Sorry, Jackie.”

“I'm...I'm not,” Jackie said, blushing even harder. She hadn't gone to pick up her bottle of milk yet. I could tell she wanted to, but was nervous, so I picked the bottle up, popped off the top and handed it to her. 

“Here.”

“Thanks,” she said, taking a demure little sip.

“You must have led a pretty sheltered life when you were James,” Camille said, “not to know even the most basic stuff about futas.”

Jackie coughed. “My parents are kind of conservative. Although they've been nothing but supportive of me since...well, since this happened.”

“I'm surprised they let you come here,” Camille said. “Even among the more...modern colleges, Lilith University has a pretty wild reputation.”

“Lots of futa girls,” Soojin said, swirling the words in her mouth like she'd been swirling her milk. “And lots of girls like you.”

We were all giggling, drinking big gulps of our futa milk. The chemicals were soaring through my veins, making every thing feel fuzzy and good. My pussy was gushing, and I knew Soojin and Camille's were, too. Jackie was oblivious, taking little sips of her drink, but the sexual tension in the room was about to spill over any minute. Jackie will be a lot less uptight once we show her a good time, I thought. Prove to her there's still lots of pleasure to be had as a girl.

“Sooo,” Camille asked, downing the last of her bottle of futa milk. “Now that you're a girl, do you still like girls? Or have you changed over to boys?”

“Um.” Jackie was beginning to notice the change in the room. My roommates were looking at her hungrily, hell I was looking at her hungrily, and she was starting to stare at her tits and hips the same way. “I hadn't really thought about it much, but...I guess I like both?”

“Good,” Camille said, putting a hand on her thigh. “Most girls in your situation end up that way. Fuck, most girls at Lilith end up that way.”

“I'm totally bi,” Soojin said, snuggling up close to Jackie.

“No she's not,” Camille said with a snort. “She's just a total slut.”

“Hey, I bring just as many girls back to this dorm as I do guys,” Soojin insisted. Then, leaning in close to Jackie, she whispered, “I make them all scream my name, too.”

Jackie shuddered with pleasure. She was obviously loving having the attention of my two lieutenants, their hands and bodies all over her. She was going to be so much fun, this girl. I could already tell.

The girls were hanging on to her tightly – but it was me, as dorm room elder, who got the first taste. With Jackie's eyes on me, I slid forward, crawling towards her on my hands and knees. She gulped heavily, lust warring with alarm in her eyes.

“You make such a pretty girl,” I said, running a finger along her chin. “We are so happy they assigned you to this dorm. Welcome to our sisterhood, Jackie.”

My mouth closed on hers. The kiss was warm, passionate and somehow masculine. Jackie was all woman, but there was enough of James in her kiss to make me melt, to push all the buttons in my subconscious that made me want to submit to a powerful alpha male. Oh yeah, this girl was going to be really, really fun.

I broke the kiss and licked my lips, purring like a cat. Jackie looked shocked, like she wanted to break out of my roommates' grip and run.

“Hey, I'm glad to be here,” she said, trying to laugh. “Is there, uh, any more of that futa milk?”

I shook my head. “Nope. We drank it all. And besides, we're all feeling the effects now. I know you are, too. And you know the cliché: what dorm mates at Lilith do when they're all blissed out and soaking wet on futa milk.”

“They fool around,” Camille said, putting her hand beneath Jackie's breast.

“Uh huh. Look, before this goes too far, I think there's something you should know...”

I could feel the heat pouring off Jackie's skin and knew she was just as turned on as I was. I bit my lip and leaned back in, ready for round two. “What's that, new girl?”

I felt her tense up beneath me. “I might know where you can get some more futa milk.”

Hmm? Through the haze of milk-induced horniness, I tried to mull that over. That six-pack of futa milk had cost nearly as much as Camille or Soojin made in a week – getting more would be a major coup.

“Really?” I pulled back from the brink, even though my pussy was aching to be licked and kissed by this gorgeous trio. “Where? How?”

“Um,” Jackie said, and blushed harder than I'd ever seen a human being blush before. “From me.”

“From you...” I stared at her. Slowly, my gaze trended downward, past her breasts and her taut little belly to her lap.

I gasped. “No way. No fucking way.”

A slow, amazed smile spread on Soojin's face; I could tell it was a mirror image of my own. “You don't mean...”

It was a one-in-a-million chance. Gender swapping wasn't the only effect futa milk could have on a young, virile male who drank it – but the other was so rare as to be almost unheard of. There was a very, very small chance that it could turn them into a new futa.

I met Jackie's gaze. “You didn't tell the school, did you?”

Jackie gulped hard, glancing around the room with a paranoid gaze. “No. I was...I didn't know what to do. I've heard of this happening, but I was just so embarrassed...”

I could tell Camille and Soojin were about to start cracking wise, so I hushed them up with a gesture. The last thing we needed was to harsh the buzz in the room, especially when we had a bona fide futa as our newest roommate.

“Jackie,” I said, leaning forward, “you have nothing to be ashamed of.”

The forcefulness of my tone got her attention. “Really?”

“Really. What's happened to you is wonderful. You've been given a gift, Jackie. An amazing gift. Everyone loves futas – everyone. And,” I said, shooting Camille another look, “Lilith University is literally the most futa-friendly campus in the country. You could not have landed in a better place.”

“Plus, you're rich,” Soojin said. “You get a stipend from the Futa Milk Corporation once you register.”

“You have to go one or two days a month and get milked,” Camille added, “but I've heard it actually feels really, really good.”

“You guys...” Jackie wiped a tear from her eye, “you're serious? You think this is a good thing?”

“A good thing? Honey, this is a great thing,” I said. For you AND for me, I thought. Jesus, a futa in our dorm – we're going to be the most popular group on campus.

I could tell Camille and Soojin were thinking the same thing. Sooj bent over and ran her tongue across Jackie's neck; the girl shivered with pleasure.

“Can we...try some?” Soojin asked innocently.

“Um, is that okay?” Jackie asked, biting her lip. “I mean, isn't futa milk controlled?”

“There's an exception for individuals,” Camille said quickly. “You can give milk away to friends for free, you just can't sell it.”

“Oh. Well, then, I mean...I guess so?” She blushed again. It was starting to look really, really cute. “I definitely don't mind...”

“Awesome! So who gets first? How about...Emily?” Camille glanced over at me. “Since she's head of our room and all.”

Jackie looked at me, her eyes shining with need. “Yeah. Yeah, that sounds good.”

“Come here,” I said, leaning forward. My fingers moved swiftly, undoing button after button of Jackie's shirt, revealing the smooth, unbroken skin beneath. At last the shirt came open, revealing her heavy, firm breasts. 

We all stared. Jackie didn't have a bra on, but she didn't need one – her tits were amazing, nearly inhuman in their beauty. One of her nipples had been squeezed gently as I took her shirt off – a tiny trickle of milk dribbled from it.

“Christ, she's lactating,” Soojin whimpered. “It looks so good...”

I bent over Jackie, her breasts mere inches from my eager mouth. “You want this, right?” I asked.

It was like a dam bursting behind her eyes. “Yes,” she begged, her voice filled with need. “Please, yes.”

I put my lips to her nipple and began to suck.

Oh my God! The pressure was amazing. At the barest touch, a thick stream of creamy milk filled my mouth. I swirled it around, basking in it, before taking a big swallow. The taste was incredible – warm and rich, almost like a milkshake. I pulled back, feeling warmth on my lip, and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

“How did that feel?” I asked, looking up at Jackie.

Her eyes shined with pleasure. I could tell she was loving this. “So good, Emily. Please...more?”

“How is it?” Camille asked eagerly. “It is as good as the bottled stuff?”

“It...oh wow!” The milk hit my system in a rush, like an amazing and expensive drug. All my sensations were amplified – I could see better, hear more clearly, and just feeling the carpet beneath my toes was almost sinfully luxurious. I'd had my share of drug experiences, but none of them compared to this.

“Baby,” I said, my voice a whimper, “it makes the bottled shit seem like decaf.”

Both Camille and Soojin were practically crackling with excitement. Camille poked an experimental finger against the flesh of Jackie's breast. “Can we...”

“Go ahead,” I said. “I'm feeling great. You two have fun – I've got a different surprise in store for our new girl.”

Jackie's face was questioning, but all thoughts of asking left her mind as Camille and Soojin each latched onto her nipples, sucking greedily. Warm cream dribbled down their chins as they drank their fill, getting more and stronger milk than anyone was used to. They groaned with pleasure, the fluid already bringing their heightened senses to the brink of orgasm.

I, however, had other things on my mind. While my roommates were busy with Jackie's breasts, I was back on my hands and knees, working her jeans down.

Jackie felt and it looked down at me in sudden alarm. “What are you doing?”

“Relax,” I said. “I just want to make you feel good. Tell me something – have you came since you got turned into Jackie?”

She hesitated, then shook her head.

“Jesus. It's been nearly a week, right? Futas have way higher sex drives than most humans – you must be going crazy by now.” I pulled Jackie's jeans off with a flourish, revealing a black pair of panties with an utterly massive bulge in them. A dark patch of moisture coated the tip of it, where the head of Jackie's shaft was beading precum.

“I was right,” I said, rubbing her erection through her panties. “You're soaked. I've never seen a cock so wet.”

At my touch, Jackie squirmed, a series of sharp gasps leaving her throat.

“That feels good, doesn't it? Better than when you were a guy?”

My girls still at her tits, Jackie nodded.

“They say that about futas. They also say you have cocks to die for. Let's find out, shall we?”

Jackie looked like she'd died and gone to heaven as I hooked my fingers in her panties and pulled them to her ankles. Her massive cock sprang free, and it was every inch the amazing dick I'd expected. I had never seen a futa cock before (other than on the Internet, where futas were highly sought-after porn stars), and it took my breath away.

“Wow,” I said with a giggle, running my fingers over the engorged flesh of Jackie's cock. “It's so big. I don't know if I can fit all this in my mouth.”

“In your mouth?” Jackie looked at me like I was offering to make all her dreams come true. “You're going to put it in your mouth?”

I gave it another stroke, harder this time, and got close enough that she could feel my breath on the head. “If you want to.”

“I want you to,” she said in a rush. “Please, please suck me off.”

I laughed, relaxing my mouth and slipping the head of Jackie's cock between my lips. Normally, I wouldn't have been able to fit a monster like what Jackie was packing down my throat – but the futa milk humming in my veins made me feel like I was capable of anything, that no sex act was out of my league. In no time at all my lips were halfway down her shaft; soon after that I was deep throating her to the base.

“Oh my god,” Jackie sobbed, over and over again. “Oh my god, please don't stop, Emily. Please please none of you stop...”

Camille and Soojin giggled, their mouths latched around Jackie's nipples. Of course they weren't going to stop – and neither was I. I picked up the pace, trying to match the speed of my blowjob with Camille and Soojin's slurps – I wanted Jackie to feel like her new friends were sucking her dry, pleasuring her all at the same time.

It worked really well – almost immediately, I felt Jackie's balls pulse and tense up against her shaft. Jackie's moans took on a more urgent tone, and her delirious mind seemed to think she was hurting me somehow.

“Stop, stop,” she groaned, even as she held us tighter. “I'm going to come, I'm going to fucking shoot...”

I want you to shoot, I thought with pride. I want to show you how Lilith girls take a load.

“Ah...ah...oh fuck I'm coming....”

Camille and Soojin both went hard on Jackie's breasts, sucking like Hoovers as they squeezed and pinched her tits. The sensations sent her over the edge; I felt her blow in my mouth, the first bursts of sweet, sticky come filling the hollows of my cheeks. She shot again and again, more than any boy I'd ever blown, and I swallowed eagerly, trying to prove I could take it all. I honestly think that without futa milk I never would have managed it, but somehow I kept pace with her climax, slurping up every shot of semen she wanted to give me. As she came down from her climax, whimpering and sighing, I worked my mouth up and down her shaft slowly, sucking her clean.

“Oh...my...God,” Jackie said, collapsing onto her back. Tears dribbled down her cheeks, but she was all smiles. “That was...that was just the best thing ever.”

Camille pulled free of her tit, wiping her chin. “Oh my gawd,” she giggled. “I'm sooo stoned!”

“Me too!” Soojin added. “Your milk is the greatest, Jackie!”

“Um, thank you,” she said, a little embarrassed. “There's, uh, plenty more where that came from.”

“Why don't you two girls take care of each other,” I suggested, lapping up the last of Jackie's load. “Give our new girl something sexy to watch while I get my fuck on.”

Camille and Soojin glanced at each other. I could tell what they were thinking: of course that bitch Emily takes the futa for herself, but I could also tell that both of them were so high and horny it didn't matter – they were raring to go.

“Sure,” Camille said, climbing onto the couch and spreading her legs. Her soft, pink pussy was thrust in the air, one leg on the couch and the other on the floor. “Come taste me, Sooj.”

“With pleasure,” she said. As she passed, she winked at Jackie. “Told you I was bi.”

“You're just a...ooh...a slut,” Camille said, her voice breaking as Soojin slid two fingers into her pussy.

Jackie watched them go, naked lust on her face. I let her enjoy it for a minute, then crawled forward. “Hey.”

“Hey. So, um, what are we doing?”

“You know, I've never fucked a futa before,” I confessed. “I really, really want to see how that big cock would feel inside me. You think you're up for that?”

The question was rhetorical, of course: I could feel Jackie's erection against my thigh, already back at full-mast. But this was about more than that – I wanted Jackie to consent with a clear head. I wanted her to be comfortable here, in our dorm. Having a futa was going to send our social standing into the stratosphere, and keeping her happy was the key to keeping her ours.

Besides, she seemed like a really nice girl. With a massive cock. I was totally into that.

“Yeah,” Jackie said, nodding. “Yeah, I'd like to give that a try.”

“Mind if I ride you?” I straddled her cock, taking it in one hand and rubbing the head against the swollen lips of my sex. She hissed with pleasure, and I felt a small burst of seed spurt from her cock and start dripping from my walls. Fuck, she was so turned on.

“No, of course,” she said. “However you want it is fine with me.”

“Thanks,” I said, letting a little bit of her head sink into my folds. “I just come so much harder when I'm on top. I like coming a lot, don't you?”

This was becoming torture for poor Jackie. I could tell she was begging for me to put it in, to let her sink into me to the hilt, but I just kept teasing her.

“Yes,” she gasped. “I love coming.”

“Mmh, me too,” I said, giving her cock a few hard strokes as I ran it along my opening. “Doesn't it just feel so good having something wrapped around your big, hard cock-”

Unable to stand it anymore, Jackie grabbed my hips and forced me down on her shaft. This was exactly what I wanted – ever since that incredibly masculine kiss, the part of me that loves to kneel for a powerful alpha male wanted her to take control of me a little, assert her dominance. What I hadn't been expecting was for her to be so fucking BIG. Thankfully I was primed and wet for her, because her shaft was truly massive – it stretched my walls and filled me in a way no man or toy had ever been able to do. It was almost, almost too big, but when she was buried in me to the hilt, I discovered that she fit me just right.

“You okay over there?” Soojin asked.

“Oh my fucking God,” I groaned, staring down at the place where Jackie and I combined. “Oh wow that's big. Whooo holy shit.”

“Are you okay?” Jackie asked. “Is it...is it good?”

“I think I might just come right now, if that wouldn't offend you too much,” I said, feeling myself sliding into climax. “Oh my god oh my god oh my god...”

My pussy clenched around Jackie's cock as I came, every inch of me shuddering as pleasure wracked my body in waves, pummeling me with sheer bliss. Riding Jackie's cock was insane – I'd never experienced anything like it before. I could get so used to this, I thought.

“You came,” Jackie said, sounding amazed. “I made you come.”

“You sure did,” I said, sounding both exhausted and satisfied.

“I didn't even do anything,” she whispered. “You came just from having it in you!”

“It's a very, very nice cock. Now let's get you off, new girl.”

As it turned out, that wasn't hard at all. Jackie had just been waiting for the right moment to take my hips and jackhammer into my cunt, giving me a rougher fucking on top than most guys did when they were plowing me doggystyle. In the end, I came another three times, shuddering and sobbing and clinging to Jackie as I climaxed until finally her second come hit her hard. She abruptly started grunting and thrusting inside me like she was trying to fuck my throat from the other side, then exploded with a level of energy that could only be described as savage. It was totally primal, totally alpha and I loved it. I felt owned as her seed spilled inside of me, owned and loved and safe. Even if it was just the futa milk still circulating in my bloodstream, this was an experience I was never going to forget.

After we were both satisfied, we watched Soojin and Camille go at it for a while. Eventually, everyone came, and we were hit with the second well-known effect of futa milk – it makes you sleep like a baby after you've blown your wad a few times. Camille and Soojin retreated to their rooms and I headed to mine, with the new girl settling into her bed.

My arms and legs felt like lead weights. I was out almost the instant I hit the bed, falling into a deep, dreamless, incredibly restful sleep.

Then my eyes opened.

It was the middle of the night still – there wasn't even a hint of dawn coming through the window. But there was someone in bed with me: I was no longer alone. The person felt warm and good, and it was a struggle not to fall back asleep – the futa milk was still making me tired. But instead, I rolled over.

Jackie was staring at me, looking embarrassed.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” I said tiredly, stifling a yawn. “Needed some company?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I, uh, I wanted to talk about what happened.”

“It was great,” I said, snuggling her closer. “What else is there to say?” Now that she was here, I kind of liked having her next to me – she felt warm and weirdly safe.

“No, not that,” she said, blushing. “Although it was great. I...I liked fooling around with you guys. It really made me realize how great being a futa is.”

“Good,” I said, feeling my eyes flutter. “That's great, Jackie...”

“But I didn't come to any of their rooms,” she said. “I came to yours.”

“Oh,” I said, then straightened up. “Oh.”

“I, um...I like you, Emily. I like you a lot, especially for someone I just met. Would it be alright if I...stayed here for a while?”

“What, like we're dating?” Dating a futa, I thought drowsily. Mom and Dad would go crazy – they'd be so proud...

Jackie blushed – I couldn't see it, but I could feel it. “I was going to work up the courage to ask...”

“Don't worry about it,” I said, wrapping my arms around her waist. “You just did. And I said yes.”

“You did? Oh, you did,” she said, yawning.

“Mmh hmm. I would love to go on a date with you, Jackie. Even though you usually do that before you fuck someone, but futas tend to do things differently.”

She giggled and held me close. It was starting to feel really good, being in those arms. Almost like something I could get used to.

“Emily?” Jackie asked as I started to drift off.

“Yeah?”

“What we did earlier. Can we do that again in the morning?”

I fought hard not to laugh. Futas really did have a hell of a sex drive – what Jackie didn't know is that their lovers' libidos usually cranked up to match. I'd been planning on jumping Jackie's bones when she woke up whether she asked me to or not.

“You bet,” I said, “as long as those tits can be our breakfast.”

“Hell yeah,” she whispered. “I...I really think I'm going to like being a futa, Emily.”

I hugged her. “And I'm going to like being your girl,” I said. I really, really was.
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“Don't stop,” Jackie begged. Her cheeks burned with warmth – warmth I'd put there.

“I'm not going to,” I told her. “I want this just as bad as you do. Now come for me, you gorgeous slut!”

Rocking my hips harder, I slid the dildo into Jackie's asshole, stretching the walls of her pucker around the thick, cherry red cock. At the same time, my other hand was a blur on her shaft, stroking her futa dick with everything I had. Jackie moaned in ecstasy, overstimulated and loving it, inches from blowing.

“I'm gonna shoot, Emily,” she whimpered. The walls of her ass clenched around the dildo; her balls tightened against her shaft as I stroked her. “Oh shit, oh shit, I'm gonna come...”

“Do it,” I commanded her. I could feel her cock throbbing beneath my fingers. I wanted this just as badly as she did. “Blow for me, you filthy futa slut, come all over yourself for me...”

Jackie let out a low groan as she climaxed, her whole body glowing with warmth as a wave of bliss washed over her. Her cock exploded in my hand. The fat head spurting burst after burst of thick, creamy come. No matter how many times I watched Jackie shoot her load, I never failed to be amazed: it came out of her with a force I could barely believe. It shot up her body, splattering all over her heaving tits, filling the hollow of her throat, even splashing against her chin and cheeks.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, yes...” she whimpered, grunting in rhythm with my strokes as I milked her dry. The last few drops of her load oozed from her cock, coating my fingers even as it dribbled down her shaft. I felt her asshole constrict around the dildo, so tight that there was no way it was coming out for a few minutes.

“Holy fuck,” she said, every muscle in her body relaxing as she sank against the bed. She placed the palm of one hand against her forehead and sucked in a deep breath, blowing it out in a happy sigh. “God, that was amazing, Emily.”

“Well, you made me come like three times this morning,” I said with a small smile. “I figured you deserved a little something just for you.”

“I'm such a mess,” she said with a girlish little giggle. “Fuck, I came so much. Um...”

My gaze, which until then had been content to linger on her come-soaked tits, met hers. “Yeah?”

She blushed – with embarrassment, this time. “Would you mind...?”

I smiled. She didn't need to say it out loud – I knew just what she wanted. We were connected like that, even though we'd only been 'dating' for a couple of weeks. Jackie loved watching me lap up her thick, creamy seed – and, even though I didn't spoil the game by letting it show, I really liked it too.

Besides, I thought, I can get a little something else at the same time.

Leaving the dildo where it was, I bent over Jackie, pinning her satisfied body to the bed with mine. Her tits gleamed with gobs of her seed, like a thick glaze.

I made sure she was looking at me, then leaned over her breasts and ran my tongue across one, keeping eye contact with her the whole time. “Is this what you wanted?”

Despite just having blown her load, Jackie's breath came hard and fast. I loved it. It was like a high, knowing that what I was doing was exciting her – I'd been single way too long. My body was already addicted to my gorgeous futa girlfriend.

“Oh fuck, Emily, yes, lick up my come...you're so fucking dirty, Emily, I like you so much...”

I worked my tongue over her gorgeous orbs, tasting the tang of her skin along with the salty taste explosion that was futa come. Knowing she'd like it, I swirled her seed around my tongue, getting it nice and sloppy.

Her groan let me know I was definitely doing it right.

Emboldened, I licked up to her nipple and brought my mouth down on it, giving the sensitive, erect skin a gentle suck. Instantly, milk flooded my mouth, the sweetness mingling with the salt of her load to form an intoxicating mix that left my head swimming in moments. God damn, that was good! I'd always been more 'into' futa milk than my other roommates, not in the least because I was the one able to afford it – but drinking futa milk out of a bottle was nothing compared to sucking fresh cream out of my girlfriend's tit. And when you threw her delicious load into the mix...

“Emily,” Jackie whispered, running a finger down my cheek. Milk dribbled down my chin. “Emily!”

“Huh?” I looked up, her curves all warm and soft in my vision. I love this girl, I thought. I hadn't dared to say it yet, but it was in my heart – and I hoped it was in Jackie's, too.

“You've been sucking on me for like two minutes,” Jackie said with a giggle. “Earth to Emily.”

Fuck! Had it been that long? Time had a way of fading away when I had that blissful connection between my mouth and Jackie's milk.

“Sorry babe,” I said, giggling around a mouthful of cream. Jackie's tits were clean, so I must have done at least that much while I was blissed out.

“No worries,” she said, stroking my hair. “I love seeing you happy, Emily.”

I felt her gaze on me – soft but serious. If I looked hard enough, I could almost see the words bubbling in her throat: the ones I had just been thinking moments ago. But I wasn't ready to hear them; the thought filled me with a sudden panic.

“Come on,” I said, leaning forward and closing my teeth gently on her lip before she could speak. I pulled her bottom lip a bit before letting it go. “Camille and Soojin are going to be back any minute.”

We got dressed, pausing every so often to admire each others' bodies. I was still amazed; unable to believe a creature of such incredible grace as Jackie had chosen me as her girlfriend. Jackie was an exchange student from the boy's dorm, a former fratboy who'd been transformed into a girl after an experience with bottled futa milk at a party. The three of us had been ready to give Jackie a warm 'welcome' to womanhood, only to discover that she had the one-in-a-million mutation that turned her into a futa, not a girl. We'd spent that night alternatively drinking her milk (get inhumanly high and horny in the process) and riding her big futa cock, and later that night she'd crawled into my bed and confessed her feelings. For me, Emily, who was pretty and rich but God – I'm not on the level of a futa. I felt so grateful – even more so after a long, exhausting session of pleasure.

Almost as soon as we'd reentered the common room, the front door swung open to admit Camille and Soojin, giggling and carrying heavy sacks of groceries. The afternoon sun was just disappearing from the windows, and night would be falling soon. Jackie and I had spent way longer together than I had planned – I'd missed a class or two, but nothing that couldn't be made up later. I barely paid attention in class, anyway – between my smarts and the absurd privilege having rich parents gave me, it was like college was on Easy Mode for me. Which was something I tried to always remember.

“Uh oh,” Camille said with a laugh as they set the groceries down on the counter. “Somebody was having some fun before we got here.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, already feeling the lopsided grin on my face. “I was just helping Jackie study.”

Camille rolled her eyes. “The entire dorm reeks of sex. You two must really have been going at it. Hey...” Her eyes shined with a naughty gleam, “any chance we can get some milk, Jackie?”

“Ugh.” I rolled my eyes. It never failed – Camille was the kind of blond, busty girl who could easily get a guy to buy her all the futa milk she wanted (and frequently did), but like me she'd discovered there was nothing like getting it fresh. “You two are such moochers. I feel like this place is a fucking dairy sometimes.”

“Um, Emily?” Soojin had a look on her face like she was about to deliver a devastating own. She pointed at the corner of her mouth “You've got a little...”

“Oh.” I wiped the milk off my face and sucked it off my finger. Just the residue gave me a little buzz; it was that good. “I guess I deserved that.”

“Yeah.” Soojin finished putting the last of the groceries away and shut the refrigerator door. “Come on. There's a big sorority party tonight – Camille and me want to pregame.”

“If you can call it that,” Camille said. “What we get from you will be so much better than the bottled stuff.”

Soojin frowned. “But there's gonna be-”

Camille punched her in the arm. “Shut up.”

I cleared my throat. “There's going to be what, Sooj?”

Soojin looked at Camille for a moment, gauging her reaction, then spoke. “Futas. There's going to be like a half-dozen futas at the party. They're going to be giving milk, too, so you know everyone is going to be there...”

Soojin trailed off, staring at me, but I only had eyes for Jackie. As I watched, her face lit up, eyes alight with interest. That's only natural, I told myself, but the awful stab of jealousy was still there.

“That...kind of sounds like fun,” Jackie said, looking at me hopefully. “Maybe we can all go?”

I looked back at Soojin. She gulped. She, like Jackie, had a way of knowing exactly what I was thinking without having to ask. And from the way her smooth skin grew just a shade paler, I thought I already knew the answer.

“Yes,” she said. “Maritza will be there.”

I supressed a hiss. How do I describe Maritza to you? Imagine the sexiest, most jaw-dropping Latina you can think of – whatever actress, singer or celebrity floats your boat the most. Then increase her beauty tenfold: crank it until she's literally turning men and women's heads everywhere she goes, until her hypnotic sex appeal is almost something scary, something imperious and regal instead of welcoming and warm.

The girl you've just invented would be on her knees, tears in her eyes, begging for just five minutes alone with Maritza. She was the queen of campus, a futa who even made other futas look drab by comparison. She was a straight-A student, head of the cheerleading squad, and leader of the school's exclusive futa-only sorority, Alpha Lambda Alpha. And ever since Jackie and I had started dating, I lived in fear of her.

Maritza is irresistible, literally. Man, woman, or futa, it doesn't matter: when those eyes lock on you, when you see that cock pulse underneath her too-short cheerleader's skirt, you belong to her. And I was sharing a dorm with the only futa on campus Maritza hadn't had in every way possible.

“We're not interested,” I said, taking Jackie by the arm. “You two have fun. We're just going to have a quiet evening here...”

Jackie frowned. “What? But I want to go...”

“You can't do this forever,” Camille said with a sigh. “You know that.”

My arm dropped from Jackie's arm. I felt like I could cry. “Yeah. I know.”

“What are you talking about, Emily?” Jackie's brows furrowed in confusion. “What are you not telling me?”

Great. I had hoped to push back this conversation – no, if I was being honest with myself, I hoped to avoid it entirely. But here it was.

“I know you two just got here,” I said, “but could you give us some privacy, please? For just a minute?”

Soojin and Camille understood implicitly. “Sure. Come on, Camille – I've got some booze in my room. Let's get white girl wasted.”

When the door was closed behind them, I turned to Jackie. The sheer openness on her face made me want to cry – even as it made me want to mount her all over again.

“What you and I are doing...it isn't normal,” I said.

“Normal?” Jackie scoffed. “Last month all I cared about was sports and pulling more pussy than the rest of the guys in my frat. Now I'm a girl. Nothing about this is normal.”

“I know,” I said. “I mean us dating. Futas fuck girls all the time, they have amazing sex with girls, but they usually don't have relationships.”

That took her aback. “Why not?”

I swallowed hard. “They usually prefer other futas.”

“Oh.” Jackie blushed. “So you think, if I meet another futa...”

“I'm not worried about other futas,” I said quickly. “I'm worried about Maritza. She's the queen futa, Jackie. And she's single. And you're, god you're so beautiful, I just know that if you two run into each other...”

Jackie stared at me, a mix of disbelief and anger in her face. “What do you think will happen, Emily?”

I felt hot tears running down my cheeks. “That I'll lose you, okay!? That I'll miss out on the best thing that's ever happened to me because I know we've only been together for such a short time but I care about you, Jackie, I care about you so much...”

Before I knew what was happening, I was in her arms. She held me tight, resting my head on her shoulder as I sobbed.

“I swear I'm not normally like this,” I whimpered. “I'm usually so cool and collected.”

“It's okay,” she said. “It's okay when you're feeling this way over me. I care about you, too, Emily.”

I sniffed. “You do?”

“Fuck yes.” She ran a finger under my chin and kissed me. “I like you, a lot. And that's not going to change, no matter how hot other futa girls might be.”

“You say that now,” I whispered.

“Hey, nothing about us is normal,” she countered. “And I don't want it to be normal. So I'm not like other futas – well hell, I didn't come by it the way most of them do. Maybe what's normal for me isn't what's normal for them. All I know is, I like it here. I like you, and Camille, and Soojin. And there's nowhere on Earth I'd rather be tonight than with you girls.”

I dried my eyes with the back of my hand. “We can go,” I said. “I'm being ridiculous.”

“No. I can tell it upsets you. If it makes you feel better, we'll stay here tonight. We won't go to the party. We can have one hell of a party right here,” she said with a grin.

“We won't go either!” The door swung open unexpectedly, and Camille and Soojin practically fell into the common room. “We're with you, Jackie!”

“I knew you bitches were listening in,” I said, regaining my composure. “Wild horses couldn't drag you away from gossip.”

We all made up quite eagerly as I dried my tears. Somebody popped open a six-pack and we were all drinking, chatting happily and having a wonderful time. I felt warm and fuzzy, surrounded by my sisters, on the arm of my gorgeous futa girl.

“So,” Camille said, finally turning the conversation to the topic I could tell my roommates wanted to discuss, “how about a little bit of that milk?”

“Sure,” Jackie said, beaming. “Um, if Emily's okay with that. I could squirt it in a glass or something if you want...”

“Oh my God, don't be ridiculous,” I said. “We're all friends here. I don't mind if they suck on your nipples.”

In a flash, Camille and Soojin had Jackie's top off and in a pile on the floor. Her breasts were full and swollen, even though I'd been sucking them dry not that long ago. Maybe it was based on desire, somehow – not that I cared.

“Oh fuck,” Soojin groaned. “You look so good, Jackie...”

The two girls took places on either side of Jackie and latched on, sucking greedily at her futa mammaries. I could hear the squirts and sighs as milk drained from her, dribbling down my roommates' chins as they sucked their fill from my girlfriend.

Jackie was in ecstasy, loving the sensation. “Oh wow,” she moaned, “that feels so good! Don't stop – keep drinking!”

A telltale bulge sprang up from Jackie's pants – the feeling of hungry mouths on her tits had my lover aching for more intimate contact. Just the sight of her had me wet. Normally I would never have fucked Jackie right in the middle of my friends – at least not since that one time – but futa milk tended to remove inhibitions, to blur the normal social conventions. I knew both Camille and Soojin would just think it was super hot.

“Come here, you,” I said. Soon we found a position that worked for all of us: Jackie sat on one of the stools we used for our makeshift bar, with Camille and Soojin on the stools next to her sucking away. She arched her back, her throbbing cock standing at attention at the perfect angle for me to take it from behind, in a standing position that was a mix between doggy style and reverse cowgirl. I straddled her shaft, letting it sink inch by inch into my warm, waiting folds.

“Please Emily, please,” she begged. “I need to be inside you. I need it so bad...”

The way she begged was so cute, I couldn't say no. I sat on her cock with a sigh of relief, sliding down her pole until the lips of my sex rested against her balls. It never stopped being amazing – her cock was still just a hair beneath the maximum length and girth I could take, just enough that I could show her what a good girl I was.

“Fuck her,” Camille moaned, milk running between her breasts.

“Show Emily what a strong futa slut you are,” Soojin agreed.

I rode her in a blur, needing not a drop of futa milk to go into an erotic trance. The sounds of sex mingled with the sounds of sucking, creating a mixture that would have anyone in an adjacent dorm who heard it touching themselves in seconds. Jackie's cock throbbed inside me as I rode her, squeezing her tight with my walls, until I felt her release inside of me. Thick futa come filled me to the brim, sending my pleasure into the stratosphere.

My fingers were at my clit – then her fingers were at my clit, rubbing me expertly as she just kept on fucking me. I had no idea how she did it, but she stayed hard, fucking my come-soaked pussy into a warm, sloppy mess. I shuddered as I came, going weightless as Jackie let go at the same moment and pumped a second, smaller load into my already full pussy, so that my cup ran over with milky, creamy seed.

Camille and Soojin finished sucking and shared the last of Jackie's milk between them, panting and sighing with bliss. We watched them go, sharing an arch look between us.

“Hey,” Jackie said.

They glanced at us.

“Don't think that milk was free,” Jackie said, pointing at her dripping cock and my sloppy pussy. “You've got something else to lick up, you dirty sluts.”

They both grinned, taking to the challenge with gusto. They shared Jackie's cock between them, lapping up her come with eager little moans before attending to me. Jackie kissed me deeply while their tongues dove inside of my box, lapping at my clit as they cleaned me, and before long I was coming again, the muscles of my sex spasming under the loving attention of Soojin's tongue.

“Fuck that was good,” I moaned, settling down on the couch. “Jesus.”

“What a party,” Camille agreed.

“Better than anything we would have found at the sorority house,” Jackie said with a grin. “Right, babe?”

I nodded my head tiredly. All I wanted to do was crawl into bed, wrap my arms around my beautiful futa girl and sleep for a week. But just then, there was a knock at the door.

“Hang on a sec,” I said, bunching up Jackie's top over my breasts. “I'll be right there...”

I had expected a noise complaint – or maybe some girls from the dorm down the hall wanting to join in. Instead, standing in the hallway was a presence that made my jaw drop. 

Maritza stood there, flanked by two of her girls, giving me the most gorgeous annoyed look I'd ever seen.

“Hello, Emily,” she said with a smile. “You didn't come to the party tonight. Mind if we come in?”



Lilith University Tales: The Coach
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Oh my god. That cannot be real! It's so...big!

The roaring of the shower stall masked my gasp of surprise as I entered the locker room. I'd made it all the way back to my car after cheer leading practice before realizing I'd left my makeup bag in my locker - when I got back, a single shower stall was running, making the room as warm and humid as a sauna. Usually I loved the way warm, soothing air felt on my skin, but right now it inspired in me nothing but dread.

It was Coach Chambers, of course. Everyone else had already finished up and headed home for the day – she was the only one who'd linger on campus after practice. You couldn't blame her for needing a shower – the day had been a scorcher, and we'd spent hours in the hot sun practicing the intricate moves we'd be performing at the Lilith University's inaugural homecoming game. Normally I'd have ignored her, tried to slip to my locker as silently as possible and get out. Instead, I stood there staring, feeling like my feet were nailed to the ground.

She was in profile, turned to the side as she ran shampoo through her hair, eyes closed against the shower spray. Coach Chambers was a former cheerleader herself, and in her mid-30's she was still as taut and toned as half the girls on the squad. But it wasn't her sleek muscles or her gorgeous complexion that had me rooted to the spot – it was what was between her legs.

She's one of them, I realized.

Between Coach Chambers' legs was the biggest cock I'd ever seen. Not that I'd seen a lot of them, mind you, but still! It hung semi-erect between her legs, thick and completely devoid of hair. Through my shock, I wondered if that was something she did or if it just came that way.

I'd heard of futas, of course – who hadn't seen them on TV or in the news since the Visitation? - but I'd never expected to see one in the flesh: even at one of the most futa-friendly campuses in the country, they were a rarity in my social circles. I certainly had never thought my clever, strict cheerleading coach could be one of them. Like most people, I was curious about them. I wondered if the school board knew – there were still a lot of people who weren't on board with them, who thought they should be segregated from the rest of so-called “polite” society...

Coach Chambers turned – and froze. Despite the heat, it suddenly felt as cold as an icebox in the room. Her eyes widened; she pulled the half-open curtain closed in front of her stall faster than I would have believed. A yelp of surprise and terror echoed from within.

Well, I couldn't just stand there forever. “Coach Chambers? I, uh, I forgot my makeup bag. Sorry to interrupt...”

There was a short pause. To my surprise, her voice didn't sound at all ruffled when she spoke. “Stay right there. Don't leave yet, Missy.”

I gulped. What was she going to do to me? I considered grabbing my shit and getting gone before she could come out – it was probably the safest course of action. For a brief, dark second I thought about the anti-futa propaganda the more religious nuts handed out on campus: urban legends about them draining your life force and leaving you a hollowed out shell. They said that futas could enslave with a glance, and they routinely took young girls – and boys – as their personal sex slaves, making them addicted to the pleasure they gave. I knew that was bullshit, of course, but a dark part of my brain was afraid. I'd be ashamed of myself later for thinking such awful things about Coach.

The shower stopped with a fluttering of drops: I heard Coach Chambers humming gently as she got ready to emerge. Was she really that relaxed, or was she desperately trying to calm herself before she faced me?

The shower curtain opened and she stepped out, a plush gray towel wrapped around her waist and torso, just barely covering her breasts and hips. I couldn't help but glance at the bottom of it, wondering if anything would peek out at me.

Coach Chambers caught me looking and sighed. “Well, I suppose somebody had to find out sometime.” She looked over me and cocked an eyebrow. “Don't just stand there like a deer in headlights, Missy. You're better than that.”

I shook myself with a start. “Sorry. It's just – I've never actually met someone like you before, Coach Chambers. I...”

“I think we can be a little more informal, given the circumstances,” she said. “Why not call me Claire?”

I nodded. “Okay, Claire.”

Despite everything – the terror of being discovered, the threat of possible repercussions, expulsion, being run out of town on a rail – Claire smiled at me. “I can tell you have a lot of questions, Missy.”

I nodded mutely, not trusting myself to do more.

“I tell you what. I'll answer any questions you might have – provided what you've seen in this room doesn't leave it. Deal?”

She is worried, I realized. “I'm, I'm not going to tell anyone,” I said quickly. “I would never do that to you, Claire.”

She glanced at me for a moment as if trying to determine whether I was telling the truth, then nodded. “I know you won't. You're a good girl – one of my best students. We're friends, aren't we?”

I nodded again – I seemed to be doing that a lot all of a sudden. Were the anti-futas right? Did she have some kind of strange power over me?

“So ask,” she said with a wry little smile. “I know you want to know what it's like.”

“Were...” I hesitated, wondering what was and wasn't appropriate to ask. “Were you born that way, or...?”

To my surprise, she laughed – the sound was intoxicating in the confines of the locker room. “God, Missy, you flatter me,” she said. “No, I'm much too old to have been born a futa. I changed during the Visitation.”

The Visitation. We still knew so little about it. “What was that like?”

She shook her head, grinning. “One day I was a young, teenage girl just like you,” she said. “The next day I woke up and I, just like tens of thousands of other young women, had a cock. A rather large, wonderful cock, in fact.”

Something incredible was happening under her towel as she spoke. It was as if the nostalgia of her early days was kindling her passion – I could see a gentle bulge beneath the thick fabric. Was Coach Chambers actually getting a boner in front of me?

“How do you hide that thing?” I blurted. “It's so...big!”

This made her laugh again. “Well, it's not easy,” she said. “It took a lot of practice and a lot of specially designed undergarments. But I fit in pretty well, all things considered.

“Does anybody else...know? On campus, I mean.”

She nodded. “The Dean knows. Other than that...” She hunched her shoulders and sighed. “Can I sit down?”

Huh? “Yeah, of course,” I said.

She walked over to a bench and sat down on it, spreading her legs just slightly more than a normal young woman would.

“Nobody else knows,” she said. “In a way, I'm honestly glad I got caught – I know you can't understand that, Missy. I've just...I've been so lonely.”

Suddenly I understood. Coach Chambers couldn't date boys or girls, not without revealing herself to them. And she had no way of knowing who else might be a futa – not if they hid themselves as well as she did. She was all pent-up: I bet she hadn't had a sexual partner in years...

Suddenly I blushed. Now my body was starting to react. But, well, I couldn't help it. I'd always kind of had a crush on Coach Chambers – she and a half-dozen other girls I knew were how I discovered my freshman year of college that I liked girls almost as much as I liked boys. And...I would probably never meet another futa like her, would I? This could be my only chance to experience something like this!

Hell, I thought. I was going to throw caution to the wind. I had no idea if Claire would go for it, but at least I could try.

“It must be so difficult,” I said, a new tone coming into my voice. “Coaching a group of young, sexy cheerleaders every day – not being able to do anything about it. Watching all that young, athletic flesh jumping and diving and doing things most people aren't able to do.”

Claire's tone was cold – but the bulge under her towel was bigger than ever. “I manage,” she said.

“I bet you do,” I said teasingly. “I bet that's why you've got to take a shower right after practice, isn't it? You can't stand that big cock being held in place for so long, throbbing as it watches a bunch of nubile young co-eds with their hands all over each other...”

“Stop,” Claire said. “Please.”

Oh no, I thought. Darling, that is the last thing I'm going to do.

“Show me,” I said. It was practically a whisper. “I want to see it again.”

She looked me in the eye, and it was like I could hear the wheels turning behind her face. Here was a girl who could easily blab to everyone about her secret – who could get her in quite a lot of trouble...

She sighed and slipped off her towel.

I gasped, my breath suddenly caught in my throat. Before I had only caught a glimpse of Coach Chambers' body – now I was getting the whole thing, to stare at as long as I wanted to. Above the waist she was nothing but woman – from her slender neck to the heavy, firm pair of breasts I didn't want to tear my eyes from. But between the legs...

It was standing up, and it took my breath away. God damn she was big! The couple of boys I had seen without their boxers on had absolutely nothing on Claire – they were like saplings compared to a massive, thick redwood tree. Her balls were massive orbs hanging beneath it, swollen with need and still dripping wet from the shower. An instant later, my brain registered the fact that Coach Chambers had no hair anywhere beneath her neck – her legs and thighs were as smooth as if she'd just got finished shaving them.

“You have no hair?” I asked, my voice tinny in my own ears. “Did you do that, or?”

“I did have hair, before,” she said. “The day I woke up with this, it all just...fell out, in the shower. It was an odd sensation, but the results are undeniably impressive.” She ran a hand down her leg like a madam presenting it to a prospective client.

“My God, you're so big,” I gasped. “I've never seen anyone as big as you – not even in porn.”

To my surprise, Claire blushed. “Thank you. We tend to be well-endowed, for whatever reason. I'm sorry about the state of it, by the way – sometime I just can't control it.”

I grinned at that. “You're like a horny teenage boy,” I said.

She gave a most girlish giggle. “Sometimes it feels that way.”

I stepped forward. I could feel the heat radiating off my cheeks. Was I really going to do this? “Can...can I touch it?”

Her mouth dropped open. “Missy, I don't think that's such a good idea...”

“Please?” Before she could react, I bent down and took her shaft in my fingers. “Wow, Claire. You're so warm. And hard.”

Claire gasped at the contact, her eyes fluttering back in her head and her back arching in mingled surprise and pleasure. “Oh, Missy...”

I bit my lip and began to slowly, ever so slowly stroke Claire's cock. It was so massive it took my whole hand, but in no time I was working her gently from the base to the tip – a mixture of her precum and the moisture from the shower made it easy as jerking off any boy, only bigger.

“How does that feel, Coach?” I asked, locking eyes with Claire. “Have you fantasized about your cheerleading squad doing this to you?”

“Missy, please...” She begged. “Please tell me you're really going to do this.”

“What?”

“Don't tease me. I...I've been alone so long. I couldn't take it if something like this came so close only to be a joke.”

This time it was my turn to laugh. As I stroked her, I took her hand and placed it on my panties. She looked at it like she couldn't believe it was real.

“I'm not joking, Claire,” I said slowly, savoring every syllable. I want you. Honestly, I wanted you before I knew what you were packing between your legs, but now that I know how big and thick it is...” I licked my lips. “Now I simply can't help myself.”

“Oh, God,” Claire said, her voice heavy with relief. “Thank you, Missy. You're such a lovely young girl...”

Her fingers started to stroke me through my panties. In no time at all, they were wet with my juices. I felt heat building between my thighs and decided it was time to take this to the next level.

I pulled away – savoring the frustrated noises Claire made as my hand left her cock. She looked at me angrily for an instant, until she saw the naughty look on my face.

“I've seen you naked,” I told her. “I think it's only fair that I return the favor.”

Her face lit up with joy – I hadn't realized until this moment how sad Coach Chambers really had been. Something like this – something as fun and freeing as sex between two consenting individuals – was something she had to hide from under pain of discovery.

I care about her, I realized with a start. I want to make sure she doesn't have to hide like this anymore. To start with, I was going to break her long dry spell.

She watched me intently as I disrobed, tossing off my tank top and pulling off the comfy yoga pants I always changed into after practice. Both ended up in a pile in the corner. I could feel Claire's eyes feasting on my young body, clad only in a black, lacy bra and panties that were already soaked through from her fingering. With a sigh of relief, those came off as well and joined their brethren in the corner.

“You like what you see?” I asked.

“Oh, Missy,” Claire whispered. When I stepped forward, she cupped my breast, running a finger over my nipple until it was stiff against her soft skin. “You are incredible.”

I had had my share of praise from boys, but for some reason hearing it from Claire meant so much more to me. I couldn't help but beam with pride as her hands roamed all over my body, treating it like a precious treasure she couldn't believe she'd been given. It was time to help her believe all this was real – in the most fun way possible.

“So you've got a dick,” I said haughtily, just as her hands strayed to my hips. “Have you ever gotten a blowjob?”

Her sharp inhalation of breath was all I needed to hear to know no was the answer to that question. I smiled.

“A lot of the boys say it's even better than fucking,” I said. “I don't have a lot of practice at it, but...”

I slid to my knees. Claire was looking at me like a goddess, an angel of lust. I never wanted her to stop.

“For you, I could give it a try,” I said.

An instant later, I slid the head of Coach Chambers' cock into my mouth and sucked it gently. She hissed with pleasure, her hips rocking forward with the primal desire to be deeper.

“Oh my God,” she groaned, running her fingers through my long red hair. It felt so good to have her there, pressing against me, wanting me as I'd never felt wanted before. “Missy, that's so good! Please, I...I can't take it!”

I glanced up to see her eyes shut tight, her body tensing with the throes of passion. I pulled back and let her cock slip from my mouth, giving it a little lick I did. 

“Are you going to come, Claire?”

She looked at me and nodded. “I think so.”

Grinning, I took her cock in my fist and stroked it hard and fast, opening my mouth and sticking out my tongue.

“Come all over my face, Claire. Coat me with it!”

She let out a cry of disbelief and rocked back, just as the first jet of spunk burst from her cock and landed in a diagonal arc across my face. She came with massive, shuddering sobs, shooting again and again – more hot, sticky seed than I had ever thought possible. After that first burst, I was able to angle it properly, and the rest ended up in my mouth – but of course, there was so much. It trickled down my chin, covering my breasts and making a sexy, sloppy mess of me.

“Holy shit,” Claire said as she came down from her high. “Thank you, Missy, thank you so much you have no idea.”

'Oh, I think I do,” I said, running a finger through one of the gobs of come on my cheek. “You made me all pretty, Coach Chambers. But you're still hard, aren't you?” I gave her cock an experimental stroke. “Yep!”

“It's been so long,” she said. “I'm so horny...”

“I know,” I assured her. “I was counting on it.” As she watched, eyes widening with shock, I stood up and straddled her huge cock, positioning the dripping crown at my entrance. “Did you really think I wasn't going to get off, too?”

Her mouth worked soundlessly. “I just, I didn't dare hope...”

“Shut up and fuck me,” I said, cutting her off. “I want you to like every drop of this come off me while you do.”

“Yes, ma'am!” She said. An instant later her hands were on my hips, guiding me down until I felt her cock stretching my walls, filling me up with the indescribable feeling of penetration. If my pussy was a choir, it would've been singing in five-part harmony!

Her lips and tongue moved at my breasts, working their way up, cleaning my skin as she lapped up her own come. 

“Yeah, that's right, you like that don't you?” I snarled, letting my wild side run free. “You degenerate futa bitch. You love licking up come while you fuck an innocent young girl, don't you?”

Her response was to grunt and fuck me harder. I had never felt anything like this before – Claire was kissing and licking me with the tender care and slow, loving movements of a sensitive female lover, but fucking me with the hard, animalistic thrusts of a brute alpha male grudge fuck. I couldn't take it, it was too much – it overloaded my brain with pleasure and before I knew it I was clinging to her, my body weightless with pleasure as she rode me into climax.

“I'm going to come for you,” I groaned into her ear. “Have you ever made a girl come with that big futa cock, Claire?”

She shook her head, thrusting into me like there was nothing else in the world. “I think I'm going to come again,” she said, amazed.

“Do it,” I commanded. “Blow your fucking wad in me right now...”

Whatever I had been about to say slid right out of my head, because just then I felt my body clench like it had been struck by lightning. My belly filled with the free-fall feeling you get on a big hill of a roller coaster, and then pleasure erupted in my body, leaving me blind and deaf to anything but the feel of Coach Claire's wonderful cock inside me and my own cries. I came harder than any boy, girl or toy had ever made me come.

As I came down from my peak, I felt Coach Claire squeeze me tight and grunt like an animal – her own climax was happening, right now! She shot burst after burst inside me, still more than a normal human male's seed, all while my still-throbbing pussy milked her dry. I did this, I thought deliriously. I made her do this.

When it was all over, I sat in her lap, her cock still semi-hard within me, our fingers exploring each others' bodies. Coach Claire looked like she'd received a religious revelation from the way she looked at me.

“So,” I said, suddenly bashful with our passion spent. “Are you...you know, fertile?”

She cocked her head. “What do you mean, Missy?”

“I mean, all that come you shot inside me – could it make me pregnant?”

She paused and gave it some thought. “I really don't know,” she finally said. “I've always assumed I can't get a woman pregnant, but I'm really not sure. Are you... on birth control?”

I shook my head.

“Then perhaps you should be,” she said slowly, something quiet and hopeful in her tone. “Before...the next time we do this?”

She's so scared there won't be a next time, I realized with a grin. “You let me worry about that, Coach,” I said, nuzzling Claire's neck.

“You really won't tell anyone?”

I shook my head. “Not as long as you keep making me come like that, Coach. I think I might have to start joining your little after-practice shower ritual.”

Her face lit up. “I...I think I can do that, Missy. I think I'd like that very, very much.”

“I would, too,” I said with a smile.



Lilith University Tales: The Singer
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“Bianca Swift,” I whispered to myself, over and over like a mantra. “It's so incredible to meet you. I'm your biggest fan...”

I clutched the backstage pass to my chest like an amulet as I made my way through the corridor. The walls and floor were ice-cold, thanks to the stadium's massive air conditioning units, but the goosebumps on my arms and legs would have been there regardless. I, Sarah, was going to meet the famous Bianca Swift, the most popular musician in the world!

I'd nearly lost my mind when I realized I'd won my local radio station's contest – yes, I am caller twenty-one, thanks for asking! - and every day between that one and this was full of excitement and expectation. Bianca Swift had been my inspiration, my comfort, my favorite musician ever since her first album came out when I was twelve, and a decade later she was still topping the charts. I even applied to her alma mater, Lilith University, even though I eventually decided to go with another college. I was more excited than I could believe.

The scheduled meet-and-greet was later this afternoon, but I couldn't help it – as soon as I was given free reign in the stadium I slipped away, searching for her dressing room. I could hear the roar of the crowd through the walls as I made my way through the claustrophobic, narrow halls that made up the stadium's interior. The noise brought a smile to my face: tens of thousands of people were lining up just to get within a football field of Bianca – but I was going to meet her face-to-face!

It didn't take long to find the dressing rooms – once I realized I was here, I had to take a few minutes to calm myself down and make sure I looked presentable. The closest door had an ornate “B.S.” stenciled on the front; just before I knocked, my hand froze.

There was noise coming from inside. Not the kind I'd expected – a press interview or Bianca doing her warm-ups. Something more...animal, almost. What was that?

With my heart pounding harder than any drum kit, I turned the knob and pushed the door open an inch at a time. The sounds from within grew louder – it was like my ears could hear it, but my brain couldn't process what was going on. Certainly that couldn't be what I thought it was. Because it sounded a hell of a lot like someone having sex, but Bianca Swift would never have a boy in her room this close to showtime...

There was a curtain hung in the back of the room, surrounded by the slinky and colorful outfits Bianca would be changing into throughout the performance. Each one cost so much it made my head spin just looking at them. I crept to the side of the curtain and peeked across, praying I wasn't about to catch a glimpse of some boy toy pop singer banging my idol.

But what I saw wasn't that. What I saw was impossible...

Bianca Swift lay before me, reclining on a plush futon that had been set up in the back of her dressing room. Her body was every bit as toned, tan and perfect as it was in her dozens of interviews, magazine spreads and music videos. She was dressed in – I clasped a hand over my mouth – a lacy pair of lingerie, a dark blue bra and panties with stockings and garters that set off the reddish-blonde of her hair. But the thing I couldn't tear my eyes away from, the thing that made my breath catch in my throat and my head swim with confusion, was what was between her legs.

Holy shit, I thought. Bianca Swift has a cock!

She was stroking it with both hands, rocking her hips and forth as she groaned softly with pleasure. She needed two hands – I had never seen such a thick, throbbing member before. I'd heard of girls pulling their panties to the side to masturbate before, but Bianca's cock was practically tearing them to shreds. What was left was stretched near the breaking point around her massive, hairless balls.

Bianca spoke, and I nearly jumped ten feet in the air before I realized her eyes were still closed.

“Oh, shit,” she groaned, a thin trail of drool dripping from the side of her opened mouth. “Fuck, yes, yes, yes...”

Oh my god. I knew what those words meant. Not only did Bianca have a cock, I was about to watch it come. The fact that she was about to go on before tens of thousands of people didn't matter a bit – she needed to get off and she needed it now, in the privacy of her dressing room.

I took a step backwards, unable to believe what I was seeing. She's got a cock. She's one of those people, the futas. My idol is a futa!

Terrified, I barely noticed when my foot caught the edge of the curtain and tore one of the woven hooks supporting it from the ceiling. It held, but it made a noise loud enough to hear even over Bianca's moans.

Her eyes shot open. Her hands froze around her cock, gripping it tightly as shock filled her features. As I watched, transfixed, a fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip and made its way down her throbbing length. My eyes moved to her face – she was staring at me! We locked eyes for a long moment, each terrified to be the first one to speak.

Bianca broke the silence. “Who the fuck are you?”

“I...” I suddenly found myself unable to form a coherent sentence. “I won Q98's 'Meet Bianca Swift' contest. I'm...I'm caller twenty-one?”

To my surprise, the edge of her lip curled up in something that might have been a smile. “I meant your name.”

“Sarah,” I stammered.

“Sarah.” She sighed and sat up, taking her hands from her enormous cock and crossing them under her breasts. “Well, I guess I'm not going to get to finish that.”

“I...I'm sorry,” I blurted. “Look, I'm really sorry I ever snuck in here, I promise I won't tell anyone I saw you like this...”

A strange little grin crossed Bianca's face. “Oh, it's much too late for that, Sarah. I'm going to have to kill you!”

A strangled cry escaped my throat. My legs began to tremble.

Just as my fight-or-flight instinct threatened to kick in, Bianca began to laugh loudly. It was a wonderful sound, as musical as any melody from her songs. “I'm fucking with you.” 

Relief filled my body, but my legs didn't regain their strength. Instead I felt woozy, barely able to stand. Bianca realized it at once.

“Oh shit. Come here,” she said, taking me by the arm. Before I knew it I was sitting on the edge of the futon, catching my breath. Bianca took the opportunity to grab a plush terry-cloth robe from her things and tie it loosely around her waist. 

“I'm so sorry,” I repeated. I didn't know what else to say. “I just wanted to see you. I didn't know you were a...a...”

“A futa?”

I nodded mutely.

Bianca shook her head. It was amazing, how quickly she'd calmed down, while I was still a nervous wreck. “Am I the first one you've seen?”

Another nod. “I've heard of them – of, of you – before, of course. But I've never really met one in the flesh before. And I never expected you, of all people...”

“You probably have,” she said with a wry little grin. “Most of us are pretty good at hiding. We have to be – the Visitation might have been a long time ago, but people still haven't adapted to it.”

As soon as the thought entered my mind, it was like a freight train – I couldn't stop it. “I bet they would if they knew you were a futa,” I said. “I mean, people love you, literally. I bet attitudes would change overnight!”

Bianca looked at me and instantly I knew: this was far from the first time she'd heard this. In fact, she had the look of someone who desperately wanted to do exactly what I had said.

“I want to,” Bianca said, crossing her legs beneath her. “I want to so bad. But my record company would kill me – I'm talking assassin's bullet kill me. They act like my whole empire would collapse overnight if people realized I don't have the set of genitals they think I do.”

“That's absurd,” I said. “People understand – most people, anyway.”

“That's nice of you to say,” Bianca said, a dark cloud passing over her face. “But experience has taught me otherwise.”

I looked around the room nervously. “I am so sorry, again, for barging in on you like this,” I said. “I never should have done that.”

She shook her head, frowning. “It's my fault. I forgot about the meet-and-greet – I thought it was later this afternoon.”

My lips made a tight little line. “It was this afternoon,” I admitted. “I kind of snuck in.”

Bianca made a little scoffing sound and shook her head, staring up at the ceiling. “I have got to start posting guards at the door. Or locking it, at least.”

“Sorry.”

She shook her head again, and this time her smile was back. “It's okay. Honestly, it's not like this is the first time this has happened.”

That took me aback. “No? How do you keep it a secret?”

She smirked. “Well, you're the first person to not be a dick about it. My dick, that is. Heh, a dick about my dick.”

We both giggled.

“Usually this is the part where my record company swoops in and gives you bags of money to keep quiet,” Bianca said. “It involves lawyers and non-disclosure agreements and is generally a big old mess. God, I remember when they had to shut Bryan up...”

My eyes widened. “Bryan Stiles!?” Bryan was another chart-topping pop star – until about a year ago, he and Bianca had been a couple. Their faces were splashed on every tabloid in the country.

“Yeah,” Bianca said sadly. “It's such a crock. I'm the only international sex symbol who can't get laid to save her life. I have every a-list actor and musician trying to get into my pants, for their career as much as anything, and all of them would run the hell away if they knew what I really wanted to do to their tight little assholes.” Bianca laughed at my shocked expression. “Sorry.”

“It's cool.” Was it, though? My head was swimming from all the new information. I was still trying to accept the fact that Bianca Swift was a futa!

“Well.” Bianca looked around the room for a moment, then shrugged. “I guess you're not going to blab about this to anyone. I'd rather not get anyone from the company involved; how about I give you an autograph and we can pretend we've never met when the real meet and greet happens?”

I wanted to do that very much – part of my brain was still screaming to run, run you idiot! - but there was something I had to know.

“So, you just like boys then?” I asked, blushing. “Even though you...you know...”

“Have a penis?” Bianca's eyes narrowed. “That is a very personal question, but I guess you have some leverage over me, Sarah. I like both.”

My face brightened. “Really?”

“Yes. I don't know if its because I have such different parts, but I've always been attracted to both genders. Gave me no end of hell at school.”

I hadn't thought of that. Bianca was young enough to have been born a futa – she'd had to spend her youth hiding, too. “It must have been so hard,” I said.

She shrugged. “Whatever. If I hadn't been born a futa, I probably would have gotten knocked up at sixteen like most of my classmates and ended up in a trailer park with some fat guy who beats me instead of playing sold out shows around the world. On balance, I'd say things have worked out. Why do you want to know about my sexuality so bad, Sarah? Looking for juicy bits for the tabloids?”

“Oh no,” I said. “That's not it at all.” My body was quaking. I really couldn't be about to do what I was thinking of doing – but I was. Damn the torpedoes, fuck everything, I had already broken into Bianca Swift's dressing room and uncovered her futa secret – what was one more impossible thing today? 

I leaned forward and, before she could do anything, planted a kiss on her lips.

Predictably, she broke away – but I could practically feel her cock pulse beneath her bathrobe. “Sarah, what the fuck are you doing?”

No holding back now, I thought. “I love you, Bianca. I've loved you ever since I was fourteen and heard 'Guitar Girl' on the radio. I snuck in here because...well, I wanted to tell you that.”

Bianca looked shocked. “And now you have.”

“Not just that,” I said, cutting her off before she could say more. “That was all I wanted to do, but now I want to do more. I want to help you.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Help me how, exactly?”

I grinned. “Like this.”

Before she could stop me (and before my brain could catch up with my body and scream holy shit, what are you doing?) I reached into the fold of Bianca's robe. Her cock was easy to find; it was so big it was pretty much everywhere. My fingers closed on it and gave it a hard, strong stroke.

“What the fuck are you doing...oh shit!” Bianca groaned, her back arching with the sudden pleasure.

“Tell me something, Miss Swift,” I said, settling into a hard, fast rhythm. “When was the last time anyone who wasn't you drained this cock?”

Her mouth dropped open with surprise as I continued stroking. Tiny grunts and groans of pleasure left her mouth every time my hand reached her fat, dripping head – the sounds sent little chills of pleasure down my spine.

“It must be so lonely,” I continued, “knowing millions of boys – and girls – touch themselves at night thinking about you, would do anything to be where I am right now – but you can't do anything without compromising your secret.”

“What are you saying?” Bianca's voice was thick with lust. “You want to be my groupie?”

“That's exactly what I'm saying. Now take that robe off, Bianca – I want to finish what you started.”

She looked at me, eyes shining with need. I could see her, struggling to come up with a logical reason why she shouldn't do this.

“Don't you deserve a little happiness?” I asked, my tone suddenly serious. “Let me make you feel good – you've made me feel good so many times...”

Whether it was my words that did it, I didn't know, but Bianca lay back and undid her robe. With it open, I had a view of the body that could sell millions of swimsuit magazines. Her cock stood stiff and erect between her legs; I let my hands fall away and trace over her body: her breasts, her hips, her slender legs.

After a minute or two of this, I could tell it was enough foreplay: Bianca was practically vibrating with need. “Please,” she begged. “Please jerk me off, Sarah. I need it.”

“Oh, I'm not going to do that,” I said with a smirk. “I can do much better than that...”

As she watched, amazed, I pulled off my top and undid my bra, tossing both to the floor of the dressing room. Bianca was a world-class beauty, of course, but I was no slouch in the looks department, especially where my breasts were concerned. I was rewarded with Bianca's hungry gaze; she couldn't tear her eyes from me.

“What are you going to do?” she asked, her voice nearly a whisper.

“Bianca Swift,” I said, leaning over her cock. “I am going to suck you off.”

Before she could utter a word of protest, I slipped the fat head of her cock between my lips. Salty goodness filled my mouth as another fat drop of precum shot from her cock; it was good to know just how good I was making her feel. I let my hair fall forward, covering the lower half of her body like a veil as I started to suck, working my throat as much as I dared. Christ, she was so big!

My sucking was interrupted by the feeling of Bianca grabbing my hair and tossing it back behind my head. I raised my gaze, searching her face for an explanation.

“I want to see you,” she whispered.

God, that was so hot! It was a challenge, but I managed to relax my throat, letting more of the massive shaft penetrate my sweet little mouth. I gagged a bit, but managed to keep it under control – I wanted everything to feel as good as possible for Bianca.

And from the way she was talking, I definitely was doing just that.

“Yeah, that's right,” she said, emboldened now. “Suck my futa cock, you nasty little groupie. It's so fucking good! You want me to write a song about this? It'll be so catchy, everyone will be listening to it – never knowing that it's really about draining my big balls down your tight little throat. Is that what you want, slut?”

I groaned agreement as I worked her shaft with my tongue. I could feel it getting even harder. Her balls tightened against the shaft, preparing to shoot their thick, creamy load. I was a little bit worried about taking so much come, but I knew I could do it for Bianca. For my idol.

“Oh, shit,” she groaned, grasping me by the ears. “I'm coming! Don't stop, Sarah, don't stop!”

Her words trailed off into a primal grunt of passion and her cock thrust deep into my mouth once, then twice, then pulled back. Her words became a cry of pure pleasure as the first bursts of come filled my mouth, so much I couldn't contain it. She shot over and over again, more than I thought any human could, until it was running in rivulets down her cock, dribbling down my chin, turning everything below her waist into a sticky, sexy mess.

I pulled back, opening my mouth to show Bianca what she'd done to me. She looked at me like a queen looks at her most loyal subject, then pulled me close and kissed me deeply. We shared her seed between us, getting it all over each others' faces.

“That...” Bianca groaned later, running her fingers down my back as we snuggled, “was incredible, Sarah.”

“It was the least I could do, Bianca,” I said with a smile. “After everything you've given me.”

We lay there another few minutes, just basking in the feeling of each others' bodies next to each other, the simple pleasure of skin on skin.

“I have some conditions,” I finally said. “To keep me quiet, I mean.”

Bianca turned her head lazily, half-asleep. “What? You promised me you wouldn't tell.”

“I wouldn't tell that you were a futa,” I said, whispering into her ear. “This is going to require a little bit more.”

“What?”

“Three things. First, I want tickets to every show for the rest of your tour.”

Bianca grinned, already guessing where I was going with this. “Done. What else?”

“Second: I want backstage passes to every show for the rest of your tour.”

“I think I could arrange that,” she said with a yawn. “Third?”

“Lastly...” I broke off and held on to her tightly. “I want you, Bianca. I want to keep doing this. I want to take you every night, go on the road with you, so you're never alone again. I want you to be able to know that even when you're on stage, surrounded by thousands of people who don't know a thing about you, you've got this-” here I took her hand and slid it beneath my panties, where I was hot and wet - “waiting for you. For that big futa cock.”

She thought about it. For about two seconds.

“Yes,” she said, giving me another celebratory kiss. “I would love that.”

I felt like I had just won the lottery. My dreams might not have come true in the way I expected, but they were even better than I had hoped.

“You know,” Bianca purred, “the tabloids are going to go nuts over this. Telling everyone I've taken a lesbian lover...”

“Let them,” I said. “When the time is right, I'll tell them everything.”

She looked at me, aghast. “You really will, won't you?”

“If it's what you want.”

She smiled. “Maybe. Anyway...”

She was already beginning to stiffen again. It was unbelievable how fast she got hard – it was going to be a challenge keeping up with her.

A challenge I couldn't wait to tackle.

“Don't you have a show to be getting ready for?” I asked teasingly.

“A good star is always fashionably late,” she said with a giggle. “Besides, I want that pussy, Sarah. I want to smell like you when you I go out there.”

And an hour later when she took the stage, she certainly did. 
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“You want me waiting for you by the door when you get home, baby?”

I froze, the coffee in my cup sloshing a bit as it stopped midway to my lips. God, they're at it again, I thought. I took a sip and shook my head. Someone should really tell them how paper-thin these walls are.

My neighbors were a young, recently married couple who occupied the apartment next door. As a single girl living alone in the city, I brought my own share of men home occasionally and couldn't begrudge any girl getting her horny on – which was why I'd looked the other way and put cotton in my ears when they inevitably spent every night shaking the walls, groaning and grunting like wild, horny animals.

Okay, if I'm being completely honest, sometimes I didn't plug my ears at all. I enjoyed it, maybe I was even a little jealous. There's something sexy about a young couple that can't get enough of each other, and from the way they sounded it was clear that Mrs. was getting fucked good and proper.

But last week, my new schedule finally came through at work: four ten-hour days instead of five eights. Now that I had a day off to relax in the middle of the week, I'd made a discovery: my neighbors' sex life wasn't just loud and distracting at night. It started early.

“Yeah, you'd like that, wouldn't you Mark? Me, on my knees, wearing nothing but those panties you got me for my anniversary?”

Shit, I thought, she is filthy. These two obviously got along great: better than I ever had with a man, at least. He must be as amazing in bed as he sounds.

“Yeah, open the door after a long day...me just waiting there for you, you just unzip and let me take you all the way down my throat. You know I want to taste you, Mark. Make you feel like a king stepping into his castle.”

There was a warmth coming from my core, and it had nothing to do with the coffee. Am I getting a little bit turned on listening to this? I asked myself. The answer was an undeniable yes.

Well, so what? It's fun listening to dirty talk.

“God, I'm so hot for you, baby. What? No, of course I'll be playing with myself while I'm sucking you off. You think I wouldn't be? You know sucking cock gets me so horny. I'm thinking of playing with myself right now, just thinking about it.”

There was a pause. “Oh? You dare me?”

My eyes widened. Listening to some dirty talk was one thing, but my neighbor was about to start masturbating right where I could hear her. I considered knocking on the wall to let her know I was there, got as close as starting to stand up...and sat back down.

I would ruin their fun, I told myself, but deep down I knew it was because I was enjoying it.

“Mmh, oh yeah,” my neighbor said. There were sounds of movement coming from the other side of the wall. “Yeah I'm doing it. Well, you'd better not let anyone else in the office hear it, stud – I want to fuck you, not get you fired. Can you get to the bathroom?”

There was a long pause where not much happened. Presumably Mark was making his way to the bathrooms of wherever he worked. I wondered if it was public or if he could lock the door; for some reason, the thought that anyone could walk in while he was jerking off on the phone with his wife just made it hotter.

I really am getting turned on, I realized. I couldn't remember the last time I'd been this horny.

“Mmh, are you all alone, baby? I am, too – but I wish I wasn't. I wish I had you right now...that big, thick cock in my fingers. Between my tits – I know you love my tits, Mark. You're always eye-fucking them whenever I put on something slutty – and when we're in bed I can't keep you away from them. If you were here? God, if you were here I'd let you do every nasty thing you can think of to my big, soft titties.”

Woah. God damn, I was wet. My hand strayed between my legs before I clamped down on my thigh. I was wearing the sweatpants I'd slept in, it would be so easy to slip my fingers inside of them...I held back.

“What? Yes, of course I'm touching myself.” There was a naughty, teasing lilt to her voice. I loved it. “Are you?”

Yes, I thought. Fuck it, I can't hold back. I could feel bad about it later. I needed to get my come on, right now – my clit was throbbing between my legs, like a warm pet just aching to be stroked. I slipped my fingers beneath the waistband of my pants and sought out my folds.

“Mmh, you're stroking it too? Bad boy.” Mark's wife sounded like she was thrilled. “Fuck, I am so hard thinking about it.”

My hand froze. She was hard? That...made no sense.

“I know you wish you were here, baby. You will be soon. God, if I had you between my legs, I'd slide it all the way down your throat. Make you gag on it like a good boy. You're such a wonderful cock sucker, Mark.”

My hand was out of my pants. I no longer understood what the fuck I was hearing. Make you gag? Cock sucker?

As if she knew I was there and wanted to make it even more clear, Mark's wife laughed and continued. “Absolutely. If you were here right now, where would you want me to put this cock? Oh, really!? You are fucking bad, baby! Mmh I love it! Don't fucking stop stroking for me, I'm not stopping!”

Holy shit, I thought. Mark's wife is one of them.

It took a moment for my brain to remember the term: she was a futa. One of the women turned during the Visitation, that strange event where an unknown thing crossed the solar system, bathing the world in radiation. Or had she been born that way? There'd been lots of those lately, I vaguely remembered hearing, way more than expected. How young was she?

“Yeah, I'm stroking it, baby. It's getting all slick with precum. I'm so wet, thinking about you bending me over.”

My fingers began to stray back to my hips. So she was a futa: who cares? It was so...different, picturing the two of them together. So filthy. Savage. I wondered which of them was on top?

“I know, baby,” my neighbor said, sighing. “I know you wish you had a nice pussy to stick your cock in. Me too.”

I've got a pussy, I thought as my fingers stroked it. God, do I ever. I was primed and ready, the muscles of my walls clenching and relaxing with nervous anticipation. Relief shot through me as my fingers found my clit; so strong I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out.

“There's nothing better,” my neighbor said. “Having some slut's wet, tight little cunt all over your big, hard dick – it feels so good. All those little ridges, those warm, wet folds running up and down the length of your cock, driving you crazy with pleasure...” She snickered. “Are you getting close? You'd better not come before I do, Mark.”

She was right – there was nothing like a warm, wet pussy. Mine greedily sucked in my fingers, making them welcome as I fingered my clit and stretched my walls. I imagined they were a hard, rigid cock inside of me – pressing against my core, making me moan with passion. It had been so long since I'd had a thick, proper cock inside of me – I decided right then that after I was done, I was going to make it my goal for the rest of the day to find some young, hung stud and ride his dick into the stratosphere.

“I know, baby. Fuck, yeah, I want it too. I wish I had a nice, tight pussy you could stretch out with your dick. Something warm and soaking wet you could bury yourself inside of.”

My fingers were doing the burying – and goddamn did it feel good. I rocked gently in the chair, biting my lip to keep from screaming. There was something so naughty about fingering myself so close to another person, completely unaware, and it sent my pleasure higher than I could have imagined. 

“Oh!?” My neighbor's tone was mingled surprise and delight. “What about the neighbor girl?”

I froze for an instant – then my fingers picked back up, harder and faster than before. They were talking about me!

“Mmh, yeah, she is a sweet little slut,” my neighbor said. I could hear the sounds of her stroking through the wall. “Always walking around wearing practically nothing. What? I know you like those little crop tops she's always in – you can't tear your eyes away from her tits whenever she's around. Of course I notice, baby – women always do.”

The thought that every time I went out, I had this couple's eyes on me: staring at me, wanting me, fantasizing about doing utterly filthy things to me – turned me on so much. It was wrong, it was un-feminist of me to think that way – but in the privacy of my own apartment, I didn't give a shit. I liked being a tease, a nasty little slut. I loved that I was giving both of them blue balls.

“I like her, too,” my neighbor said. “Fuck is her name...Jackie? Ginny?”

Jennifer, I thought, stopping myself just before I actually said it out loud. What a mistake that would have been.

“Yeah, I'd like to come all over her tits,” my neighbor said. “Just spray down that little slut, leave her dripping with both our hot loads. Or would you like to come inside her?”

Inside, I thought. Definitely inside. There was nothing hotter than feeling a man let go inside me – spraying his hot load and knowing it was my tight, wet little cunt that made him unable to stop. It was why I used birth control pills – I hated condoms, and demanded any guy I was with honor me with a creamy load in my core.

“Yeah, we could split her just like that,” she said. “I bet she's a fertile little bitch, too – just the right age. I want babies, Mark, lots of them – and she is so fucking perfect for it. Did you see those hips? I mean, how could you not?”

She was right. I was made for turning out babies – why else would I love the feeling of a hot load being pumped inside me? Deep down, in a hot, primal part of my brain, I yearned to be bred.

“Well, yeah. I mean, that's totally why we're doing this. I mean, she can hear me right now.”

I froze. Oh no.

“Oh, she stopped touching herself. She shouldn't be so shy. I know she's been thinking about this hot, futa cock inside of her. Wondering how big it is.”

My mouth dropped open. She knew I'd been listening, the whole time, and she let it happen.

“Maybe she would like to find out, Mark. You did give me permission to fuck her, right? I know, I'm just checking. Maybe the two of us will be waiting for you when you get home, stud.”

My fantasies changed in an instant: instead of Mark and his bride, it was the three of us. Me, filled with cock – two cocks, spreading me and filling all my holes and treating me like the slut I knew deep down that I was. Mark pounding me like a hard, masculine alpha, and his wife treating me like a soft, feminine tease.

“No, I don't care which one of us knocks the slut up,” she said. “In fact, I want it to be you. You're the man, you deserve it. I can put my come plenty of other places.”

The sound of movement came from the other side of the wall. “Okay, I love you too, baby. You know I love you more than anything. Thank you so much.”

There was a short pause. “I know you can hear me,” the woman said, a teasing lilt to her voice.

I tried to stay very still. There was a storm raging in my head – the urge to jump up and run over, to let Mark's futa wife bury herself inside of me was very strong.

“I know you must be feeling all kinds of confused,” she said, sounding closer to the wall. “Why don't you come over and we'll work through those feelings together?”

Could I do it? I knew if I got up, crossed this line, there'd be no turning back. There's no way I could let myself feel this kind of pleasure, experience this kind of degenerate bliss, and make it a one-time thing.

“Come on,” she said. “I know you want this cock.”

That was the thing – I did. A little whimper escaped my throat, I couldn't stop it.

She chuckled. “Get over here, Jennifer. I want to make you scream.”

The next thing I knew, I was at the front door of my neighbor's apartment. The intervening time disappeared, like I was someone who'd fallen into a trance. Reaching out, I discovered the door was unlocked.

I opened it.

As it swung open, I found Mark's wife waiting for me. She was on her knees, wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and a pair of matching panties. Her face was made up, her lips a deep, sensual crimson. She looked up at me innocently as I stared down at her, but her cock was fully erect. It made a tent out of her panties, one wet with precum.

She's waiting for me, just like she said she would, I realized.

She smiled. “Welcome home, baby. I know you've had a long day...”

Before I could protest or do anything to stop her, she had my pajama pants at my feet and was buried between my thighs. Her tongue sought out my most secret places, lapping at my folds, and in no time at all I was shaking beneath her, barely able to stay standing.

Her hands came around and cupped my ass, drawing me to her. She buried her face in me, her nose and mouth running along my core. I let out a low, throaty moan as she ate me out. 

“That's so good,” I finally whispered. “But what I really need is that cock...”

She pulled back. “Oh, I know. I just wanted to make sure you were nice and warmed up.” She stood up and removed her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her tits weren't as big as mine (no wonder Mark stared) but hers were firm and perky, a perfect mouthful.

“Get over here, slut,” she said, indicating the couch. “I know just what you need.”

When I didn't react fast enough, she grabbed me by the waist and shoved me over the back of the couch. As she spread my legs with her hand, I couldn't help but notice the contrast: in an instant, she'd gone from a soft, sweet, feminine lover to a dominating alpha. She'd been focused on my pleasure, and now she wanted hers. I was wet with anticipation.

“Damn right you want this dick,” she said, her breathing coming in lusty rasps. “Have you ever been fucked by a girl before, Jenny?”

I shook my head. She laughed and bent over me, pressing her lips to my ear. “You'll never be the same,” she said.

I didn't want to be the same. I wanted to be hers. “Fuck me,” I whimpered. “Please?”

Savagely, she took me by the hair and bent me backward until I was at the perfect height for her cock to enter me. And enter me she did; pulling her panties aside and thrusting inside me in one smooth stroke. I was wet and ready for her, and the feeling of her hard, throbbing cock between my walls nearly sent me into the orgasm I'd been courting all morning. 

She felt it too. “Don't you fucking come,” she snarled. Bringing a hand down hard on my ass. “You're my bitch, and you're going to come when I tell you to. Got that?”

“Uh huh,” I groaned, not caring. Nothing in the world mattered; I would have said anything if it meant that exquisite, perfect cock kept stretching me out. “Yes, Mistress!”

“Ooh, Mistress. I like that.” She bent forward, filling me deeper, pressing her lips to my neck. “I want you to come when I do,” she said. “I want to feel that pussy tighten up around my cock while I'm shooting my come inside of you.”

Her words finished, she shoved me back down against the couch and went to work. She fucked me savagely, roughly – with no regard for my feelings or pleasure. She used me like a piece of meat, and if I hadn't been so unbelievably turned on I might've been upset about it. Instead I was in Heaven, struggling to keep my body from going over the cliff and climaxing too early.

I didn't have long to wait.

“I'm going to breed you,” she said, her hips moving into a hard, driving rhythm. “Mark wants to knock you up, but I'm going to get there first. I bet you're so fucking fertile. I'm going to put so many babies inside of you, slut!”

Now was not the time to mention my birth control, I thought. Or was it? Come to think of it, had I taken it lately? I certainly hadn't been with a guy in a while. The more I thought about it, the more certain I became that it had been a while since I'd taken my pills – I couldn't remember the last time I'd swallowed one. Normally this realization would have made me panic, had me reaching for the condoms – but instead, it filled me with bliss. She was going to breed me, like a fucking animal, and it felt so right.

“Oh shit, I can tell you like that,” she said, bucking into me. “You're so close, I can feel it – are you going to come for me, Jennifer?”

“Yes,” I groaned. “Please, please tell me I can, Mistress!”

“Come for me,” she commanded. “Come for me Jenny, come all over my fucking cock...oh, shit, I'm coming, I'm fucking coming!”

She pulled back and went full steam inside of me, pounding at my walls like a jackhammer. She only stopped when I felt a surge of fluid inside of me and knew she was coming. Holy shit, I thought. I'd never felt anyone, male or otherwise, come inside of me like this: there was so much of it, going so deep inside of me. It reached into crevices I didn't even realize I had. I felt full, and purposeful, like a newly-planted field. A deep, passionate sense of well-being filled me, but before I could really appreciate it pleasure tore through me. I was coming, loud and long, my breasts pinned against the couch as I screamed and wept quivered under the force of my Mistress' cock.

As my peak subsided, I felt her pull out of me, leaving her load oozing from my cunt. “Oh wow,” I said, unable to form any more coherent sentence. “Oh, wow.”

“Yeah,” she said, coming around and dropping to the couch next to me. “Mark was right – there's nothing quite like good pussy. Oh, shit, I can't tell you the last time I came that hard.”

Before I could stop myself, my head was in her lap, cleaning off her thick cock. Her shaft was coated in a mixture of her and my juices, and the taste of us together sent my pussy to gushing all over again.

“God damn,” she said, her voice tightening with pleasure as my lips engulfed her. “You are eager.”

I pulled back. “I love you,” I said.

“Wow.” She chuckled nervously. “You really do hit the gas, don't you?”

“I mean it. This is my purpose – I've never been so sure of anything in my life. I want to have you and Mark's babies. I want you two to fuck me like I've never been fucked before. Please, please tell me I can stay.”

Her eyes shined with lust. “I was hoping you'd say that. Let's start with the knocking you up part – we'll talk about the rest later. Now, get back to sucking – I want to spray all over those big tits Mark's been drooling over. Could you imagine if he comes home and sees I've already jizzed all over them? He'll be so hot...”

I went back to work, taking my new Mistress' cock all the way down my throat. I was going to be a good little breeding slave for my new futa family. 
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“So why did you break up with me again?”

“I...” April stopped rubbing her tits for a moment, her face screwed up in confusion. After a moment, her lips parted in a smile and she started to giggle. “I can’t remember! Isn’t that funny? I must have been joking – or it must’ve been something silly. I can’t imagine life without you, Sir.”

“Yeah,” I said with a smirk. “Must have been.” April grinned and went back to rubbing her brand new tits, squeezing them together for my enjoyment. Ten minutes ago, my girlfriend had firm, tiny b-cup breasts – not bad, but not what I fantasized about in my dirtiest dreams. Now they were massive, almost the size of her head, with hard nipples that cried out for my mouth to be on them.

Also ten minutes ago she’d been my ex girlfriend, but it seemed like we were past that now.

I had no idea what happened. I was still struggling to process this: how April had turned on a dime from a cold, venomous bitch to a lusty bimbo totally devoted to my pleasure. But one thing was for sure – I wasn’t going to stop and question it. I was going to enjoy this to the hilt.

“So...” April’s hands dove between her legs, massaging her soaking wet folds. “You don’t just want to see my titties, right, Sir? Isn’t there something else I could be doing for you?”

I thought of the long list of things April had never done for me during our relationship. Long, worshiping blowjobs with lots of eye contact. Anal sex. Spanking, pulling hair, using her like a submissive little slut. She’d do any of these things for me now. She’d dress how I wanted, act how I wanted, even share me with other girls.

“Oh yeah,” I said, unzipping my fly. “I can think of a few things...” 

April’s eyes widened as she watched, her face filling with awe. I was one lucky man – how the tables had turned! And to think, a few minutes ago I had thought my life was ruined...

––––––––
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The box was waiting for me when I got to the door, standing up on its end and leaning against the wall next to my apartment. I glanced down at it as I fumbled with the lock, wondering where it had come from.

“Hello there,” I said aloud, picking it up. It was surprisingly light. “Who ordered you?”

There was no label on the box, either from the company that packaged it or the shipper. I had no way of knowing if it was something I’d ordered online and forgotten about, or something sent to the wrong place by mistake. Maybe April had ordered it.

“That would be just like her,” I muttered as I entered my apartment and shut the door behind me. “Ordering herself a couple packages right before she moves out.”

My soon-to-be ex-girlfriend April was due to arrive in a few minutes to pick up the last of her things. I’d gotten them together last night, and as I walked in I saw them sitting on the kitchen table where I’d left them: a couple tidy boxes full of April’s clothes and records. A heavy sigh left my lips at the sight of them; once they were gone, I’d probably never see her again.

Things between April and me had gone so well: at first. For the first six months of our relationship, she was the best girlfriend a guy could have: funny, loving and adventurous. But one day, out of nowhere, it was like our relationship hit a brick wall – the long conversations we used to have were demoted to two or three-word responses, and I suddenly went from a guy who used to get laid two or three times a week in moderately kinky ways to a guy who didn’t get laid ever. I’d tried everything to reignite the spark in our relationship: gifts, flowers, taking over nearly all of the household chores and showering her with attention. None of it worked; if anything, she grew more distant. I was practically killing myself trying to figure out what the problem was.

The problem turned out to be close to home: it was my boss, Brandon. After she’d come with me to my office’s Christmas party, April had started fucking Brandon on the side almost immediately. She would even sneak into the building while I was out on my lunch break and bang him in his office, bent over his desk like the dirty secretary in some porno. When she finally confessed, I’d broken up with her immediately: but I didn’t have the financial independence or the willpower to quit my job. I needed the money, especially since I was the only name on the apartment lease.

“Don’t worry,” April had told me the night she left. “I promise Brandon won’t let what’s between us affect your career.”

Before I knew what I was doing, I’d crumpled up one side of the box in my fist. Goddamnit I was angry – angry at her for wasting my time, angry at my boss for fucking my girl behind my back. Anger had become my default emotion lately, so I dealt with it the way I usually did: I fixed a drink. While I did, I pondered whether or not I ought to open the package I’d just attacked.

If it is April’s, she’ll probably get pissed off at me for opening it, I thought, sipping my drink. As the burn traveled down my throat, I found myself starting to care less what got April pissed off.

“Fuck it,” I said, picking up the package. “My place now.” I could always just say I didn’t know whose it was, and either way, who cares? I was never going to see April again.

The top of the box opened easily. I turned it upside down to let whatever was inside land on the kitchen counter. I don’t know what I was expecting: a book, maybe, or a blu-ray of some obscure horror movie I’d seen on sale online and impulse bought.

Instead, a gun fell out, hitting the table with a clacking sound.

I jumped backwards. It’s not that I’m afraid of guns, per se, but having one fall out of a box out of nowhere tends to startle a guy. After a moment, I reached out and picked it up, staring at it. What the hell was this?

“Huh?” I turned it over, running my thumb over the barrel. “The hell?”

It was bright pink. The kind of pink you only saw in bubblegum and the kind of flimsy dresses intended to be torn off of the girl wearing them. Another moment, and I realized that this was not an actual gun – it was plastic, and had a cheap kind of feel to it. Looking down the barrel at an angle, I could see a glass lens all the way down at the base.

I knew what this was. I’d had one back in the 80s – a video game gun, the kind you pointed at the screen to blast aliens or gangsters or whatever. Only, they weren’t pink – and they had cables to connect it to your console. This, as far as I could tell, did not, nor did it have any USB port or anything on it to hook a cable to it.

I felt my face going red. Was this...some weird kind of sex toy? It would be the kind of thing April would do as a little parting ‘fuck you’, order some weird sex toy for her and her new boyfriend and trick me into opening it. But the more I looked at it, the more sure I got that it wasn’t.

Written on one side of the gun, down the long barrel, were the words WonderRay. Along the other side, written in the same retro-looking sci-fi font, was the brand: Dr. Mesmertainment.

“Doctor Mesmertainment,” I muttered, running a finger down the barrel. The words were etched into the plastic, like a brand.

I felt around in the box to see if there were some instructions, something to tell me what the hell this thing was for, and after a moment I pulled out a slim pamphlet, folded into fourths. I unfurled it and saw what looked like an advertisement for some old-timey medicine, a block of ornate font with swirls and spirals surrounding it:

Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay!

Have you ever wished you could alter the MINDS AND BODIES of those around you, making them your perfect playmate? Enter the WonderRay! Using Dr. Mesmertainment’s patented AWESOME SCIENCE POWER, the WonderRay reshuffles the neurons and atoms of THOSE CLOSEST TO YOU, allowing you total freedom to persue your interests without arguments, interruptions, or other worrisome problems!

I frowned as I read the paper. Maybe this was some kind of sex toy? Then I read the rest:

Using the WONDERRAY is as easy as pushing a button!:

ONE SHOT from the trigger activates the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER! Enjoy comfort and convenience for a limited amount of time!

If you like the effects, a SECOND SHOT from the WonderRay will make the effects of Dr. Wondertainment’s WonderRay PERMANENT! No more worrying about inconveniences like FREE WILL any more! NOTE: second shot MUST be administered during the first shot’s effect period in order to become PERMANENT!

As always, SATISFACTION is GUARANTEED! If you aren’t completely thrilled with the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER of the WonderRay, please contact us at...

The contact info was so faded, I couldn’t read it. Directly beneath it was one final note:

WARNING: Prolonged use of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WONDERRAY may cause the USER side-effects such as: increased ATTRACTIVENESS, dramatically higher STAMINA and ATHLETICISM, along with an INCREASE in SEXUAL POTENCY. Always use Dr. Mesmertainment’s products RESPONSIBLY!

So those were the instructions. I still had no fucking clue what I was looking at. I folded the paper up and shoved it back in the box, flipping the gun in my hand and catching it like some old-west cowboy.

“This this is a joke,” I told myself. “Some kind of prank...”

There was a knock on the door. Before I could answer it, it swung open – stupidly, I realized I’d forgotten to lock it.

“Hello?” It was April. “You’re here, right?”

I froze. Just the sound of her voice filled me with conflicting emotions: anger, betrayal, jealousy. Most of all, the desire to bend her over this counter, spread her legs and fuck her so hard she’d be begging me to take her back – but I knew that was the one thing I could never do.

“Hello? Oh hey, why didn’t you say anything?” She walked into the kitchen, taking off her jacket and throwing it on the counter – covering up the box. Her face scrunched up as she saw the WonderRay. “What is that thing?”

I realized how stupid I must look, holding a hot-pink gun in the middle of my apartment. “I have no idea,” I said after a moment. “It just came in the mail today. I thought you ordered it.”

“Why would I order anything? Oh, here’s my stuff,” she said, spying the boxes I’d laid out on the table.

I watched her walk past me and inspect the boxes, making sure everything was accounted for. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass – underneath her jacket she was wearing a tight athletic top and yoga pants, and her ass looked amazing in them. April was a fitness freak, a slender, athletic babe who never missed a day at the gym – even when things were bad between us and our relationship could have used the attention. Her perfect, heart-shaped booty was her best feature...and with a jolt of anger I realized Brandon probably thought the same thing.

“Where’s my black cardigan?” she asked, a drop of venom entering her tone. “I don’t see it in here.”

“You were wearing it the day you left,” I said with a smirk, plopping down on my couch. “Unless I’m able to snatch the clothes off your body without you knowing, I couldn’t have taken it.”

She whipped around, a guilty look in her eyes. Did she feel bad about what she was doing? But an instant later, a wicked smile crossed her face.

“I remember now,” she said. “And yeah, that’s silly. You could never tear my clothes off.”

The way she said it, with the emphasis on the ‘you’, let me know that was exactly what Brandon had been doing to her. Maybe he’s been doing it in the office, I thought angrily. Right under my nose...

“Just get your shit and get out,” I said, taking another sip of my drink and twirling the WonderRay. It felt good in my hand somehow – fun to toss around and do tricks with.

“Alright,” she said, rolling her eyes. I wasn’t rising to the bait, and she quickly abandoned it. But as she turned around, she started talking again in an overly sweet tone:

“Just so you know, I promise this won’t affect your job,” she said, lifting some clothes to look at what was beneath them. “Brandon and I have talked about it: he’s not going to tell anyone at the office we’re dating, and I won’t drop by. That way, none of your co-workers will know I traded up.”

Traded up? My vision went red. I don’t know what was more insulting: her using that turn of phrase so casually to hurt me, or her assuming I didn’t know how often Brandon had brought her into the office to fuck.

Angrily, I pointed the WonderRay at her, wishing for the moment it was a real gun. My finger grazed the trigger as she bent low, sticking her big ass out like she was taunting me.

“Yeah,” I said, pulling the trigger. “Whatever.”

As the trigger clicked, the gun vibrated so hard my entire hand shook. I could barely hold on to it. At the same moment, the gun grew warm in my palm, almost too hot to touch. I stared at it in shock, wondering if April had just heard that.

I tossed it to the couch. The instant it left my hand, both the vibration and the heat stopped – testing it with my finger, I found the surface cool and plasticky. It was like it had never happened.

“What the fuck,” I muttered, turning back to April. “That was weird...”

April was frozen. As I watched, her head slowly lolled back on her shoulders, the rest of her body tensed up like something had startled her.

“April?” I asked. “What’s up?”

The very first time April and I had ever had sex, we’d done it in the bathroom of a club not long after we first met. It was easily the hottest experience of my life: she’d pulled me into it straight off the dance floor, started blowing me, then hiked up her skirt, turned around, and demanded I fuck her. The look in her eyes was still something I thought about every time I pleasured myself: that combination of naked need, biology and desire. It was easily the most gorgeous she’d ever looked.

I say this, because as my ex-girlfriend turned around, the look on her face made that one look practically chaste in comparison.

“Oh. My. Gawwwwwwd,” she groaned, her fists clenching and unclenching as pleasure coursed through her. “What did you do, Erik? Holy fuck...”

She closed her eyes as she climaxed, bliss overtaking her like a wave – and as I watched, she began to change.

Her hair, in the short blonde pixie cut she liked so much, started to lengthen – until it was running down her back in gorgeous, shimmering waves of platinum. Her lips grew plump and soft, so perfect that my mind instantly went to how they’d feel wrapped around a hard shaft. Her already slender waist tapered to the kind of waspy perfection most girls can only get with a corset, and her breasts...

I couldn’t tear my eyes off them. They expanded beneath her athletic top, stretching the fabric until it began to tear. April’s breasts were the one thing about her that the dark, caveman part of my brain hadn’t liked – they were a perfect, perky handful, but nothing more. Now they were amazing, mouth-watering monsters, the nipples going diamond hard as they poked through the fabric of her top. As I watched, amazed, twin stains began to spread across her top – her new tits were leaking milk.

Ironically, her ass barely changed – it was already a perfectly curvy, gorgeous rear I loved to slap and spank, grabbing handfuls as I entered her from behind. It ballooned a bit, stretching her yoga pants, but mostly remained the same.

Her eyes fluttered, only the whites showing as a pleasure stronger than multiple orgasms cascaded in her brain, doing...what? Rewriting her?

Awesome science power, I thought, speechless. Holy shit they weren’t kidding about that...

She radiated raw, sensual femininity. She looked hotter than any porn star I had ever seen. And she was standing in my living room, writhing in pleasure, nearly busting out of her clothes.

Slowly, she came out of her trance. April stared down at her new body with something like awe. A giggle left her throat, then another.

“Babe?” I asked, slipping back into a pet name for her. “Are you feeling okay?”

“I...feel...” her hands traced circles over her breasts, reached behind her back to cup her ass. “I feel wonderful, Erik. Thank you so much!”

“Yeah?” I grinned. “What’s the last thing you remember, April?

She giggled more as she walked towards me. “I was looking through those clothes on the table,” she said in a breathy voice. “But...why did I want them? They’re sooo boring. None of them would fit on a girl like me – and they weren’t even pink.” She glanced down at herself. “These clothes are boring too...”

As she got within arm’s reach of me, I grabbed the front of her top and pulled. It tore easily, the fabric already stretched to the breaking point, and in a moment it was in tatters, her huge tits free and hanging and dripping with milk. I squeezed one, and she cried out, the feeling sending a bolt of pleasure straight to her pussy.

“Does that feel a little better?” I asked, gripping her tits and running my thumbs over the nipples.

“Oh...oh fuck yes,” she whimpered. “Please don’t stop. That feels so good!”

A flash of annoyance surged through me. Why should she be the one to have all the fun?

“You’ve been a bad girl,” I said, grabbing up a fistful of her glossy hair and pulling. She moaned hard, arching her back, and leaned over me.

“Have I? I...I don’t remember. It’s so hard to think...and I don’t want to think...”

“You tried to leave me for another man,” I said, squeezing one of her big tits like an udder. Hot milk flooded my palm, and the urge to bring it to my mouth was almost impossibly strong. “For Brandon.”

“Brandon,” she said, looking back and forth. “I remember, Sir...”

“Forget him,” I commanded, looking into her eyes. “You’re going to forget he ever existed. In fact, I’m the only man you’ve ever made love to. You don’t need anyone else but me – forget him.”

She pursed her lips in a confused little smile and said the words that made my heart leap into my throat:

“Forget who, Sir?”

“Nobody,” I told her. “Fuck, you look so gorgeous.”

“You like staring at my big titties, don’t you, Sir?” She wiggled her torso, letting them bob before my eyes. “Yeah you do. I love it when you look at me that way, Sir – like I’m a little whore you want to fuck.”

She took my other hand and put it between her tits, groaning deeply as I manhandled her.

“Do you want to do more than just look? Do you want to fuck these titties, sir?”

April had never given me her tits to fuck before. We’d tried a couple times early in the relationship when she was a little drunk, but she’d never really had the size to make it work. But now her tits were gorgeous bags of fuck-flesh, aching to be wrapped around my throbbing shaft, and the idea of burying myself between them was too good to pass up.

“I want to fuck your tits,” I said, gripping them tight. “They’re so fucking hot, babe.”

“Thank you,” she giggled, blushing. “In that case, we need to set you free...”

She sank to her knees between my thighs, working at my belt. My pants came down, then my boxers, and my fat cock sprang free, dripping with precum.

“Oh, Daddy,” she groaned, unable to contain herself. “You have the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.”

I decided I liked her calling me Daddy. I liked it a lot. And she was right – my cock looked different than the one I had always known. It was thicker, girthier, sticking out from my like a throbbing pole coated in sticky precum. My dick had always been just as average as the rest of me; now it looked like something that ought to be hanging off a quarterback or a porn star. Thank you Dr. Mesmertainment, I thought, staring at it. ’Side effects’ indeed!

“Wrap those fucking tits around it, babygirl,” I said, gripping the back of her neck. “I want to feel you bouncing up and down on my shaft with those fucking funbags.”

“I want that so bad, Daddy! But I need to get you wet first!”

I was about to protest that my cock was plenty wet already, but just then she made a perfect little ‘o’ with her pouty lips and took me down to the base, not even slowing as my cock rammed its way down her throat. I groaned with pleasure as she bobbed on it, her naughty tongue twirling around the shaft as she deep throated me. I was amazed – she had absolutely no gag reflex. Blowjobs from April were usually quick and unsatisfying because she couldn’t take more than an inch or two of my down her throat without gagging; now she sucked me off like a champion whore.

“There we go,” she said, gasping as she pulled off me. “Fuck my tits, Daddy. Fuck them hard.”

She squeezed them together with her elbows, pressing the soft mounds against either side of my hard member. A thin trail of drool left her lips as she stared down at my cock, dribbling between her cleavage to give me some more warm lubrication. My thick shaft slid easily into her cleavage, cupped on both sides by heaving masses of warm, milk-dripping titflesh. I was in heaven, and she hadn’t even started titfucking me yet.

“Fuck, I can’t even see my cock,” I gasped, staring up at her. “Your tits are so fucking big!”

“They’re all for you, Daddy,” she said with a giggle. “I’m so glad you like them. Do you want them to make you come?”

“Yes,” I said, kneading one of her nipples with my fingers. Milk flooded my fingers, and this time I did bring them to my lips. The liquid was creamy and filled with me a warm, floaty high like downing a good shot of bourbon. “Show me what a good girlfriend you are, April. Make your Man come all over your face and tits.”

She needed no other encouragement. Gripping her tits tight with both hands, she worked them up and down on my cock, giggling with pleasure as the hard shaft slipped through her cleavage. The throbbing, purple head of my cock popped out between them on every thrust, and soon she was bending over it, treating it to quick little licks every time it left the warm cocoon of her tits.

I could feel myself expanding inside of her, growing harder and stronger – and she could feel it, too.

“You like fucking those tits, Daddy? You like the way my big fucking boobs feel wrapped around your cock?”

In response, I grabbed her sides and thrust my hips upward, fucking her chest with savage strokes. She gasped with pleasure as I took control, her fingers gripping her tits tight to keep them wrapped around my shaft.

“Take that fucking cock,” I growled, gripping her hair and forcing my cock further between her perfect breasts. “I’m gonna blow all over you...”

“Come for me, Daddy!” She was begging for it, her eyes shining as she imagined the load I was going to shoot all over her. “Fucking spray me down with your come, Daddy, please! You’re so fucking hot...!”

I felt myself reach the edge and tumble over, my hips moving of their own accord as I buried myself deep in my perfect girlfriend’s bimbo tits. I detonated, my load filling her cleavage and pooling around my shaft as I thrust inside her, penetrating her chest as waves of pleasure washed over me. As my cock popped out of the top of her cleavage, thick ropes of come shot all over her chin and face, coating her gorgeous doll features in bright white seed.

“Daddy,” April moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh Daddy, that feels so goooood...”

I couldn’t believe it – but it was true. The feeling of my thick cock between her tits, the warm experience of my semen coating her face and chest – these things had sent my girlfriend over the edge into her own climax. Her face flushed crimson as she came, body writhing with pleasure as she rode out her own waves of bliss. Her fingers found her folds and rubbed hard, milking her clit as her free hand scooped come from her tits and brought it to her glossy lips.

“April,” I said, still basking in post-orgasmic bliss as I pulled away from her tits. “You are the most gorgeous thing I have ever seen.”

“Oh Erik,” she giggled, her eyes slowly clearing. “You haven’t even seen my pretty little pussy yet. Do you want to? It’s dripping wet – I made it perfect, just for your cock...”

My gaze trailed down to the exquisite valley between my girlfriend’s thighs. Her slit was shining and hairless, a tight, perfect sheathe for my hard cock. And I was still hard; already throbbing with the need to bury myself inside her again. Dimly, I wondered what kind of stamina the WonderRay might have given me, then grinned at the idea of finding out.

Not needing to ask permission, I reached out and cupped April’s cunt, exploring her slit with my fingers. It was like I’d taken hold of the deepest, darkest part of her mind and given it a stroke – instantly she was rigid around me, her walls clenching around my fingers as I rubbed her.

“Fuck! Oh my god, don’t stop, Daddy!” She was panting with pleasure, like she hadn’t just come moments ago.

“I’ve got more then that,” I said, pulling my fingers away. “Spread those fucking legs for me.”

Licking her lips, April scooted back on the couch, placing one leg on the floor and the other over the high back cushions. With her legs spread so wide, her ass and pussy were left in the air, dripping with moisture and crying out for relief. She was far up enough that I could fuck her standing up, and that’s what I decided to do: taking up my place in front of the couch, gripping her hips and burying the head of my cock in her folds.

“Daddy,” she groaned, rocking her hips forward to try and get me deeper inside her. “I’m not on the pill...”

Something about that set me off – made my cock even harder than it had been. “No?”

She bit her lip hard, shaking her head. “No. And I feel so...it’s like I’m an oven down there. You feel it, right?”

I certainly did. Whatever Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had done to my girlfriend’s brain, it had also sent her fertility into overdrive. I’d never felt a female body so wet, so fertile, so ready to have a man’s seed shot deep into her womb.

“Would that be so bad, angel?” I ran the head of my cock up and down her slit, making her moan. “To be knocked up with my heirs? To have a big, swollen belly full of my babies?”

April cried out, and for a moment I thought she’d climaxed again. “Daddy, please. Please...fuck me raw. Put a baby in me?”

Normally this kind of thing would have sent off warning bells in my brain, but I was way past that now. Something primal, something almost caveman in my brain had taken control, and the idea of making April pregnant didn’t just feel hot – it felt necessary. I was supposed to breed her, to show the rest of the world I owned her, and she was supposed to come crawling to me begging for my fertile seed. As I slid inside of her, burying my cock inside of her tight slit, it felt like more than sex – it felt like truth. Like biology and need come together, like pure fucking dominance.

Her body welcomed me in, her tight walls gripping my cock like a long-lost friend as I shook her body with hard thrusts. She was wrapped around me, her entire being bent to serve me. As I pounded her into the couch, her cries sounded like a worshiper praising her King.

“Yes, Daddy! Thank you, Daddy! Oh fuck, keep fucking my tight wet little pussy! Isn’t it so hot and wet and perfect for your cock!?”

I thrust inside her hard enough to send up sparks, the friction between her wet womb and my cock sending pleasure through my body like I couldn’t believe. In no time at all I felt my orgasm approaching, hard and fast.

“You’re mine,” I grunted, filling her womb with my cock. “Gonna fucking fill you up. You’re gonna be so pregnant when I’m done with you...”

“Are you gonna come in me, Daddy?” April looked ecstatic at the prospect. “Fuck me harder, fuck me! I’m gonna come for you – make everything nice and tight for that fucking load! Get ready, Daddy....!”

April’s legs locked behind my back as another orgasm tore through her, tightening her womb until it felt like a second skin around my cock. The feel of it rippling through her sent me over the edge, erupting inside my girlfriend’s cunt with even more powerful bursts than before.

I kept coming, shooting again and again until it felt like I’d pass out from the sheer bliss. Finally, when her womb was soaked down with seed and dribbling from her super-sensitive cunt, I pulled out of her and shot all over her slit. Thick ropes of come coated her taut belly, dripping down to her ass and covering her thighs. Everything was a sloppy, gorgeous mess – milk from her massive tits leaked out, mixing with my come and making every inch of my girlfriend’s body white and shining. I looked over her, totally at peace, and surveyed my conquest. My slave. My Queen.

Then, as I stared, her hair began to shrink.

My eyes widened as her perfect, glossy hair retreated, losing a half-inch of length as she lay there smiling. Her breasts shrank ever so slightly, barely noticeable but not stopping. For a moment, confusion filled me, then I looked over to the other end of the couch. The WonderRay sat there, totally undisturbed during all of our hard, no-limits fucking.

They said it would work for a limited time, I realized. But two shots makes it permanent...

Was I selfish enough to do that? To change my ex-girlfriend’s life forever – to make her my submissive bimbo servant?

“Hey babe,” I said, running my fingers over her breasts. She stirred from her trance, looking up at me like I was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

“Yes, Daddy?”

“You’re loving this, right? I mean, you’re totally cool with the way you look and act now?”

She looked confused for an instant. “Of course I am, Daddy. I love being your naughty little girl. I can’t wait until my belly is all big with your babies.” She wiggled her hips, thrusting her pussy upwards. “We’re going to have so much fun...”

“So you want to be this way,” I said. “You’d be totally happy staying this way forever. You don’t want to be like the old April again?”

“Eww,” she said, giggling. “No! Boring and flat-chested? Uh uh – I’m perfect now.”

I nodded approvingly. “You look perfect. You’re my perfect, submissive little bimbo, aren’t you?”

She nodded. “Yes, Daddy.”

“You want to be my little bimbo forever, right?”

“Of course I do. I feel so complete when I’m serving you. I belong on my knees...”

I picked up the gun and held it against my girlfriend’s temple. She leaned into it, like she couldn’t wait to feel the gun’s effects again, and licked her lips.

I’d let her talk herself into it, but the truth was – it didn’t matter. No matter what she said, I was going to make this permanent. She was going to be mine, forever, and she was just going to be the first. There were lots of girls I’d like to see in the same position as April, on their knees worshiping me. Girls I had crushes on, girls who’d rejected me, famous girls an ordinary guy like me never had a chance with. And now I could have them all – and they’d do any dirty thing I wanted. They’d share me between them – a harem – and I’d be the King. Their God...

I fingered the trigger, then leaned down and kissed April deeply. “I love you, babe,” I said.

“I love you too, Master,” my new slave whispered.

Grinning, I pulled the trigger.
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“And after you shoot me with this gun, I’ll be...like you? Exactly like you?”

I groaned with pleasure, wrapping my fingers in my girlfriend’s perfect platinum-blonde hair and forcing her deeper on my cock. April bobbed up and down in my lap as I spoke, sucking my nearly foot-long dick without slowing or gagging. Her enormous breasts cupped the sides of my shaft, adding more sensation as her lips worked up and down my massive god-stick.

Nicole watched all of this, fascinated, her entire body tense and flushed with arousal. With my new powers I could smell how wet she was, how primed and ready my neighbor’s tight little cunt was to be bred by her new Master’s cock. She was dripping for me, open and ready, and I couldn’t wait to feel every inch of her.

“Yes,” I said, my voice deep and full of command. “You’ll be just like my girlfriend here. A gorgeous, bimbo slut. Your body will be perfect, your mind will be empty, and you’ll feel nothing but the most amazing pleasure forever. Isn’t that right, April?”

My girlfriend pulled off my cock, gasping as she stroked me. “Let him do it,” she begged, her eyes flashing with desperate lust. “Come help me worship Daddy’s cock. He should have lots of girls – I know he’s always wanted to have two or three pleasing his cock at the same time. He’ll be so happy, and when Daddy is happy I...I...”

April’s eyes rolled back in her head as she came, pleasure tearing through her body and making her look even more beautiful, if such a thing were possible. Nicole watched her hungrily, her eyes making it clear she was imagining the same wonderful thing happening to her, and I could tell her resistance was slipping.

Soon, she’d tell me it was alright to pick up the plastic gun lying next to me on the couch and fire it at her, to change her into my perfect bimbo fantasy and let me have my way with her. But I wasn’t going to be satisfied with that.

I was going to make her beg to have the WonderRay used on her her gorgeous body. By the time I was done, she’d be on her knees praying for me to make her the next slave in my harem...

––––––––
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“Oh God, don’t stop fucking me! Shoot another fucking load in me, Master!”

April writhed beneath me, her ass pressed against the kitchen counter, matching me stroke for stroke as I thrust deep inside her tight cunt. Her big tits bobbed in my face as I pounded away; leaning down I pulled one of her diamond-hard nipples into my mouth and sucked away. Warm cream filled coated my tongue, sending my cock twitching and spurting inside of her.

I didn’t stop. All around us were the remains of last night’s reverie: empty wine bottles and pizza boxes everywhere. It didn’t matter what we ate anymore: I was a chiseled sex god and she was my curvy bimbo goddess, thanks to Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay. My appetite for food had grown almost as large as my appetite for sex since using the gun to turn my girlfriend into my submissive bimbo slut, but none of it touched me. We’d been fucking non-stop for days, neither of our bodies showing the slightest inclination to stop. It felt so wonderful, dominating her over and over again.

“Get on your knees,” I said, pulling out of her and gripping her by the hair. “I want to shoot this load all over your face.”

“Yes, Daddy,” April panted, getting on the floor and opening her mouth wide, her long tongue stretched out like a landing pad for my come. With a grunt I unloaded all over her, thick ropes of semen splashing all over her face and tits. It mingled with her milk, mixed with the streaks of loads I’d shot over her last night, left her looking as glazed and owned on the outside as she was inside. She was my slave, my slut, my plaything, and I was starting to realize I was never going to get tired of playing with her.

We’d called out sick from work for days. I had a half-dozen messages on my answering machine from Brandon, my asshole boss. April had been fucking Brandon behind my back before I’d discovered the WonderRay, and had been on the verge of walking out of my life forever. Now the guy who’d been trying to steal her from me was sitting around wondering what had happened. It made me smile, and I was going to have to do something about it sooner or later, but at the moment all I could think of was my own pleasure.

As the last bits of my load dribbled from my cock, I rubbed it along April’s plump lips and forced the fat purple head into her mouth.

“Suck it dry,” I commanded her, wrapping my fingers around her throat. “That’s good – you’re such a good little whore...”

April moaned with delight, her eyes fluttering as an orgasm rocked her body. One thing I’d discovered about my girlfriend’s new bimbo body was that compliments made her climax, and I wasn’t stingy about handing them out. I liked making April come – I loved the way it made all of her inner muscles tight and wet, priming her for my next fertile load. Not that she needed it; I’d lost track of the number of times I’d shot my seed into her womb but there was no doubt in my mind that she was pregnant. Soon she’d be showing, her taut little bimbo belly filled with my heirs, and I couldn’t wait.

As she came down from he peak, April sucked and slurped at my cock like it was her favorite treat. Pulling back, she stroked me and looked up into my eyes.

“I love you, Daddy,” she said with a giggle. “I want to serve you just like this forever...”

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. We glanced at each other, each of us asking the other with our eyes if they knew who it was.

“Ignore it,” April whispered. “I want you to take me from behind this time...”

They knocked again, more insistently this time. And then they spoke...

“Hey, come on – open up! It’s cold out here!”

I recognized the voice immediately: our neighbor, Nicole. My brain immediately put her full-view in my mind’s eye: the stunning young Latina my girlfriend called one of her best friends. My cock twitched as I pictured her long dark hair, her tits barely constrained in her low-cut tops, those long legs of hers in tall fuck-me heels...

I was going to open that door. Hell yes I was.

“What is she doing here?” April whispered, staring at the door. “Oh no...what time is it, Master?”

I had no clue where my phone was, but there was a clock on the far wall of the kitchen. “A little after eight,” I said.

“I brought wiiiine! Where the hell are you, April? I know you’re in there, I saw your car outside!”

“Is...” A look of confusion came over April’s face as she struggled to remember the most basic facts about her previous life. “Is it Tuesday, Daddy?”

That’s when it all clicked. Nicole and April had a weekly tradition: they would hang out at one or the others’ apartments, drink wine and watch trashy TV together, and gossip and make fun of their co-workers. I was usually working late that night, so they’d do it at our apartment most of the time. Before I’d zapped April, one of my chief fantasies had been coming home to find the two of them entwined in sapphic bliss on the couch, my girlfriend’s reaction to being discovered to invite me to join in a scorching-hot threesome. Now I could make that a reality, and the thought of it filled me with a savage, alpha-male thrill.

“She’ll be just a second,” I said loudly. “She just got out of the shower – she’s getting dressed.”

“Erik?” Nicole’s voice was slightly confused. “What are you doing home?”

“Go clean yourself off,” I whispered to April. “I’ll keep her distracted.”

A wide smile spread over my girlfriend’s face. “Are you going to make her a bimbo slut like me, Master?”

I nodded.

A thrilled giggle burst from her throat. “Yay! Nicole is so sexy, and she knows how to do all kinds of things for guys – you’ll be very happy with her, Daddy. I can’t wait!”

She scampered off to prepare herself to meet her friend. I turned back to the door, pulling my pants up and raising my voice.

“I got sent home early,” I said, walking to the door. “Transformer blew at the office, knocked the power out...hey.”

I had opened the door, and Nicole was staring up at me with a shocked look on her face. It wasn’t until that moment I realized I’d gained a good deal of height along with my muscle: I used to be an inch or two taller than Nicole, now I towered over her like a true alpha-male.

“Erik? Holy shit, dude.” Nicole’s eyes bulged as she took in my muscled frame. “You look...wow.”

“Thanks,” I said with a little smirk. “I’ve been working out.”

“I’ll say! You’ve got to tell me what kind of workout plan that is – I bet April’s happy!” She flashed me a little wink as she walked inside the apartment, a bottle of wine in her hand. Until that moment, I hadn’t wondered whether or not Nicole might have known my girlfriend was cheating on me: but something about the easy way she said her last remark made me realize she had no idea. I was kind of surprised; bragging was the kind of thing I’d expect April to do.

“Did you guys have a party?” It took me a second to realize Nicole was talking about the boxes and bottles strewn about the room. She picked up a bottle and poured the little bit of wine left in the bottom into the sink, wrinkling her nose.

“Sorry,” I said, chuckling. “We’ve kind of been slobs lately.”

“Hey, no judgment.” She put the bottle in the trash and glanced around, smiling. “I know how that is. I just lay around like a lump most days. You got a corkscrew anywhere around here?”

I liked the way her lips pronounced the word screw. I’d have to command her to say it a lot once she was mine.

I had an idea. “Here, give it to me,” I said, taking the bottle out of her hand. It felt strangely light, like a toy in my powerful hands. I unwrapped the top, balled up my fist and dealt a powerful smack to the bottom. The force of it shot the cork out like a bottle rocket, sending a light spray of pinot grigio into the air that splashed on Nicole’s top.

“Holy shit!” She gasped at my show of strength, a visible flush on her cheeks. “Damn, Erik. How did you do that...”

“Hey, babe!” Just then, April came out of the bedroom, grinning as she slunk past Nicole like a cat and embraced me. If Nicole had been shocked at my transformation, she was struck utterly speechless by her friend’s.

“April...” Nicole’s eyes traveled all over my girlfriend’s new perfect bimbo body: lingering on her huge tits and wide hips, her curvy ass and flawless skin. “Wha...wha...”

“Oh,” April said, as if she was just noticing. She giggled into her fingers. “You like it? It’s the new me.”

“New you? You look...well, you look totally different!”

“All diet and exercise, babe,” April said with a grin. “Later on I’ll let you in on the secrets – if you’re not a bitch about it.”

“I have no clue what supplements you two are taking,” Nicole said, looking from one of us to the other, “but I want some.” She was clearly aroused just looking at us – and, I realized, who wouldn’t be? I was a capital-M Man and April my curvy priestess, and both of us smelled like we’d been having rough sex for hours. I was shocked Nicole hadn’t already dropped to her knees.

“So. Um.” Nicole was trying hard to get her composure back in our presence. “I brought wine. We were gonna order a pizza and rent that movie that just hit on-demand?”

“Oh yeah!” April squealed like a valley girl and gave a little hop. “Can’t wait! But, um...is it okay if Erik watches with us? I mean, it’s usually just us girls, but he’s here, so...”

“I guess that’s okay,” Nicole said, her eyes glued to the outline of my muscles beneath my shirt. “Yeah, that would definitely be cool.”

I poured the two of them some wine (Nicole was breathless as she described my little strength trick to my girlfriend) and helped April work the on-demand menu on the cable box to rent the movie.

“I don’t know why I’m having so much trouble,” April said with another giggle. “They make these stupid things so hard to use these days!”

Nicole eyed her warily. “You just push the button. You’ve never had this problem before...”

“Whatever. I’m just glad we have a Man like Erik to help us girls out!”

Nicole looked a little irritated at that – she was a bit of a feminist – but one look at my muscles and I could see she thought having me around wasn’t so bad.

I wasn’t paying attention to the movie as it started. I plopped down on the couch in the middle, between April and Nicole, and spread out. My arms were so big and muscled that they reached across the entire back as I relaxed – both April and Nicole could feel the comforting warmth of my power right behind them. April relaxed against it, sighing happily as she sipped her wine; Nicole looked uncomfortable.

Two or three minutes in, I was already bored. I didn’t want to sit here and watch a movie – I wanted to fuck. I glanced over at my girlfriend, and she grinned back at me, downing her glass.

Well, I thought. What am I waiting for?

Scooping up April, I put her in my lap and wrapped my arms around her, clutching her tight. Nicole glanced at us and coughed, but I could smell her body reacting to the sight, becoming aroused. I wanted to take things further – I wanted to make her dripping wet, until the film was the last thing on her mind.

Taking April by the hair, I kissed her deeply. Her lips met mine, our tongues twining as her cunt responded with a flood of warmth. Nicole couldn’t help but look, especially as I reached beneath the flimsy dress my girlfriend had put on and started squeezing her ripe tits, milk stains already spreading across the front.

“Um.” Nicole scooted away as April spread her legs, straddling my waist. “PDA, you two. Hey...get a room?”

April already couldn’t hear her. My girlfriend yanked down her dress, exposing her firm, oversized tits to her Master. I heard Nicole’s gasp as I kissed her harder, hiking up her skirt and spanking her ass as she wriggled in my lap. The smell of sex was everywhere.

“What are you two doing?” She demanded. “I am right here, you know...”

“Suck me off,” I commanded, gripping April around the waist and murmuring against her neck. “Show your friend what a good little cock sucker you are.”

April bit her lip, her flawless tanned skin flushed with arousal. “Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, sinking between my legs.

“What the fuck!?” Nicole looked scandalized. “I...I think I’m going to leave...”

“Don’t leave,” I said smoothly. “You haven’t even seen my cock yet.” April’s hands worked at my belt, setting me free. “Make sure she can see. Show it to her.”

“Yes, Daddy,” April said submissively.

“And why do you keep calling him ‘Daddy’? That is so gross-”

Nicole broke off mid-sentence, her eyes going wide as saucers as April brought my cock out of my pants. The power of Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had more than altered me – it had blessed me with what was possibly the greatest cock on Earth. It stood nearly a foot long, thick and veined and shooting bursts of precum at the touch thicker than most men’s loads. April cooed and mewled over it as she ran her hands down the shaft, sending streaks of precum dribbling down like water across the rocks of a deep, unfathomable river. Nicole was spellbound at the sight, frozen in the act of standing up.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” April asked, looking up at her friend with eyes that burned with lust. “It’s so amazing. I’ve had it down my throat, in my cunt, between my tits, in my ass...there’s nothing like it.”

“I thought you didn’t do anal,” Nicole said flatly. She looked bewildered, like any more pressing thoughts were just unable to enter her head.

“I do everything for Master, silly,” she said with a giggle. “He deserves everything – from any girl he wants.” She leaned forward like she was imparting a secret. “He wants you, bitch.”

“Me?” Nicole looked like she was torn between running from the apartment and sinking to the ground to join her. On the TV screen, the characters continued to prattle about their made-up problems, but no one was listening.

“That’s right,” I said, leaning back as April suctioned her lips around the head of my cock and began to suck. “I’ve always fantasized about having the two of you together. Watch April at work – she’s really something, isn’t she?”

Nicole watched, stunned, as April worked her lips all the way down my mammoth shaft and took it to the base. My cock bulged within the walls of her throat, until each bob on my cock gave her an imitation Adam's apple stretching her out.

Nicole groaned with obvious pleasure as she watched. “Fuck,” she whimpered. “I had no idea you were suck a cocksucking queen, April...”

“I can do anything,” she said, pulling off me. “Anything Master commands me to do.”

A note of concern entered Nicole’s voice. “Master?”

“April understands the truth now,” I said, stroking my girlfriend’s hair like a cherished pet. “Her mind is perfect now, just like her body.”

“Perfect?” Nicole snorted, even though she still looked afraid. “She can’t figure out one-click ordering on your TV.”

“She doesn’t need any of those things,” I said with a smirk. “She has me to take care of her now. All she needs to know is how to fuck and suck my perfect God cock – and how to bring me more girls to do the same.”

Nicole took a step backwards. Her eyes shot to the door for an instant, like she was judging the distance she’d have to run to escape. I saw her see it, and I knew she saw me seeing her.

“I think I should go,” Nicole whispered. “You two can finish up the wine. I...I’ll talk to you later, April-”

I shook my head sadly. “No can do,” I said, gently pressing April’s mouth back down on my cock. “You’ve seen too much.”

“I haven’t seen anything,” Nicole protested. Her eyes were wide and frantic now, the look of a cornered animal. “I wouldn’t tell anyone what’s happened to you two. I don’t even know what’s happened to you two...”

“This happened,” I said, pulling the WonderRay out from its hiding place between the couch cushions.

Nicole let out a yelp, reflexively holding up her hands. “Don’t shoot!”

“Calm down,” I said, laughing. “It’s not a real gun. It’s a toy – see?”

Slowly she lowered her hand, after staring at the device through her fingers. “What is that thing?” she asked angrily. “Why is it pink?”

“It’s the WonderRay,” I said, pointing it at her, “and it’s full of awesome science power. How do you think April and I got this way?”

Her jaw dropped. April stopped sucking me off for a moment and smiled at her, a big burst of precum shooting from my cock and coating her tits. At Nicole’s insistent look, she nodded.

“That thing did this to you?” Nicole asked. “It made the two of you...?”

“Impossibly sexy?” I finished for her, smirking. “Yep. April was cheating on me with her boss, did you know that?”

I didn’t think it was possible for Nicole to look even more shocked, but she did. “What? No! I had no idea!”

I nodded, the tip of the gun momentarily passing from Nicole to April’s head. “I felt justified in using the gun on her, even though I didn’t know it was going to work at the time,” I said. “She was screwing another man behind my back – a man who has the ability to wreck my life. She deserved to be turned into a slut.”

“Yeah I did,” April whimpered. Her hands slid between her soaking wet thighs, my demeaning words turning her on more and making her just have to touch herself. Another little side-effect of my powers. “I’m a bad, bad girl. Daddy disciplined me with his big hard cock and now I’m all full of his load. I’m so good now. I’m sooo...goood....”

Nicole watched in amazement as April came, her gorgeous body contorting in pure ecstasy. I let her stare for a moment more, then caught her attention with the trigger of my gun.

“She deserved it,” I said again. “You, though...I think you want it.”

“Want it? No, I want to get away. Please, please let me go.”

“You would have run already if that was the case,” I said mockingly. “I can’t stop you – I’m too busy getting my nut in April’s sweet little mouth. But you keep watching, and you’re getting more and more turned on by the second. I can smell it on you.”

She looked ashamed, but at the same time her arousal spiked. Poor little Nicole was soaking her panties now that she knew I could tell – she was getting off on showing me how wet she was, how ready.

“One shot,” I said. “One pull of the trigger.”

“One shot,” she replied, saying it like a mantra. “And I’ll be...like her?”

“Don’t you want that?” I asked, glancing down at my girlfriend as she worked. “You’ll have a perfect body, made for pleasure. You’ll never have to worry about your job or your bills or your responsibilities, ever again. Your entire life will be sucking and fucking, coming over and over again on this massive fuck-stick until you never want to think about a single thing. Doesn’t that sound so fucking hot?”

I could see her fighting temptation. The temptation was winning. She bit her lip, staring at my cock like it held the secrets of the universe somewhere inside it if only she could make it come them out.

“Okay,” she whimpered, lowering her hands. “Do it.”

Now that I had won, I couldn’t help but smirk. “You sure? Maybe you’re not hot enough to be in my harem...”

“What? No, please! Please, I...I want it!”

I grinned widely. “I was just kidding. I was never going to let you go, no matter what you said.”

Before she could respond, I pulled the trigger. A wave of force left the gun, making it vibrate in my hand like an electric toothbrush on steroids. The plastic heated in an instant, warm in my palm, but I wasn’t paying attention to the WonderRay now. I was staring at Nicole.

She reacted like she’d been slapped in the face. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as the WonderRay did its work. She stared down as her tits expanded in her shirt, groaning with pleasure.

“Oh my Gawd,” she groaned, her eyes fluttering. “Oh my fuck that feels so good...”

Nicole tossed her head back and cried out, pure bliss infiltrating her body. Her already-big tits ballooned out, stretching the fabric of her too-tight shirt. Her hair didn’t get lighter, but grew until it was a shimmering mass of waves down her back, jet-black against her tan skin. Her curves grew, her mind shrank, and every moment of her transformation brought waves of pleasure to wash away the old Nicole, the doubting Nicole, the Nicole who worried and saved and thought about anything other than fuck fuck fuck all day long.

As she came down from her ecstasy, I twirled the WonderRay in my hand and pulled the trigger a second time.

Her whole body twitched, arms raising to cup her breasts as a wall of pleasure bigger than the first slammed into her body, rewriting her brain permanently. One shot transforms them, I thought. Second shot means they’ll stay that way forever. And I wasn’t taking any chances – I wanted Nicole in the worst way, now and forever. She’d be a perfect match to my harem – after all, she and my girlfriend were already friends.

Nicole sank to her knees and crawled across the floor on all fours, joining my girlfriend between my legs. She tapped April on the shoulder, distracting her from sucking me off, and as she pulled back Nicole grabbed her and locked her mouth on hers, kissing her with an intensity I never would have expected lay inside my neighbor. The two of them made out like drunk college co-eds, like teenagers having their first lesbian experience and realizing they loved it, and it was so hot I felt a new, fresh jet of come shoot from my cock, spraying everything.

Nicole broke the kiss and looked up at me, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “Was this how your fantasy of the two of us looked, Daddy?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “This looks way better than my fantasy.”

Nicole grinned and went back to making out with April – a moment later, she hiked up my girlfriend’s skirt and slipped two fingers into her folds, massaging her clit as she put on a show for me.

Something of their personality must stay in there, I realized, watching my girlfriend get fingered by my hot neighbor. From what I’d heard of their conversations, Nicole was definitely a more active girl than April had been: seeking out men, doing more things in bed, taking the initiative. I liked that – I liked it a lot.

After a few more seconds of pleasuring, Nicole pulled away from my girlfriend, leaving her wet and pleading. She put her arms across my knees and looked up at me with a naughty smile, then took the two fingers she’d had inside of April and sucked them clean as I watched. I liked that a lot, too.

“So,” she said as she finished. “What’s this I hear about you fucking April in the ass?”

I grinned. “I fuck April in the ass. All the time. Whenever I want, in fact.”

Nicole pouted theatrically. “You’ve never fucked me in the ass, Daddy!”

“You’ve been my slave for like thirty seconds,” I said with a smirk.

“So? Look at it.” She stood up, turned around and jammed her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants, bringing them down inch by inch over her perfect, heart-shaped ass. “Look at that big juicy ass, Daddy. Don’t you know girls like me looove taking it in the culo?”

“Fuck, that does look good,” I said appraisingly. With most of my strength, I brought back my hand gave her ass a slap that made her cheeks redden and wiggle.

“Oh, fuck! Oh yes, Daddy, do that again!”

“This hurts,” I said, slapping her other cheek. “But not as much as this massive fucking cock is going to spread out your dirty little asshole. You ready for that?”

“I was born ready, Daddy! Please put it in me – let me show you how dirty your new slut can be for you...”

Gripping Nicole by the hips, I brought her big ass down in my lap. The head of my cock found her tight little pucker and worked its way in, sliding into her asshole easily from the mixture of come and milk coating it.

“Ooooh, shit,” Nicole grunted, relaxing herself as I slid in inch by thick, throbbing inch. “Oh fuck, Daddy, that’s so big. It fits me perfect...”

Finally I was all the way inside of her. The base of my cock stretched her tight little asshole, her inner walls wrapped around me like velvet.

“Jesus,” Nicole said, gasping. “Fuuuuuck that’s huge.”

“Told you,” I said, spanking a spot on her ass I had already hit, leaving it redder than ever. “You sure you can take it?”

“Fuck yes I can,” she said, eyes rolling back in her head with the pleasure. “You fuck me as hard as you want, Daddy – I can take it all, just for you...”

I didn’t need to hear anything other than that. Gripping her hips hard, I thrust upward, filling her tight hole with my shaft and plunging even deeper into her. She cried out, everything going tense around me as she rode my dick, letting nearly the entire length leave her ass before diving back in to fill her again.

“Fuck that’s tight,” I grunted into her ear. “You weren’t lying – you do feel fucking great.”

“All for you, Daddy,” she babbled, the pleasure overriding her mind. “Give it to me harder, baby, harder! Fuck me, Master!”

It took me a moment to realize why she sounded so ragged and turned-on: then I saw where my girlfriend was. April had crawled between Nicole’s legs and was lapping at her cunt, pleasing her clit with long slow strokes even as I pumped my cock into her ass. Nicole was getting pleased from both ends and the pleasure was driving her wild, pushing her to be even dirtier and more extreme than the WonderRay. She started fucking back on me, forcing my cock deeper into her sweet little ass, and that’s when I knew I was getting close to coming.

“Gonna fill you up, slut,” I said, gripping her neck and pinning her body against mine. Her soft curves fit against my hard muscle perfectly, like two pieces machine-cut to fit together, and the sensation of a hot, flawless female body all over me sent me over the edge.

“Come in me,” Nicole begged, her own climax approaching. “I want you to shoot in my ass while I’m coming, Daddy – I want everything to feel perfect for you...”

Nicole came an instant after me, the walls of her ass quaking with pleasure as I drained the heavy load in my balls deep inside of her. She was so tight, and so perfect, that I kept shooting long after I would have thought I’d have stopped. The pleasure kept on, like a long, slow wave that filled me up and kept on pouring, leading me to splash everywhere. I pulled out of her ass and shot all over her cunt, her thighs, and my girlfriend April’s face.

“Fuck,” I groaned, lying back on the couch and basking. “Fuck that was amazing.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Nicole whimpered, sinking to her knees. “Let me clean you off.”

I started to protest, but then April joined in. The two girls held my cock between their lips, kissing hard and sharing their tongues as they teased my head and shaft. They took turns, passing it from one mouth to the other, and in no time at all I was hard and throbbing for more.

“You’re already so hard!” Nicole sounded drugged with pleasure and utterly amazed. “I love you so much, Daddy! I love that you can get so hard for your girls!”

I grinned and shot another thick streak of come, coating Nicole’s cheek. I could come on command now, because of course I could: I was the ultimate alpha-male. I wondered dimly if using the WonderRay just now had given me the power. 

“You’re so bad, Daddy,” Nicole said, gripping my girlfriend’s neck and forcing her down on my spurting cock. “We are going to have so much fun together...”

And we did. What the three of us did to my apartment made my previous romp with April look tame in comparison. Long after the movie had finished and the TV shut itself off from lack of activity, we were fucking in new and exciting configurations. It wasn’t until morning that we finally passed out in a sweaty heap, my two girls snuggling against me submissively. When I woke up, I was in heaven, two perfect curvy beauties at my beck and call.

When she felt me awaken, Nicole rolled over and smiled at me, nothing but perfect love and affection in her face.

“Good morning, Master,” she said, the transformation turning her words into a sexy, smoky contralto. “Would you like me to wake April up, or would you rather fuck me first?”

“I have different plans,” I told her, running a hand over her ass.

“Oh?” She looked disappointed – but she wouldn’t be once I told her what I had in mind. “What is that, Master?”

“I’ve decided to stop ignoring my messages,” I said. “It’s time the three of us paid my boss a visit...”



Zapping My Boss’s Wife
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“Is that thing on?”

I nodded, holding up the phone. On the screen, a tiny image of my girlfriend April grinned, matching the real one pixel-for-pixel. Her makeup was perfect, her tight black top clung to her hypnotically expanded tits, and she was ready for her close-up.

“Should I take my ring off?” It was a voice from the side of the frame.

“No,” April said with a giggle. “It’ll look so good later. Master’s going to come all over it.”

“I am?” I asked.

“Of course you are,” she said, making a dismissive hand gesture. “Now, are you ready for me?”

I leaned back and nodded, getting the angle on the phone perfect. “Alright babe – 3, 2, 1.”

Instantly, my girlfriend’s face and body language changed. For an instant, it was like I’d never found Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay, never changed her into a ravenous bimbo whore who lived to fuck and suck me dry – she was just my cheating, nasty girlfriend April.

“Hello Brandon,” she said, a small smile on her face. “I’m sure you’re wondering where I’ve been the last few days. I haven’t called, I haven’t come to your apartment, and I’ve been totally ignoring you. Given the circumstances, you might think my boyfriend Erik has found out about us – and you’d be right.”

A little giggle burst from her lips; she held her fingers to her mouth and winked.

“The truth is, Erik is a real man,” she said, her voice liquid sex. “I didn’t realize it until recently, but oh my god he fucks me like a beast. Nothing like you, sweetie: to be honest, you’re a lousy fuck. I just got a sick thrill from cheating with my boyfriend’s boss.”

“This is going to make him so fucking mad,” I said, chuckling. “He’s gonna blow his top.”

“He deserves it,” April said seriously. “And that’s why I’m sending you this tape, Brandon – to let you know it’s over between us. I don’t need any cock other than Erik’s big fuck-stick. And...”

She laughed, beckoning our third-party into the picture. “And neither does your wife.”

Brandon’s wife Emily sidled up next to April, shooting the camera a little wave. “Hi, hubby,” she said in a little voice. “Everything you’ve heard is true. Erik is just a better man then you – I can’t believe I was ever married to a little worm like you. Sorry not sorry!”

“She’s better than you deserve,” April said, turning to Brandon’s wife. “She’s got the prettiest little pussy I’ve ever seen. And it tastes incredible.” The two girls shared a lusty look, giggling.

Holy shit, I thought. He’s going to go insane.

As my girlfriend and my boss’ wife made out passionately, I made sure to get every moment. I had the tripod at the ready, prepared to transfer the phone to a vantage point where it could shoot the whole room.

“So you’re never going to see me again,” Emily gasped. “You’ll just have this video to jerk off to. Because Erik – come here, Master – is going to fuck me. And he wants you to watch.”

Putting the phone in its place, I took my position behind Emily and prepared to fuck her doggy style. Smirking, I held up the other item I’d brought to the party – my WonderRay, courtesy of Dr. Mesmertainment.

“And when I’m done,” I said with a laugh, “I’m going to use this on her again. It’ll make her mine...permanently. I want you to watch that, too.”

Already picturing the damage this video was going to do to my enemy, I buried the head of my cock in Emily’s warm folds and prepared to fuck her.

“You shouldn’t have fucked my girl, Brandon,” I said, flexing a bicep. “You deserve this...”

––––––––
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“I’m so happy you were willing to meet with me today,” I said, pulling out the chair. “Thanks for dropping by.”

“Yeah, no problem.” Emily, my boss’ wife, sank down into the plush seat and allowed me to push it back in close to the table. As I made my way back around to my seat, I spared a moment to check her out.

Brandon definitely married up, I thought, picturing my boss in my mind’s eye. Brandon wasn’t a bad looking dude, but like me, he was decidedly average – or at least, I used to be average before I’d discovered Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay. Either way, his wife Emily was a stunner: a gorgeous brunette with a smile that could light up a room, flawless pale skin, and curves that made every man in the office jealous when she’d occasionally show up to have lunch with him. She’d dressed conservatively for our meeting, but she wore her jacket and knee-length skirt like high fashion. One look at her and I could tell she was the kind of girl who was comfortable at high-society parties, sipping champagne in the backseat of a limousine, or having outrageously hot sex on the beach of some Caribbean island a guy like me could never afford to travel to. She was elegant, and classy, and her husband didn’t deserve her.

Why would you cheat on that, I thought, flashing Emily a smile as I sat down. Look at her, she has no idea.

Now that she was sitting down, Emily eyed my girlfriend warily. She had reason to be suspicious, although she didn’t know it: Brandon had been running around behind her back, cheating on her with my girlfriend April. After I’d used the WonderRay on her, she’d given me the whole story: how they met at the office, fucking on top of his desk, or in a car somewhere behind a nearby restaurant. The full details were even filthier, but I no longer cared about them: I had no need to worry about my girlfriend’s fidelity, ever again. And this wasn’t the reason Emily was staring, in any case.

She was shocked by her appearance.

“You...look a little different from the last time I saw you,” Emily said, phrasing it diplomatically. “Both of you, in fact.”

I smiled easily, motioning for the waiter to approach. The place we were in was a fancy cafe, popular with the city’s hipster crowd, and we’d agreed to meet between lunch and dinner when the place was at its lowest ebb. The staff, normally with nothing to do, was eager to serve us – I smiled as I watched them. One reason I’d chosen this place was because Brandon had taken April here on one of their “dates” - I doubted anyone recognized her now.

“Thanks!” April sounded like a pitch-perfect Valley Girl, a debutante of ditz. “We’ve been working out and doing this new diet. It’s soooo amazing!”

“I see,” Emily said in a tiny voice. Yeah, I thought, the Doctor Mesmertainment diet. And the ‘fuck Erik’s brains out’ exercise plan.

Before she could say anything else, the waiter appeared. Once we had ordered drinks, I laid back in my seat and looked over Emily with an appraising eye. She looked a little nervous, and why wouldn’t she be: it’s not every day one of your husband’s subordinates asks you to come to lunch with him behind his back. And when he brings his busty bimbo girlfriend, well – I could tell alarm bells were going off in Emily’s head.

As well they should, I thought with a smirk.

“So you told me there was something you had to say to me in person,” Emily blurted, looking between the two of us anxiously. After a moment, she blushed. “Forgive me for being blunt, I...I just know it can’t possibly be something good.”

Alright, time to go to work, I thought. Putting on a sad, empathetic face, I leaned forward and dropped my voice. 

“I’m afraid it’s not,” I said. My low tone encouraged her to lean forward, and she did. From that angle, her breasts looked spectacular in her tight top – but I didn’t stare. I’d have plenty of time for that later.

“Emily,” I said, “I don’t know how to tell you this...”

“I’m a big girl,” she whispered. “Just lay it out.”

I frowned and bit my lip. “Brandon is cheating on you,” I said.

It was like ripping off a band-aid. Emily leaned back, slumping into her seat, and over the next few seconds I saw nearly every possible reaction flicker on her face: doubt, anger, a little ‘I knew it’ expression, despair. A tiny, silent sob shook her slender frame. Her already pale skin paled even further.

“How do you know?” she said, wiping the beginning of a tear from the corner of her eye. I was impressed at her composure – she took the news of the affair much better than I had, to be honest.

“I’ve seen it,” I explained. “I don’t want to embarrass you, but...pretty much the whole office has. He hasn’t been discreet.”

She sighed, putting her elbows on the table and covering her hands.

“Ohhhh....” Her fingers tightened against her face, like someone trying to massage their sinuses. “Goddamnit, Brandon...”

She began to sob behind her hands, just managing to keep it under wraps enough not to cause a scene. For a moment, all thoughts of revenge or increasing the size of my harem left my head. This woman was going through the same pain I was – the anguish of discovering someone you loved had been treating you like dirt, fucking someone else behind your back. I felt awful for her, beyond awful.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, and meant it.

“That asshole,” she whimpered, wiping her eyes with a napkin. “That fucking asshole. Cheating is bad enough – I’d leave him just for that – but flaunting it in front of the entire building? That’s a whole other level of low.”

“I know,” I said. “For what it’s worth, I’m so sorry. This isn’t fair to you – you shouldn’t have to go through something like this. It’s embarrassing and demeaning.”

“I...I need a minute,” she said, pushing herself away from the table.

I gave it to her. She scurried off to the bathroom, barely holding in tears. My heart went out to her – I knew too well how that felt. Suddenly I wasn’t so sure about what I was doing. Was this right?

April leaned over and ran her tongue along the inside of my ear, her hand gripping my cock and giving a squeeze.

“When are we gonna fuck her, Daddy?” she asked.

“Calm down,” I said gently. “You’ll get yours soon enough, slut.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she said, straightening up in her seat.

“Good girl,” I whispered, grinning as I watched her silently come.

By the time she was done, Emily returned from the bathroom. She’d calmed down considerably, but still looked distraught. She sat down, glanced at me with a helpless look, and sighed.

“Look,” she said. “I don’t know how to say this – I do believe you, completely. But do you have any proof?”

“Proof?”

“My marriage is over,” she said, biting back a sob. “And Brandon is the kind of asshole to go to court and say I’m making everything up, so...if you have proof of the affair, I’d really appreciate it. Not that I don’t believe you – again, I do. No offense.”

“None taken,” I said. I could see her point. Turning to April, I asked, “Do we have any proof?”

She thought about it, the question bouncing around her bimbo brain. “Ummm...oh yeah! I’ve got all the texts in my phone, and the dirty pictures he sent me...um, and I guess someone smart could look in my phone and, like, see all the places we went?”

She handed the phone across the table to Emily, who looked at it as if it were a live viper.

“You can have it,” April said comfortingly. “Daddy will buy me another one.”

New tears brimmed in Emily’s eyes. She stared at my girlfriend in disbelief, her face screwed up with repressed rage.

“You?” It was the loudest whisper I’d ever heard, an accusation pointed right at my girlfriend’s heart. “You’ve been fucking my husband!?”

April nodded like this was the most normal, boring question she’d ever been asked. “Yeah. Erik was also being cheated on – I was running around with Brandon behind his back. So he, like, totally knows what you’re going through.” After a moment of staring at Emily’s shocked, angry face, she added: “I’m not like that now or anything, though.”

“Now!?” Emily’s hands shook as she clutched the edge of the table.

“Yeah,” April agreed, nodding. A wide, vapid smile spread across her face. “Master fixed me.”

Emily’s gaze moved to me, and the look on her face was indescribable. I could tell her sanity was hanging on by a thread. My heart went out to her.

“Master!?” she whispered.

In that moment, I made a decision. Probably a stupid one, but whatever. Maybe the WonderRay had made me bold, maybe it had turned me into a savage caveman who lived to fuck, but I still had a heart under all this new muscle. And I knew what Emily was going through.

I realized I couldn’t shoot her.

Sighing, I put my hands on the table in a gesture of submission.

“I want to explain,” I said slowly. “But you probably won’t believe me.”

“Oh, trust me,” Emily said, nodding like she was going to start screaming at any moment. “I really, really want to hear this.”

“Okay, but you have to promise me one thing.” I held her gaze with all the command my new powers had given me, and felt her respond to it as naturally as a pack animal falling in line for its leader.

“What?”

“Listen to the whole thing,” I said. “The whole thing. Don’t get up, don’t run, even if you want to – just sit there and listen to the story.”

After a moment’s thought, she nodded. “Okay. I’ll do that. Just because...because it took guts to tell your boss’ wife he’s cheating on her. You’ve probably lost your job, you know.”

“I’m not worried about that anymore,” I said with a chuckle. “I suppose I should start with this...”

Reaching between April and I, I gripped the plastic holster of the gun and placed it on the table.

“This,” I said, “Is the WonderRay...”

Over the next half-hour, I told Emily everything. I explained the whole story, from finding out my girlfriend was having an affair to discovering the WonderRay waiting by my apartment door when I came home to give her the last of her things. I produced the pamphlet that came with it (I had it in my pants pocket) and let her read the old-timey explanation of how it worked. She let out a laugh at the claim’s of its “awesome science power”, but once I told her how I’d used it on April and it had really worked, she grew quiet and serious.

I didn’t hold back. I told her about how I’d turned April into a perfect bimbo slut, how I’d given the same treatment to our next-door neighbor Nicole, and how the WonderRay had transformed me into a chiseled, super-masculine sex god. I skimped a little bit on the filthy details, but I’m sure the picture was in her mind’s eye the entire time – me fucking April senseless with my foot-long god-stick, making her come again and again and again.

Our food came, and got cold, and we ignored it. Emily was spellbound, following every event of the last few days like a film plot.

“Finally, I decided it was time you should know about what happened between Brandon and April,” I said, only embellishing the truth a little bit. “So we took long enough of a break from the whole ‘hypnotic harem’ thing to invite you to lunch and break the news to you in person. Sorry it took so long.”

Emily looked curiously wrung-out, like she’d lived the journey along with me and had actually experienced all that hard fucking along the way. I was tempted to ask her if she wanted a cigarette, but restrained myself.

“It sounds crazy,” she said, a mad little giggle leaving her lips. “Totally nuts. But...I saw you!” She pointed at April, her finger shaking. “I ran into you at the gym last week, and you looked totally different. And you, Erik, no offense, but when I walked in I thought you must have some cousin who was an Olympic athlete or something...”

I chuckled at that. “Nope,” I said. “We’re us. Just...better, I guess.”

“Better,” she repeated, chewing on the word.

“I really am sorry,” April said, taking Emily’s hand and giving it a squeeze. “I was an awful, selfish person before Daddy showed me the way a real woman is supposed to act. If there’s anything I can do to help you, just tell me. I’m at your service...”

“Tell me the truth,” Emily said. “You brought me here to shoot me with that thing, didn’t you? That... WonderRay?”

I’d been too honest with her to turn back now. “Yeah,” I admitted. “The sex tape I told you about, the one I was going to send Brandon to rub his face in my new powers...you were going to be in it, too.”

“I thought so,” she said, thinking. “That would be stupid. He wouldn’t even recognize me if you shot me with that gun. I’d just look like April: huge tits, blonde hair, no brain.”

I hadn’t thought of that. “Yeah,” I said, “you’re right. Either way, I’m not going to shoot you, so you don’t have to worry...”

A wicked little smile flashed on her face. “Let’s do it.”

My jaw dropped. “Do it?”

“Make a sex tape.” She smacked one palm with her fist, grinning. “I want that asshole to hurt. Hurt like he hurt me by fucking around behind my back. And you two...I mean, damn. You’re basically the ultimate rebound sex.”

“Are you serious?” I asked. “You’re serious.”

“I have just found out that my husband is fucking your girlfriend, and that both of you were turned into sex masters by some science laser. Of course I’m not serious. But nothing is serious right now – and I need to just stop thinking for a bit and get my goddamn swerve on.”

She smacked the table, standing up. “Now are you two going to come fuck my brains out or not? Do you have a problem with that or something?”

April and I glanced at each other, grinning ear-to-ear.

“Just let me get the check,” I said.
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“Holy shit,” Emily gasped. “Oh fuck, that’s so big. Jesus, Brandon’s cock looks like a thumbtack next to that monster...”

The camera was rolling, my girlfriend had told Brandon off, and I’d just put the phone on a tripod and pulled my pants down, Emily and April on either side of me. My girlfriend looked at my cock with hungry, lusty eyes, but without surprise: she’d done this more times than I could count. Emily, however...

“How do you even take that,” she gasped, looking at April. “Fuck, it must be a foot long...”

“Like this,” April said with a grin, fitting her lips around the head of my cock. Emily’s jaw dropped as my girlfriend took me down to the base, my massive fuck-stick sliding down her throat with practiced ease.

“Fuck,” Emily whimpered. “That is so goddamn hot...”

“If you can’t take it all, that’s okay,” I told her. “Help her with your tongue.”

As I stared down, Emily and April kissed, their lips on either side of my stiff, throbbing cock. Their tongues went up and down my shaft, teasing the sensitive underside and working down as they made out passionately.

“Oh my Gawd,” Emily groaned, sighing. “It even tastes amazing. Like pure Man.”

“That’s right,” I said, gripping her by the back of the head. “It feel so much better to put your mouth on a real alpha-male, doesn’t it?”

She nodded enthusiastically, her face flushed with lust.

“Yeah,” I said, enjoying the show. “Damn right.”

“You like what I’m doing? Even though I’m not like her?” Emily’s voice was ragged with need. Her nipples poked through her flimsy bra, which along with a pair of tight black lace panties were the only clothes she had on. “You want to fuck me even though I’m not a perfect bimbo whore?”

“Shit, you’re fucking gorgeous, Emily,” I said, petting her like I did my slaves. “You have no idea how bad I’ve wanted to fuck you.”

She grinned and ran her tongue down my shaft, making me shiver with delight. I realized something as she went down on me, something I was eager to explore.

“I don’t want this to just be about me,” I said, pulling her back. “Let’s show this asshole how much more pleasure you’re feeling now that he’s gone. April, get between her legs.”

My girlfriend giggled and crawled between Emily’s thighs, pulling her panties to the side with her bright pink nails.

“What are you doing?” Emily asked. “Why- ohhhh...”

Her eyes rolled back in her head as my girlfriend’s pouty little mouth closed over her soaking wet slit. April ran her tongue up and down her folds, getting her primed before encircling her clit with hard, demanding little licks. I could tell Emily was in heaven, her body tensing up with pleasure on every stroke.

“Come here,” I said, turning her around. “Let’s get that bra off. Show the camera those sexy titties.”

As she faced the camera, I yanked off her bra, exposing her to whoever would be watching this video in the future. I stood over her, letting my cock droop over her face, which contorted with pleasure as April worked her cunt-eating magic.

“Please me,” I commanded. “Do to me what April’s doing to you.”

With a laugh, Emily’s head lolled back on her shoulders as she began to blow me from beneath, her mouth sucking at the underside of my shaft and balls. Her naughty tongue encircled my head, teasing it with long strokes that matched the ones April was giving her clit. I loved the sensation, couldn’t get enough of it, but the urge to grab Emily and pound away at her wet little cunt was growing stronger.

“I want to fuck you,” I said. “I want to fuck you from behind while you face the camera, so he has to watch every moment of your pleasure. I want him to watch you come.”

“Yeah,” she gasped, her whole face buried in my balls as she went wild, her tongue mimicking April’s frantic licks as she brought my boss’ wife to climax. “Yeah, I want that. I need you to fuck me, fuck me hard, oh fuck oh fuck that’s so good...”

Emily closed her eyes and screamed, pleasure tearing through her body as a mind-melting orgasm washed over her. Her pale body looked even more gorgeous as she writhed under April’s mouth, her tits bouncing up and down as she attacked my member with her tongue. She had lost control, she was wild, and I loved it.

“Get up there,” I said, taking her by the shoulder as she came down from her peak. “Spread your legs.”

Emily did, parting her thighs and getting on all fours in front of the camera, but as I came up behind her, I noticed something in her hand. It was the WonderRay, and as the head of my cock pressed against her folds, she lifted it and put it against her own head.

“This is your fault, you fucking asshole,” she said straight to the camera. “This is the sort of perfect sex you’re NEVER going to get from me. Oh my God, I’m gonna come so hard...”

With a squeal of delight, she pressed the trigger.

Her back arched like a cat’s as the gun began to do its work, pushing her big ass into the air and letting the head of my cock slide inside of her. The pleasure of me stretching her walls mingled with the pleasure of the WonderRay, sending her into spasms of sheer bliss.

“Oh fuck!” she yelled, coming harder than she had in her entire life. “Oh fuck I’m a bimbo, I’m becoming a bimbo holy shit it’s real it’s really happening...”

I reached out to grab a handful of Emily’s hair to force myself deeper inside of her, and what I grabbed was long and perfect. Her brunette hair had lightened, not totally blonde but several shades lighter, and it was a shimmering wave down her back that cried out to be pulled as I fucked her from behind. 

“Holy shit,” I said as I slid inside her to the hilt. “You shot yourself. You made yourself a bimbo!”

“I...hee hee hee...” Her words were already dissolving into giggles, her mind rewriting itself as thoroughly as her body. “I wanted to stop thinking for a while! I wanted the best sex ever! I want you to make me come like nothing ever has before! I don’t want to be able to walk for a week after this...”

“I’ll do the best I can,” I said...then grabbed her by the back of the neck and growled against her ear: “You filthy little slut.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Her hips rocked against me full-force now, coaxing me deeper inside of her. “Fuck me proper, please!”

I was amazed as I pounded away inside her slick, welcoming walls. With every thrust, her pussy reconfigured itself around my shaft – becoming a perfectly tight, perfectly wet sheathe around my cock. I’d never fucked a girl as she transformed, but if this was the result, I was going to make sure to do it from now on.

“You’re such a good little slut,” I grunted into her ear. “Making yourself perfect for your Man...”

I grinned savagely as my words sent Emily over the edge, tossing her over the cliff into another toe-curling, sheet-clutching orgasm. I loved that I could make girls come by praising them.

Emily went wild as she climaxed, fucking me back with a manic fury that sent sparks flying at the point of contact between us. She bent forward, sticking her face in the camera and tossing her hair back over one shoulder.

“Oh, Dadddddy,” she groaned, her lips in a perfect little ‘o’ of pure ecstasy. “Fuck me harder, Daddy, just like that! Fuck, you’re so perfect – you’re so much better than my loser husband!”

Goddamn, I thought as I increased my pace to match hers. I might be a little bit in love with this girl.

“Oh Jesus Christ that’s huge!” Emily bit down on her hand, groaning loudly around it as I thrust inside her tight womb, filling it to the brim. “Fuck, Daddy, that’s so right! I’m gonna come, Daddy, I’m fucking coming...”

Emily’s body began to shudder as she climaxed yet again around my cock, her velvet-soft walls drawing even tighter around me. Every thrust inside of her was pure bliss, a honey-warm sensation I never wanted to end – but end it would. I could feel my balls tightening against her slit, slapping against her as I fucked her from behind. I was going to shoot soon, and it was going to blow me away almost as hard as her bimbo climaxes.

“You’re fucking me so hard,” she groaned, not missing a beat as she came down from her peak. “I can tell you’re getting close. Ohhh, that big perfect cock is going to come! Where do you want to put all that sweet, sticky cum, Daddy?”

“Right in your womb, you naughty slut,” I growled, fucking her harder. I hooked my finger in her mouth and pulled, pinning her curvy body against mine.

“Look in the camera,” I commanded. “Don’t you look pretty with my cock stretching you out. Show the camera how pretty you look.”

“I’m soooo pretty,” she groaned, slurring her words. “I’m sooooo pretty...”

The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure. For a moment, everything fell away: the camera, the presence of my girlfriend, the fact that we were both getting revenge on a man who’d tried to ruin us. There was just her and me, and the perfect conduit of pleasure running like molten lava between us. I groaned as I came, gripping her hips tight and burying my face in her hair, and it was perfection.

She bucked on me hard, presenting her womb for my fertile load. I shot over and over, filling her to the brim and then some, leaving her sloppy and coated with my essence. As I thrust, another burst of pleasure filled me and I felt more come leave me, dripping from her slit and leaving thick trails down her thighs.

“Oh my God you’re coming so much,” Emily whimpered, unable to process the feeling of my seed dripping out of her. “Holy shit I’m gonna be so pregnant...”

I thrust a few more times for good measure, fucking my load deeper inside of her pussy. She gripped me tight, riding every drop of sensation as my cock slowed inside of her innermost walls. When I pulled out, she grinned like a cat and stretched her back, clearly satisfied.

“That was so fucking great, Erik,” she said, pulling me close and kissing me hard. “You’re so amazing,” she murmured low, quiet enough not to get picked up by the camera. It felt strangely intimate, even more than the sex had. “I’ve never met anyone like you before...”

She broke off, gasping, as she began to change. I fumbled for the gun before I realized she’d had it; I hadn’t chosen to make her this way and I didn’t feel comfortable making it permanent. To my surprise, the process of going back from bimbohood was just as pleasurable as the journey there: Emily’s body shuddered and sighed as her breasts shrank, her body went back to “banging” from “jaw-dropping goddess”, and her eyes began to once again gleam with that whip-smart intelligence.

“Holy...fuck,” she groaned, collapsing on the bed. “Oh Christ that was so good. Oh wow...”

April and I shared a glance. We’d never had anyone not make the WonderRay’s power permanent; I was curious what it meant.

“Are you okay, Emily?” I asked. “How much do you remember of what just happened?”

She rolled onto her back, looking up at me, and I could see a deep satisfaction on her face. She looked like she’d just eaten the best meal of her life and was full and sleepy.

“Every. Perfect. Fucking. Second,” she said, licking her lips. “Oh my gawd it was so incredible...”

“You liked it?” That was good news.

“Oh, Erik. You could make a fortune with that fucking gun, baby. Women would pay you everything they have to spend an hour having that much fun!”

I was happy. She remembered everything, and she’d enjoyed it. So I was curious...

“Do you want me to shoot you again?” I looked at the gun where it lay on the other side of the bed. “Shoot you twice, I mean?”

Emily gave the gun a slow, longing look, like she deep down in her heart she wanted to say “yes, please make me your bimbo slave.” But after a moment, she shook her head.

“No,” she said. “I...I have a life. Even if Brandon tried to ruin it. It was fun being a bimbo – a lot of fun – but it’s like going on vacation. It was one of the greatest experiences of my life, but I don’t think I wanna live there, you know?”

I could understand that. “There might be some effects anyway,” I said, motioning at my own muscles. “I’ve never shot myself, but look at me.”

“If those are the kind of effects I can expect, then bring them on,” she said with a smile. “But, um...this doesn’t have to be the only time you shoot me, right? I mean, I’d love to do this again sometime. Like, sometime really soon.”

I licked my lips, thinking. Part of me knew I should just zap Emily anyway and get it over with – it was dangerous to have someone not completely under my power who knew about the WonderRay, and it’s not like she’d complain once she was part of my bimbo harem. But...I just couldn’t. I liked Emily too much – and part of me wanted to see where this could go.

“You’d be like a were-bimbo,” I said with a laugh. “That’s a weird idea.”

“I kinda like that,” she said with a naughty little smile. “Straight-laced girl by day...big-tittied cocksucker by night?”

“How about we go out tonight?” I asked. “You and me. We get to know each other a little better, and afterward we go back to my place, I put this gun against your head and we spend the rest of the weekend seeing how many orgasms our new bodies will let us have until we pass out. Sound good?”

Emily looked like she’d never heard anything better. She blushed as she nodded. “Hell yes it does.”

She glanced over at the camera, suddenly self-conscious. “I guess we should have cut that off, huh? We’ll have to delete this part...”

“No,” I said. “We’ll leave it. This is what’s going to drive him crazy, Emily. Not that he just watched you getting fucked. That you’re honestly happier without him. I mean look at the way you’re smiling. You look gorgeous...”

I broke off as Emily squeezed her eyes tight. Her body shuddered like a leaf in a high wind, a series of low, amazed moans breaking from her lips. Her head rocked back on her shoulders and her thighs squeezed together as she came hard, her whole body shaking with pleasure.

“Holy shit,” she gasped. “I guess that’s a side effect of the WonderRay that isn’t going away.”

“I could have some fun with that,” I mused. “I mean, you show up in a nice dress to our date tonight and I tell you it looks good, you’ll be soaking your panties in an instant...”

“It’s like you’d be in control of my pleasure,” she said, riding out the last waves of her climax. “Oh my god yes that’s so hot...”

I grinned at the camera. I was going to have so much goddamn fun with this girl.

“I’m looking forward to it already,” I told her.

“Me too,” she said, the first of many giggles to come spilling from her lips. You’ve got a little bimbo in you after all, I thought mischievously.

I couldn’t wait to give her a little more.
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“Oh fuck you taste good. That’s right, spread those legs for me, you bimbo slut...”

I shut the door behind me, carrying in the fat stack of mail from my neglected mailbox. Ever since I’d found Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay sitting by my apartment door a few weeks ago, checking the mail hadn’t been high on my list of priorities: and the moans coming from the living room were a big reason why.

“Hey.” I walked in, settling down in my recliner and dropping the mail on the table. “You two look like you’re having fun.”

Across the room, my girlfriend April lay spread across the couch, her gorgeous pussy perfectly shaved and dripping with wetness. Her pretty face flushed crimson as Emily, my boss’ ex-wife and the newest member of my harem slid two fingers into her slit, rubbing her folds in hard little circles.

“That’s right, slut, come for me,” Emily groaned. “You said you were waiting for Master to get back – don’t you want him to see how pretty you are when you lose control?”

“Oh, fuck!” April looked like she’d pretty much lost control already – her hips ground down on Emily’s fingers like a cock, coaxing them deeper inside of her. “Look at me, Daddy! Watch me come! I’m so hot and wet for you oh my gawwwwwd...”

April’s eyes rolled back in her head as Emily’s fingers pounded in and out of her like a piston, pushing her bimbofied body to climax and tossing her over the cliff. She came with a series of cries and giggles, riding the slender girl’s hand like a champion whore, her entire body focused on looking as good and enticing for me as possible while she orgasmed.

“Okay,” Emily said, sighing with exhaustion as April came down from her peak. “Now it’s my turn.”

“I love watching you work,” I said with a grin, sifting through the mail. I doubted there was anything important in there, but the last thing I wanted was to get evicted mid-fuck.

“Thanks, sweetie,” Emily said, smiling as she climbed up onto the couch and motioned for April to get on her knees. Emily wasn’t a bimbo, but she had been – many times. I was still trying to wrap my head around that. The WonderRay’s power allowed me to turn ordinary women into submissive bimbo goddesses – I’d done it to my cheating girlfriend April first of all. But Emily had used the WonderRay on herself, and after it wore off she decided to stay her normal self. Normal self being a general term, of course – It was still an open question how much of her new, slutty behavior was something the WonderRay had done or something that had always been repressed inside of her.

After all, I thought, I’ve never used the WonderRay on myself, but look at me. My body was a thick slab of muscle, my cock easily a foot long and throbbing with need constantly. I shot come like a fire hose on command, could pick girls up like ragdolls and fuck them in every conceivable position. The WonderRay had certainly changed my body for the better, regardless of how much I’d used it.

“Hey, Erik...come over here?” Emily crooked a finger as April’s head quested between her thighs. “I’d love to have that big cock down my throat while your girlfriend eats my cunt.”

“I think you’d need to be a bimbo to take all of this,” I said, giving my cock a stroke. A jet of precum shot from the tip, splashing the floor. I made a mess, but April was very diligent about cleaning my seed up – with her tongue, when commanded.

“Then maybe you should get your gun,” Emily gasped, her mouth dropping open as April found her clit and began to lick. “I come so much harder when that thing zaps my brain away...”

If I used the WonderRay on her, Emily would transform from her petite brunette self to a curvy bimbo goddess – a jaw-dropping, model-perfect beauty with soft, heavy breasts, long hair and a body built to take my mammoth fuck-stick. Another shot would keep her that way forever, but so far I had respected her wishes and let her change back after we’d had our ditzy bimbo fun. I kind of liked the contrast; Emily was a sexy, intelligent woman who turned into a brainless bimbo fuck machine on command. Beauty and the Beast, I thought, or Jekyll and Hyde...

I reached for the WonderRay – but as I did, my hand brushed aside part of the mail stack and I saw a letter with a name on it I hadn’t seen in years.

“Tom?” I picked it up, tearing it open in one smooth motion. The paper was expensive, cream-colored card stock stationary – the kind of thing you used for fancy occasions.

“Um, Erik?” Emily’s voice sounded a bit confused. “Aren’t you going to make me your bimbo?”

“Yeah, Daddy,” April gasped, pulling back from the heaven between Emily’s thighs. “Make her your bitch...”

As I reached the end of the letter, I laughed. It was an invitation. “Well I’ll be damned...”

I looked up from the paper to see both girls staring questions at me. “It’s Tom,” I said, holding up the invitation. “Old college buddy. I haven’t seen him in years – he’s getting married.”

A big smile spread over Emily’s face. “Oh, how wonderful!”

“Yeah, I’m invited, but apparently this has been sitting in the mailbox a while. The wedding is...” I counted off the days. “This weekend! Shit, that’s not a lot of time...”

“You’ve got plenty of time, Sir.” Emily said with a giggle. “Besides, don’t you think your friend would love to see the new you?”

“It’s a wedding,” April added. “So many hot girls will be there...”

I felt myself grinning. Tom and I hadn’t seen each other for years – wouldn’t he be shocked to see his boring old friend had become a chiseled alpha-male god? And April was right – the idea of adding a new girl to my harem at a wedding had a definite taboo appeal.

“Here, suck me off while I think about this.” I stood up, rising to my full dominating height and picking up the WonderRay. I crossed the room, letting my throbbing member bob in Emily’s face, and pressed the gun against her temple.

“You ready, baby?” I asked in a surprisingly intimate voice.

She bit her lip. “Yeah. Zap me, Daddy.”

I fired it point-blank into the side of her head. A wave of force rippled from the gun, the plastic vibrating in my palm.

“Oh yessss!” Emily’s head snapped back as if she’d been slapped in the face, the WonderRay’s power coursing through her. One shot makes her a bimbo, I thought, watching her body begin to change. Two makes it permanent...

One shot was certainly more than enough for Emily. Her face contorted in bliss as her body expanded, her hips and tits ballooning as her lustrous hair grew long and glossy down her back. Without the WonderRay she was a beautiful, petite little temptress – but one shot from it and she became a jaw-dropping bimbo goddess, a Queen who demanded the tribute of my massive god-stick inside of her. 

“Oh Daddy,” she groaned, her hands already working at my belt. “Give me that cawk...”

Another tug and my member sprang free, throbbing and dripping with precum. A fat burst shot across Emily’s new bimbo bust, making her moan with delight. April worked furiously between her legs, stoking her passion higher, but I could tell from the look in her eyes that her world had shrunk to the dimensions of my perfect, alpha-male cock.

“Oh shit...” She ran her tongue along the underside, sucking my cream from the tip. “Oh Daddy. Thank you...”

Without another word, she deep-throated me to the base, taking me all the way down her slender throat. Emily’s tongue were velvet-soft as she worked them up and down my shaft, bobbing in my lap like the queen of blowjobs as she pleasured me.

I grabbed her hair and forced her deeper, giving her the rough kind of use that would turn off the normal Emily but drive her bimbo form insane with lust. She gagged and moaned, tears of joy dribbling down her cheeks as I face-fucked her.

“Uh huh!” she moaned, her thighs squeezing April’s head tight. “Uh huh! Uh..Uh...Ohhhhh....”

Her eyes rolled back in her head as she came, climax infiltrating her body and burning away the last of her unneeded intelligence. At the same moment, I pulled myself from her gorgeous mouth and let myself go, spraying Emily’s face with burst after burst of fat, sticky semen. Bliss poured down my spine as I watched her bathe in it, rub it into her flawless skin, share it with my girlfriend April as she writhed in ecstasy.

April rose up from between Emily’s perfect thighs, her face covered in juice. They shared my load, dribbling it between their lips as they cleaned her face and tits of my sticky essence.

“Yeah,” I said, watching them work. “I definitely want to take you to a wedding.”

“Ohmigawd,” April said, giggling. “That sounds sooo good...”

“What do you think, Emily? You want to be my plus one?”

But Emily was already beyond the reach of my words. As I watched her come down from her peak, her eyes closed tight with pleasure, her long hair began to shorten. Slowly her curves shrank, her body reforming back to normal after her wondrous trip into bimbohood.

I always felt a little bit sad watching it. Emily seemed to have so much more fun as a buxom bimbo goddess – if only there was some way to convince her to stay that way forever. But she clung stubbornly to her intelligence, to her life as a smart, petite seductress, and I’d be lying if I said a part of me didn’t like her that way, too.

She sighed happily as the transformation fully reverted, her hand lazily sliding between her legs to massage her folds.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, biting down on her lip. “God, somehow that feels better every time I do it. What were you saying, Erik?”

“I was asking,” I said with a chuckle, “do you want to go to this wedding with me?”

She giggled happily, the lips of her cunt gripping her fingers as she pumped them shamelessly in and out of herself, milking the residual pleasure of being a bimbo. “Yeah – I’d love to. Don’t you want April to go, though?”

“I...don’t think they’d like April as much,” I said, glancing at my blissed-out girlfriend. “No offense, babe.”

April pouted spectacularly, pulling a face that made me want to put her in pigtails and a school girl uniform. I made a mental note to do some shopping online later and went about soothing her.

“She can blend in better,” I said. “You’d be naked and on your knees in five minutes, and I don’t think Tom would appreciate that too much – not at first, at least.”

April frowned, but nodded. “Okay. I guess I’ll stay here, then.” Her expression turned excited. “I’ll make myself really, really ready for you, Master – I’ll be waiting by the door when you get home!”

“Sounds great,” I said, counting off the things I was going to need. “Now help get Emily cleaned off and we’ll do some shopping.”

“Ooh, fun! Yes, Master...”

And she bent over Emily, her tongue going to work.
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“Damn, Erik!” Emily’s eyes widened as we entered the venue. “This place is nice. You didn’t tell me Tom was loaded...”

“He’s not,” I said, looking around. “But maybe he came into some money...”

This place looked amazing. The wedding venue Tom and his bride-to-be had booked was top of the line – like something out of a storybook. I was strangely glad I’d brought a demure, sophisticated girl along for the ride instead of a trashy bimbo – as much as I loved April’s raw sensuality, she’d have stood out like a sore thumb in here.

“Or maybe he married up,” Emily added, nodding at a passing waiter. “You did bring the you-know-what, right, Erik?”

I smiled and patted my jacket pocket. “Never leave home without it,” I said.

I could feel the hard plastic of the WonderRay in my jacket. The gun was tucked deep in my pocket, and didn’t set off any alarms on the way in. Even buried in silk, it felt like a coiled viper ready to strike – it practically hummed with energy. I liked to think it was because there were so many beautiful, elegant women around.

Ball gowns. Bandage dresses. Hair done up in complicated, gorgeous tresses that must’ve taken hours to get right. Makeup sexy and thick enough to give a man a fetish. This place was a field day for the WonderRay, and the urge to whip it out and transform the hall into an orgy of elegantly dressed bimbos was strong.

“We should find your friend,” Emily said smoothly, stepping through the crowd. “Say hi before the service.”

I told her that was a good idea. “Where would he be? I don’t see him...?”

She chuckled, flashing one of those sexy smiles that almost made me want her to stay in a non-bimbo form. “You really haven’t been to a wedding in a long time, have you, Erik? Follow me.”

I did, and she led us past various groups of people, around a table laid with fancy wine and cheeses (she slapped my hand away from grabbing a couple goblets) and down a service hallway.

“The dressing rooms are always in the back,” she whispered. “Strictly segregated, of course; it’s bad luck for the bride and groom to see each other before the big moment.”

“Of course,” I said. “I know that much, at least.”

“Just checking,” she said, glancing at a door. “Ah, this is probably the one...”

The door slid open silently on its hinges. Emily put a finger to her lips, twisting them into a wicked little grin, then motioned for me to follow her inside.

It was a dressing room. The air was warmer after the chill of the concrete hall, and I could hear what sounded like someone muttering from a distance off. As we got closer, the sounds formed into words.

“God damnit, God damnit, God damn it...”

I rounded a corner to see Tom, his head in his hands at a table stacked with clothes. He was halfway into his tuxedo but it looked like he’d abandoned the effort at some point; it hung off him like a shed skin. As I watched, he sobbed into his hands.

I shot Emily a confused glance; she shrugged.

“Dear God,” Tom said, his voice cracking. “Please. I’ll do anything. Anything. Just take this away from me. Not like this, God. Not like this...”

As his hands fell away, I gasped. Tom had been a good-looking guy back when we knew each other in college, and somewhere in his face was an echo of that easy-going good old boy. But his skin was pale and sagging, dark bags under his eyes and wrinkles covering his forehead. He looked haggard, like something was sucking the life right out of him. What the hell was wrong? This was supposed to be the best day of his life.

Tom heard me. He glanced up, catching sight of me in the mirror, and sprang to his feet.

“What are you doing here!?” he said, louder than he had intended.

“I...I came to see you,” I said, holding up my hands. “To wish you luck. It’s me, Tom. Erik. Man, I haven’t seen you in years...”

“How much did you hear?” He looked furious. I took a step back involuntarily, and Emily moved into the gap.

“Enough to see that you’re very upset,” she said in a soothing tone. Tom looked like an angel had just stepped into the room. His jaw dropped, his eyes focusing on her.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“This is Emily,” I said, feeling a little awkward. “She’s my...my...”

Dammit. What was the proper word?

“I’m his girlfriend,” Emily said smoothly. “Erik has told me so much about you. But tell me, what’s the matter?”

She stepped forward and took his hand, and for an instant I was sure Tom was going to cry. Then he marshaled his nerve and shook his head.

“Nothing,” he said. “I’m fine. Just pre-event jitters, I guess.”

“That didn’t sound like jitters,” Emily said, giving his hand a squeeze. “What’s wrong? Tell us.”

Damn, Emily was good. In ten seconds she’d managed to sound like his oldest friend, so sympathetic that I could practically feel his masculine facade crumble.

After a moment, he sighed heavily and dropped into his chair. “Have you ever had to do something you really, really didn’t want to do?” he asked.

“All the time,” Emily said. “Less so since I met Erik,” she added with a smile.

Tom’s smile was an echo of hers, but faded quickly. “It’s my wife,” he said despondently. “Courtney. I...I don’t want to marry her.”

“Brother, you picked a hell of a time to realize that,” I said, looking around. “I mean, you’ve got how long until you walk down the aisle? An hour?”

“I’ve seen it,” Emily added. “It’s beautiful, Tom...”

“It’s all Courtney,” he said, his tone like he was describing the worst day of his life. “She insisted on everything. I’m dead broke – mortgaged myself to the hilt – but she wouldn’t have anything less than a wedding fit for a princess.”

Emily and I shared a look. This was about the furthest thing from what I’d been expecting – Tom wasn’t the type of guy to get all submissive and whingey around a lady.

“Lots of folks get cold feet, or so I’ve heard,” I said in a conciliatory tone. “And yeah, people splurge on their weddings. But you need to calm down a bit, Tom...”

“She doesn’t love me,” he snapped, his face haunted. “You don’t understand. She’s been blackmailing me this whole time!”

I watched Emily’s eyes widen, and knew my own were doing the same thing. “How so?”

A sob broke from Tom’s throat. “This is so embarrassing,” he said, shaking his head. He couldn’t look either of us in the eye. “I never should have let things go this far. I should have taken my lumps like a man...”

“Tom.” I was shocked at how quiet and intense my voice was. I grabbed a chair and sat down in front of him. “Listen to me.”

He looked up, surprise in his eyes.

“I might be able to help you,” I said. “No, I mean it. Don’t look at me like that. You don’t know what I’m capable of. But buddy, you need to tell me everything, right now. Okay?”

Slowly he nodded. “Alright. Courtney was my co-worker. Well, intern. She’s a good ten years younger than me – the girl’s barely legal, but she’s smart.”

Emily cocked an eyebrow at the words barely legal and grinned at me. I ignored it.

“She was interning at the firm, and...she caught me doing something I shouldn’t have. Red-handed.” He shook his head. “I should have just taken it on the chin. I was so stupid...”

“Stop,” I said, holding up a hand. He fell silent instantly. Dimly, I realized this was all part of my power: I was more persuasive now, the kind of man other men instantly fell in line behind.

“Don’t waste time feeling sorry for yourself,” I said. “What did you do?”

“One of the higher ups keeps a...I guess you’d call it a slush fund,” Tom said. “There’s so much in there, he barely even keeps track of it – just raids it periodically. As long as there’s enough in the kitty for him to take him and his mistress to Italy or Dubai whenever he wants to jet off, he doesn’t notice anything else.”

“You were helping yourself,” I said. It wasn’t a question, but Tom nodded.

“She had everything she needed to nail me to the ground,” Tom admitted. “I was stupid – I left too much of a trail. So she gave me a choice. Either I could do everything she wanted, or she could let my bosses know.”

“That’s pretty bad,” I said, thinking it over. “But that’s still a long road away from holy matrimony...”

“At first it wasn’t too bad,” Tom said with a little grin. “She just wanted me to buy things for her – clothes, jewelry. Even sexy little undergarments that she’d parade around in sometimes. She’s a good looking woman, Erik.”

Behind Tom, Emily made a series of gestures: she pointed an imaginary gun at her head, pulled the trigger and let her eyes roll back in her head as she shuddered; then she mimed giving a blowjob with an enthusiastic grin on her face. The message was clear: zap the slut. Only I wasn’t quite convinced.

“So you started fucking her, I’m guessing,” I said.

Tom nodded. “Yeah, if you could call it that. It’s almost always the Courtney show, though. I almost never get off: she teases me, makes me pleasure her, but only gives me mine if she’s in a good mood – or I’ve made another withdrawal from the first bank of Rich Asshole.”

“Oh shit.” I put a hand to my forehead. “Seriously? You’re still embezzling money?”

“I couldn’t stop!” Tom took on a harried expression. “I need more and more – way more than I was taking before, just to keep her happy! Where do you think all of this came from – the big wedding, the fancy house, the honeymoon? I’m in deep, Erik, and she knows it. That’s why she wants to marry me: she knows I’m going to eventually get caught one way or the other. But by then, she’ll have half of everything, free and clear.”

“It’s like money laundering,” Emily said thoughtfully, “only instead of using a business, Courtney’s using you.”

“Something like that.”

“Well,” Emily said brightly, “I’ve heard enough. I think we should help Tom out. Do you agree, babe?”

I sighed. I didn’t feel entirely right about this, but what choice did I have? A friend needed my help; and even if he was responsible for his own problems every step of the way, I felt obligated to use the very powerful escape hatch hanging out in my jacket pocket.

“Alright,” I said. “On one condition. You never make another withdrawal from that slush fund, Tom. You understand me?”

“I...I do,” he said, glancing from side to side nervously. “But I don’t understand. If I stop stealing, Courtney will have my balls. How are you going to convince her to stop?”

“Courtney isn’t going to have any trouble, buddy.” I reached into my pocket. “In fact, your bride-to-be is about to realize that everything you do makes her as happy as a cheerleader on prom night. Because of this.”

I pulled out the WonderRay. The pink plastic looked absurd in contrast with my high-handed statements, and instead of the awe-inspired look I’d imagined, confusion filled Tom’s face.

“What is that?”

“This, brother,” I said with a smirk, “is your salvation.”
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“Who the hell are you?”

The bride-to-be glared at me, trying to close the door of her dressing room with one hand while adjusting her tiara with the other. I could have forced my way into the room, but I was too busy staring. Tom may have been a stupid, embezzling son of a bitch, but he was no liar. Courtney was a stunner.

“Hi,” I said, putting on the kind of boring, courteous grin service staff wore like armor. “I’m Tom’s friend. I have a present from him.”

Instantly, her demeanor changed. “Well why didn’t you say so? Come in.”

I followed Courtney into the room, my eyes glued to her perfect, heart-shaped ass. According to Tom she’d started interning at his firm her sophomore year of college, but she didn’t look a day over eighteen. Long blonde hair framed her model-perfect face, her dress built to accentuate her perky bust and long, sultry legs. She looked more like a lingerie model showing off some sort of bridal fetish wear than an actual bride – and she was about two-thirds of the way to bimbo goddess already. My cock throbbed in my pants just imagining tearing that dress and plunging into her perfect, tight pussy from behind.

“So. A pre-wedding present.” Courtney reached her vanity and grabbed her veil, working it onto her head. She was obviously in the middle of the finishing touches to her wardrobe, the ones that separated the perfect brides from the mediocre ones, and I was lucky to grab her while she was occupied.

“Yep,” I said. “Big day.”

“That’s honestly a little more clever than I’d expect out of Tom,” she said with a chuckle. “He must actually think he’s getting laid on our wedding night. Well, maybe if this present of his is nice enough, he will. What’s-”

She turned around. Emily stood next to me at my shoulder, grinning.

“Who’s this? Is she part of my present?”

“You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you, Courtney?” Emily wasted no time in going for the throat, and it payed off: the bride’s eyes widened in shock and horror.

“I don’t know who the fuck you two think you are,” she snapped, “but you need to get out-”

“Hey.” Tom stepped out from the doorway, staring his bride-to-be down.

“Tom? What the fuck is this?”

“I’m sorry,” he said with a little smile. “I know it’s bad luck to see the groom right before the wedding. But I figured – you’ve given me so much bad luck already, what’s a little more?”

Courtney’s eyes narrowed. “Tom. Take your little bitch ass back to your room and get ready to walk down the aisle, you fucking sissy. And bring your asshole friends with you.”

Damn, that was ice cold. She didn’t raise her voice or get flustered at all. I was kind of impressed. Tom grimaced, shrinking back like he was accustomed to it. Fortunately for him, I wasn’t.

“That’s not going to happen,” I said, stepping forward and reaching into my jacket. “Tom’s a friend of mine, and I was thinking he deserves to walk down the aisle with a girl who really cares about him.”

“Then you’d better go talk to his boss,” Courtney said with an acid little smile. “Because no one’s going to want to go out with his broke ass when I’m through with him.”

“God damn you’re hot,” I said with a laugh. “If it wasn’t for that damn attitude, you’d be just about perfect.”

“Why settle for ‘almost perfect’?” Emily said.

“I don’t understand.” Courtney looked around, expecting the worst. “The fuck you think you’re going to do to me-”

“I’m just giving Tom his wedding present,” I said, pointing the WonderRay at Courtney. “Sorry.”

“If it helps, you’re going to love it,” Emily added.

Courtney tried to throw herself out of the way, but she waited a second too long. I pulled the trigger, a wave of force rippling from the gun as it vibrated wildly. The palm of my hand went red-hot as the device pumped its awesome science power into Courtney’s brain.

The effect was immediate. Courtney reacted like someone had been going down on her, giving her the best oral sex of her life, and only in the last two seconds had she become aware of it. Her eyes fluttered, her gorgeous tanned skin flushing as arousal coursed through her.

“Ooooooh,” she groaned, rubbing the soft fabric of her wedding dress. “Oh fuck...fuck...YESSSS...”

Her mouth widened into a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure, the muscles in her neck going taut as a climax stronger than multiple orgasms took control of her body. It melted her resistance, re-writing her brain and body as waves of pleasure crashed through her, wrapping her soul around the power of the WonderRay. In an instant she was writhing, she was submissive, she was soaking wet – the room filled with the smell of sex as she came.

“I can’t,” she sobbed, clinging to the back of her chair as she shuddered. “I can’t I can’t I can’t oh fuck...”

She tossed back her head and came again, stronger this time. All her higher functions – reason, logic, decision making – fell away, replaced by pure biology and lust. She was a conduit through which utter bliss flowed, and from the way every inch of her body reacted, I knew she wanted nothing more than to stay this way forever.

And then she began to change.

I snuck a glance at Tom as his bride-to-be’s body began to transform. His eyes grew as big as saucers, filling first with disbelief then excitement as Courtney’s already-long hair turned into shimmering platinum waves, her ample breasts grew into mammoth, gravity-defying slabs of fuck meat, and her ass blossomed into a luscious, dress-stretching booty that made my mouth water. Every change caused Courtney to writhe with a new wave of pleasure, like becoming a brainless bimbo was something she’d dreamed about her whole life and was now achieving. I saw Tom’s cock make a bulge in his pants and chuckled, nudging Emily.

“Jesus,” Emily whispered, clinging to me. “She is so beautiful, Erik. Is this what it looks like when you zap me?”

“You look even better, babe,” I said with a little grin.

“Mmmmh,” she whimpered. Her hand grabbed my cock and began stroking me through my pants, stoking my inner fire. “Fuck watching this makes me so hot...”

Almost as quickly as it came, the storm left Courtney’s body – leaving a perfect, brainless bimbo behind. She looked at Tom with new eyes, her expression going slack and amazed as she took him in.

“Oh, Sir,” she groaned, licking her lips. “You look so handsome in that suit. So manly.”

“You look...” Even though I’d explained how the gun worked to Tom, he still looked like he was having trouble believing what I’d just done. “You look incredible, Courtney.”

She giggled, biting her lip. Her dress, which had already been only half on her, now hung off her sexy body in shreds – clinging to her expanded tits and ass. 

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered in a smoky voice. “I can’t wait to be your girl forever, Tom. I want to spend the rest of my life making you so so happy!”

“Really?” Tom looked like a man who’d just discovered a winning lottery ticket in his pants pocket. “You don’t just want my money?”

“Money?” Courtney giggled, sinking to her knees. “Baby, all I need from you is that big, throbbing cawk inside of me!”

“Holy shit,” Tom said, watching with glee as Courtney worked his belt free. “Holy shit this is real. You really did this to her...”

“I cannot wait to watch him fuck her,” Emily whispered in my ear. “Will you fuck me while I watch?”

“Absolutely,” I replied.

Meanwhile, Courtney got Tom’s belt off and undid his pants, letting his big cock swing free. It twitched as Tom stared down at his bride, a fat bead of precum dribbling from the tip.

“Oh, Daddy,” Courtney moaned, her eyes going wide. “You have the nicest cock I’ve ever seen...”

She stroked it hard a few times, then closed her velvet-soft lips around it, forming a perfect vacuum. Inch by inch his manhood disappeared down her throat, Tom gasping as Courtney deep-throated him.

“She’s never done that for you before, has she?” Emily asked, leaning over the vanity and hiking up her skirt. “I can tell.”

“No,” Tom said, amazed. “Fuck, this feels so good!”

“Suck him off, slut,” Emily said, encouraging Courtney’s bimbo brain. “Suck him off while Erik fucks my brains out.”

Before I knew what I was doing, I was behind Emily, my cock pressing against her soaking wet slit. I buried the head of my cock in her folds and gently pushed, parting her soft walls a tiny bit at a time. Emily bit her lip and ground against me, demanding to feel the full thrust of my cock inside of her.

“Give it to me,” she begged, her eyes fixed on Courtney as she worked. “Fuck, I’m so goddamn wet. My pussy is so warm and wet and perfect for you, sir, don’t you just want to bury every inch of that hard dick inside me...”

Well, what man could turn down dirty talk like that? I grabbed Emily’s hair and used it as leverage, stretching her walls as I filled her to the brim. Since I hadn’t zapped her, her pussy wasn’t the perfect bimbo sheathe I was used to – it was even tighter. I felt her tense up as more than half of my foot-long member entered her, her groans changing to disbelief.

“Holy shit that’s big,” she whimpered, pressing her hips against me. “Go slow, Erik? Just until you’re all the way in. I want to feel you stretch me out.”

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I growled, my tongue hot against her ear. “I can’t wait to shoot right in your fucking womb...”

“Ohmigawd yes!” Courtney abruptly stood up, leaving Tom with a confused look on his face. She wiped her mouth and hiked up her wedding dress, giving her groom-to-be a look that was pure lust.

“I want you to come inside me, too!” she begged, her voice ditzy and high-pitched. “I want me and Erik’s bitch to be dripping with loads when I walk down the aisle!”

At hearing that, Tom could no longer hold back. His lust took control; he grabbed Courtney around the waist and shoved her big ass onto the desk, spreading her legs wide. She wasn’t wearing any panties underneath her long gown, and Tom’s rock-hard cock slid inside of her easily.

“Yeah! That’s it!” She raked Tom’s back with her nails as he hammered at her cunt, filling her with long, slow strokes. “Fuck me, sir, fuck me hard!”

“Is she right,” I grunted into Emily’s ear, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. “Are you my bitch?”

“I’m totally your bitch,” Emily groaned, her eyes fluttering with pleasure. “I’m your whore, your fuck slut, your fucking cum dumpster, just keep pounding my cunt with that fucking god-stick! I’ve never been filled like this before, and now I never want it to stop!”

“It won’t stop until I say,” I said with a smirk. “When I’m finished with you!”

“I’m gonna come, Erik,” Emily gasped, like she couldn’t believe it. “Oh my god it’s so strong, I can’t stop it – I don’t want to stop it! Oh fuck, fuck me fuck...”

Emily’s walls clenched around me, fitting my cock like a second skin as she climaxed. A long, low cry of passion left her throat as she went weightless beneath me, all rational thought torn away by the massive cock inside of her. Every hard thrust spiked her pleasure to the limit, making her cry out with a new wave of bliss. She rode me as long as she was able, sobbing and begging me for more.

“Fuck,” Tom groaned. He was watching the two of us, just as Emily was watching him. “Fuck, I’m gonna come...”

“Come in me, lover,” Courtney begged, locking her legs behind his back and pulling him in deeper. “I want your baby! I want you to make my belly big and swollen with your heirs – I want you to breed me like an animal, make my big tits spray milk for you...”

Sounding like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing, Tom tossed his head back and let out a series of savage grunts, his hips pummeling Courtney’s. His face flushed crimson as he came, finally pulling out after the bulk of his fertile load splashed inside her womb and spraying his seed all over her gorgeous, expensive wedding dress.

The thought that he was marking her like an animal marks its territory, that everyone at the wedding would see the come stains all over Courtney’s dress when she walked down the aisle to take her vows, it was too much. I felt myself reach the peak, my balls working overtime to produce a hot, sticky load. I let go, bottoming out inside of Emily and fucking her as hard as I wanted. She was still blissed out, but able to coax me, rocking her hips against mine like she needed my load to live.

I blew hard, pleasure washing over me as fertile bursts of my load exploded in Emily’s womb. I kept coming, shot after shot, a flood that would have filled her bimbo pussy to the brim but instead gushed out, coating her slit and thighs. The feel of it set her off, made her rock her hips and demand more, and I was more than happy to give it to her: she milked me dry, until I had shot enough come to impregnate a hundred bimbo sluts.

“Holy shit,” Emily murmured, rubbing her folds as I pulled out of her. “I feel like a human cum rag. God, I feel so fertile...”

“Me too,” Courtney said with a giggle. “I can’t wait to swear to be your bitch forever, Daddy...”

I surveyed the scene. Tom looked in utter bliss, like he couldn’t believe his luck, but I had to make sure. “You do want this, right?” I asked.

After a moment, he nodded. “Uh, yes. Hell yes. Please make Courtney this way permanently. You can do that, right?”

“Yep,” I said, picking up the WonderRay. “Come here, Courtney.”

She gave a squee of delight and came forward, until the end of the WonderRay was pressed against her forehead.

“We’re getting married soon, but this is the real ceremony, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Oh yeah.”

She held out her hand, and Tom took it. He stood next to her, grinning proudly. “I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, Daddy. I want to do this forever. Now shoot me.”

“You want to do the honors, Tom?” I asked, the urge filling me.

“Thanks.” He took the gun and held it against his bride’s head. “You’re mine forever now: body and soul.”

“I’m so happy,” Courtney said with a giggle. “I just-”

He pulled the trigger.
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“Hell of a wedding,” Emily said, rolling me over. “Fun times.”

I opened my eyes and grunted. The two of us were in a guest bedroom at Tom’s house, where we’d collapsed after the festivities. The audience had been surprisingly receptive to the “new” Courtney, and the reception had been one hell of a party. I had a vague memory of both Emily and Courtney’s mouths wrapped around my cock, then Emily begging me to slide my cock inside Courtney’s tight little pussy...but the rest of the night was a blur. Going from how sore I was, though, it was a good time.

“You know, I think you could make a career out of this,” Emily said with a tired smile, snuggling me.

“Out of what?”

“Helping people. Up until now, you’ve used the WonderRay to help yourself. Yesterday, you used it to help a friend.”

“You’re right,” I said, pulling her close to me. “Maybe I should. “I mean, I’m not gonna go all superhero, but – there’s a lot of people out there who could use the WonderRay in their lives.”

“Guys with bad marriages,” Emily said. “Guys who keep getting friend-zoned. Lonely nerds...”

“Wait a second.” I found my pants (they were lying on the floor next to the bed) and pulled out my cellphone. “You just made me think of something.”

“What? All my talk of lonely people give you an idea?”

“Lonely nerds,” I clarified, pulling up my social media account. I’d seen the ads for a week – lots of guys I knew were excited about attending – but I hadn’t thought about it, until...

“Look at this,” I said, handing her the phone.

She read the ad, a slow smile spreading across her face. “The 25th Annual Grace City Science Fiction Convention,” she read, laughing. “I thought you said you weren’t going to be a super hero...”

“That’s a lot of lonely nerds,” I said. “Lot of guys who could use some help. And if I have to dress up like a super hero, you and April have to be slutty female superheroes. Spandex.”

Emily grinned. “I...kind of like the sound of that.”

So did I.



Zapping The Convention
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“Hey, you! Yes I mean you, dude! Come over here!”

The man looked at Emily warily, glancing up and down the hallway like he was expecting some kind of prank. The sounds of the convention were a dull roar from this barely-used path. He looked like he’d gotten lost – he had no idea this was his lucky day.

“Hi.” He stepped forward. A big lanyard around his neck let me know his name was Steve, over top of a nerdy t-shirt.

“We don’t have much time,” Emily said, pulling him across the corner. “You have to help us.”

“What’s wrong – oh!” The man’s eyes widened as he caught a full glimpse of Emily and April’s costumes. Both my girls were wearing barely-there superheroine outfits, so tight that even where they covered their supple flesh, they let every guy who stared at them know exactly what they looked like naked. Which men had been doing most of the day.

“You have to help us,” April said with a giggle. “There’s an evil mind control villain who’s trying to cast a spell on this convention!”

The man looked between both girls like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but didn’t want to be caught staring. “Uh, okay? How can I help...?”

“The evil Dark Spiral is trying to cast an aura over this entire convention center,” Emily said smoothly. She was much better at her role than April. “If he succeeds, every woman in this building will be changed forever!”

“That...sounds bad,” the man said, deciding to play along. “Changed how?”

“He’s casting...” Emily paused and leaned forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “An anti-blowjob spell.”

“We have to stop it,” April added.

The man’s mouth dropped open. “Who...who are you girls?”

“Oh,” Emily said with a giggle of her own. “Sorry. I should have introduced us first. I’m Hypno Bitch, and this busty heroine on her knees is Bimbo Girl. We’re the super heroes sworn to stop Dark Spiral and his evil Ray of Lust!”

I stifled a chuckle. This was hilarious.

“And the only way we can do that,” April said, her hands working at the man’s belt, “is to blow you. We have to destroy his anti-blowjob spell!”

If I had thought the man was shocked before, it was nothing compared to his reaction now. “B...blow me?”

“You’ll take one for the team, right?” Emily sunk to her knees next to her busty partner, their poses pulling their spandex costumes even tighter around their breasts. “The only way to resist Dark Spiral’s power is if we suck a big, sticky load out of your cock.”

“We need it,” April said.

The man looked like he’d just won the lottery. “Yeah,” he said, running his hand down April’s cheek. “I, uh...I can do that...”

“Thank you,” Emily purred, helping April bring her perfect lips on the man’s throbbing cock. “You’re such a hero, sir. You’re doing the galaxy an incredible service...”

As April bobbed on the man’s cock, sending spasms of pleasure through his body, I reached into my pocket and gripped the handle of the WonderRay.

I feel like Santa Claus, I thought, except I’m giving out an entirely different kind of present. And every girl at this con...

I pictured the women I’d already seen throughout the day: sexy cosplay girls in revealing outfits, teasing every nerdy guy in the building.

All of them are about to become my little helpers, I thought.

––––––––
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“How do I look?” Emily thrust her chest out and pursed her lips. “Be brutally honest. I’m not setting foot in that place until my Hypno Bitch makeup is perfect.”

“You look amazing,” I said, and meant it. “Every guy in there is going to be cumming in their pants at the sight of you two.”

A naughty smile spread across Emily’s face. “Good. They better. Do you have any idea how hard it was to squeeze into this fucking suit?”

I had an idea. As I looked Emily up and down – the girl who, thanks to Dr. Mesmertainment’s WonderRay had become more than a slave but something less than a girlfriend to me – I couldn’t help but admire the jaw-dropping sexiness of her cosplay. Emily hadn’t chosen one specific superheroine to dress as – instead, she was a hyper-sexualized version of several girls I sort of recognized, put together into a melange of lust. Her spandex top fit her like a second skin, cut so low that her perky breasts nearly spilled out of it when she leaned forward, A tiny mask covered just her eyes, dark purple to go with the dark, glossy purple lipstick she wore. Her skirt was criminally short, and I knew from experience that there were no panties underneath of it. Completing the ensemble were a pair of thigh-high fuck-me boots the same dark purple, wrapped around her sexy legs so tight I couldn’t help but imagine what they’d look like in the air with her legs spread. I knew no one else would be able to, either.

“I know, I know,” Emily said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “It would look better if you zapped me. But there’s no way I’d stay bimbofied the entire con. The first time I came, I’d shrink back down and ruin my costume.”

“Unless I made it permanent,” I said with a smirk.

She playfully punched me on the shoulder. “Oh, stop,” she said with a smile. “You’d never do that. Hypno Bitch is Dark Spiral’s right-hand girl. Besides, you already have a bimbo to serve your every need...”

Both of us glanced over at April. If Emily’s costume was scandalous, April’s was full-on illegal – it covered barely more of her luscious body than a string bikini would have. Her tight spandex ‘hot pants’ were basically just a pair of panties, so tight that every curve of her perpetually-swollen, needy cunt was clearly visible. Two thin strips of fabric ran up from them in a ‘V’ shape, just barely covering the nipples of her gargantuan bimbo tits. The narrow bands of fabric drew tight over her shoulders and formed an ‘x’ across her back before clipping into the tiny patch of fabric covering her ass – other than that and her long platinum blonde hair, she was nude and dripping. April was Bimbo Girl, Dark Spiral’s other hypnotic servant.

I was wearing a suit. Emily had decided Dark Spiral wore a suit, apparently.

“Just kidding,” I said with a smile, giving Emily a pat on the ass. “You know I love both of you just the way you are.”

“Thank you, Master,” she said – then her cheeks reddened. “I have to call you Master,” she explained. “We’re your servants. It’s part of the cosplay.”

“Yeah, of course,” I said with a smirk. My hand moved to smack her ass again, but at the last moment I slid it beneath her pert cheeks and rubbed her folds beneath her skirt. “Dark Spiral is very hands-on with his slaves,” I said.

“Oh fuck,” Emily groaned. “You’d better stop that, Master, unless you want my thighs dripping the entire time I walk around this convention...”

“And who’s to say,” I growled, my breath hot against her ear, “that I don’t want that?”

“Excuse me!” The voice was high-pitched, and sounded like it was a little bit offended even at the best of times. “Excuse me, you three!”

I slipped my hand from Emily’s cunt just in time. One of the convention staff who had been hanging around just inside the entrance had caught sight of us, and was making her way over with a walk that said trouble. She wasn’t a bad looking girl – short red hair, tight white button-down...she’d look pretty good in a costume, just like Hypno Bitch and Bimbo Girl.

I decided to make her my first catch of the day.

“I need to speak to you before you enter,” the woman said. A big lanyard around her neck announced her as “Stacy: Convention Staff.”

I feigned boredom and reached into my jacket. “Yes?”

She squinted as she looked the three of us over. Her eyes widened at Emily’s outfit, then her jaw practically hit the concrete as she examined April’s.

“Who are you three supposed to...be, exactly?” She adjusted her glasses as she spoke.

Emily spoke for me. “This is Dark Spiral,” she said, jerking a thumb at me. “He’s a mind-controlling supervillain.”

“Oh.” She didn’t sound convinced.

“And we’re his devoted slaves,” Emily continued. “I’m Hypno Bitch and this is Bimbo Girl.”

“Hiiiiii,” my Bimbo Girl said with a giggle.

“Uh...huh.” Stacy sniffed. “That doesn’t sound very feminist.”

“Oh, it’s not feminist at all!” Emily’s eyebrows rose, and a big smile spread across her face. She was clearly enjoying this. “In fact, Dark Spiral loves nothing more than using his wicked Ray of Lust to turn feminists into depraved, cock-worshipping sluts!”

Stacy’s face went pale with shock. She had obviously heard enough – too bad for her we couldn’t have reached some kind of agreement.

“Look, I don’t know what kind of convention you think this is,” she said angrily, “but you’ll have to take your fucked up sex comic cosplay somewhere else. You’re skirting the edge of the dress code as it is,” she said, pointing a finger at Emily, “but her...”

“It’s not cosplay...” I said, cutting her off. I pulled the WonderRay out of my jacket and pointed it at her head.

“...It’s my life.”

I pulled the trigger. The gun went wild in my hand, vibrating against my palm and growing nearly too hot to touch. A wave of force rippled out from the tip, striking Stacy and making her double over with pleasure.

“And now it’s your life, too,” Emily said with a naughty little grin. “Welcome to the harem, slut.”

“Oh my...oh fuck...”

Stacy closed her eyes tight, shuddering as if she could throw off the sheer bliss coursing through her veins. Her mouth formed a perfect ‘o’ of ecstasy as waves of pleasure washed through her brain, rewriting her core. Her short red hair lengthened, growing lustrous as it trailed down her back; her breasts and hips stretched the fabric of her clothes.

“Why don’t you two go on inside,” I said, gesturing at the door. “I’m going to have a little fun with our newest playmate.”

Emily nodded, then shot me a question: “Should we activate the plan?”

The plan was something we’d been discussing even before we’d even booked tickets to this event – back when Hypno Bitch and Bimbo Girl were just jokes Emily had come up with while we were fucking. After I’d used the WonderRay to turn my friend Tom’s cheating bride into a perfect submissive slut on his wedding day, I’d had a surprising revelation: I could use this gun to help people. And that was just what I planned to do.

“Absolutely,” I said, my eyes still on Stacy’s body as the WonderRay did its work. I found the transformation so erotic; it was so much fun to watch the woman lose all control, give in to her new impulses. “Go find the loneliest-looking nerds and offer yourselves to them. Mouths and tits only, though, for now – our new girls are going to handle the rest. Just get people talking for now.”

“Oh, they’re gonna talk,” Emily said with a smirk. “Everyone will be looking for the cosplay sluts making a game out of sucking guys off. It’ll definitely get the kind of atmosphere we want.”

“Good. I’ll meet up with you in the main auditorium in a bit. Good hunting.”

“Yes, Master.” Abruptly, Emily sprang forward and threw her arms around me, nuzzling my muscled chest with her face.

“I love you,” she whispered, a sob breaking from her throat. “I love you I love you I love you...”

“I know,” I said, patting her ass. “Go be a good little slave for Dark Spiral – got it?”

In a flash, her walls were back up – and a naughty smile was plastered on her face. She turned to April and raised a fist in the air. “Who are we?”

They had rehearsed this part. “The Whores of Dark Spiral!” April yelled.

“That’s right. And soon, every woman here will be one of us. Let’s go.” She led April into the convention hall, the two most gorgeous cosplay bitches I had ever seen. Everyone’s going to be staring at them, I thought. They’re going to be so distracted, they won’t even see me coming.

“Now,” I said, looking back down at my prey. “How are you feeling?”

Stacy’s eyes shined with lust. Her new body was beyond voluptuous – she looked like a fertility goddess ready for a breeding ritual. Her cheeks flushed crimson, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she looked up at her new Master.

“I...” a giggle left her lips, and she put her fingers to them – gasping at their plump, glossy feel. “I feel so wonderful, sir. What did you say your name was? Dark...Spiral?”

“That’s right,” I said, taking her hand. “You’re a Whore of Dark Spiral now. You belong to me.”

“You...you’re right,” she said, some of the glazed look leaving her face. “I do belong to you. It feels...it feels so right to belong to you, to have no will of my own. No worries – no cares...I’m...ohhhhh...”

Without the slightest bit of shame, she unbuttoned her jeans and slipped her fingers into them, rubbing her clit in hard little circles. She cried out, biting her lip from the rush of pleasure.

“I’m so horny,” she whimpered. “Please fuck me, Master. Please? I can be so good for you...”

I looked around for a suitable spot to fuck my newest conquest – it wouldn’t do to be caught by the authorities, not yet. Immediately to the side of the convention entrance were a bank of restrooms; I led Stacy there, her hand shaking with excitement in my massive, muscled palm.

Once we were inside, I shoved her inside of a stall and pressed her up against the cold partition. Her tits had grown so large that I could see them from the back, spilling out from both sides. She let out a low growl and thrust her ass towards me, pulling down her jeans with her thumbs.

Underneath she was wearing a pair of white cotton panties; with a commanding grunt I tore them right off her, leaving them in shreds.

“Ohmigawd you’re so strong,” she groaned, pressing her curves against my hardness. “I bet even if I said no right now and told you that I didn’t want it, you could just pick me up and make me take your cock, couldn’t you, sir?”

“Don’t play games with me,” I growled, ripping her jeans down the rest of the way. “I know how badly you want this.”

As soon as her pants were off her legs, she spread them wide, giving me a bird’s eye view of her dripping folds. Warmth radiated off of her cunt, juices staining the inside of her thighs as they quivered with need.

“Yes,” she admitted, pressing her face against the wall of the stall. “I need this. I need you to fuck me, Master – I need you to own me...”

“Once I own you,” I said, taking her hair and wrapping it around my fist, “You’ll do everything I say. I should tell you now: I have every intention of giving you to other men.”

“Other men?” She started to protest, but then the head of my cock pressed against the entrance to her folds and all her thoughts ceased. “Yes, Master! I’ll fuck whoever you want, just please fuck my tight little pussy!”

Thrusting my hips like a jackhammer, I entered her. Her tight walls fit my cock like a second skin, making my shaft throb and twitch with bursts of precum as I filled her womb. It was perfection – with the WonderRay’s commands controlling her every move, she met me with the perfect amount of pressure and angle before I even knew what I needed. Before long we were shaking the stall with my thrusts, the entire room clattering as I quite literally fucked her brains out.

“Pound me, Master!” She clung to the wall, one hand digging its nails into my thigh like she might collapse if she let go. “Fuck my pussy like you own it! Give me every inch of that fucking dick!”

With a grunt, I smacked her ass, then gripped her throat as I bore down, locking into a hard rhythm that left her gasping. I could feel my balls drawing up against her folds, getting ready to deposit my fertile load in her pussy.

“You’re going to make yourself available,” I grunted, pinning her against the wall. “Any man at this convention who wants to fuck you can have your body however he wants. You’re a whore, only you don’t need to be paid. You’re a Whore of Dark Spiral, and you live for my commands. Say it! Say it and I’ll shoot my load inside you!”

“I’m a Whore of Dark Spiral!” The walls of Stacy’s cunt clenched around my cock as she lost control, giving herself up to orgasm. “I’m a WHOOOORE of DARK SPIRAL! I fucking live for every fucking command you want to give me...!”

With a savage grin, I pulled out of her sopping cunt just before the ultimate moment. A look of surprise reigned on her face, but an instant later I grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, attacking her tightest, most private channel with my shaft. I sunk inside her to the hilt, making her scream with delight as I claimed her, body and soul.

“Your body is mine!” I cried as the first bursts of come shot from my cock. “Your soul is mine! Submit to Dark Spiral! Feel his seed!”

I’m really getting into this whole ‘villain’ thing, I thought dazedly. It was a little silly, but I didn’t want to stop – it felt much too good to stop.

Stacy groaned and rode me with her ass, milking me dry as I continued shooting in her tight little pucker. My balls emptied, draining inside of her, and when I finally removed my mammoth rod a veritable torrent of come trickled down her womanhood.

“I wanted you to breed me, Master,” she said, pouting.

I was too far into my role to stop now – it was like I had no control over what happened next. I reached out and slapped her, full across the face, then before the shock left her eyes I grabbed her hair and pulled, making her wince and sink to her knees submissively.

“You do what I tell you,” I growled, sounding like a real supervillain. “You have to earn my load, slut.”

“Yes Master,” she whimpered, speaking quickly through the pain. “Tell me what to do, how I can please you, I’m so sorry Master so sorry...”

I let her hair go. What was I thinking? But I liked it. Maybe a little too much.

“You can be a good whore for me today,” I told her. “Go join your sisters on the convention floor – they’ll get your clothes in the proper shape to be one of my sluts. Then, I want you to offer yourself to any man who wants you – but unlike my two lieutenants, you will give anything to these men. Even if they want your ass, even if they want to breed you like the worthless animal you are, you will spread your legs and say ‘Yes, sir.’ Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied in a tiny, scared voice. My cock roared back to full mast at the sound of it. Suddenly I wasn’t done – I felt a dark, sinister impulse taking hold of me, making me want to dominate this little slut further. Was this something the WonderRay was doing to me, the same way it had given me my alpha-male body and my foot-long god-stick? Or was it something that had been inside of me all along, just waiting for the power to make it a reality?

Either way, I realized: I didn’t care. It was fun to be Dark Spiral.

“Come here,” I said, grabbing my newest slave by the shoulder. What was her name again? Sarah? Stacy? It didn’t matter: she was just a piece of fuck-meat, another whore to breed and control. Only Emily and April were anything else – and I was beginning to feel a little fuzzy on them, too...

“Yes, Master?” She looked up at me, the dark makeup she’d applied before the convention running in twin smears down her cheeks. “How can I please you?”

“Clean this off,” I commanded, thrusting my cock in her face. When she just stared at it, I slapped her, hard. As her mouth dropped open, I forced my cock into her velvet-soft mouth and down her throat.

“Mmmmm...” she groaned, my cock disappearing into her mouth. She gagged, coughing, but finally relaxed and took it all the way down. A mixture of my come and her juices dribbled from the sides of her mouth as she stared up at me, her eyes begging for my approval.

“That’s a good little slut,” I said, stroking her hair like a pet. She shivered with pleasure, her body already addicted to my praise – it made her come instantly. Good.

“Now hold it right there,” I said, taking her head by both sides and gripping it tight. “I’m going to fuck your face just like I fucked your ass.”

“Uh huh,” she groaned, her mouth filled with cock.

Grinning, I thrust inside her as hard as I could. Her eyes widened like saucers, but her new bimbo body could take it – she had been built for this, reconfigured to take a foot-long cock down her throat. Soon I lost all restraint and tangled my fist in her hair, pinning her against my balls as I fucked her throat with abandon.

“That’s right,” I grunted, throbbing and twitching in her throat. “Taste that fucking load, slut. You live for that fat fucking cock down your throat...”

It didn’t take long – I could come on command now, and I didn’t waste any time holding back. What was the point? At the peak of my thrusts, I suddenly yanked my cock free of my slave’s mouth and exploded all over her. Thick ropes of stringy, sticky come coated her face, dribbling down her neck and covering her tits. The feel of it sent her off into another climax, her fingers scooping it up and bringing it to her lips like an offering. She coughed as she forced it into her mouth, debasing herself utterly as she begged for my approval.

“Now what do you say, slut?”

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Thank you for honoring me with your cock...”

“Good. Now get to work.” Without any further ceremony, I stepped over her and left the stall, stepping back into my pants as I did so. I left her in a heap, mindlessly pleasuring herself as the details of her defilement played on a loop in her mind’s eye. It seemed impossible that I had once treated these girls with tenderness, even love...they were fuck-slaves, creatures created for my pleasure. Nothing more.

A small crowd had gathered around the door of the bathroom – probably drawn by the sounds of primal, submissive sex echoing from inside. Most of them were women, many in costumes, and their eyes shined with terror and disgust as I exited.

“Hello there,” I said, reaching into my jacket.

“What were you doing in there?” someone yelled.

“Get security!”

“Who are you?”

“I’m Dark Spiral,” I said, pointing the WonderRay at the hottest girl in the crowd, “and this is my kingdom now.”

I pressed the trigger. Then I pressed it again, and again, and again. Women fell, writhing in pleasure, and as each did I put the WonderRay against their head and pulled the trigger a second time. Permanent.

Dimly, I realized I had just made a mistake – the girl in the bathroom. The one whose name I could no longer remember.  I had zapped her, I had fucked her, but I hadn’t made it permanent. Whatever, I thought with a smirk. It doesn’t matter. Maybe I’ll pick her back up later – or not. She was worthless.

“I want you to fuck all these men,” I said, staring at each man in the crowd for a moment before turning to my new slaves. They were all in the throes of transformation, but they could hear me. “Pleasure them in any way they choose. You are but instruments for male pleasure – you have no will of your own. Then come inside the convention center and join your Master.”

“What the fuck?” one man asked – but his gaze was already locked on a busty blonde girl, currently coming her brains out as her tits grew larger than her head. The man’s girlfriend? Someone he wishes was his girlfriend? His stepsister? It didn’t matter.

“Take them,” I said, gesturing at the slaves. “They are my gift to you.”

As I walked away, the men began to fondle and finger the slaves. They moaned with pleasure, begging for more, already beginning to use their new powers of seduction to make sure the men fucked them.

I’ve been using this thing far too sparingly, I thought, hefting the WonderRay. Time to build a harem.

And grinning, I entered the convention center. This was my Kingdom for the day – time to make my servants kneel.
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“Fuck a baby into me,” Marnie whimpered, shivering with lust as she ground her ass against my rock-hard cock. “Please?”

She turned around, spreading her legs. Taking my cock in her hand, she buried the tip between the lips of her cunt, like the arrow on a map leading to a golden, perfect treasure. I throbbed against her, barely able to think straight.

“Wouldn't it feel so good?” She grinned, biting her lip. “No condoms, no pulling out. No bullshit.” She stroked me once, letting another inch of me slide into her warm, inviting folds. “Just me, and you, and that thick cock squirting a hot load into my womb.” She put her mouth over mine, our tongues intertwining before she bit down on my lip, hard.

I still couldn't believe it. My best friend Marnie, a gorgeous girl more interested in climbing the corporate ladder than dating guys, was ready to throw caution to the wind – she wanted me to come inside of her, to knock her up. It was crazy; but it wasn't just her. Every girl I saw was doing the same thing – begging for a thick load in their unprotected wombs.

“I want to be swollen with your seed,” she whispered. “Make me pregnant?”

In response I slid the head of my cock fully into her, grinding it against her clit. She let out a moan and arched her back, her legs tensing around my waist as she tried to coax me deeper.

I'm going to do it, I realized. I'm going to knock up my best friend. And it's going to feel fucking amazing.

After all, it was exactly what she'd asked for...
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“Hey, Matt. Can I come in?”

“Marnie?” I stood at the door of my apartment, rubbing my eyes. It was first thing in the morning, and rays of daylight were just starting to appear on the horizon. Nobody should have to move around at this hour, least of all one of my friends. “What are you doing here? Is everything okay?”

“I'm fine,” she said quickly. Too quickly. “Can I come in?”

“Yeah, of course.” I scratched the side of my face, trying to wake up, then took a step back and gestured into my apartment like a waiter inviting a guest to their table. “Come on in, have a seat. Want some coffee?”

“That'd be great, thanks.” It was already brewing in the kitchen. I used the walk to give Marnie the once over, make sure she was alright. Something weird was definitely going on – but then again, Marnie had always been confounding. I still didn't understand city girls: they did everything fast. Talked fast, moved fast, worked liked something would explode if they took a day off. She didn't look hurt, at least, which I took as a good sign. But whatever had brought to my door this early in the morning had to be urgent.

I came back into the room with two coffees and handed one to Marnie. “Here you go. Now, what the hell is going on?”

She smiled nervously. “Well, I have a favor to ask you. It's, um, kind of weird.”

I took another sip of my coffee and leaned back. “I figured you did,” I said slowly. “You're not the kind of girl to drop by a man's house unannounced at the crack of dawn, no matter how good of a friend he is. What's got you so spooked?”

She blushed, hiding it with the coffee cup. It was one of the qualities Marnie hated the most about herself, her tendency to go red at the drop of a hat. I'd always thought it was kinda cute. “I was planning on coming after work,” she said, “but I knew if I didn't do this now, I wouldn't have the courage later.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Do what, exactly? What kind of favor do you need?”

She flashed a guilty little smile and glanced around the room, getting up her nerve. Finally she returned my gaze, looking at me firmly. “I want you to have sex with me.”

There was a long pause. I waited for the punchline, but none was coming.

“Well,” I finally said. “Should we finish our coffee first, or you wanna go right now?”

To my surprise, she burst out laughing. “God, this is so awkward,” she said, holding up a hand.

“I admit this isn't what I expected, but if you just had to run over here and let me know...”

“I want a baby,” she said, glancing away and blushing again.

Oh. Oh. I knew this story; I'd been hearing it a lot. But the last person I expected to hear it from was driven, career-oriented Marnie.

“You too?” I took a sip of my coffee and leaned back in my chair. “I never took you as somebody to be effected by trends, Marn.”

“Well, maybe you don't know me all that well then,” she said testily. She was getting defensive now.

What I was referring to, of course, was what had been going on around the country for the last few months. All over the place, young single women were going absolutely baby-crazy. It wasn't unusual for there to be an uptick in interest in having kids during the spring, but this was so extreme that experts were referring to it as the Second Baby Boom. They'd come up with all sorts of theories for it: a virus, a social trend, something in the water, but the truth was nobody knew why. All of a sudden First-Time Mothers magazine was the most popular periodical in the country, and my Facebook and Twitter feeds exploded with young ladies sharing “fertility tips” so direct and vulgar they even shocked me. I mean, make the man come right after you feel yourself orgasm – the pulsing and clenching of your inner walls will help his seed find its way into your womb was one of the bigger ones. I admit, I find the whole thing a little bit hot, but never expected whatever this was to hit so close to home.

“I've thought about it, okay?” Marnie's face was dead-serious: this wasn't a prank or a joke. “I'm not one of those bimbos they talk about on the news who wakes up one day and starts screwing every guy they meet with no protection. I have meditated on this, and this is what I want.”

“Okay,” I said, still trying to work through my surprise. “Look, it's your body. If you wanna get knocked up, then more power to you.”

“Thank you,” she said with a nod. I wondered: was there some kind of virus inside of Marnie right now? Had she been brainwashed by some corporate propaganda, had her brain hacked by foreign agents who wanted to make us all too busy breeding to stop them? All I knew was, this was real – Marnie didn't make decisions like this lightly. 

“So...okay.” Marnie let out a huge breath, visibly relaxing. “I'm so glad we got that over with. I feel so much better now. And don't think I'm trying to entrap you or something like that – I'm not looking for a long-term commitment. I'm not asking you to sign up to be a Dad – I can handle that on my own. I just want you to, you know, start the whole thing going.”

That's...kind of a relief, I thought.

“I don't mean to be rude,” I said, chuckling, “but you didn't really need to pin your hopes and dreams on me. I'm sure you have no shortage of suitors chasing after you.”

“But I don't want any of them!” She tossed up her hands in exasperation, like I'd unearthed some long-running argument. “They're all...scrawny and acne-ridden, or they're overweight hipsters who make political statements with their facial hair!”

“City boys,” I said with a smirk. The guys Marnie had been with in the past had all grown up with the smog, the concrete and the meanness of the city. I, on the other hand, was a country boy: a poor redneck from a white-trash family who'd made good. Since I moved here, I'd found out just how many city girls secretly wanted to get with a real-life, dyed-in-the-wool cowboy. Marnie was one of the few who hadn't, but the two of us had become friends just fine. Played wingman to each other a half-dozen times.

“Exactly.” Marnie took another sip of her coffee. “Why would I want any of them to be the father of my baby? I want you, Matt. Well,” she said, blushing, “your genes, anyway.”

More like my jeans, I thought, or what's in 'em. I was still having trouble taking any of this seriously, and while I meant it as a joke, I had no idea that what I said next was going to change my life forever.

“Man. You'd think you could at least take a guy out on a date before you deflower me.”

Marnie's eyes lit up. “I'd be happy to. Actually, that sounds like a great idea. I'll even pay. Wouldn't that be something – not every day a pretty girl offers to take you out on a date.”

I laughed nervously, not expecting her to take me seriously. “I don't know, Marn...”

“Please, Matt.” She looked at me hopefully, a real longing in her face. “You know me. You know I don't do anything halfway – and that I would never, ever ask you to do something like this if I hadn't thought it through. This is really, seriously what I want. And if you won't give it to me, I'm just going to get it from some jerk who'll end up giving me a shitty hipster baby.”

That was the last thing I wanted. The kinds of guys I usually saw hanging around Marnie would probably give her a disease if she let them in without a rubber. I didn't want her to have to settle for less.

“And besides,” she said with a wink, “I know you've always had a crush on me.”

“What?” That wasn't true. I mean, sure, Marnie was a cutie – a lithe little brunette with an infectious smile and curves for days – but I'd never made any moves on her, even though I'd fantasized about being in the place of one of her rotating crop of guys sometimes.

“It's so true,” she said, leaning forward. “Look at your face. You're such a terrible liar.”

“Marnie!” I raised my eyebrows in mock-outrage. “I have never been anything but a gentleman to you!”

“Yeah, but imagine me in your bed tonight. Are the things you want to do to me in any way 'gentlemanly'?”

She had me there.

“Alright, you win,” I said. “I'll go on this date with you, and we'll see what happens. But I don't want you thinking I'm easy.”

“Oh, thank you!” Marnie's smile lit up her face as she pulled me into a hug. “I can't fucking wait. I'll handle the reservations and text you the place, okay?”

“Sure,” I said, encircling her waist. It felt strange; I'd just signed up to do a hell of a lot more than hold her. I was tempted to let my hands move down, get a handful of that perfect, heart-shaped ass, but I didn't. Save it for later, I thought, but a part of me still couldn't accept this was real. I'd seen it so many times over the last six months – serious, professional girl goes barefoot and pregnant – but I never expected Marnie of all people...

She broke the hug and glanced at the door. “Okay, now I really need to get to work. I'm already late.” She bit her lip, practically quivering with excitement. “Did I tell you about my company's awesome maternity policy?”

“I think you better stop that line of thought before I call the whole thing off,” I said with a laugh. We said our goodbyes, and I was left standing on the stoop with a cooling cup of coffee, wondering just what the hell I'd gotten myself into.

I flipped on the tube, trying to clear my head. The news anchor was new; the previous one had caught the wave and quit a couple weeks ago, intending to become a Mom as soon as possible. The top story was about a leading condom manufacturer about to go out of business because of the “fertility craze.” I turned it off, groaning.

Matt, I thought, looking up at the ceiling. Matt. You are not prepared for this.

Did I want to fuck Marnie? Sure, hell yeah I did. But not without protection – not in a way that would leave her unable to forget me if she wanted for the rest of her life. I couldn't imagine being tied down like that at her age, but if that's what she wanted...if that's what every girl wanted...

I won't do it, I told myself, yawning. I'll just tell her no when we meet up tonight. Tell her I changed my mind.

She'd snap out of it, I was sure. She was a logical girl.
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Holy hell, I thought. She is gorgeous.

I'd gotten to the restaurant a few minutes early, taking a seat and rehearsing the speech I was going to give Marnie when she got there. But when she arrived, led into the dining room by the waiter, all my carefully prepared words left my head. I'd seen Marnie get dressed up before, and knew how girls like her wielded their outfits and accessories like weapons, commanding the eye of every guy in the room. But I'd never seen her like this.

Heads turned as she made her way to our table; they couldn't not. Marnie had picked out a little black dress that fit her like it had been painted on, cut so low that more of her firm, flawless breasts were on display than hidden. Her tall, stiletto fuck-me heels tightened up her calves and did things to her ass that made my cock throb to life in my pants. Her hair looked like she'd spent every minute between this morning and now getting it perfect, her makeup accentuating an already pretty face into something model-perfect. I felt a sudden swelling of pride that this beautiful woman was my companion tonight, that she'd chosen me of all people to spend the evening with her.

She giggled as she got to the table. “You look impressed.”

“Marnie,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “That dress is just...amazing.”

“You should see what I've got on under it,” she said with a naughty smile. “Oh wait – you will.”

I stood up, pulling out her chair like a gentleman, and she definitely noticed the way I hunched forward a bit to hide what I was packing in my pants.

“This place is awesome,” she said as she settled in. “They have the best vegan tapas in the state.”

“I'll have to take your word for it,” I said with a smirk, looking over the menu. “I'm having a steak.”

“Yeah, you would, wouldn't you?” She leaned forward, flashing her pretty eyes at me – for a moment I thought she was drunk, before I realized she was just giddy with the knowledge of what we were going to do later. “John Wayne.”

“I'm not John Wayne,” I said.

“You look like him, though,” she said, biting her lip. “You look sexy. We're going to make a beautiful baby.”

Looking at her, the way she glowed as she described it, getting her pregnant suddenly seemed a whole lot more attractive. “You think so?”

She nodded. “Oh yeah. You know, this is kind of nice, isn't it? Usually first dates are all anxious – you're thinking 'do they like me? Do I like them? Oh my god are we going to have sex!?'”

“You're right,” I said. “All those questions have been settled already. There's no pressure.”

“That's right,” she said, pouring herself a glass of wine. “We're going to have a wonderful dinner, then you're going to take me back to your place and fuck my brains out.”

My breath caught in my throat.

“Unless you don't want that?” She leaned forward in a way that made her tits even more inviting. “No condoms, no protection – just you, and me. Like nature intended.”

“Jesus,” I whispered. “Yeah. Yeah, I'm in.”

“Excellent.” She took a sip from her wineglass. “This is the last drink I'm going to have for a while,” she added. “Pretty soon it won't be safe.” Her hand strayed to her stomach.

“Yeah.” I couldn't stop thinking about it – my hands on her body, my mouth on her neck. My cock inside her. The meal passed in a blur, the two of us gossiping and making small talk like always, like this was no different from any other get-together. I'd almost forgotten what we were really here for when she suddenly pushed her chair back.

“Hey,” she said with a wink. “I will be right back.” She slipped off, making her way to the bathrooms, and I wondered what had gotten into her.

She came back a minute or two later, one hand held tightly at her side. “Here you go,” she said, putting it in my lap. “I got you a present.”

The thing she'd handed me was warm and wet, crumpled into a ball. It took me holding it up a bit to realize I was holding her panties. The smell hit me, wet and feral, and I realized how utterly turned on she was. My cock throbbed to life in my pants, so hard it hurt.

“I tested myself in there,” she said, making a little 'o' with her lips at my reaction. “And I did a little bit extra. But the upshot is: I'm ovulating. Right now.”

“Now?” The panties were soaked with her juices. Dimly, I wondered if she was leaving a wet spot on the chair.

“Yeah.” She nodded, and her hunger had nothing to do with the food. “You wanna get dessert to go?”

I nodded, unable to form words. She laughed knowingly.

“Check please,” she said, holding her hand up for the waiter. “We suddenly have somewhere we need to be.”
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The second the door to my apartment was shut behind us, Marnie jumped into my arms. 

“Fuck me,” she whispered, rubbing her leg between my thighs like a cat. “I want it.”

I carried her across the living room, but after I'd taken a few steps I felt her nails digging into my back.

“Now,” she said, breath hot in my ear.

“Bedroom?”

She shook her head, eyes shining with need. “Throw me down on the couch and put a baby in me, Matt.”

Well hell, I thought, what red-blooded man could turn down a request like that?

I tossed Marnie across my couch, savoring the little squeal of delight that left her lips. She rocked back on her shoulders, spreading her legs for me.

“I'm so fucking fertile,” she said, her fingers rubbing between her thighs. “So fucking ready for your cock.”

“Well, you're gonna have to wait just a little bit longer,” I said with a smirk, sliding down onto my knees and taking her legs in my hands.

“Huh?” She looked very confused.

I hiked her skirt up – she wasn't wearing any panties, since she'd handed them to me at dinner – and smiled up at her. “You accused me of not being a gentleman. I aim to prove you wrong. Let's get you nice and warmed up.”

“I am plenty warmed up already,” she said defiantly. “You can just - oh wow that's good. Oh holy shit Matt, don't stop!”

My mouth was on her, and it felt amazing. She'd obviously made herself ready for tonight – she was freshly shaved, her bare slit warm and dripping with juice. I lapped at her folds with my tongue, teasing her into incomprehensibility before bringing my lips hard on her clit.

“Oh shit!” She arched her back, burrowing deeper into the cushions. “Eat my fucking pussy, Matt. Get those walls warm and ready for your dick, cowboy!”

I had no intention of stopping. She tasted amazing – like perfume and cinnamon and raw, primal sex. I buried my face in her, humming as I drew my lips and tongue across her sensitive clit.

“Right there, right there,” Marnie cried, gasping for breath. Her hands gripped my shoulders, clinging to me as I ate her out. She shuddered once, twice, the muscles of her thighs gripping me tight.

“Oh fuck, Mattie...I'm gonna, I'm gonna...”

Marnie's words trailed off into a wordless cry as she came, her body reacting like it had been struck by lightning. Her pussy boiled over, a flood of sweet juices coating my tongue as I teased every drop of pleasure out of her pulsing, clenching womanhood. Her fingers dug hard enough to draw blood as she lost control, bucking and thrashing and grinding her cunt against my face.

As she came down from her peak, I stood up and undid my pants. “Now I'm ready to fuck you, girl,” I said roughly.

Marnie's eyes were still glazed over with pleasure as she looked up at me, but she grinned as she saw my thick, throbbing cock leave my pants.

“Yeah, fuck me,” she groaned, spreading herself wide. “Fill me up with your load, Matt. Make me a mommy.”

With a grunt, I took her by the hips and slammed my cock inside of her, filling her to the hilt with one smooth stroke. She clung to me, her whole body tightening around me as I stretched her warm, perfect walls around my shaft. Our lips met, her hot tongue meeting mine as I spread her wide.

“Doesn't that feel amazing?”

I nodded. “Feels like it was fuckin' made for me.”

“It's so much better this way,” she said, rocking her hips. “No condoms, no pills. You don't have to pull out – you get to stay right here, where you belong. Aren't you just itching to shoot that thick load inside me?”

“Oh no,” I growled, slipping my hand around her throat. She gasped, her haughty manner switching to submission in an instant. “You're not the one in charge here, girl.”

She shook her head. “Uh huh?”

“I'll come in you when I'm good and ready,” I said, sounding like a caveman. “Until then, I'm gonna take my pleasure from this sweet little cunt.” My thumb grazed her bottom lip; she greedily brought it into her mouth and sucked at it like a cock.

“Yes sir,” she whimpered. “This is your pussy. You own this pussy, Daddy. You do whatever you want with it.”

“That's more like it,” I said, giving her tit a squeeze with me free hand. “How's that fucking cock feel, Marnie? You like that big dick stretching you out?”

She gasped with enthusiasm, her body moving in time with mine. God, I couldn't believe we'd never done this before – she matched me stroke for stroke, giving me a ride like I'd never had, in a bedroom or on a couch. Every inch of her inner walls gripped me tight, made slick and amazing from her orgasm, and the way her tits bounced as I fucked her made me want to shoot my load deep in her unprotected womb.

The room filled with the smell and sound of sex. My balls slapped against Marnie's ass with every thrust, heavy and swollen with seed.

“You gonna come in me, sir?” Marnie leaned into my hand, inviting me to grip her tighter. Sweat stood out on her forehead as she moved faster, like she was trying to fuck me back. “How often do girls let you come inside them, Matt? I bet you usually have to do it one of those awful condoms.”

“Yeah,” I grunted. I felt myself lock into a hard, steady rhythm, beginning my final ascent. Even if I'd wanted to stop, I was no longer able – it felt too good to stop.

“This is so much better,” she said, eyes fluttering with the beginning of another climax. “So risky. So bad. Just the way nature intended.”

“Yes,” I said, gripping her hips tight. I was thrusting deep, grazing her cervix, the tip of me pointing straight at the core of her womb.

“Come for me,” she begged, locking her legs behind my lower back. “Fill me up. Breed me. Fuck a baby into me – make a sexy, sloppy mommy. I want to be pregnant, I want to pregnant with your heirs Matt give them to me yeah that's it...!”

The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure as my thrusts lost all rhythm. The wave broke, my brain exploding with bliss as I came, buried deep in Marnie's walls. My cock erupted, thick ropes of fertile, unprotected seed splashing inside of Marnie's cunt, filling her womb to the brim.

“That's right,” she said, pressing me even further inside her with her legs. “Give it all to me, you sexy fucking stud. Fill that fucking womb.”

“Oh shit,” I groaned, closing my eyes. Goddamn that felt amazing. Marnie was right – it was even better knowing that we weren't using protection, that my goal was to breed her.

With agonizing slowness, I came down from my peak. My eyes opened to see Marnie smiling up at me, looking like she'd just won the lottery. She looked content, totally at peace, and in that moment she was so attractive the urge came over me to propose. It was ridiculous, of course – we barely knew each other. Must be my protective male instincts, I thought, dismissing the thought.

“You are going to be such a good Daddy,” Marnie whispered, rubbing my chest. “God, you're so good.”

“Um.” I slid back a bit. “Daddy?”

She giggled. “Oh Christ, not like that. I just mean your genes. You're sexy as hell – I hope our kid takes after you.”

“Yeah,” I said, sliding out of her, “me too.” We both glanced down, where a think stream of my come dribbled out of her cunt.

“Oh, that's no good,” I said with a little smirk. Placing the head of my still-hard cock beneath her slit, I raised it up slowly, catching all the seed, and buried it in her folds.

“Oh my god,” Marnie gasped, her body glowing with arousal. “Yes, Matt. Fuck that load back into me.”

I gladly obliged, sliding my shaft inside her until all the come was back inside her womb where it belonged. “Clean me off?” I asked as I pulled out.

She nodded and crawled across the couch on her hands and knees, slipping my cock into her mouth. That felt every bit as good as being inside her cunt had, and before she could finish sucking the come off my shaft, I felt another hot load erupt from my balls.

“Oh, you bastard,” Marnie said as she wiped her mouth. “That should have gone inside me!”

“Oh girl,” I said, giving her ass a little swat. I'd wanted to do that to her for so long. “I wouldn't worry, hon – there's plenty more where that came from. God, you know how to make a man feel good.”

She beamed with pride. “Thanks,” she whispered. “You made me feel good, too. So fucking good. Why did you never tell me you could eat pussy like that, Matt?”

“You never asked,” I said with a laugh. We collapsed on the couch, sweaty limbs entwined. After a minute, I asked: “Want to go again?”

Marnie's eyes narrowed. “Matt. Right now, in your arms, I am nothing but biology and need. My biology wants you to put a baby in me – and I need to feel that big cock inside me again. Of course I want to go again.”

I grinned and climbed on top of her. It was going to be a long night.
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After our wild night, I didn't hear from Marnie for a little while. My life mostly went back to normal, although I wondered what my city girl friend was getting herself up to. Then, a couple of weeks later on a morning not unlike the first, I heard a knock on the door and opened it to find Marnie on the front stoop, smiling up at me like it was Christmas morning.

“Hey, Matt,” she said with a giggle. “I have good news and great news.”

After we'd dispensed with coffee and pleasantries, she showed me the good news: a pregnancy test she'd carried with her from home. It was positive.

I felt a wellspring of emotions bubble up within me: worry that this had all been some sort of trick and the other shoe was about to drop, happiness for Marnie in getting what she wanted at last, pride that it had been me who put that baby inside of her.

“Wow,” I said, stunned. “Congratulations, Marnie.”

“Well, I couldn't have done it without you,” she said with a smile. “And speaking of which – that's where the better news comes in...”

She reached into her jacket and pulled out her phone, then scrolled through it a few times before handing it to me. On the screen was a picture of an attractive blonde girl behind the counter of a coffee shop, her body covered in tattoos. She was shooting the camera a smoldering look that said I want to drain your balls.

“She looks like a wild one,” I said. “Who is this?”

“This,” Marnie said, “is my friend Jessamyn. And she is crazy jealous of me right now. She's been trying to get pregnant for months, bouncing from guy to guy, but nothing's taken. When I told her that you made it happen for me in one night, and that it was so good with you...” she bit her lip and raised her eyebrows, “well, she wants to meet you.”

“Me?” I looked at the picture again. She looked amazing, but...

“She wants the same deal,” I said.

Marnie nodded. “She loved that we went out on a date first. She thinks that's perfect: get to know you, learn a little bit more about each other, then get down to the baby-making. And Matt, it's not just her. I've got a half-dozen girls in my social circle who want a date with you. They're willing to pay.”

“Pay?” I nearly choked on my coffee. “What?”

I could see Marnie had been thinking about this at some length. “Why not? I think you and me should go into business together. Right now, every girl wants to get knocked up – and you can make it happen. You're healthy, you're a gentleman, you look like the cowboy from some spaghetti western – you're perfect.”

“So you'd be my pimp, then?”

She laughed. “Not like that. I hook you up with the girls, you...you know, have a good time, and we both make some money while we help people. Call ourselves 'Fertility Dates' or something like that.”

“Fertile First Dates,” I said sarcastically.

“Hey, that's good too! Please say yes, Matt. We'll split everything 50/50. Seriously, these girls are chomping at the bit – they'll practically be throwing themselves at you. You'll be up to your eyeballs in unprotected sex with hot women.”

I looked at Marnie – and my gaze slid to her belly. There was a child growing in there – my child. That made her mine in a way, too. I liked it – knowing that it was me who made that happen for her. And it had felt right, shooting my seed inside her warm, waiting womb. I wanted to do it again.

“Alright,” I said, hearing her squeal with delight, “but on one condition. We're not doing it 50/50.”

She pouted. “I was afraid you'd say that. Alright, what percentage do you want?”

“Zero.”

Her mouth dropped open. “What?”

“You keep your half, minus any expenses our 'business' needs. I want you to put my half in a trust, for that little guy or girl you've got inside you. For their college, or whatever else they need.”

Marnie looked genuinely touched. “Matt,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “That's...that's amazing of you. God damn, you know you'd make a really great Dad for real?”

“Well,” I said with a cocky grin, “I'm sure before too long I'll have plenty of your friends calling me Daddy.”

She laughed – which was good, because she'd looked like she'd been about to start crying, and I had no idea what declarations might have come out of her mouth then. “You're such a perv.”

“Says the girl who's going to pimp me out to her horny friends.”

“Hey,” she said. “You're going to like it.”

I had a feeling I was.

She extended a hand. “Shake on it?”

I grinned. Marnie knew that in my world, a hand-shake was every bit as good as a signed contract. We'd be stepping into a whole new world together, she and I, the second we made it official.

Could I really do this? Knock up willing women for my unborn kid's college fund? A kid the Mom didn't even need me to have anything to do with?

Fuck a baby into me, Matt, please? The image of Marnie bent beneath me flashed into my mind, making me hard. No condoms, no pulling out – no bullshit. Just pleasure...

Oh yeah, I could do this. Hell yes, I could.

“Shake on it,” I agreed, putting her hand in mine. Whole new world, I thought.

I had no idea.





Part Two: The Barista
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“Don't you dare come yet,” Jessamyn said, giving my cock a stroke as she pulled her mouth off it. “I want every drop of that inside of me.”

I groaned and leaned back, cold stone between my shoulder blades as my fingers twined in Jessamyn's long, blonde hair. Her tongue twirled around the head of my cock, sending shivers of pleasure through me just before she buried me in her throat, welcoming my entire length. I'd known Jessamyn was a bad girl from the moment I met her, but I had no idea she was this bad: the kind of girl who'd pull her date beneath a bridge during a walk in the park, get on her knees and suck him off in public before welcoming his fertile load in her cunt.

Behavior like this would have been practically unheard of a month ago, but now it was just par for the course: girls like Jessamyn wanted babies, and they weren't the least bit shy about doing any naughty thing to get a virile stud to knock them up. And I was the most virile stud of them all.

“I won't,” I told her, stroking the top of her head as she sucked me. “I want you to feel my cock explode inside of you, Jessamyn. I want every drop of this load to splash inside your tight little womb – I want to pump you full of my seed until you're swollen with my baby.

Jessamyn pulled back, her eyes staring up at me with pure lust. “Fuck, that is so goddamn hot,” she whimpered.

I growled and tried to force her mouth back onto my cock, but she bit her lip and stared up at me.

“I don't want to wait any longer,” she said, glancing back and forth down the path to make sure we were alone. “I want it to happen right now, right here. Fuck me. Please?”

With a grunt, I helped her to her feet, putting my arm around her waist, Her skirt was criminally short, and I knew from the episode at dinner that she was no longer wearing panties beneath it. She put her hands on the stone wall and spread her legs, her skirt riding up until I could see her slit, perfectly shaved and shining with moisture.

“Is that what you want?” I put one hand around her neck and the other between her legs. Instead of fighting, Jessamyn leaned into it like it was what she craved – told you she was a bad girl. “You want me to breed you?”

“Yes! Please, sir...” She writhed in my grip, pressing her ass against my cock. “Please make me pregnant?”

“Well,” I said, nestling the head of my cock in her warm, inviting folds, “since you asked so nicely...”
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“Are you nervous? You sound nervous.”

Marnie's voice came through the cell phone, soft and reassuring. I could hear the faint sound of whatever TV show she was watching in the background, low and chatty. Tonight was girls' night in, I guess.

“I'm fine,” I said, a little rougher than I intended. Marnie could sound cool and self-assured – she was staying in tonight, unlike me.

“Alright, well – just don't be nervous,” she said with a little giggle. “I showed Jessamyn your picture, and she thinks you're hot as fuck. So just relax, okay?”

“Sure thing.” All this was still so strange to me. Usually a first date with a girl was more like a job interview: you spend a little time together, feel the other person out, decide if you want to get to know them even better. And I was not the sort of guy who got lucky on the first date, even if the girl I was with was so pretty that I was thinking about it.

But this was something different. This date I was on with Marnie's friend Jessamyn was guaranteed to end in sex; and not the awkward, fumbling, “do you have a condom” type of first-time sex, either. It was designed from the start to end with me shooting my load inside of Jessamyn's unprotected cunt, filling her womb with my seed and making her pregnant.

That still made my head swim. The changes had happened so fast it gave country boys like me whiplash: one day every girl was a budding young professional who took the pill and was more interested in a promotion than a wedding ring, the next they were sharing tips on which sex positions had the best chance of conceiving. All around the country, young single girls were going baby crazy, throwing themselves at the most virile studs and begging for their fertile loads.

I hadn't fully believed it until my friend Marnie, a driven career girl, asked me to knock her up. We'd gone out on a date, then I'd brought her back to my place. The sex had been so amazing for both of us, the idea that it would cause pregnancy such an utter turn-on, that all of Marnie's friends had instantly been jealous. And when we discovered I'd knocked her up on the very first try, even after months of her secretly jumping from guy to guy trying to get pregnant...it turned me overnight from good old boy to cottage industry.

Unlike every notion of chivalry I'd ever been raised with, it was Marnie's friend Jessamyn who was paying for our date. She was also giving a donation to Marnie herself, something for her kid's future college fund. I still sort of felt like I was being pimped out, but I rationalized it in a couple of ways. One; I was providing a valuable service to girls who needed it. Two; Marnie's friends were hotter than hell and had been sharing all the tricks for months about how to get your man to come hard and leave you dripping.

I sipped my drink and checked my watch underneath the table. Five minutes late. That was unusual – Marnie had made it sound like this girl was really excited to meet me.

Maybe she got cold feet, I thought, a strange sort of relief stealing over me. She decided this wasn't what she wanted after all...

“Well hello there, stud. You must be Matt.”

I looked up – and my jaw nearly hit the table. Jessamyn stood before me, grinning like she'd just hit the lottery, and she looked about a hundred times better than the photo I'd seen on Marnie's iPhone. She wore a clingy red backless dress, her long blonde hair done up in ringlets that trailed down the smooth, tanned skin of her back. Her outfit was cut low down the front, exposing a wide, firm swath of cleavage that must've been turning heads the second she left her apartment, and her dress was cut so high I thought I caught a hint of her panties on every step. A pair of black leather thigh-high boots completed the ensemble, fitting her close enough to be a second skin.

Now as I have mentioned, I'm from the country – not one of these city boys. And there is nothing that gets me going like a girl in a sexy-ass pair of boots. Jessamyn's legs were made for them – it would have been a waste of perfection for her to wear anything else. I hunched slightly to hide my bulge as I stood up and held out her chair.

“Hi,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “You must be Jessamyn. You look fantastic.”

“Why thank you,” she cooed, looking at the chair in my hand. “My, what a gentleman.”

We sat down, and I immediately felt her eyes on me, sizing me up. “Marnie was right about you,” she said with a little grin. “You are a scruffy, sexy cowboy.”

“And you look even better in that dress than you did serving coffee,” I said, meaning it.

She leaned forward, pursing her pouty lips and thrusting out her chest. “Maybe I'll serve you some coffee in the morning, if you take care of me the way you took care of Marnie.”

God damn, she was forward. But I liked that; I was starting to realize I liked that a lot. “Yes, ma'am,” I said with a nod. “I aim to please.”

She tossed her head back and laughed, the sound startling the couple a few tables over. “I bet you do.”

We made small talk until the waiter came over, then ordered drinks and an appetizer. When it came time for Jessamyn to pick her drink, she flashed me a submissive little look and cocked an eyebrow.

I picked up on it immediately. “She'll have what I'm having,” I said, handing the waiter the menu. “Thanks.”

“Taking charge,” Jessamyn said as the waiter walked away. “I like that. I bet this whole date thing was your idea, right? Marnie would probably have put you in a stall somewhere and had the girls come to you.”

It was an uncomfortable image. Marnie wouldn't do that, I told myself. My thoughts drifted for an instant, picturing her at home in her pajamas, watching TV and absentmindedly rubbing her stomach. Could she feel anything yet? No, probably not. Was she getting cravings? Having morning sickness? I made a mental note to ask.

“Yeah, it was my idea,” I said. “I like to get to know someone before I spend the night with them – even if it is a business transaction.”

“It's nice,” Jessamyn said, looking around. “I haven't been on a date in months.”

That took me by surprise. “A pretty thing like you? Hell, you deserve to have some guy take you out every weekend.”

She flashed a secretive little smile. “Well, Roger isn't much for dating, not anymore.”

I felt myself frown. “Roger?”

“My boyfriend,” she said, a little flush trailing up her cheeks. “Fiance, actually.”

“Oh.” Marnie hadn't mentioned that part – almost certainly on purpose. She'd have known I'd have a problem with it. “Does Roger know what you're doing tonight?”

She scoffed. “Roger doesn't know anything except what time the game is on and how much he can get away with stiffing his contractors.” She frowned down at the table, then gave me a defiant look. “I flushed my birth control down the toilet two months ago, then attacked him like a mad woman – I've been giving him the best sex of his life, almost every night. You know what he's given me?”

I shook my head.

“Nothing,” she snarled. “No babies. And if you knew what the sex with him was like...” She shook her head, laughing at herself. “It's not worth it.”

“Not good?”

She mimed a jerking-off motion with her hand. “Boring. It's like I'm just a blow-up doll to him. In, out, in again, then done. He doesn't give a damn about whether or not I feel any pleasure – he's just lucky I'm so sensitive a light breeze could get me off.”

I nodded, thoughtful. “So why don't you leave him, then?”

She sighed, looking around the table as if realizing this was not at all how she wanted to be spending the night. “I don't know. Look, can we talk about something else? This was supposed to be about me getting laid and getting pregnant, not rehashing my shitty relationship.”

I felt a surge of unexpected tenderness for Jessamyn. I'd been in a couple of relationships like hers – although from the other end, with a female partner who was uninterested in sex, unwilling to give me any pleasure – and I knew how demoralizing it could be. She deserves a good night, I thought. Something to make her feel like a real woman again.

“Why don't you come over here?” I asked, patting the booth next to me. “Kinda lonely having you all the way on the other side of the table.”

Instantly, the sadness left her face, replaced with a smile. “Sure.”

She slid out of her seat and sashayed over to my side of the booth. Settling in next to me. It was dark and quiet in our corner of the restaurant. She put her head on my shoulder and her hand on my thigh, giving it a squeeze as the waiter dropped off our stuff.

“This is nice,” she whispered, angling her head so that her lips just barely grazed my ear. “God, you even smell good, cowboy.”

I was about to respond when I felt her fingers quest deeper. She gripped my bulge, giving it a squeeze as it started to harden. I could feel her boot and her bare thigh rubbing against my leg, coaxing my cock.

“Oh, wow,” Jessamyn said, sounding breathless. “Damn. Marnie was not kidding about you packing heat.”

She grinned, taking a sip of the drink I'd ordered for her. “Oh, this is good. Whiskey?”

“Hell yeah,” I said, my voice scratchy from the pleasure. Jessamyn giggled and started to stroke me through my pants.

“Marnie told me you haven't come for three days,” she whimpered against my ear. “Is that true?”

It was. We'd read online that abstaining from orgasms for 72 hours had the most effect on increasing sperm count – after that, it started to taper off. It had been a while since I'd gone that long without a good, hard come, and being around first Marnie then Jessamyn was not helping. My balls felt blue and swollen – I could feel the tip of my cock leaking as Jessamyn squeezed me.

I nodded.

“Fuck that's so hot,” Jessamyn said, biting her lip. “All that fucking come, all for me. It's making me so wet...”

“I want to feel,” I said roughly. I was losing control – too much more of this and I was going to slam Jessamyn down on the table and make her pregnant, right now.

She grinned as if a wicked thought had just come to her. “Hang on,” she said, slipping out of my grip. I groaned in frustration, but she just giggled, taking her drink off the table and downing it in one gulp.

“Be right back,” she said.

She's going to the bathroom, I thought as she walked away, her heart-shaped ass wiggling suggestively. She's going to bring me back her panties, just like Marnie did. I was going to have quite a collection at this rate – I wondered dimly if whatever it was that compelling girls to get knocked up was also telling them to give their studs their underwear as a trophy. Was worth having Marnie ask around, maybe.

Sure enough, when Jessamyn made her way back from the bathrooms, she had that little look on her face that told a man I was up to something very naughty. As she slid into the booth next to me, I felt her press something warm and wet into my hands. Glancing down, I saw a dripping wet pair of black thong panties – Jessamyn's.

“Now there's nothing between you and me,” she said, taking my hand and guiding it between her thighs. “Feel me.”

Wow. Jessamyn was not kidding. Her sex was warmer than an espresso machine on full blast and so wet my fingers were dripping. As I probed her folds, I felt her inner muscles twitch and spasm with pleasure. I'd never felt a girl so utterly primed to have a thick load pumped into her, so perfectly ready for my cock.

Before I could say anything, she had my pants unzipped and was thrusting her panties into the opening, wrapping them around the head of my cock. I felt the soft fabric envelope my shaft as she stroked, the panties soon coated in my precum along with her juices. The smell of sex wafted up from under the table and I prayed no one else could smell it.

“I'm ready to go,” Jessamyn moaned in my ear. “I'm beyond ready for you, stud.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, one finger rubbing her clit so hard she bit down to keep from crying out. “Let's go back to your place.”

“Fuck that,” she whimpered. “Roger's home. I'm not letting that asshole see what it's like for his girl to get railed by a real man – it might give him ideas.”

I tried to frown, but the feeling of her panties wrapped around my cock was just too good. “Where, then?” I gasped.

I felt her smile against my chest. “How about a nice, romantic walk in the park?”
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We were under the bridge, and Jessamyn was sucking me, and everything was utterly fucking perfect.

“Don't you dare shoot your load,” she warned me, on her knees. “I want every drop of this inside of me...”

I grunted and pulled her to her feet, grabbing the soft leather of her boots for leverage. Jessamyn felt my fingers on them and grinned.

“You like my boots, don't you?” she said, gasping with pleasure. “Dirty little cowboy.”

“Not just me,” I said with a grunt. “Every guy who sees a girl in boots like those can't help but think how well she rides a cock.”

“That's what I want them to think,” Jessamyn said triumphantly, her nails digging into my back. “I want them to go home and stroke themselves senseless thinking about how sexy I am. It turns me on so much...”

“Shut up,” I said, covering her mouth with mine. She melted against me, body pressing hard against mine as she explored my back and chest. My cock was a throbbing, white-hot rod between my legs, and if I didn't bury it inside of her soft, welcoming wetness soon then something very, very bad was about to happen.

“You mad at your fiance,” I growled into her ear. “You mad because he treats you like a little fuck doll?”

“Uh huh,” she gasped, squealing with surprise as I lifted her and pinned her against the cold stone wall. “Oh fuck you're so strong, Matt...”

“You have no idea what it's like to be treated like an object,” I said, sounding like a caveman as I hiked up Jessamyn's skirt. “Like a dirty little fuck doll, made for a man's pleasure. If you did, you'd know exactly how good it feels...”

“Show me,” she murmured into my ear, her voice insistent. “Use me like a little whore, Matt. Pound me just the way you want to until you pump my pussy full of your load. I want you to come in me, sir, please come in me...”

Being called 'sir' sent me over the edge. It was just what Marnie had said to me, so perfectly submissive, and I even though I knew she'd told Jessamyn to say it it didn't lessen how aroused it made me one bit. With a savage grunt, I forced her legs apart and buried the head of my cock in her folds. The fat, purple head shot a burst of precum, coating Jessamyn's clit in fertile spunk, and the feel of it sent her over the edge.

“Oh fuck!” Her nails dug into me as she climaxed, the walls of her pussy clenching around the head of my cock. “Fuck me, baby, please please fuck me!”

I buried myself inside her, filling her to the hilt. She cried out, nearly coming again from the feeling of my cock stretching her walls. She was wrapped around me as I fucked her; her pussy and her arms and her entire body clinging to me like nature itself was demanding that she do it.

“I want a baby,” she gasped, her breath hot in my ear. “Baby, baby, oh baby...”

I could feel my orgasm approaching, hard and fast. Jessamyn's hot little mouth and tight, welcoming cunt were just too good for me to hold back for very long.

“You want that come?” My hand grasped her neck, making her moan with submission. “Beg me for it.”

“Please come in me,” she begged, choking. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she whimpered. “Make me a mommy. Put a baby in my womb...”

I couldn't hold back any longer. With a final, savage thrust, I buried myself as deeply inside Jessamyn's folds as I could go and exploded. My cock spasmed with delight as burst after burst of hot, sticky come spilled from my shaft, pumping her cunt full of sweet cream. The pressure was insane; Marnie's preparations had paid off. My come shot deep, all the way into her fertile womb, filling her to the brim and then some.

“Oh my god you're coming so much,” Jessamyn sobbed, her face buried in my chest. “I don't think anyone's ever come that hard inside me before...”

“Come for me,” I commanded, grinding my shaft against her clit. “Come for me and suck it all in.”

“Yes,” she gasped, eyes squeezing tight. “Oh, I want it so bad. Oh fuck Matt I'm going to...”

Even with her face pressed against my chest, her cry of pleasure was ear-splitting. Her whole body shook like my cock was electrified, her inner muscles spasming and clenching as waves of orgasm poured over her body. She lost all control, clinging to me blindly, rocking back and forth with sweet bliss. I felt the muscles of her cervix clench up, welcoming my load deep inside her.

“You're pregnant now,” I said, stroking the side of her head as she came down from her peak. “You're such a good girl. You did such a good job taking my load...”

“Thank you, sir,” she gasped, nuzzling me close. “Thank you so much for giving this to me...”

“You're welcome,” I whispered, pulling out of her. “Now we've really got to get out of here before the cops show up.

Jessamyn shot me a naughty grin. “That doesn't sound so bad. I bet there's some way I could convince them to let us go. Why don't you take me back to your place and give me another couple of loads just to be sure I'm good and seeded?”

I shook my head. “I'm taking you home. Keeping you out past curfew just wouldn't be gentlemanly.”

She laughed at that. “We're well past that point, I think. Still, you don't want to? Was I not good?”

“No, you were amazing,” I said. She was – my head was still spinning. The world was a swimmy blur of pleasure, and my knees were weak from coming so hard. “Really. And if that doesn't take for whatever reason, we'll do this again – free of charge.”

“I'm sensing a 'but',” Jessamyn said with an arched eyebrow.

I paused. “There's somewhere I've got to be.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh. Oh. I think I understand now.” Instead of looking pissed off, she gave me an attaboy smile and punched me on the shoulder. “Okay, I get it. Let's get me home. After all, if we get caught by the police with come dripping out of me, I'll have to tell them you raped me.”

I froze in my tracks. “What!?”

“So my fiance doesn't suspect,” she said, grinning. “Oh, I'm fucking kidding, Matt. I would never do that. He's not worth lying over. Come one, let's get me home so you can have your little rendezvous.”

She seemed to know what I was doing a whole hell of a lot more than I did. The idea of spending the rest of the night inside Jessamyn sounded amazing, but something felt off.

She and I were both right – there was somewhere else I needed to be.
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“Matt?” Marnie rubbed sleep out of her eyes as she stood in the doorway. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, walking inside. It was late, but the TV was still on some awful 24-hour news channel. “You should be asleep. You need your rest.”

She shot me a sarcastic little smile. “I know that,” she said. “I wanted to stay up and find out how your date went. You were supposed to call me, remember?”

“I know.” I stood before her, conflicting emotions whirling through me. “I...I just had to come here and do it in person.”

Before I knew what I was doing, my mouth was on hers. She was in my arms, and we were making out, and an instant later she melted against me. My hands were on her hips, then her ass, then roaming everywhere, just as hers were on my body.

“Oh, Matt,” she gasped, breaking the kiss. “God damn, guy...”

“I want you,” I murmured, pulling her close. “Now.”

“Now?” She grinned up at me, a naughty look in her eyes. “You just fucked my friend. I bet your cock is still wet.” Her hands trailed down to my bulge, the touch of her fingers sending me from zero to one hundred in seconds.

“God damn you're hard,” she said with a giggle. “Let's see...”

She unzipped me, and my throbbing cock slid out of my pants, stiff in the cool air of her apartment. It was still dripping wet with a combination of mine and Jessamyn's juices, and Marnie looked at it like it was the tastiest thing in the world.

“I bet you taste just like Jessa's pussy,” Marnie said with a little chuckle. Before I could say anything, she slipped to her knees and enveloped the head of my cock with her warm, soft lips. I cried out, the gentle suction on the surface of my head almost too much to bear.

“Mmmmm,” she groaned, eyes rolling back in her head as she took another few inches of me inside her mouth. I felt my fingers grip her hair, coaxing her along, but she pulled back.

“So that's what she tastes like,” Marnie said, biting her lip. “Did her tight little cunt feel as good as it tastes?”

“I don't want to talk about her,” I grunted. Fuck, I wanted Marnie. I wanted to possess her, to own her, to hold her tight so no one could ever hurt her or my baby growing inside of her and never let her go...

“Well,” she said with a naughty grin, “since you did your duty and got me knocked up, I guess this time it'd be okay if you lose your come in my mouth.”

I started to protest, but just then Marnie opened wide and took me all the way down her throat. Anything I had been about to say died as she sucked me, cleaning the juices off my shaft as she bobbed up and down on my big, throbbing cock. She was so sexy on her knees. 

“Fuck, babygirl,” I groaned, unable to stop myself. “You're making me feel so fucking good. I think I'm gonna shoot...”

In response she picked up the pace, locking into a hard, fast rhythm and giving my balls a gentle squeeze on each stroke. It was too much: a few seconds later the wave crested and I came, everything except Marnie and her sweet mouth fading away as I shot a hot, thick load down her throat.

As I came down from my peak, I heard myself murmuring, whispering as she sucked me dry.

“Fuck I care for you so much, babygirl. I love that you're carrying my baby. Don't ever leave me...”

She pulled off my cock and smiled up at me, something unrecognizable in her eyes. For a moment, I was worried that I had overstepped, that I was about to be given the cold shoulder. Instead, something amazing passed over her face.

“I'm not going anywhere, Matt.”

I looked down at her and smiled. “No?”

She shook her head and nibbled her bottom lip. “Of course not. Why would I? I'm carrying your child...”

Wow. That last orgasm did a number on me – I felt exhaustion trickling through my limbs. The late hour caught up with me all at once. “Hey, would you mind if I crashed here tonight? I didn't realize how late it was.”

She stood up, taking me by the hand. “Sure. I could use the company. It'll be nice.”

I gave her ass a little swat as she walked off, just to let her know who was in charge. “Want me to make you come?” I asked. “I mean, kind of unfair...”

She shook her head. “No – you don't need to. I just wanted to make you feel good. You can totally snuggle me, though...”

Snuggle. That sounded good. Damn good.

A week later, Jessamyn took a pregnancy test and it came up positive. She and Roger were overjoyed, although the latter had no idea who had really made it possible. And Marnie and I were closer than ever.

And now that we had a proven track record of knocking girls up, they were about to start beating down our door...





Part Three: The Nerd Girl
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“Do you have any idea what happens inside a woman’s brain when she’s in heat, Matt?”

I had no idea, but I could definitely see what it was doing to Taissa’s body. Her big, beautiful breasts heaved with every breath she took, the sweat standing out on her erect nipples begging me to lick it off  every inch of her. Heat rolled off her pussy, the smell of sex filling the room.

“All the higher brain functions start shutting down,” she said, unbuttoning my shirt one button at a time. “Reasoning, memory, all those big, difficult thoughts – they fly right out of girls’ heads once they feel that special tingle between their legs.” She giggled, licking her lips as she looked up at me. “Being horny makes us stupid.”

In response, I slipped two fingers between Taissa’s thighs. She cried out as I found her clit and rubbed, all her muscles clenching up as pleasure tore over her, only the whites of her eyes showing.

“You’re a pretty smart girl,” I said roughly, letting my fingers explore her folds. “You starting to feel a little dumber when I do this to you?”

She nodded, whimpering gently in time with my fingers. “Risky behavior we never would have thought of normally becomes - oh my fucking god that’s good keep doing that PLEASE – completely normal, good even.”

“Like letting a man you barely know finger your pussy in the backseat of his car?”

Her hand found my cock and started to stroke. The world receded for a moment, and I realized she was completely right – being horny made me stop caring about anything except fucking her. God, she was hot. And smart.

“Like letting a man you barely know fuck you bareback,” she said, her voice filling with intensity. “Even when you know you’re ovulating and his thick load is going to give you a baby. Especially when you know that. It overrides a woman’s normal impulses, makes her want to be bred – and nothing else matters.”

“God, you’re so gorgeous,” I said, running a hand between her breasts to grip her throat. “You should spend more time fucking and less in the lab.”

“I know,” she gasped, pulling my thumb into her mouth and giving me a sneak preview of what my cock would feel like in there. She bit her lip and looked up at me, desire shining in her eyes. “Breed me, Matt? Please?”

I grinned down at her. This was going to be a long night...

––––––––
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I spent the night at Marnie’s again.

It was a few weeks after my date with Jessamyn, and our fertility business had done nothing but boom. After they’d found out both Marnie and Jessamyn had gotten pregnant the first time I shot an unprotected load into their cunts, every girl in their social circle wanted a date with me – and they told their friends. Every night, I had a new first date with a fertile, single girl, and every single time we got the news a week or two later that she was successfully knocked up. Marnie had a waiting list two months long she was signing girls up for – she joked I was the most popular attraction in the city since Hamilton. I didn’t mind, of course – on top of the money I was earning for Marnie and her little one to live off of, I got to spend every night being wined, dined and fucked by gorgeous women obsessed with being bred.

So why was it that every night, long after I’d sent my latest date home with a smile and a pussy pumped full of my fertile seed, did I find myself back in bed with Marnie?

As if thinking about her had triggered some kind of psychic resonance, Marnie rolled over in her sleep and sighed happily, snuggling deeper into the covers. She wore nothing except the cute little pajama top she’d gone to bed in – her bottoms were in a heap at the foot of the bed. I’d tossed them there not long after I’d crawled under the comforter next to her last night – she’d been so eager to shed them, to let me slide between her thighs and fill her tight walls with my shaft. The memory of it warmed me, made my half-erect member throb against my thigh. I was tempted to roll her over, to plunge into her from behind and wake her with a slow, hard morning fuck – but instead I just lay there, watching her sleep.

There it is, I thought as the movement of her arms pulled her shirt up her torso. Right at her midriff, at the point where her taut little belly met her hips, there was a bulge. It was small enough that no one who didn’t know her intimately would have suspected anything out of the ordinary, but I knew the truth – Marnie was pregnant. Pregnant and carrying my baby, from the seed I’d pumped into her during our night of passion.

A night I’d been repeating ever since.

As if on cue, her eyes fluttered open, and a slow smile spread over her face. “Morning, Matt,” she said sleepily. “You been watching me long?”

“I could watch you all day,” I said, running a hand through her hair. “How’s my girl doing this morning?”

She shuddered gently at my words, pressing her body against mine. “I’m good. Better waking up next to you.”

My cock was fully hard now, pressing against the small of her back. She felt it and let out a knowing little smirk.

“Goodness,” she said, feigning innocence. “What have you brought into my bed, Matt?”

“I want you,” I groaned, burying my face in the back of her neck. She gasped, arching her back from the contact.

“Go for it,” she whimpered.

“From behind?”

“Yeah. Don’t worry about me,” she added with a yawn. “I’m half-asleep any way. You go ahead and make yourself feel good.”

So I did. My cock sprang free of my boxers; grabbing the top of Marnie’s hip for leverage I slid into her from behind. Her slit was warm and wet, and between it and her soft body next to mine she felt so utterly inviting. I thrust inside her, hard and fast, gripping her hip as her tight walls stretched around my cock. In no time at all, I felt the spasms and pleasure washed over me in a wave. With a grunt, I spilled myself inside of her, a night’s worth of semen splashing against her walls and filling her already bred womb.

As the first spurts exploded inside of her, Marnie gave a sudden shudder and groaned out “oh fuck,” her muscles clenching as an orgasm tore through her. I held her while she came, both of us coming down from our peaks slowly.

“I thought you said to take care of me,” I said with a smirk as I pulled out of her.

“Hey, it felt great,” she said, leaning back against the pillows. “I wanted to come.”

I couldn’t fault her for that.

“How about some breakfast?” I asked, rolling to the edge of the bed. “My treat.”

Marnie tried to protest – she was the one making almost all of the money off our fertility dates, anyway – but in the end she relented, getting dressed and letting me take her to the little diner down the street and buy her a big, southern-style breakfast. After all, she was eating for two now. Midway through, she dropped the bombshell:

“So, you’ve got a special date lined up for tonight,” she said with a smirk.

I sipped my coffee and broke off half a piece of bacon, savoring it as I chewed. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah, our first referral.” She flashed a naughty little grin. “I’m all out of friends to give you. I trawled my Facebook and my Instagram – every single girl I know who wanted to get pregnant is now pregnant, thanks to you.”

“Thanks to us,” I added. “You handle the business end, you’re just as much a part of this as I am.”

She shrugged. “Anyway, this girl is the first person to be a friend-of-a-friend instead of a direct customer. So things might be a little different.”

I nodded. “Can I see her?”

Marnie pulled her iPhone out of her purse and thumbed the screen. “When did you upgrade?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow.

She glanced at me guiltily. “My old phone was busted,” she said quickly. “This one works much better. Anyway, it’s a business expense.”

“Mmh hmm.”

“Anyway, shut up and eat your breakfast. Here’s the girl you’ll be breeding later.” An elderly man the next table over looked shocked at that, but didn’t say anything. Marnie handed me the phone (I was careful to clean my hands off before handling it) and I glanced at the picture.

“Woah,” I said. “Turbo nerd. What’s her story?”

Marnie lips twisted in a secretive little grin. “I think you’ll like her once you get to know her. This is Taissa.”

“Hello, Taissa,” I said to the picture. The girl in the photo obviously had her picture taken in the middle of some kind of work – she was feeding some sort of long piece of metal into a tube filled with lasers, thick goggles strapped to her face. Even through them, I could tell the face underneath was pretty – tanned and smooth, with gorgeous if unruly brunette curls tied into dreadlocks.

“What is she, uh, doing?” I asked.

Marnie turned the phone back around and stared at it. “Oh, I don’t know. She works for a military contractor, doing something with drones? Robots, at least, I remember that much.”

I nodded, impressed. “Sounds like a very high-paying gig. She wants to give it up?”

“God, yes.” Marnie rolled her eyes theatrically. “Matt, this girl is capital-T thirsty for a baby. Believe me, it took some doing just to convince her to go out on a date with you first. She wanted you to just drop by on her lunch break and pump her full of come.”

I thought about that for a second. “Tell her I’ll do it,” I said.

“Huh?” Marnie’s brows furrowed in confusion. “Do what?”

“Drop by on her lunch break.” I felt myself break out into a grin. “We’ll meet in her parking deck and I’ll fuck her brains out in her car. Should make a nice change of pace.”

I expected Marnie to think it was funny. Instead, she looked pissed.

“What?”

“I thought the whole point of this,” she said, a mocking edge in her tone, “was to get to know the girls before you bang them.”

I was taken aback. More than that, I was a little irritated. Who was she to lecture me? “I don’t see what the problem is,” I said. “The lady gets a baby, you get your money. Everyone’s happy. What’s the big deal?”

Things were getting more confusing by the moment. Marnie looked hurt – her eyes shined like she was trying to hold back tears. “I should have fucking known,” she said, shaking her head.

“Known what!?”

“I’ll guess I’ll have them all line up for you,” she said, her face flushing. “You can just hang out in a bathroom stall and impregnate twenty bitches an hour. As long as you get your dick wet, right?”

“Now, that is not at all what I’m saying.” I tried to put my hand on hers, but she yanked it away. “Dammit, what’s going on? Is this, like, pregnancy hormones or something...?”

A shocked little laugh left Marnie’s mouth. “Oh yeah. I’m just so hormonal and crazy that I’m not making any sense.”

“You really aren’t. Why are you so pissed off?”

Marnie pushed her plate away. “You know what? I’m not hungry. I’ll tell Taissa you’ll be there on her lunch break tomorrow.” She stood up, her voice breaking as she walked away. “I’ll text you the information later...”

“Hey, wait...!” Marnie walked off, holding a hand over her mouth. Dammit, what the hell? Why was she so mad at me? I was the one who’d come up with the whole date idea in the first place – it’s not like it was Marnie’s thing. She ought to be thrilled, I thought. I can knock up way more girls this way, and get that little guy or girl’s college fund filled up all the quicker. So why was she so pissed?

I sighed and ran a hand through my hair. People were staring at me, but after a few seconds they went back to their meals, the drama over.

A few hours later, as I was going about my day, I got a text from Marnie with Taissa’s work address. Lunch is at noon, she wrote. Then, at the bottom, she added:

sorry about earlier. Not myself lately.

I scoffed, reading it. That was all she had to say? I should have accepted her apology and said something nice, but I was still seething from the way she’d ditched me at the diner.

You embarrassed the hell out of me in front of a crowd of people, I texted back. I’m doing all this for you – you could be a little bit nicer.

I felt myself smirk as I sent the text. I waited ten minutes, but there was no response. I sent her a question mark, but that got no response either – and the little check mark that let me know she’d read the text never showed up.

Whatever, I thought. Let her stew. Once she got that money from Taissa, I was sure she’d come around.
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The next day was the Friday before a holiday weekend, and apparently most of the people at Taissa’s job had already bailed. The parking deck was nearly empty as I pulled in, grabbed a ticket from the automatic terminal and found a place to park. I was fifteen minutes early, and the radio in my truck didn’t pick up a signal in the parking deck, so I popped in an old country CD and drummed along on the steering wheel, one eye on the elevators.

It was weird how relaxed I was. Breeding women had almost become a habit at this point – Taissa was just the latest in a long line of young single women who’d suddenly gone baby crazy. As soon as I met her I was going to toss her in the backseat, spread her legs and fuck her tight little pussy until I pumped a thick load of come into her womb – at the point most people would still be on small talk during their first date. I wasn’t worried; I was excited. I couldn’t wait to feel this new girl’s curves under my fingers, to wrap that long hair in my hand and yank it while I fucked her deep. Just thinking about it made my cock throb in my pants, aching to be buried somewhere warm and soft.

Just then, the elevator slid open, and Taissa came walking out. She hadn’t dressed up for our meeting, but her outfit had obviously been chosen that morning with ease of access in mind – beneath her tight tank top and lab coat was a slim pencil skirt that showed off a generous expanse of her smooth, tanned thighs. She looked around, obviously nervous, and took a few tentative steps into the deck, glancing both ways as she looked for me.

I flashed the lights on my truck. She saw it and nearly jumped a foot in the air. Poor thing, I thought. She looks scared out of her mind.

She waved and came rushing up, moving at a pace that was faster than a walk but slower than a run. I rolled down the window and grinned at her.

“You must be Matt,” she said, extending a hand. “I’m Taissa. Nice truck.”

“Thank you,” I said with a smile. Now that I was seeing her up close, she was quite the beauty. If someone with an eye for fashion and a decent set of makeup skills got her all dolled up, you could have been fooled into thinking she was a model instead of a scientist.

We looked over each other for a moment, each obviously liking what they saw. “So,” I said, “your car or mine?”

She stood on her tiptoes and glanced into my truck. “Yours looks roomier,” she said with a little grin. “Help me up?”

“Of course.” Taking her hand, I raised her up into the drivers’ seat. I didn’t have bucket seats – I had one of the old-school booth setups – and as I slid back into the passenger seat I’d never been happier to have made that choice.

In an instant her mouth was on mine, exploring me with her tongue as her hands went everywhere. She was full of desperate energy, pressing her body against mine like she was going to burst. My hands went around her hips, then slid up to cup her full, firm breasts, bringing the hem of her shirt up with them.

“Oh my God,” Taissa growled, body shaking as my fingers traced circles around her nipples through the thin fabric. “That feels so good...”

“I bet it does,” I said with a murmur. “Girls’ tits are always more sensitive when you’re the most fertile. You’re ovulating right now, aren’t you?”

Taissa bit her lip and nodded, blushing. 

Just as I had imagined earlier, I slid my hand into her curls and gripped tight, giving her a tug that made her cry out in mingled pain and pleasure.

“And how many men have you had fuck you,” I said, running my tongue down her neck, “in the hopes that you’d get pregnant?”

She shook her head. “I...I haven’t.”

“No?” I was surprised, but undaunted. With my free hand, I hiked up her skirt, only to discover she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. She’d prepared herself between her legs for easy access, too: she was shaved and bare, her slit warm and welcoming. She let out a low cry of relief as my fingers found her clit and stroked it.

“No,” she whimpered, pressing herself firmly against me. “I...I was too nervous. I can’t just walk up to a guy on the street and go ‘hey, why don’t you fuck me’, you know?”

“Why not?” I slid a second finger into her folds, making her arch her back and cry out. “Plenty of guys would.”

She shook her head. “Too...too out there. But when I heard there was an agency that specialized in this sort of thing, that it could be a business transaction...”

“That made it okay,” I said, feeling a little put out.

She nodded. “Yeah.”

I let out a growl and grabbed her, pinning her helplessly against the seat. “This isn’t business to me,” I said, parting her thighs with my knee. “This is pleasure. I’m going to fuck you until you scream out my name, and only after you come so hard it makes your brain melt am I going to give you that warm, sticky present your cunt needs so much. Got it?”

Her eyes widened, mouth dropping open with shock. But she nodded, and a look of utter delight came over her.

“Yes, sir,” she groaned, her hips writhing against the throbbing bulge in my pants. “Please use me. Make me pregnant.”

“That pussy belongs to me,” I grunted, undoing my belt and opening my pants in one smooth motion.

“Yes, sir,” she groaned, wiggling in my grip. “God, I hired a monster. You’d better have a monster cock to match, Matt.”

I chuckled darkly. “Feel that,” I said, grabbing her by the wrist and wrapping her hand around my cock. It felt amazing, but not as amazing as her pussy would.

“Oh shit. Oh wow, Marnie was not kidding.” She glanced up at me and grinned. “She said I was going to be walking from side to side tomorrow, and she’s right. Fuck, I don’t know if all that’s going to fit in me...”

The sound of Marnie’s name filled me with anger. “I don’t want to hear about Marnie,” I growled, wrapping a hand around her neck. “Let’s focus on you, and that sweet little cunt.”

She gasped and nodded. I tore off her tank top, not giving a damn if she had something to change into after we were done, then pulled her pencil skirt down to her ankles and tossed it out the truck window. She was naked, splayed across the seat of my truck, and I wanted to be inside her. She smelled like pure sex, the heady scent filling the cab of the truck, turning us both on.

“You’re so fucking hard,” she groaned as my erection ground against her thigh, seeking her core. “I bet you can’t think of anything right now except being inside me.”

“Shut up,” I growled, burying the head of my cock in her folds. The feel of them, soft and warm around my tip, sent a shot of precum dribbling into her cunt.

“Yeah,” she whimpered, grinning. “All that oxytocin flooding your bloodstream. Your cock is in overdrive right now, and all that blood that’s normally in your brain is gone – you feel so good, and it’s so hard to think...”

I slid into her with one smooth stroke. Her body reacted like it had been struck by lightning – she clenched up, her legs locking behind my back as she coaxed me in deeper.

“I suppose you’re composing sonnets over there or something,” I snarled, grinding my shaft against her clit.

“It’s even worse for me,” she giggled. “I can’t think at all right now. I’m so warm and horny and spinny. I was so scared of this – you know I went back up to my office twice before I came down here? Cold feet to the max.”

“Not anymore though,” I said, grabbing her breasts and squeezing them together.”

“Fuck no,” she sobbed. “I love it. Getting knocked up sounds like the best thing in the world right now. All I want is for you to pump a baby into me, Matt. I don’t even care if someone walks by and sees us – I want them to see. I’m so fucking proud...”

Grabbing her hips, I pumped inside her, deep, filling her channel with my cock. She was wet and tight around me, wrapped around my shaft as I stretched her walls. Every inch of her felt better than the one before it as I plunged deep inside her, rocking her slender frame with hard, savage thrusts. She met me movement for movement, helping me get deeper, rocking her hips upward so my seed would get even further into her womb when I shot.

“I want you to come in me,” she whispered, like she was confessing her greatest secret. “I want you to shoot!”

“Not until you come,” I said with a growl. My hand went between her legs, massaging her clit as I pumped my cock into her cunt over and over again. The nub was soaking wet and so sensitive that every touch made Taissa scream with pleasure.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck that cock is so big, Matt. You’re fucking me so hard – I love it!” Every inch of her skin above the waist flushed red with pleasure. Her breathing was ragged, tits swaying seductively with every thrust of my throbbing cock. When she spoke again, her voice was tinged with disbelief.

“Oh my god, that’s so good. Mmmmh, fuck. Fuck. Fuck Matt I’m so close...”

She tossed back her head and screamed with pleasure, orgasm rolling over her body in waves of sheer bliss. Her inner walls gripped me so tightly I could barely move, clenching around my cock and squeezing in time with her frantic heartbeat. I felt myself give way, sliding down the cliff along with her, and a moment later my cock twitched and exploded inside of her. Relief flooded my body as my balls drained inside of her, my fertile load filling her womb and splashing all over her walls. The feel of it prolonged her orgasm, making her quake and writhe all over again, so that we came down from our peaks together, slowly in a tangle of sweaty limbs.

“Oh, wow,” Taissa groaned, laying backwards across the seat. “Whew! Matt...that was...”

“Good?” I grinned, taking in the sight of her naked, freshly-fucked body. It was as warm as an oven in the cab now, and she showed no signs of wanting to cover up. A thin trail of seed oozed out of her, and as she noticed it I planted the head of my cock in her slit and fucked it back inside. It was becoming my signature move; Marnie said a lot of girls mentioned it in their review as the high point of the whole thing – the moment I fucked my fertile load back inside of them. For her part, Taissa leaned back and closed her eyes, riding the tide of bliss as I made sure every drop of my load went right where it was supposed to be.

“So I’m pregnant now,” she finally asked. “Right?”

I smiled. “You will be. 100% success rate so far. And if it doesn’t take, we get to do this again.”

She sighed happily. “God, I’m almost tempted to hope it doesn’t work, so I can have a second round. I haven’t had this much fun in...well, ever.”

“You should get out more,” I said, sliding my pants back up my hips. “Get drunk at a bar, meet exciting new people. Fuck some of them.”

Taissa laughed. “You know what, I think I will. At least...” She rubbed her stomach, a wistful look in her eye. “At least until this little guy or girl keeps me home.”

I could have escorted her out of the truck then; our business was done. But something had been niggling at the back of my mind ever since this epidemic started.

“Why do it?” I asked. “You have a killer job, the kind of thing every nerdy guy dreams about doing, and a hell of a future ahead of you. You could find some guy, buy a house and hire a nanny to take care of your kids. You wouldn’t have to sacrifice a thing. Why are you getting knocked up in a truck by some stranger?”

I was expecting her to be upset, but for the second time that day I misjudged a girl. Instead, she smiled serenely and picked up the pieces of her tank top.

“You don’t get it,” she said kindly. “And that’s okay. Before whatever this is got me too, I didn’t get it either. I thought girls like Marnie were idiots. But then I realized, I’m not really living the way I am now.”

“No?”

She shook her head. “There is nothing, and I mean nothing more important in the world than getting knocked up and making a beautiful baby. It’s how we continue as a species. Every minute I wasn’t doing that, I wasn’t happy. I deluded myself into thinking I was, that I wanted a career and self-sufficiency and all that. But it’s a lie. I want babies; and a big strong man like you to protect me and those babies. Everything else, everything society feeds us and tells us we need is a lie.”

I was shocked. I mulled it over in my head, turning it one way and another. “That’s...a whole lot to think about,” I said.

“Well, you’ll have plenty of girls to ask about it,” she said with a grin. “Thank you, Matt. You have no idea how much this means to me.” She leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the cheek, and before I knew it she was gone.

Everything else is a lie, I thought, moving back into the driver’s seat. Was it crazy talk from a girl who’s hormones had been shifted into overdrive, or the unvarnished truth from someone really seeing the world for the first time? I had no idea, but it made me realize there was something I needed to do.

I needed to apologize to Marnie.

Her phone went straight to voicemail as I drove over to her house – I texted her at a stoplight but got no reply. Over the horizon, the sun was barely visible, night beginning to fall. She should have been home. It was totally normal for her not to be, but something made worry flare up in my gut.

When I reached her driveway, there was no car. She must be at the store or something, I thought, letting myself in with my key. I’d just wait for her.

I lay down on the couch, rehearsing what I was going to say, fighting the tiredness in my limbs. Fucking Taissa had taken it out of me.

A big strong man like you, I thought, falling asleep.

I don’t know how long I was out, but I woke to someone shaking me. “Get the fuck up!”

My eyes snapped open. Marnie was standing over me – and she wasn’t alone.

“Matt, what the hell are you doing here,” Marnie snapped. “You need to leave, now...”

“Who is this guy?” The man sounded angry, but not my kind of angry. A passive-aggressive, needy kind of anger. 

“He’s nobody,” Marnie said quickly. “He’s leaving.”

“Nobody? Wait just a second,” I said, sitting up.

“I’m calling the police,” the man said, pulling out his cell phone.

“No, don’t!” Marnie slapped it out of his hand. “There’s no need for that. He’s leaving.”

“Marnie?” Despite myself, I couldn’t keep the hurt out of my voice. “Who the hell is this?”

She sighed, like a teacher about to explain a kid’s bad grade to his parents.

“Matt,” she said, “This is Asher. My fiance.”





Part Four: The Cheerleaders
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“So what’s it going to be?” Sarah asked, parting her folds with two fingers to show me the warm, pink surface of her inner walls. “Which one of us gets to fuck you first?”

I glanced from one girl to the other, a knowing smile on my face. Both of them lay spread before me, whatever remained of their cheerleading outfits hiked above their hips and bunched beneath their breasts. Sarah was an All-American girl, the platonic ideal of a cheerleader – blonde and perky, with tanned, flawless tits and an athletic build that instantly made me think of what positions I could put her in. In contrast, her best friend Jessica was a sultry, smoldering Latina with long dark hair I wanted to grab hold of and use as leverage as I plunged into her from behind. Both girls were wet and primed, completely free of any kind of birth control, and there wasn’t a condom in sight.

“C’mon, Papi,” Jessica cooed, thrusting her hips in my direction. “I want that fucking load inside of me. Sarah can have the second helping.”

“Fuck no!” Sarah scooted over, trying to brush her friend out of the way. “Don’t you want me, Matt? I was such a good girl until a few days ago – now all I can think about is cock. I’ve never done anything like this before – I didn’t even give it up to the star quarterback on prom night. Don’t you just want to spray my walls down with your thick come?”

Not to be outdone, Jessica crawled onto her hands and knees and came forward, fondling my cock. She stared at it, awestruck, her perfect bee-stung lips parted in need.

“I can be a good girl, too,” she purred, giving me a stroke. “I went to a Catholic school. I want to worship this dick.” She giggled, adopting a mock-serious tone. “Oh Lord, bless this cock, that it might send its seed into my womb and give me lots and lots of babies. May it go deep inside me, hitting areas only You know about, Lord. May my body please Matt so much that he can’t help but fuck me bareback and pump his come into me again and again...”

“Fuck,” I groaned, staring down at her. “Girl, that is dirty.”

Suddenly Sarah was next to her, shoulder-to-shoulder with her friend. “You haven’t even seen what I can do yet. Give me the first load – I’ll show you how dirty a cheerleader can really be...”

I glanced from one girl to the next, trying to make up my mind. Decisions, decisions...
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“What the hell do you mean, ‘your fiance?’”

A moment ago I’d been asleep on Marnie’s couch, waiting for her to come home so we could fall into bed together. Now she was glaring down at me, her arms crossed beneath her breasts and a sour expression on her face. And some guy was with her who I’d never seen before – some guy she was calling her fiance...

“As in, ‘guy I’m planning to marry,’” Marnie said, as if this were the most obvious thing in the world. “So you’ve got to leave, Matt.”

“Wait a second.” I glanced at her hands. “I don’t see a ring on that finger.”

Marnie blushed. It was good to know she was still capable of shame. “It was just kind of a...spur of the moment thing.”

“Spur of the moment,” I repeated, not believing the words I was hearing. “When exactly did all this happen?”

Marnie blushed deeper. Normally it looked cute on her, but I was too upset to see it that way. “About two hours ago.”

“Uh huh. And when did you meet this...Asher?”

“I’m standing right here,” Asher said, hands balled into fists.

Marnie put a hand on his shoulder to calm him. “It’s okay.” She turned to me, a defiant look in her eye. “This afternoon.”

My mouth dropped open. “This after...! You mean you just met this asshole?”

Asher’s face went livid. Suddenly Marnie was holding him back, trying to keep him from attacking me. I was more than ready – if that little weenie thought he was going to land a punch on me, he was about to get knocked the fuck out.

“Stop!” Marnie cried, shoving Asher back. It was surprisingly easy; even a slim girl like Marn could do it. She whirled on me, stabbing a finger at my chest. “And you stop antagonizing him and get out!”

“Marnie.” I felt my voice dripping with despair. “What the hell happened to you?”

To my surprise, a slow, serene smile spread across her face. “I found the one, Matt. The man I’m going to marry. A big, strong man to take care of this.” She rubbed her stomach, a faraway look coming into her eyes.

Big and strong? Asher was decidedly not that. What the hell came over Marnie-

I want babies. Taissa’s voice played in my head from my last date. And a big strong man like you to protect me and those babies.

Pieces were clicking together in my head. And I didn’t like the picture that was forming.

Marnie, however, didn’t notice. She was too busy grinning brainlessly and explaining. “I...I really think it was fate, Matt. Know how I know?”

“Because you called Jessamyn,” I said, my mouth tasting like it was full of ash. “And she told you the same thing...”

Marnie’s face lit up. “Yes! How did you know? She’s getting engaged to – this customer came into her coffee shop this afternoon and she just knew he was the one...”

“Oh, no,” I groaned. “No, no, no...”

The other half of Taissa’s equation. Whatever had taken control of every young, single girl I knew and made them obsessed with breeding healthy young babies – now it was making them want a big, strong man to protect those babies. It was making them fall in love, get engaged. My mind reeled, unwilling to accept it, but I knew it was true.

But then, why Asher? I was Marnie’s big, strong man – she should have fallen for me...

Suddenly I remembered the texts we’d sent that afternoon. We were fighting, I realized, my stomach dropping. She was mad, and didn’t want anything to do with me. Then this URGE to get married hit her all at once, and because I wasn’t there she turned to the first guy who was willing to put a ring on her finger...

If I hadn’t been stupid, if I’d made up with Marnie when I was supposed to, she’d have called me up this afternoon and asked me to marry her. Would I have said yes? God damn right I would have; the girl was carrying my baby. Our baby. And...and I felt things about her that I didn’t feel about any other girl, no matter how many of them I fucked and bred...

Marnie frowned at me, looking confused. “You’re not paying attention to me.”

I blinked, snapping out of my reverie. “Sorry.”

“I was saying,” she repeated, rolling her eyes. “It’s not just Jessamyn. Every single girl on our client list – they’re all getting married. Isn’t that sooo hot? So amazing – all of them are going to be locked down, owned by powerful men...”

“Yeah,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “Yeah. Look, I have to get out of here...”

A smug little look came over Asher’s face. “I think that would be a good idea.”

My vision swam. I had to put some distance between myself and these two; if I didn’t, I was either going to have a panic attack or kill that hipster prick...

“I gotta go,” I said, muscling my way towards the door. Just as I reached it, I felt Marnie’s hand on my shoulder. For an instant, hope blazed in my chest, but as I turned I saw she was holding a piece of paper in her hand.

“Hold up,” she said, eyebrows furrowed together. “Here, this ought to cheer you up. It’s your next date.”

The last thing in the world I wanted right then was another date. Part of me wanted to shove Marnie aside, toss her stupid paper to the floor, let her know exactly what she’d done to me and how much it hurt. But I knew that if I did that, I’d lose her forever.

“Oh,” I said, trying to smile. “I have another one of those tonight?”

“Not one,” she said with a naughty grin. “This one’s a double.”

“What is this, exactly?” Now that I was clearly trying to leave (and no longer physically threatening him), Asher looked bored. I imagined a guy like him got bored quickly – a dark part of me hoped he might even get bored with Marnie.

“Our business,” Marnie said quickly. “Remember, I told you about it at dinner. The fertility clinic?”

“Oh yeah,” Asher said with a yawn. “Whatever. Obviously you two won’t be able to work together any more.”

What? Now I really was going to punch his lights out. But Marnie looked even more upset than I was.

“Ash,” she said, eyes brimming, “this is my job. Matt’s a very important part of it. What we do helps so many women...”

“Don’t worry, Marn,” I said, taking the paper from her. “Your new boy will change his tune once he finds out how much money you’re making. Once he realizes he can live off it and never work again.”

“I would never do such a thing,” Asher said haughtily – but his eyes told a different story. I could already see the greed in them. Turning to Marnie, he asked in a low voice: “How much do you make?” 

Marnie told him, and I could see the dollar signs behind his eyes. “But all that is for this little guy or girl,” she said, rubbing her belly. “For their college fund, or whatever else they might need...”

“Of course,” Asher said smoothly. I was wrong, I thought. Hipster boy’s not going to get bored with Marnie after all. Kind of hard to get bored of a paycheck like that...

“Don’t listen to this asshole,” I said, already knowing it was pointless. “He’s going to take everything, Marn – the money you saved up for your baby...”

Marnie pulled a face. “Matt,” she said, her voice going firm. “I think you should go.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m leaving,” I said, grabbing my coat. “You two have a lovely evening, now.”

“Drive safe, hillbilly,” Asher snapped. Marnie looked pained but said nothing – she was already settling into the role of the submissive young housewife. A role she should have been playing for me.

I walked back to my truck, barely even noticing the sun dipping below the horizon. Night was falling, and I had a date, and I couldn’t have cared less. I’d lost Marnie; well and truly lost her.

Once in my truck, I stared up at her apartment, watching for any sign of her through the window. I saw her silhouette appear against the curtains, and then a skinny man’s come up behind her, his hands exploring her breasts. Rage consumed me; it took everything I had not to grab a gun, go upstairs and blow that thief’s brains out. My knuckles were white around the steering wheel.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of sitting there, I pulled the paper out of my jacket pocket. Sarah and Jessica, it said, along with an address and phone number. I could tell immediately just from looking at it that they lived on the campus of the nearby college – the only residential building on the street listed was the girls’ dorms.

I looked at the paper, turning it over in my hands. Did I really want to do this? If I didn’t, I realized with a gulp, this was over. Our company, my “fertility dates”, all of it would evaporate. There was a certain spiteful sensation in that, but even as I thought about it a pang hit me. If our company folded, I’d never see Marnie again. Asher would keep her away from me, sure as the sun would rise, and he’d also keep all of her money. Her child – our child – wouldn’t get a cent.

And, I admitted to myself, I’d been expecting to get laid when Marnie got home. My cock couldn’t care less about all this heartbreak and angst: it wanted to be buried in a wet, fertile pussy. And here were two on this paper, paying Marnie for the privilege.

Who was I to turn down an offer like that?

“Maybe she’s right,” I muttered to myself as I pulled out my cell phone. “Maybe it will cheer me up...”

The phone rang three or four times, then I heard it click. There was a giggle on the other end of the line, and I could hear someone else talking faintly in the same room.

“Hello?” A perky female voice asked. “Who is this?”

“This is Matt,” I said, regaining a little bit of my old confidence. “Marnie’s agency set me up with your info.”

“Oh shit, it’s him!” The girl said something to the other person in the room, too low for me to hear. “Hang on a sec. You’ve got a smartphone, right?”

“Yes,” I said, and the line instantly disconnected.

What the fuck? I stared at the phone, as if it had turned traitor against me. A moment later, it began to ring. Video call from Sarah, I read, amused. She wants to see me – and wants me to see her.

I didn’t think there was anything that could lift me out of my funk – seeing Marnie in the arms of another man had just put me too deep in bluestown. But that was before I clicked ‘accept’ and saw who was on the other end of that phone.

Two cheerleaders. Every red-blooded American man’s fantasy, grinning at me like they had a naughty secret.

“Oh, wow.” One was a blonde, gorgeous-looking cutie holding the phone – I deduced that had to be Sarah. “Marnie was not kidding when she said her guy was hawt.”

“Damn,” the second girl agreed. She was laying on the dorm bed, legs spread just wide enough to give me a tantalizing glimpse of what might lay between them. Both girls were half-dressed, looking like they’d been in the middle of changing into their uniforms when they decided to give me a ring. I wondered if that was a calculated move on their part.

“Speak for yourself,” I said, grinning. “Can you two see me on this thing? I’ve never really done one of these before?”

“Seriously?” The Latina on the bed slid to the edge and cocked an eyebrow. “They’re super fun. Like when the other person does things like this.” Before Sarah could stop her, the dusky girl had her hands around her waist and was pulling up her tank top, exposing a wide swath of firm, tanned breast.

“Hey! Cut it out!” Sarah said.

“Oh, whatever.” Jessica settled back on the bed. “He’s gonna get to see them plenty later. Prude.”

I certainly liked what I saw. These girls were aggressive – I wondered if they’d just caught whatever it was that made young women turn into fertility-crazed baby factories. That made me think of Marnie again, and I swallowed hard. Would both of these girls hunt down a lucky bachelor after I’d knocked them up?

“So what time should I come over and pick you two up?” I asked. “There’s this nice little restaurant I know that cooks a hell of a steak...”

Both girls looked at each other and giggled.

“Oh, we’ll take care of all that,” Sarah said.

“Your girlfriend said you weren’t really doing dates anymore,” Jessica added.

I coughed. “She’s not my girlfriend,” I said.

“Whatever.” Sarah shrugged, flashing a cute little smile I was sure drove all the boys crazy. “You’re going to come see us tonight – we don’t have time for a date, so it’ll have to do.”

“You can get a good look at what we can do,” Jessica added with a naughty grin. “It’ll be like we’re performing just for you.”

“Performing?” The uniforms, the whole being-in-the-middle-of-getting-dressed thing, it suddenly clicked. “Oh. There’s a game tonight?”

Both girls looked at me like I’d grown a second head.

“Uh, duh!?” Sarah looked aghast. “It’s homecoming.”

“Most important game of the year,” Jessica added.

I had to give it to them – that was impressive. I stifled a chuckle. These girls were utterly obsessed with being bred, having their fertile pussies plowed with my cock and a thick, virile load left in their wombs – but they’d be damned if anything got between them and the big game. It was kind of endearing, in a way.

“Alright,” I said with the John Wayne grin Marnie said looked good on me. The thought of her sent a stab of jealousy through me, which I ignored. I was about to spend the night with two super-hot cheerleaders – she could stew on that. “Where can I get a ticket?”

Jessica came forward, bending at the waist so that the screen was filled with her cleavage.

“Just give your name at the gate,” she said. This close, her lips were perfect and glossy – they made me think of how they’d feel wrapped around my cock. “We’ll make sure you have the best seats in the house.”

“Well alright,” I said. “I’ll be there. Now – how do you turn this damn thing off?”

Both girls giggled and shot each other a knowing look. “See you soon, Matt.”

––––––––
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I had never seen anything like it before.

I sat in the stands, second row, same side as the cheerleaders. I was close enough to see the breath fogging from the players as they bashed into each other, but I couldn’t have told you the score if you held a gun to my head. My jaw was on the floor, my attention on nothing but those girls.

They were incredible. They were like Cirque Du Soleil acrobats who had taken up stripping on the side. I didn’t understand how every man in the stadium wasn’t glued to them. Their sleek curves and taut muscles rippled under their uniforms as they put each other through moves and contortions that made my brain swim with erotic possibilities.

At one point, Sarah lifted Jessica high above her head, her hand buried firmly between her thighs, and she actually winked at me. I nearly blew a load in my pants right there.

They came and found me before the game was over – they were too excited. Their bodies were covered in sweat, and they traded exhausted smiles as they looked down at me.

“So, did you enjoy the show?” Sarah asked.

I nodded, barely able to do more than that. “Oh yeah.”

Jessica nudged her friend. “Told you we’d cheer him up. So, stud – you ready to get us both pregnant?”

Was I ever. Nothing in the whole world sounded better right then than taking these two gorgeous women, at the height of their physical prime, and knocking them up with my virile seed.

In response, I stood up and slipped my hands around their waists, lifting them off the ground just a little bit. They both melted at my strength, pulling closer toward me until they were hanging off my arms.

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” I said. “Your place or mine?”

They glanced at each other. “We could get a hotel room...”

Hotel room? Hell yes. I’d even pay – I was riding high. Marnie was nothing but a distant memory; I was going to fuck her right out of my life.

The drive to the hotel was a blur: we started fooling around almost before I was out of the parking lot. Their hands were everywhere, making out as they stroked me through my pants, licking me through the fabric as the car filled with the scent of feral, horny cheerleaders. I’m sure the concierge at the hotel was mad with jealousy, but I was barely even there – the world had shrunk to a bubble, just me and these two fertile sluts. I knew what I was going to do.

As we got into the room, I tossed Jessica on the bed, savoring the way she squealed with delight. She rolled back on her shoulders, spreading her legs as Sarah climbed onto the bed next to her. An instant later, she was on top of the Latina, making out hot and heavy. I worked at my belt, freeing my cock.

“Fuck, you’re so goddamn hot,” Sarah moaned. “Both of you. I can’t wait to have your cock inside me, Matt. Want to help him into me, Jess?”

In a flash, she pulled away and got on all fours, thrusting her ass in the air as she shot Sarah a sarcastic look. “What do you mean, inside you? I’m getting that first fucking load.”

Sarah shook her head. “No way. This was my idea – Matt’s going to make me pregnant. Maybe you’ll still get knocked up off his seconds...”

“Girls, girls,” I said, struggling to think. It was tough with my cock throbbing with need and two wet, submissive cheerleaders fighting over me. “You two didn’t, uh...work this out beforehand?”

They shook their heads. “I thought we’d agreed,” Sarah said acidly.

“Well, bitch, if he wants my pussy first, are you really going to stop him?” Jessica hiked up her skirt and slid her panties to the side, giving me a glimpse of her tight, wet pussy. “I shaved it right before the game,” she said with a wink. “I’m so ready for you, sir...”

Jesus. These girls were going to be the death of me.

“No, fuck that,” Sarah said, ripping off her top. “Look at my fucking tits, Matt. Don’t you want to see these puppies shake in your face while you blow your load in me?”

I had to admit – Sarah’s tits were bigger. But I took a step back.

“Girls, seriously,” I said, holding up my hands. “I’ve never not gotten a girl pregnant on the first try before. I’m pretty sure it doesn’t matter which of you gets my load first...”

“It’s a matter of honor,” Jessica said, crawling onto the floor like a little slave girl. “I want to honor your cock with my tight little Latina pussy, Matt. I know it’ll make you feel so much better than Sarah’s monster box. All I want in return is for you to honor me by blowing that sweet, hot come right in my womb...”

Before I could say anything else, her mouth was on me. Those lips, the ones I’d been fantasizing about since I’d seen them all puffed and pouty in our video call, were wrapped around my shaft – and they were so soft and perfect, I almost blew my load right then and there.

“Get your mouth off him, you slut,” Sarah said, getting down on her knees next to her. Before I could protest, Jessica grabbed her friend by the chin, making hollows in her cheeks. She pulled back from my cock and whispered: “Share.”

A light came into her eyes. This was a competition, and if there was anything these two were good at, it was competing. They locked eyes from opposite sides of my cock, then their tongues were everywhere.

I could barely contain it. Pleasure washed over me in waves, changing with each configuration but never fading away. Jessica worked her tongue around the head of my cock, teasing it mercilessly while Sarah fit one ball then the other into her soft mouth and sucked it greedily. Both girls kissed passionately with my cock between them, sharing it between their mouths. Jessica dove to my ass while Sarah worked my shaft with her mouth and hands, giving me sensations I didn’t even know existed but were very, very dirty. Jessica was the “bad girl,” Sarah was the super-skilled all-American cheerleader who could make my cock feel things no other woman could.

“How about a compromise?” I gasped as they took a momentary breather. “We’re going to have to work something out soon, or I’m going to end up blowing on your faces.”

They glanced at each other, each with a winning look in their eye. “What do you suggest?”

I groaned. They were batting it to me – and I was almost certain to piss somebody off. “How about I put my first load in Jessica,” I said, making the tanned girl beam and Sarah pout, “but then I put my second and third loads in you, Sarah?”

The cheerleader’s eyes widened. “Third load? You’re going to be able to come three times?”

What kind of guys had these girls been with before? I decided to get a little rough, grabbing Sarah by the back of the neck and laying my cock across her cheek.

“When a real man fucks you,” I grunted, “he comes in here-” I slipped my hand between her thighs and rubbed her clit, “as many times as he wants.”

“Oh, Jesus,” Sarah groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oooh fuck that’s amazing. Okay! Okay, just...please come in me hard!”

“Oh, don’t worry,” I said with a smirk. “Both you girls are going to look like pinatas by the time I’m through with you.”

At the news that she was going to get fucked first, Jessica climbed up onto the bed and lay with her ass hanging off the edge, spreading her legs wide. She hadn’t removed her panties for me yet, but I decided I wanted her to keep them on – I wanted her to walk around with them full of my seed, a reminder of who owned her now.

I mounted her, pulling her panties to the side as I slid inside of her with one smooth stroke. She groaned with relief, her legs locking behind my back as she welcomed me inside her tight, wet walls. Every inch of her was electric, responding to me perfectly as I stretched her again and again.

“Oh fuck!” She buried her face in my chest, her hips meeting me stroke for stroke. “Harder! Faster! Fuck that fucking baby into me!”

Sarah lay down next to her, their mouths meeting as I shook Jessica with hard, savage thrusts. The two of them looked so good, and my cock was already so stimulated from their mouths, that before I knew what I was doing I’d locked into a hard, driving rhythm and was grunting with every stroke, bringing myself to the brink.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck he’s gonna come,” Jessica whimpered, her legs gripping me tight. “Go deep, Matt – make me a Mommy. Be my baby’s Daddy, Daddy – it’ll feel so good to just come inside me...”

“No pulling out,” Sarah teased, running her tongue over Jessica’s nipple. “No bullshit. Just motherfucking nature, breeding a fertile little slut...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. Pleasure destroyed me; I felt the world shrink to a single point and explode outward in all directions, everything except me and Jessica’s tight, wet pussy obliterated. My cock spasmed and twitched between her walls as burst after burst of hot, sticky seed shot into her womb. With a savage, primal grunt, I forced myself as deep within her as I could go, making sure the last of my load hit home. Jessica’s moans reached a crescendo and she went weightless, every muscle in her body clenching up as she came like a glass window shattering into a million pieces. Her pussy gripped me like a vice, pulling my virile load deep inside of her.

“Holy fuck that was hot,” Sarah said in a tiny voice. She stroked the side of Jessica’s head like an animal as she whimpered with pleasure, a gesture that felt strangely animal – but I guess that’s what Jessica was right then, an animal. All biology and breeding, a raw need for my seed that was just now beginning to be satiated.

“Do me next,” Sarah said, looking up at me. “Please?”

Grinning, I pulled out of Jessica’s sloppy cunt. With my cock still coated in a thick layer of seed, I bent the cheerleader over the bed from behind and yanked up her skirt. Unlike her friend, she wasn’t wearing any panties beneath that short skirt. Maybe I was wrong about who the ‘bad girl’ was, I thought...

I plunged into her, wasting no time. My body was already primed for another good, hard come, and I’d promised Sarah two. The first came hard and fast, exploding from me before I barely knew what I was doing. Sarah cried out in surprise and grabbed my hips, forcing me harder down on her.

I fucked her like a beast, like a caveman, like nothing mattered except my pleasure and getting my thick load as far in her as I could. Once Jessica had recovered, she rolled onto her side and watched us, fingering her slit as my pearl-white seed dribbled from her.

“Jesus, he’s fucking you even harder than he fucked me,” Jessica said, voice thick with emotion. “How many times have you come on that cock now, whore?”

When Sarah spoke, her voice was delirious. “Three? Four? I don’t know – just keep fucking me, baby! Keep putting that baby in me, Matt – you’re going to give me that fucking load!”

Something bigger than usual was building up inside me. It was like my multiple orgasms were chaining together, forming some kind of sick combo that threatened to overheat my body and burn me out from the inside. I held on for dear life, slamming my throbbing member deep inside Sarah with every ounce of energy in my body. I was going to come, I was going to fucking shoot...

“Ahhh!” It hit me like a bolt of lightning. My cock exploded with cream, every drop of my alpha-male essence draining from my balls directly into Sarah’s dripping, quivering womb. She arched her back and let out a cry of triumph, the whites in her eyes showing. She knows, I told myself, barely able to form a coherent thought. She knows that was the one.

Even if she did, Sarah was determined to help it along in any way she could. Her pussy clenched around me, milking my cock of its third load of the night, helping my sperm breed a healthy baby.

“Shit, I am so jealous,” Jessica said from her side of the bed.

“Shut up, whore,” Sarah groaned, still riding out her orgasm. “This is so fucking perfect. I want to stay right here forever, Matt.”

That would have been nice. But before I knew it, the moment was over. Sarah and Jessica hugged, making out as they explored each others’ freshly-fucked bodies. Watching them, something clicked in my head.

“You two are going to raise the babies together,” I said, “aren’t you?”

They looked at me as if wondering if they’d fucked all the smarts out of me. “Uh, duh,” Jessica said.

“We’re girlfriends,” Sarah added.

I was surprised. “You both seem like you liked my cock plenty,” I said.

Sarah chuckled. “So? I like guys too. Sex isn’t binary – it’s a spectrum.” She looked me up and down, grinning as Jessica’s mouth found her breasts. “And a sexy-ass John Wayne motherfucker is always on my spectrum.”

“Duly noted,” I said. These girls weren’t going to go marriage-crazy once they were knocked up, I realized. They already had each other. If anything, they were going to be picking out rings together by this time next week.

Suddenly Sarah and Jessica realized they were being a bit rude by ignoring me. “Thank you, Matt,” Sarah said, pulling away from her friend. “We really appreciate all you did for us.”

“And I hope we made it fun for you, too,” Jessica said with a naughty little smile.

That was my cue to exit gracefully. “Of course, ladies,” I said with a little Southern bow. “If you’re not having fun, then you might as well go home, right?”

We said our goodbyes and I left them to each other, drained and happy. But as I got back to my truck, the question nagged at the back of my mind: was I having fun?

Try as I might, I couldn’t keep Marnie off my mind. She was at her apartment right now with that douchebag Asher, probably picking out China patterns for their wedding. I probably wouldn’t even be invited.

I’m jealous of those cheerleaders, I realized, glancing at myself in the rear view mirror. They have each other. Everybody I knock up has somebody to take care of them. All I want to do is take care of Marnie and that baby, and she wants nothing to do with me...

I stared at my sad, anxious expression – and smiled. “Fuck this,” I told myself.

I’d never taken anything lying down in my life. And I’d be damned if I lost Marnie to some skinny hipster asshole. All I wanted to do was protect her and keep her safe – wake up next to her and that pretty little bump every morning. She was mine, goddamnit.

“Mine,” I growled.

I was going to find a way to get her back. I was going to take her back from that asshole. Even if it cost the business, even if it meant I didn’t get to knock up gorgeous, fertile girls any more...

My mouth dropped open. A moment later, I started to laugh. It’ll work, I thought. It has to...

I started the truck and tore out of the parking lot, burning rubber. I had a plan.





Part Five: The Bride
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“I quit.”

Marnie’s brows drew together in confusion as she stood just inside the doorway. Her robe rustled in the early-morning breeze, clinging to her curves. She obviously hadn’t had her coffee yet, and wasn’t quite sure what to make of her business partner and lover knocking at her front door first thing in the morning.

She rubbed the side of her face and blinked. “What?”

“I said,” I repeated, smiling, “I quit.”

Marnie glanced back inside the apartment, frowning. “Look, Asher is here right now,” she said quietly, “but he’s asleep. He spent the night. You can come in as long as you don’t wake him...”

“Fuck that guy,” I said, nodding. “And I don’t want to come inside, Marn. I just dropped by to tell you: the cheerleaders were my last clients. Fertile First Dates is done.”

Slowly, Marnie began to look like she was starting to come fully awake. And the more she woke up, the less she liked what she was hearing. Her gaze turned into a glare.

“I don’t understand,” she said, tossing her hair over one shoulder. God, she looked good in that robe – I was certain she wasn’t wearing a stitch underneath it, either – but I couldn’t allow myself to think about that, not now. “We’re doing good work. We’re helping people. And all that money is going towards my baby. How can you just quit?”

This is a stupid plan, I thought, grinning as I stood on the front stoop. And to be fair, it had sounded better last night when I was driving away from my two gorgeous cheerleader friends, their pussies pumped full of hot come and their heads filled with bimbo dreams. But it was my only shot. I had to force Marnie’s hand, and the only way to do that was to shake things up in a big way.

“Like this: ‘I quit’,” I said, taking a step back. “Anyway, I just dropped by to tell you. Hopefully your client list won’t be too disappointed.”

“Wait...stop!” she said angrily, holding out a hand as I started to walk away. “You...you can’t. You can’t just end it like this, Matt.”

“I can’t?” I whirled on her, drawing myself up to my full height. Leaning close enough that I could smell the product she’d just added to her hair, I snarled: “you got engaged without even telling me, Marnie. How’s that supposed to make me feel?”

A look of shame came into her face. “It wasn’t like that,” she said, a pleading note entering her tone. “Don’t be this way – don’t be so bitter...”

“Bitter?” Now I was really getting worked up. “You ruined the best thing that ever happened to us, Marnie. You broke my heart. And trust me, it’s not easy to do that to a good old boy like me. So yeah, I’m done.”

Tears formed at the corners of her eyes. She looked so torn. Her face flushed crimson as she stared at me. “Matt...”

“Have a nice life,” I said, more angry than I had expected. But damn it, I was pissed. I turned away and was halfway down the walk when I heard a pissed off voice yell after me:

“What is he doing here?”

I turned around. It was Asher, of course, butting Marnie aside and standing in the doorway with his hands on his hips. He looked even scrawnier than usual in just a wife-beater and boxer shorts, his narrow arms covered in cheap-looking tattoos.

“Matt was just leaving,” Marnie said quickly. “He...he told me he’s quitting our business.”

Asher looked back at me with a smug, satisfied grin, but after a moment his face fell. That’s right, pal, I thought. Gravy train’s over.

“How could you do that to this poor woman?” Asher said, putting on his best fake outraged tone. “That child is depending on you, hillbilly. Or have you never heard of child support out in the country?”

“Seems to me that’s your job now, squirt,” I said, miming a tip of the hat. “After all, you are making an honest woman out of this little lady, right?”

Asher’s hands balled into fists and he took a step outside, like he was going to attack me. “You dumb hick fuck,” he growled, “I need that money...”

Marnie’s eyes widened.

Asher seemed to realize himself, and brought his composure back under control. “Marnie needs that money,” he said smoothly. “We have bills to pay.”

“Bills?” I shrugged. “We’ve all got bills. That money was for the baby – Marnie didn’t have any problem paying bills until she met you.”

“It’s just for a while,” Marnie said, a submissive shine in her eyes. “Just until Asher’s band takes off.”

For a moment, I was struck speechless. My eyes traveled from Marnie to Asher, and I put every ounce of scorn into my voice. “You have a band?”

“It’s not like you would understand,” Asher griped. I was struck by how much he sounded like a whiny teenager. Infected Nightmare is the progressive electronic death metal dance party the world needs right now. We’re just two or three shows away from hitting the big time!”

“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” I said.

“Are you making fun of my dreams? No one makes fun of me, you fucking cowboy reject!” Asher strode forward, and I was more than happy to knock his lights out, but at the last moment Marnie grabbed him behind the arms and held him back.

“Baby, no,” she whispered, trying to calm him down. “It’s not worth it. Think of the baby...”

“Get the fuck off me!” Asher screeched, shoving her aside. Marnie slipped and tumbled to the pavement, landing with a thud.

My world stopped.

Instantly I bailed on Asher, racing to her. Her hands clutched her stomach as she groaned, tears streaming down her face. Everything I was doing – the plan, Asher, the wedding – all of it faded away. There was nothing more important than making sure she was safe.

Before she could say anything, I lifted her off the pavement, picking her up as easily as a bag of groceries. She groaned, but snuggled closer into my arms, wincing from the pain.

“Get your hands off my girlfriend!” Asher screamed. “You fucking pushed her-”

I was done. I was beyond done. “YOU pushed her,” I snarled, getting right in his face. “And if you don’t leave right fucking now, I swear to God they’re going to be carrying you home in a body bag.”

His eyes widened and his mouth dropped open. Asher took a step back, cowed by my sheer ferocity. But then that smug little sneer returned.

“You can’t do that,” he said, grinning. “We’re getting married today. This is my house now – you can’t kick me out-”

I hit him. Even having to use most of my strength to move Marnie over to the side so I could hold her up with one arm, I was able to clock Asher hard enough that he sprawled on the pavement.

“You come at me again, you won’t get up,” I said, looking down at him. Before he could test me, I carried Marnie inside and slammed the door behind me.

She clung to me, not sure of how to react, as I carried her across her living room and set her down on the couch gently.

“Are you okay?” I asked, stroking her hair. She groaned in response. “Let me see.”

“No,” she grunted, crossing her arms over her stomach. “Please.”

“Marnie.” I took a step back, unable to hide the hurt on my face. “It’s me. It’s Matt. Let me see, babygirl.”

At my words, she gave a little whimper and untied the front of her robe. It opened, and just as I had thought she wasn’t wearing anything underneath of it. Her breasts were full and tempting and the space between her legs trimmed and flawless, but I had no time to waste staring at them. I had eyes only for that bump – and from where I was kneeling next to her, it looked okay.”

“I’m alright,” she said, a tear dribbling down her cheek. “I...I landed on my arms. I just can’t believe he would do that to me...”

“Shh,” I said. “Hush, babygirl. Everything’s alright.” I tied up her robe and hugged her close. “That son of a bitch is never going to hurt you again.”

I felt her stiffen in my arms. “But Matt,” she whispered. “He’s the one...”

“Yeah, I heard. You two have a venue picked out and everything. You really don’t waste time, do you?”

She swallowed heavily. I could see the fight going on behind her eyes – her brain wanted to push me away, but her body wanted to cling to me tight and never let me go.

“We have an appointment with a city judge,” she said, flushing gently. “Nothing fancy – we didn’t want to waste any time.”

I sighed. The next few minutes were going to set the course of my entire life. I had to choose my words carefully.

I was silent for so long that Marnie whimpered, rubbing her stomach. “You’re mad at me,” she said in a small voice.

I shook my head. “No. I can never be mad at you, babygirl. I love you.”

Her eyes widened for a moment, but other than that she stayed surprisingly calm. “I had a pretty good idea that was the case,” she said after a few seconds. “Matt, I don’t know what to say...”

“Let me say something, then,” I told her, taking her hands in mine. “You had something happen to you, Marnie. Something that doesn’t have any explanation or logic behind it. I don’t know if it’s something in the air or the water, or maybe in a TV commercial or something like that, but you and a whole lot of other girls suddenly got it in your heads that you needed babies. That havin’ a baby was the only thing in life that really mattered, so you needed to find the most virile stud you could and get knocked up.”

Marnie shook her head. “No one made this decision for me, Matt. I took what I wanted.”

“I know, Marn. What I’m saying is – it wasn’t natural. You and Jessamyn and all those other girls, wanting to get pregnant all at the same time? You realize that, right?”

She bit her lip and nodded.

“At first I was weirded out,” I admitted. “But it turned out to be the most wonderful thing that ever happened to me. You and me – we made a baby together. Our baby. And the more I got to know you, to spend time with you – it was like getting reintroduced to someone you’d already been married to for years. It was just so natural, just like having sex without pills or condoms or other bullshit was natural.”

Marnie gave me a sad look. “But I didn’t propose to you.”

“I know. And that’s my fault. All those girls – every single one we took on as clients – all got pregnant the very first time. Then, they all went out and got engaged - at the very same time. You think that’s a coincidence? Whatever made you want more than anything to get knocked up made you want to get married more than anything – and it made you do it when I wasn’t there.”

Marnie’s brows furrowed. “Because we were fighting.”

“No,” I said. “Because I was too stubborn and stupid to stop fighting. I blew you off – and I blew it. That compulsion hit you, and you ended up with that little twerp Asher.”

But Marnie was shaking her head, anger flashing behind her eyes. “I can’t believe that,” she whispered. “The way I feel about Asher...it isn’t like anything else. It’s like...magic.”

“That’s ‘cause it is magic,” I said. “Or something like it.” Glancing past her, I saw her tablet sitting unused on the coffee table. “Can you do me a favor? Sign into that for me.”

I handed it to her, and she did. “Now, go to whatever site you’re on where you’re friends with these other girls.”

She smirked. “You really don’t know much about social media, do you?”

“Nope – and I aim to keep it that way. Okay, wait, is that Jessamyn?”

I was being rhetorical – how could I not recognize the gorgeous blonde barista who’d been our first paid client? She looked seriously different from the first photograph I’d seen of her – she’d gone from behind the counter at a coffee shop to in the arms of a sexy, muscled hunk.

“Yeah,” Marnie said dreamily. “That’s her with Dmitri, her fiance.”

“Uh huh. Notice anything about Dmitri here?”

She frowned. “I don’t understand.”

“How would he look in a room full of guys who look like Asher?” Just saying the name sent a spike of anger through me, but Marnie giggled and the world was right again.

“He’d stick out like a sore thumb,” she said, laughing. “He’d look like the only adult in the room...”

Her eyes widened. A big, strong man to take care of me, one of my clients had said, and the picture made the contrast clear. This Dmitri guy was just that kind of man – and Asher wasn’t.

“Hang on,” Marnie said, her voice quavering just a bit. “Here’s Taissa’s profile, that lab technician you went out with...”

“I remember,” I said, watching as the screen changed. Taissa’s profile also announced that she was recently engaged: and her profile picture showcased the lucky fella. He was standing next to her as she fed a new piece of steel into whatever contraption she was currently building, an easy smile on his face and a gentle but possessive hand around her waist. Taissa looked wonderfully, blissfully happy.

“That guy looks like me,” I blurted out, and Marnie knew it was true. Take me out of my boots and put me in a lab coat, and I could have passed for Taissa’s husband-to-be’s brother.

“Wait,” Marnie said, panic growing her voice. “Let me see something else...”

We didn’t stop until we went through them all. Every single girl we’d had a fertility date with – all of them were recently engaged. The men came from all walks of life: fire-fighters, business executives and teachers. But they all had the same look in their eyes – the one that said I will take care of you. Protectors.

Finally, Marnie flipped to her own profile. It was a photograph of her and Asher standing on the bridge leading out of town. It was supposed to be a romantic shot, but I could see it was ruined by a couple of things – for one, Marnie was taller than Asher in her heels, and two, he was busy checking out a tattooed hipster girl’s tits.

Marnie’s face was a mask of horror. “Oh my God,” she whispered. “Oh my fucking God...”

She tossed the tablet across the room and buried her face in my chest. I put my hand against the back of her head and held her to me, letting her cry it out.

“It’s okay, babygirl,” I said, meaning it. “It’s all okay.”

“I made such a mistake,” she cried, her voice muffled by my shirt. “A horrible, terrible mistake. Oh my God I’m so stupid...”

“You are not stupid,” I said firmly, giving her ass an unthinking little swat. “Don’t ever say that.”

She stopped wriggling at the feel of my fingers on her ass. A little moan left her throat. A few seconds later, she pulled away from my chest and looked up at me, eyes brimming with tears.

“Matt,” she said – and just from that word, I knew. She was back. My Marnie was back. “I...”

I couldn’t take it any more. My mouth met hers, and she melted against me. I was rock hard in an instant, my hands grabbing her around the waist and yanking off her thin robe. She spread her legs, straddling my waist and pressing her sex against my jeans as her tongue tangled with mine.

“I’m so sorry,” she sobbed, her hands trailing over my chest, gripping my muscles. “I fucked up. I came so close to ruining both of our lives...”

I grabbed her under the chin and made her look at me. “That is never happening again,” I said, so savagely that it was nearly a grunt. “because I am never letting you out of my sight again, Marnie. You are mine, and I’m never letting any man touch you again.”

“Oh fuck that’s so hot, Matt,” she groaned, her hand reaching for my bulge. “Yes, baby! I’m yours! I’m all yours!”

I had wanted to hear those words so bad, for so long, that it was almost hard to believe when they finally did come. I could have sobbed with relief, but what filled me right then was an all-consuming desire to make good on my words. To make her mine, right then and there – to remind her exactly how a real man could make her feel.

My hand encircled her throat and pushed, forcing her down on the couch. She gave a submissive little groan and spread her legs wide, welcoming me to enter her. But I wasn’t ready for that just yet.

I kissed her naked breasts, letting the nipple enter my mouth and sucking it until she cried out in ecstasy. My shirt and pants ended up in a heap on the floor as I trailed down her body with kisses, nibbling my way past her bump and to her smooth, flawless thighs.

“What are you doing?” she gasped, crying out with pleasure as my fingers found her folds and spread them wide.

“You’re mine,” I growled. “I want to taste what’s mine.”

Before she could say anything else, my face was between her legs, lapping at her clit. Her body arched like a bow, pleasure shooting through her as I explored her folds, teasing her clit with deft little strokes. When I brought it into my mouth and started to hum, she screamed my name, grinding her slit against my face.

“Fuck, Matt,” she gasped, grabbing the back of my head, “that’s so good! It’s been so long since someone did that to me...”

I wasn’t the least bit surprised that Asher didn’t eat pussy. Of course he didn’t appreciate it – the warmth, the sensation of feeling every muscle inside your girl’s inner walls clench and twitch, like a preview of how she was going to make your cock feel. I wanted Marnie to come so hard she couldn’t even think about leaving me for another man, and from the way her legs were shaking and her body flushed deep crimson, she was getting there in a hurry.

Suddenly she cried out and dug her nails into my back, her voice going wild with pleasure. “I’m coming. Matt! Matt oh Jesus oh fuck...!”

A gush of warm juices coated my tongue as Marnie climaxed, the muscles of her cunt going into overdrive from the pleasure. She rocked back and forth, weightless as waves of pleasure crashed over her, obliterating any trace of her misfired devotion to Asher. It was a total reset, and now I was here to be the man she should have had all along.

As she came down from her peak, I slid up her body and pulled her to me. Parting her legs with mine, I nestled the head of my cock in her folds, ready to enter her.”

“Matt,” she whimpered, like someone who’d been born again. “Thank you. I’m so sorry...”

“No more apologies,” I said, entering her with one smooth stroke. She cried, out, clutching me tight, her legs locking behind my back as I buried myself inside of her to the hilt.

“You’re mine now,” I grunted, thrusting hard inside of her walls. “My girl, with my baby inside of you. This is my pussy I’m fucking, Marnie. And it feels so amazing.”

“Mmh, you can fuck your pussy whenever you want, baby,” she groaned, meeting me stroke for stroke. “I want you so fucking bad, Matt – keep fucking me!”

I gave her exactly what she asked for. She was wrapped around me in every sense of the word: from the tight walls of her cunt, stretched out by my cock on every stroke, to the devotion that shined in her eyes as she beamed up at me proudly.

The world shrank to just the two of us. All that there was was my need, my hardness, sliding into the warm softness of her over and over again, finding the relief I craved.

“Matt,” she gasped, looking up at me with a face slack with pleasure. As I looked down, she shot me a glance like she couldn’t believe what she was about to say. “Marry me.”

“What?” I wanted to pull back, to talk – but the need to fuck her was too great. I was way past the point of no return, all primal and dominant, and there was no way I was going to stop making Marnie mine.

“I want you to marry me,” she begged, coaxing me deep into her womb with the backs of her legs. “Please? You’re exactly what I’ve always needed. Be my Man. Be our baby’s Daddy. Please?”

“Babygirl,” I grunted, “there’s no ask to it. I am going to marry you, even if I have to toss you over my shoulder and drag you kicking and screaming to that judge.”

She cried out in sheer bliss, everything around my cock going tight. “Oh Matt, I love you. I love you I love you I love you...”

She trailed off, her words turning into a cry as she climaxed for a second time. The warmth and tightness were too much – her pussy was so perfect that I just had to come. With a final grunt, I buried myself inside of her as deeply as I could and let myself fall off the cliff.

My cock spasmed inside her as I came, thick ropes of come firing inside of her and splashing against her walls. I groaned in surprise at the enhanced, super-sensitive sensations as I shot again and again, harder and longer than I ever had before. Marnie instantly went into submissive mode, stroking my back and murmuring sweet words in my ear as my balls drained inside her. She moved slowly, milking me dry of those last few bursts. A deep, wonderful peace settled over us both.

“I am so glad you quit,” Marnie finally said, giggling against my ear. “You saved me. You really are a hero right out of some Western, you know that?”

“Yeah,” I said, grinning. “Except I’m riding the girl off into the sunset instead of the horse.”

She laughed and slapped my shoulder. “Are you calling me a horse, sir?”

“Not at all,” I responded, pulling her close and kissing her. “I like riding you much more.”

She rolled her eyes, but looked immensely pleased. “You horndog. Oh shit, what time is it?”

I looked around for a clock. When Marnie realized how late it was, she sprang off the couch and began picking things up around the room.

“We have to go,” she said, motioning for me to get up. “We’ve got some wedding vows to make.”

The thought of it filled me with happiness. “I don’t even have a ring,” I said, laughing. “I look awful.”

“I don’t care – you know I don’t give a shit about a ring. I want you.”

“A girl like you deserves one,” I said firmly. “Big enough to let other girls know how badly she’s wanted.”

Marnie’s lips twisted in an excited little smile. “We might have enough time to hit the jewelers – if I get into my dress now.”

“Dress?” I swallowed. “You’ve got a wedding dress? I thought this thing was casual.”

“I had to have a sexy dress,” Marnie protested. “You’ll love it – I look so hot in it. Plus it shows off my bump.”

I had to see this. The thought of Marnie beaming across from me at the altar, wrapped in a gorgeous skin-tight dress...my heart filled with pride.

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s get a move on, then. We’ve got a wedding to get to, and I don’t think they’ll much appreciate us being late.”

––––––––
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As it turned out, Marnie had invited a few friends.

Jessamyn. Taissa. Even Sarah and Jessica – every girl we’d had fertility dates with were waiting outside the courthouse, along with their men. There were a few shocked looks and gasps when I stepped out of the car instead of Asher, but in moments everyone was happy as could be – and I lost count of the number of people at the reception who told me how glad they were it was me Marnie was marrying instead of that jerk. 

And the dress – good God. It fit her like a second skin: sexy and domestic all at once. It must have cost a fortune, but every penny was worth it: Marnie looked like the princess out of a fairy tale. I wasn’t exactly the Prince Charming type myself, but I was working on it.

There was only one moment where things stopped, and it was right at the altar. Just before we said ‘I do’, I pulled her close and whispered.

“You’re sure this is what you want, right? There’s no take-backs here, babygirl – this is you and me, forever.”

She grinned and put a hand on her stomach. “Well, not just us,” she said. “And yes, Matt. I love you – I love you with all my heart. I’m so glad it was your apartment I ended up in front of in the middle of the night all those months ago.”

Then she frowned. “This is what you want, too, right? Me, the baby, all this?” She glanced over the crowd of well-wishers, then bit her lip and looked up at me. “I’m worthy, right?”

“Oh, babygirl,” I said, and kissed her.

“Uh, we haven’t quite gotten to that part yet,” the judge said. Everyone laughed.

Then we did it for real, and everyone cheered. We were together, and so happy. I finally felt complete – and knew she was thinking the exact same thing.

The rest of the reception passed like a wonderful dream, the kind you never want to end. There was just one surprise in store – when I mentioned our business to Marnie as we danced.

“I guess we need to find some new way to fill up that little one’s college fund,” I said, holding her close.

Marnie pulled away and looked up at me, giggling. I loved seeing her so happy. “What the hell does that mean, cowboy?”

“Well, it’s not like we’ll be taking on new clients now,” I responded.

Marnie shook her head. “Are you kidding? You’ve got a family to provide for now, Matt – you’re going to have to work twice as hard.”

“Um.” I cocked my head. “We are married now, babygirl.”

“Oh, I know, and believe me – that’s going to be such a turn-on for our new customers.” Marnie grinned from ear to ear. “You didn’t think I really wanted you to quit, did you? You’re my provider, you own me. Of course I want us to stay in business.” She flashed a naughty little grin. “But I’m going to have to work real hard when you get done with a client to make sure you don’t get tired of me.”

Laughing, I picked her up like a ragdoll and kissed her right on the lips. “I could never get tired of you, babygirl.”

And I never did.
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I don't think this is working :(

Six words. One sad face emoji. And just like that, my relationship was over.

I stared at the text message, reading it again as an awful feeling settled over me like ice in the pit of my stomach. My fingers reached for the reply button, froze, then started to move again. I got two words into a response before I sighed, turned off the phone and shoved it into my pocket.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “God damn it.”

A text message? Really? Dating in the twenty-first century sucked. I had really thought things were going well. Anne was a lot of fun; we'd been on three dates and as far as I knew we'd both enjoyed them, we texted each other all the time, we were moving into that exciting area where making out and heavy petting in my car was about to turn into full-on fucking in my apartment. I was on the verge of getting laid on the reg for the first time in a long time, and with a girl I really liked. Now, instead...

As if on cue, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out and pulled up my new text message:

Sorry. :( I just don't think I'm the girl for you.

What the hell did that even mean? I put the phone down on the counter and rubbed my sinuses with two fingers, still not really believing what I was reading.

Normally I wouldn't have been able to have my phone out like this, but the store had been deserted for hours. A freak snowstorm yesterday had put a half-foot of ice on the ground, and the people who were able to dig themselves out of their driveways and hit the road were more interested in buying food than video games. On a normal day I'd be slammed working the counter by myself, but thanks to the snow I could count the number of people I'd seen so far today on one hand. I'd spent most of the day goofing off, playing a few rounds on some of the display consoles we had around the, store, and waiting for Anne to text me back.

I took my phone back out of my pocket and glanced at it, but there were no more messages. I couldn't think of anything to say, so I put it away and started walking in circles around the store, stretching and sighing. At a rack of newly-released video games I had to stop myself from reaching out and smashing the whole shelf to the floor. Somehow the store being empty made it worse: at least if someone else were here, I'd have something to take my mind off things.

I played a few rounds of the latest fighting game, looking to blow off steam. But soon enough, I found my mind wandering, unable to focus on the characters in front of me. What had I done wrong? I was getting dumped, again. All my dating in the last year had gone this way: promising, slow movement with a nice girl, then a sudden, harsh stop. My love life was the shittiest roller coaster ever, and I couldn't figure out why.

What I want more than anything, I thought, not even paying attention to the game anymore, is to skip all the bullshit. Go straight from zero to sixty. Meet a nice girl, take her out, and have her instantly fall madly in love with me. Head over heels. Have her begging for me to take her night and day. God, just the thought of it was making me horny. It had been too long since I'd come inside a girl's warm, wet pussy, and the thought of Anne straddling me, whispering in my ear begging me to forgive her, was making my cock perk up in my slacks.

I shook my head. “Dream on, Parker.”

On the screen, my fighter's head exploded in a burst of pixelated gore. Game over.

The front door swung open.

It took a second for it to register; I honestly had forgotten I was even at work. I dropped the controller (fortunately it was connected to the machine by a thick cord) and turned awkwardly to greet the customer.

“Hi, welcome to GameZone,” I said. “I'm Parker. Can I help you find anything...?”

I trailed off as the customer shook snow off her parka and pulled the hood down. Wow, I thought. What a knockout.

The girl was a tiny little thing – the top of her head barely came up to my chest – and even under a thick jacket I could see the curves of her breasts and hips clearly. Her brown hair was in a cute pixie cut, and even in jeans her long legs looked amazing in high black boots. I realized I was staring and blinked rapidly, glancing back at the console.

“Oh, no thanks,” the girl said, her voice a smooth contralto. “I'm just browsing.”

She walked past me, scrutinizing the large shelf of used games along the opposite wall. Slowly, so as not to look too eager for company, I headed back behind the counter. I watched her browse the games, her back to me. In other circumstances, it might have been stalker-ish or weird, but I literally had nothing else to do but stare at this girl.

And damn, what a girl. I had already been fantasizing about Anne, and it was the easiest thing in the world to transfer the hard-on I was nursing over her to this new girl. I could just picture her dropping to her knees, that cute little face beaming with pleasure as she pulled my cock out of my pants. I wanted to bend her over right there, just spread her legs and fuck her senseless in the middle of work – this complete stranger I'd met two minutes ago. Not getting to felt like the most unfair thing in the world.

Right as my running fantasy started getting good, she looked over her shoulder at me, her piercing blue eyes gleaming.

“Hey, I do have a question,” she said.

I suddenly realized my throat had gone dry. “Um...uh, yeah. What's up?”

If she noticed my discomfort, she paid it no mind. “Do you have that RPG that just came out, that cute one where you can, like, talk to people instead of killing them?”

I knew exactly what she was talking about. Unfortunately, we didn't.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “They actually don't have it on any consoles. It's only on PCs right now.”

“Oh,” she said, visibly deflated. “Bummer.”

Dammit, I thought as she turned back. That was my one chance. In a second, she'd probably get tired of browsing and leave, and then I'd be alone again. I had to get my mojo working, get the juices flowing, chat this girl up – if only to make myself feel like a human being again after Anne dumped me. Unfortunately, I felt about as suave as a paper hanger.

While I was lost in thought, my eyes slowly drifted to the floor. When I glanced up, she was standing there, a tiny grin on her face like she'd been waiting to see how long it would take me to notice her.

“Hey, I want this one.” She held up an empty game case, then pointed at one of the signs plastered on the door. “You guys are doing 'buy two, get one free' on all the used games, right?”

“Absolutely,” I said quickly. “Not that anyone is here to take advantage of it.”

“Well, I’m here,” she said with a mock-offended face. “I'm gonna keep browsing, but I want that one – can you grab it for me?”

“Yeah, totally,” I said. “I'll hold it up here for you.”

“Cool.” Her grin got a touch wider. “I'm not really sure what else to get. Anything in particular you'd recommend?”

It was another opening. And, in true Parker form, I totally botched it.

“Um...geez, putting me on the spot,” I said, trying to sound casual and flirty but utterly failing at either. “What kind of games do you like?”

She shrugged. “Games like that one,” she said, pointing to the game case she'd handed me. I glanced at it for the first time – it was an obscure Japanese role-playing game. Hell, I didn't know the first thing about it.

I couldn't help what happened next: it just slipped out. “Wow,” I said, “I'm kind of surprised you play this.”

I swear, I was just talking about the fact that it was a crazy-obscure RPG that probably took a billion hours to beat. But she took it a completely different way.

Her eyes narrowed. “Oh, word? You think I'm buying it for my boyfriend or something?”

Oh, shit. Too late, I realized how awful what I'd said sounded. “No, no I didn't mean it that way. I didn't eve know you had a boyfriend.”

She scoffed. “I swear, guys like you are the worst. What do I have to do, prove that I'm a nerd?” She pulled up the sleeve on her jacket, exposing a tattoo on her wrist of the Triforce from the Legend of Zelda. “But that's probably too casual for you, right?”

I held up my hands in a warding gesture. “That's not what I meant, okay? I'm really sorry. I thought it was really cool that you play this, that's all.”

She looked at me for a moment as if re-evaluating me, then relaxed. “Whatever. I probably shouldn't have gone off on you like that. Um, I'm gonna go find another game.”

With that, she strode away, not looking back.

Fucking great. Great job, Parker. The only way that exchange could have gone worse would've been if I'd dropped my fucking pants halfway through.

“What a day,” I muttered, bending under the counter. I might as well find the game she wanted. Beneath the register were a chest of poorly-maintained drawers, bursting at the seams with extra copies of games. I knew from a glance at the box that this one was going to be way in the back.

I pulled open a drawer and reached deep inside, way further than I ever usually had to. My fingers reached out, brushed against a jewel case, then closed on something hard. What the hell? That...did not feel like a game.

I pulled the object out of the drawer and stared at it. My voice was a whisper. “What the hell is this thing?”

It had been sitting in the back of that drawer for who knows how long, yet it didn't have a speck of dust on it. It was an oblong plastic wedge, its surface the ugly beige of old computer equipment. Looking at it, I got the impression of having seen it before somewhere, or having seen something similar in appearance. In fact, I realized it bore a striking resemblance to one of those old handheld video game players from the early 90s. Was that what this was? Had we ever sold those?

There was a seam along the middle like the cream filling between two Oreo cookies. I reached out with a fingertip, pressed it gently...

The whole thing came open with a snap, and I immediately revised my opinion of the object. It might look like something from the 90's, but there was no way something this sophisticated could be that old.

It unfolded into a clamshell design, with a screen on the top half and a very basic-looking keyboard on the bottom. As soon as it was fully open, the screen brightened. A logo appeared for a fraction of a second – two stylized C's overlapping on top of a black-and-white checkerboard design – then the device booted up.

Blocky letters appeared on the screen. New User Detected. Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please enter your name.

When you've spent most of your life playing video games, entering your name at the beginning of a game just becomes second nature. I didn't hesitate as I punched the strange, velvety keys.

P-A-R-K-E-R. Enter.

“Hey, where'd you go?”

I stood up too fast, hitting the back of my head on the bottom of the counter. The world exploded with pain; I clutched my head and stifled a curse. Shit, I'd been so distracted the girl had startled me.

“Sorry,” she said as I rose over the counter, rubbing the back of my neck. “You okay?”

“Yeah, I'm fine,” I said. Oddly, I kept the device against my thigh and didn't put it on the counter – partly because I wanted to keep it secret, partly because I didn't want to find out she already knew what it was, making me look even more stupid.

“I'm gonna get this one, too,” she said, handing me another game.

I took the game and lay it on the counter next to its predecessor, nodding. “Yeah, of course.”

“Now I've just got to pick out my freebie.” A wicked gleam shined in her eyes. “Maybe I'll pick something out that my boyfriend would like. I dunno.”

She twirled on her heel and walked away, humming and swaying her hips as if to say look at what he gets and you don't. It infuriated me.

As soon as she was looking the other way, I pulled the device out from under the counter. It had finished booting up while I was occupied, and now it was displaying what I assumed was the main menu:

Cheat Code V1.1 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) Cheats by Category

3) Cheats by Name

4) Advanced Search

5) Experimental Mode (Beta)

6) TOP SECRET

Press CC at any time to enter a Cheat...

Like any curious person with a pulse, I immediately selected TOP SECRET. I was greeted with a disappointing message:

This folder requires a password. Please enter password now:

I tried 'password', 'admin' and 'letmein' before the machine beeped and informed me I was locked out of 'TOP SECRET' for the next 24 hours. Oh well, I had plenty of other stuff to look at.

I backed up and opened the Bookmarks folder. Empty.

“Well, that makes sense,” I muttered. “Being a new user and all...”

Starting to get bored already, I thumbed over to 'Cheats By Name'. Now I was looking at a list of 'cheats', sorted alphabetically. From the size of the scroll bar I could tell that this was a long list. It started with numbers:

10: Player receives $10 in local currency

100: Player receives $100 in local currency

1000: Player receives $1000 in local currency...

I frowned, pressing the scroll up and scroll down keys. Each option was highlighted as I scrolled past it. The only thing was, what did they actually do?

I flipped the thing over, looking for a cartridge slot or something, anything to give me a clue as to this machine's function. If I didn't know any better, I'd swear I was holding one of those devices that let you input 'cheat codes' in video games – except there was no space to connect a video game to the machine. So what did it effect? Was it wireless, somehow?

Confused, I selected '100' and pressed enter. The machine gave a low, disturbing whir, then the screen flashed quickly.

'Cheat activated. Returning to main menu...'

A few seconds later, I was staring at the same screen of options I'd been looking at a minute before. There was a new message at the top asking me if I wanted to add the cheat to my bookmarks – I shrugged and selected yes. Not that it meant anything.

Player receives a hundred dollars, I thought. If only it were that easy. Like pushing a button...

I froze. A nervous little laugh escaped my throat. No, that couldn't be, right? It was totally impossible.

Slowly, feeling like a character in a horror movie, I reached into my pocket and drew out my wallet. Stuffed behind my credit cards and gym membership were the two five dollar bills I'd been intending to buy lunch with. In between them was a crisp, perfect one hundred dollar bill.

I took it out of the wallet, staring at it like I expected it to dissolve into nothingness any second. It looked like it was hot off the presses; it even felt vaguely warm. I scrutinized like I'd never looked at money a customer had handed me, and I couldn't see a thing wrong with it.

This wasn't here before, I told myself. Hell, I never carried that much cash on me – I wasn't a roll of bills kind of guy. There was only one explanation, but it didn't make any sense. It couldn't be true.

I put in the cheat, I realized. I put in the cheat and I got the money.

What else could this thing do?

As I was still reeling, the machine popped up another helpful message:

Second person detected. Please hold up CheatCode to analyze.

I frowned. What the hell did that mean? I held up the device, moving it back and forth in confusion, and the screen flashed again. It was a camera, like the one you used on your phone to take a selfie, and I had pointed right at my cute-as-hell customer.

A green box appeared around her for a moment on the screen, then vanished. Scan complete, the screen read. Player may input cheats whenever ready.

If finding a Benjamin in my wallet had been a shock, this was a five-alarm, code blue heart attack. I could activate cheats...on other people? What, what kind of cheats?

I scrolled the cheats by type, scrolling feverishly. I had to do it again. I had to prove this was real, that I hadn't just hallucinated a hundred-dollar bill into my pocket.

Then I found it. Halfway down the list of categories: “Love and Sex.”

I glanced from the device to the girl, still browsing the shelves with her back to me. For a second, I weighed the morality of what I was going to do. Could I really 'cheat' my way into a cute girl's pants? What kind of person would that make me?

On the other hand, what kind of idiot would I be if I was holding that kind of power in my hands and never used it?

It only took a second. I ran down the list, found the cheat I wanted.

“LVSKIP,” I read quietly. “Automatically complete the 'romance subplot' for selected NPC.” I'd played plenty of video games where there were characters you could romance, usually by spending time with them or completing a specific quest. At the end of a romance subplot, that character fell in love with the protagonist, and there was a sex scene.

Oh my god a sex scene. Was that...?

I stopped thinking and activated the cheat.

For about thirty seconds, I was afraid it was all a lie – that I had forgotten about the $100 bill in my wallet, that everything had been a weird coincidence. Then the girl turned around.

There was a wide smile on her face. Any trace of the disgust, anger or attitude she'd been giving me was gone. As she walked across the room, she caught my eye and began to unzip her jacket, pulling it back to reveal a black tank top that ended at her midriff. Sweat stood out on her ample cleavage; her breasts were high, firm and aching for my tongue.

“Parker,” she said, and any trace of doubt I had vanished. There was smoke in that voice, and heat, and a need so obvious it should have been the start of a porno.

I didn't know what to say. “Hey.”

“You've done so much for me,” she said, stepping behind the counter. “You've waited on me, you've brought me my games...I feel like we've made a real connection.”

That sounded ludicrous, but I wasn't about to question. “That's wonderful,” I said. “I-”

“Shh,” she whispered, putting a hand on my lips. She was close enough now that I could feel the heat radiating off her. She cast her jacket to the floor.

“I know you're about to go out and save the world,” she said. “I wish you didn't have to. I can't bear the thought that I might never see you again, that you might die saving us from this great and terrible evil.”

Oh my god. I understood immediately: she was acting like a video game character. This was every 'romance' scene I'd ever played, but real – and, I was hoping, with all the censoring taken out.

“I'm not afraid,” I said, picking up the cue. “Just...this might be the last night we spend together.”

“I know,” she said with a throaty, lusty laugh. “And no man has earned his way into my bed like you, Parker. Let me give you your reward.”

Before I could respond one way or the other she was on her knees, prostrate before me like a worshipful servant. She looked up and met my gaze, keeping eye contact as she undid my belt and worked my cock free. 

If anyone walked in, I'd be screwed – they'd see me getting blown behind the counter. And suddenly, I realized I didn't care. This was real. I was really using cheat codes in everyday life. I was going to enjoy this. And if someone happened to come in from the snow, well: I was sure there was probably a cheat for that, too.

“Oh, wow,” the girl breathed, reaching into my pants. “You're already so hard for me. And so big.”

My cock stood fully erect, so hard it almost hurt. It dripped with juice. I watched as the girl's face slackened in awe as she took it all in, mouth open with delight. My balls followed, swollen to bursting with come.

“You deserve the greatest whore in the realm, my hero,” the girl whispered. “I'm going to do my best to be that for you tonight.”

With that, she leaned forward and gobbled me up, sliding my shaft between her soft lips and burying me down her throat. 

“Mmmh,” she moaned around my cock, relaxing her throat. God, she felt amazing. Every inch of her mouth was warm and wet, filled with the most unbelievable suction. Unconsciously, I started thrusting against her, letting my cock fill her sweet little mouth even deeper. She took it all, stretching her throat to accommodate me.

She really thinks I'm a hero, I thought. She's tasting my cock because I won her heart and she thinks I'm...what? The protagonist?

She pulled back, letting the fat head of my cock rest on her tongue. With her free hand, she pulled hair away from her face and stared up at me.

“Am I doing well, hero?” She asked with a naughty smile. “Or would you prefer the attentions of some tavern wench?”

“Never, princess,” I said, really starting to get into it now. “I want you. I want to spread your legs and fuck you. I want to plow your royal pussy until you spend the entire time I'm gone sore.”

She bit her lip like this was exactly what she wanted to hear. “Yes, my lord. I...want that, too. I wasn't sure if you thought me worthy.”

“Worthy?”

“For your seed, hero.” She was beaming now. “That it might quicken, and fatten me with your heir.”

So she wasn't on the pill. And I didn't have a condom. I didn't want a condom. I wanted to feel her, every twitch and tremor of her tight little slit as I came inside her. I realized I wanted to make her pregnant, that the thought of knocking this stranger up with 'heirs' made my dick throb with need.

“Oh, you're definitely worthy. You want that?”

“Yes, my lord.” She blushed. “It would be an honor.”

I helped her to her feet and bent her over the desk. Her pants came down easily; she wasn't wearing panties underneath. Bad little nerd, I thought. Her pussy was shaved and dripping with moisture – between that and the job her mouth had done on me, I was able to slide into her with one smooth stroke.

“Yes, Parker!” She cried, clutching the counter and grinding her hips on my rod. “Fuck me! Breed me, lord! I want your seed inside me while you save us! You deserve this, hero!”

I do, I thought. This girl was a reward: a trophy given to me just like a trophy in a video game, for completing a series of actions. Only, I'd skipped all those actions, because I had a cheat code. As I felt myself building to climax, I realized this was what I was meant to be doing – collecting as many trophies as I could. Getting all the rewards.

Taking all the snobby girls who thought they were too good to be bred like cheap whores.

“I'm so fertile,” the girl moaned, delirious with pleasure. “You make me feel like such a real woman, my lord. I know if you come in me now I'll make you so many babies!”

The thought of it sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, burying myself inside her so hard she was pinned against the display case, her breasts flattened and face against the glass. I came like a conqueror, savoring the spoils of victory. An unlike a video game, there was no fade to black, no cutaway, no censoring. I came inside her, shooting over and over again with zero protection, and it was the best feeling in the world. I felt her climax beneath me, the sensation of being bred pulling her brainwashed body up to climax and tossing her over the side. As good as this felt for me, it had to feel even better for her. It was like fulfilling your entire purpose in life, on top of coming.

When I was done, she stood up and pulled her pants on, her creamy pussy dripping down her thigh. Her face was flushed with afterglow; she had a smile as big as a billboard.

“That was everything I had hoped it would be, hero,” she said. “Thank you for deeming me worthy of you.”

“You're, um, very welcome,” I said. Now that the haze of orgasmic bliss was wearing off, I felt a little...embarrassed. This was awkward. What was I supposed to do now?

“I guess I'll ring you up for these?” I asked, motioning towards the games. 

She looked at them as if she'd never seen such things before. “These trinkets? What would I need them for? I have you, hero.” She snuggled close to me and nuzzled beneath my neck. “Take me back to your holdfast. I want to make sure I'm bearing your child when you leave in the morning...”

Oh, shit. She was broken. Maybe there was a reason there were fades to black in video games.

“No,” I said, taking a step back. God, I'd really come in her without protection, hadn't I? She could be on her way to pregnant right now...and weirdly, the thought turned me on. “You need to go home...hang on, one second...”

I fumbled for the device, pressing buttons at random. Finally I found an option that seemed promising – 'revert all cheats'.

Before I could even consider the consequences, I pressed it.

Instantly, a confused look came over the girl's face. “What...”

She staggered like a drunk, looking around her surroundings like she hadn't been here for close to an hour. “Why am I back here? I...I'm sorry. Did I do something?”

“Uh, no,” I said. “You're fine. You were helping me get this.” I held up her second game.

“Oh.” She moved back around the counter.

I rang her up and she left, looking frazzled but more or less okay. When I opened my wallet, the hundred dollar bill was gone.

So I can undo the changes... I thought. But I have to undo ALL the changes...

I plugged the 100 cheat back in and activated it. A crisp hundred-dollar bill appeared in my wallet.

Well, I was just going to have to be more careful from now on. Or a lot less moral.

The possibilities were almost as terrifying as they were exciting.

Two minutes later, I walked out the door, put up a “back in ten minutes” sign and locked up. I needed time to think about all this, to come to grips with what I'd just done and what I might be willing to do in the future. I needed a lunch break.

Fortunately, I'd just found myself with some extra cash.





Chapter Two
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I did it, I thought, driving through the snow. Holy shit, I really did it. I'm going to get in so much trouble.

Snow piled the roadway on either side, standing over two feet high. The blacktop had been salted the night before the big snowstorm, but there was still plenty of ice on the road. Even during the best of times, it would have been a tough drive, but I couldn't keep my mind on the present. It kept slipping back, to an hour ago, to something I was still struggling to believe wasn't a fantasy.

For the dozenth time since I'd started driving, I patted the object in my jacket, reassuring myself that it was real. The CheatCode.

There was a gentle soreness in my arms and legs; the gentle, good kind of ache you got after some really good, hard sex. Normally I wouldn't have been further away from feeling this way – my girlfriend had just left me and I was stuck in a dead-end job working a video game store in the worst snowstorm of the year – but I had just had sex, great sex, with a woman I'd known for all of ten minutes. A tiny, geeky goddess who'd gotten on her knees and put my cock in her mouth, all while proclaiming me a hero.

My hero, she said, let me give you exactly what you deserve...

This thing in my jacket, it made her do that. I found it when I was cleaning out the back of our crumbling, overstuffed shelving units: some kind of prototype handheld game console, looking like it came straight out of the early 1990s. But the things it did...it made her want me. It made her serve me, some guy she didn't know, made her get on her knees and blow me then present her pussy to me like an offering.

“Three things,” I muttered to myself as I pulled off the main road. “One: I feel like I just had sex, so I probably did. Two: I have this game thing in my jacket, so I know it's real. Three...”

As I unbuckled my seatbelt, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my wallet. Inside, tucked between two crumpled fives, was a hundred-dollar bill so crisp I'd swear it had just come off the presses. That was the other thing I'd done with CheatCode – make myself richer.

Sex and money, I thought. I have a machine that might let me have whatever I want, and I default to sex and money. What kind of person am I?

Well, not just sex and money. Food, too.

Pulling into the parking lot, I saw with relief that the restaurant was open despite the snow. It was a nice old Italian place I went to sometimes, tucked in the middle of a strip mall. The businesses around it were closed down for the day, and there were only a couple of cars in the parking lot – employees, probably. The fewer the better, preferably.

I still couldn't believe what I'd done. I'd fucked that girl, and I didn't even know her name. I'd come inside of her without protection. She could be pregnant soon, because of me, and she'd never know it. She'd be carrying...

A hero's heir. The thought appeared without warning, I shook it away.

It was wrong. Conjuring money out of thin air was one thing, but using a young woman like that was...it was cruel. The kind of thing a vicious, amoral playboy did, using women and throwing them away. Despite my growing arousal, I told myself I wouldn't do it anymore. Whatever other powers this device held, I wouldn't use it to control people.

I walked across the parking lot, avoiding patches of ice, trying not to think of the way I had felt. How great, how searing and fulfilling the pleasure was, holding that girl down and filling her up with my fertile seed while she begged me for it. I'd lived my whole life being stepped on, fighting for every opportunity and bending over backwards to get girls into my bed. When I'd used CheatCode, it felt different. So different. It felt like I didn't have to try, like she just fell all over herself to make me feel good, like she was only thinking of me instead of the other way around.

It felt like I deserved all these things: the sex, the money, the power...

“No,” I said out loud, stepping onto the sidewalk. “That's not who I am. I ought to take this thing and break it.”

And I probably would, I told myself. But first I wanted to see how it worked – what else it could do.

Inside, the place was practically empty. A bored-looking guy in an apron stopped scrubbing the bar and headed to the back. I was the only customer. On the other side of the restaurant, a young, dark-haired woman sat, playing with her cell phone. As I watched, she raised it up, pursed her lips, and took a selfie.

I coughed. Finally, she noticed me.

She came across the room in a bit of a huff, as if I had somehow been rude to her. “Hi, welcome to Anna's,” she said quickly. “Booth or table?”

“Uh, booth, please,” I said.

She led me across the room to a clean booth that looked like it hadn't been sat at all day. The cushioned seat gave an audible squeak as I sat down and scooted in.

“Can I get you something to start with?” the waitress asked. 

Normally I would have said no, but today I had a hundred-dollar bill burning a hole in my pocket, so I was feeling like a little splurge was in order. “Sure. I'd like an appetizer platter of wings. Oh, and a beer. Whatever you have on draft is fine.”

She gave me a sideways glance but left it at that. “Alright. I'll be right back with your starters.”

As she turned to go, I pulled the device out of my jacket. It was hard to believe such an unassuming lump of beige plastic could do the things it did, could rewrite the entire fabric of reality. I had to know the limits of what it could do.

The waitress turned back, glancing down at the device. “What's that?”

Oh, shit. If I'd have known she'd take an interest, I would have waited until she was gone to take it out. Up until that moment, I had never even considered the idea of being found out – now thinking about it made me freeze up like a deer in headlights.

“Uh...it's just a videogame.” I said quickly. “You know, like a Game Boy.”

“Oh.” She turned and walked away without saying another word. I breathed a silent sigh of relief.

Once she disappeared into the kitchen, I was alone in the restaurant. I booted up the device and felt a surge of excitement as the main menu came up:

Welcome to CheatCode V1.1! Please select an option.

The usual suspects were all there: I could select a cheat by name or category, could access my bookmarks, or attempt to open the strange TOP SECRET folder. I had tried that secret folder the first time I booted the device up, but now I gave it another shot. It let me up in three more passwords (all variants on the word 'password') before locking me out again.

Oh well. I shrugged.

Next, I leafed through the categories, looking for something to catch my interest. I was no stranger to devices that changed your video game, having used them when I was a kid to beat the fiendishly difficult games they used to make back in the 80s, and the cheats were all stuff I was familiar with: invincibility, infinite lives, codes that gave you increasingly large amounts of money. I scrolled past the romance cheat, a tingle of arousal working its way up my spine at the memory of using it before.

“NOCLIP,” I whispered. “Turn off all solid surfaces.”

That was a cheat that let you walk through walls. I almost activated it, before thinking: what if it turned off the floor too? The idea of falling endlessly through the earth sickened me. I kept scrolling. Then, something caught my eye that made me stop:

BLKMRROR: turn player invisible.

I could be invisible? I had to try that. I selected the cheat and pressed the activation button.

There was a slight hum from the device, but other than that nothing happened. I waited, but I didn't feel any different. Maybe that one is broken...

I glanced back down at the device and gasped. My hands had disappeared.

Slowly, with a vague sense of unreality threatening to turn into panic, I slid the CheatCode back into my pocket and stood up. The second it was in my pocket it winked out of existence, like it had ceased to be. There was a mirror over the bar; I walked over to it. In the reflection, it looked as if there was no one in the restaurant – I had disappeared. Just as a test, I pulled the CheatCode back out of my pocket for a second – and suddenly the device was floating in mid-air, like it was hanging from a string.

The kitchen door slammed open.

I got the device back in my pocket and jumped to the side, narrowly avoiding the waitress as she made her way out of the kitchen. She carried a tray of chicken wings and a tall mug of beer as she made her way across the restaurant. I watched as she got to my table, put down the food, and looked around confusedly.

She really can't see me, I realized. Even with the evidence of my own eyes, I hadn't really believed I was invisible until someone else couldn't see me. Now I had proof. I'm going to get into so much trouble with this thing...

The waitress walked over to the bathrooms and knocked on the men's room door. When there was no answer, she pushed it open a crack and looked inside.

She stepped back. “Hey, Marco?”

A face appeared in the window of the kitchen. “Yeah?”

The waitress sounded irritated. “That guy fucking left. He just disappeared.”

I had to stifle a giggle. She had no idea how right she was.

“Alright,” the man said distractedly. “I'm cleaning, anyway.”

The waitress sighed and rolled her eyes. “Figures. Did you see that little Game Boy thing he was carting around? Like a little kid. I should have known he didn't have any money.”

The man snickered. “Whatever. I'll drink that beer – no sense in letting it go to waste.”

“You laugh,” she said. “All guys are like that kid these days. Playing their little video games, can't even go outside without them. Total manchildren. Probably left because I didn't fawn all over him like this was Hooters.”

Marco laughed. “Man, what'd that guy do to you, Kim? It's just a plate of wings.”

“Whatever. I haven't had a decent date in months because every guy now is-” she made a gesture of pressing buttons, widening her eyes like a zombie - “duuuh, gotta play my Pokemans in public like a little baby. Whatever happened to men?”

Still laughing, Marco went back into the kitchen. The waitress went back across the room and seconds later was totally absorbed in her phone, completely missing the irony.

I stood in the middle of the room, frozen. Wow. Did people really talk about me like that when they didn't think I was around? I was...shocked. Upset. Angry.

What a bitch, I thought. What a hypocritical little bitch.

I felt my blood pressure rising; the urge to do something about this was rising up in me like a storm surge, quickly and without warning. Watching her over there, staring at her screen in her own little world, so willing to pass judgment on a guy she'd known for all of two minutes...it made me want to teach her a lesson. It made me want to use CheatCode.

It didn't hurt that she was hot as hell. Whoever had hired her obviously knew exactly what they were doing – with her tight white top, short skirt, pouty lips and long legs, she must have been a tip-getting machine on nights with lots of guys. Yesterday a girl like her would have been out of my league, but today...

No, I thought. I'm never doing that to a girl again. I'll....I'll just mess with her a little.

Yeah, that was it. There was nothing wrong with having a little bit of fun, right?

Almost as if in response to my thought, Kim stood up, put her phone away and headed towards the kitchen. This time I only needed to take a small step out of the way to avoid her: I was already getting used to moving around while invisible.

I followed just behind her and managed to slip through the saloon-style kitchen doors without being noticed.

“I'm so tired of this shit,” Kimberly said, tossing her apron on a nearby table. “That guy was the only customer we've had today and he fucking ran off to play his Game Boy. I might as well not even be here today.”

Her back was to me, but just to be safe I slipped to the side of the room where I wouldn't be accidentally seen. Holding up the CheatCode, I let it scan.

New character detected. Scanning complete! You may activate cheats on this character at any time.

Success! Now to find something filthy to do. It didn't take me long to find a new code I wanted to try. A quick scan of the 'sex' category showed me dozens of exciting options, but one stuck out immediately:

KAPOW!: Target character immediately achieves orgasm. WARNING: repeated use of cheat may cause intense, spontaneous attraction to protagonist!

That warning was a little odd, but surely I could try it once? Causing an orgasm at will sounded like a perfect way to embarrass this bratty waitress.

I coded it in and got ready to activate it.

“Why don't you leave then?” Marco's voice echoed from the freezer.

“Oh my god, would you tell anybody if I did? I just feel like I'm wasting my time here and ohhhhh shit...”

Kimberly's beautiful face flushed crimson and she doubled over, as if unsure for an instant whether she was experiencing pleasure or pain. Then her face went slack and her eyes fluttered white as pleasure rocked her slender frame. She barely managed to stay upright.

Holy shit, I thought. I made her come. I didn't even touch her.

There was a beat of silence. “Kim? You okay?”

God she looked sexy. I watched her slowly get control of herself until she felt good enough to speak. She brushed a strand of hair out of her face.

“Yeah...um, yeah, I'm fine. Just feeling a little off. Maybe I should leave.”

Oh no, I thought. You're not going anywhere.

“Look, if you've gotta go, just go,” Marco said. “I can handle customers okay. And Mitch doesn't know half of what goes on around here. You won't get in any trouble.”

“I...I don't know,” she said, suddenly unsure. What I'd just done had shaken her. Maybe she didn't want to be alone? “The snow is still pretty bad, and you know my car is a-”

She froze, clutching the table in a white-knuckle grip as her face contorted in beautiful agony. I had hit the button again and she was coming, even harder this time. She tried to hold back, but after a moment a thin, high-pitched squeal of uncontrollably ecstasy tore from her throat.

“Uh, Kim?” Marco's head appeared at the entrance to the freezer. “What's going on, babe?”

She turned and headed for the door so fast I was barely able to get the CheatCode back under wraps fast enough.

“I'm fine,” she said, her voice still tight with pleasure. “I'll be right back don't worry about me okay?”

She pushed past the door, clutching the side of her head. Marco shrugged and walked back into the freezer. I followed her out into the dining area and into the bathroom, moving the door slowly so as to generate as little sound as possible.

It didn't work. “Who's there?”

I stepped into the bathroom. It was nicer then the men's room – figures – and Kim was bent over one of the plush sinks, staring at her reflection, water dripping down her face from where she had splashed herself.

I should have walked away. I ought to have slipped back out the door, made my way to my car, and driven home.

I didn't.

Instead, I selected 'revert cheats' and pushed SEND.

It was like a switch had been flipped somewhere. All of a sudden, I could see myself in the mirror, my body taught with longing, my gaze fixed on Kim. She blinked rapidly and took a step back, shock evident on her face. Even then, I might have stopped. I could have turned back invisible and left.

But then she saw my CheatCode, and an almost imperceptible sneer crossed her face. Even with the greatest shock of her young life right in front of her, she still had time to think mean things about me.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, her tone angry and confused. “Get the hell out, you and your stupid toy!”

I felt a slow, wicked smile cross my face. “It's not stupid. For example, it lets me do this.”

Before she could respond, I selected KAPOW! and pushed the button. The words she had been about to say died in her throat as she climaxed, sobbing as she clutched the sink to stay upright.

“Oh God, that feels so good,” she groaned, lifting her head from the granite counter top. “You've been doing that?”

“Yes,” I said. “I've been watching you come, Kim. I like watching you come, the way your thighs clench together and your whole body trembles like you can't believe how good you feel. I think it's a better way for you to spend your time than making fun of people you don't know.”

A look of shocked recognition passed over her face. She knew I'd been watching her – that somehow I had been in the restaurant the whole time, even if she couldn't see me.

“You need to leave,” she said. “I'll call the police. Marco will-”

At this point she trailed off, because I hit the button again. Her pretty, glossy lips stretched in a silent cry as she came again, knees knocking together. This time she sank to her knees, unable to hold herself together from the sweet, filthy pleasure coursing through her veins. A dedicated orgasm button, I thought. How nice.

I took a step forward. “Still think it's just a toy? Still think I'm some manchild you can snicker about behind my back?”

“No,” she groaned. “No, I'm so sorry. The way you've made me come, Christ the way you make me feel...only a real man could do that.”

The way she was looking up at me – it wasn't the disgusted, terrified look she had earlier. Repeated use, I remembered, can cause a character to become wildly attracted to the protagonist...

The protagonist, of course, being me. I was the hero of this story, I was the one with the power, and I was tired of being looked down on by trashy little cunts. I wasn't going to play their games any longer – I was going to play a different kind of game. My game.

Starting with Kim.

“You want another?” I teased, working down my zipper.

She froze for moment, biting her lip as she fought the new-found feelings within her, then nodded. “Yes. Please. I need it.”

I pressed the button again.

She didn't even bother hiding it this time: she was enjoying every second of this. Her back arched like a bow as she came, breasts and hips shaking from the climax.

“Thank you,” she gasped once she was able to speak. Sweat poured down her forehead.

“You're welcome,” I said. “You can have it again, you know. You can have as much as you want. You can feel this way forever, Kim.”

My cock slid out of my pants, rock-hard. It stood straight up, fat beads of precum leaking from the head. She stared at it like a person seeing their true love for the first time.

“You just have to serve.”

She looked up at me, and kept her gaze straight at my eyes as she kissed the head of my cock. “Yes, Master.”

Master. I liked the sound of that. Yes, after all – that was another word for protagonist, right? The person in control. 'Hero' didn't suit me right now anyway – what I was doing right now felt anything but heroic.

But it felt fucking great.

Kim took me in her mouth slowly, bringing me all the way into her throat. Once I was all the way inside her, I hit the button one more time.

Her gorgeous body clenched in utter bliss as I fucked her face, grabbing the side of her head and thrusting into her mouth. She gagged and sputtered, but with the KAPOW! Ringing through her brain, she barely noticed. Nothing else mattered except pleasure; she was as focused on it as a junkie for their drug of choice.

After a few more thrusts, I lay back against the counter and let her go to work. “Make me come,” I commanded, “and when you do I'll give you another.”

It was like setting off a firecracker in her mind. Kim would do anything to earn another hit of that pure, blissed-out power, and she fought for her reward like a good little girl, slurping and sucking and stroking as she blew me.

In no time at all, I felt my own climax building in my balls. I was tempted to turn the CheatCode on myself – but knew somehow that was a mistake. What if I got addicted to it? It was better, after all, to let a little slut like Kim please me; way better to blow a load all over her pretty face...

At the last moment I pulled out of Kim's mouth; instinctively she started stroking as I came. She milked burst after burst of come from my cock, more than I thought possible. Even when I'd been in a long drought from the dating game, I'd never blown such a big, thick load as the one I presented Kim's gorgeous visage.

She closed her eyes, smiling as I pushed the button. The feel of my warm come on her face became a thick blanket of pleasure as she came again, harder than ever. She writhed on the floor, her body taking the last few smaller shots of my come, moving without thought. She rubbed my seed into her skin and lapped it from her fingers, delirious with bliss.

When she finally stopped, I had already tucked my cock back into my pants and zipped up. She got to her feet, a mixture of shame and defiance on her face.

“I...I want more.” The words left her throat like they were being forced out.

“Oh, really?” With my mind clear after coming, I started to look at Kim with new eyes. She was gorgeous, young and unattached. She was a damn fine little cocksucker, and I was already curious how she was in bed. Plus, her face was covered in my come. I kind of felt responsible for her already.

Besides, I realized, I need a test subject, don't I? I'm certainly not going to try all these cheats out on myself. I can make Kim love me, make her WANT to be used for my every whim, then find out what this thing is REALLY capable of.

“Alright,” I said after a long moment. She let out a relieved breath and sighed happily, like I'd just promised to make all her dreams come true. “You can stay with me. Why don't we head back to my place, and we can do more than just have you blow me?”

She nodded. “Of course.” She was already adapting. It was kind of amazing to watch it happen in real time – I could see her mind rearranging itself around the pleasure, reassuring her everything was normal and good. She bit her lip mischievously and shot me a smile. “Master.”

I tried a line of reasoning I had been thinking about for a while now. “You'll be a good girl for me from now on, won't you, Kim? Seeing as I'm the main character and all...”

Her face lit up. “Exactly! That's exactly how I feel! It's like...like you're the one in charge, somehow. I feel like I'm meant to be with you, like...like a trophy or something else you collect. I should be horrified, but frankly I'm way too turned on. Let's go to your place!”

I let her lead me out, not even bothering to tell her about the streaks of come still on her face.

As we left the restaurant, my CheatCode began to vibrate. I glanced at the screen and let out a long, loud laugh at the message written there.

Kim turned around. “What is it, Master?”

I smiled. “Nothing you would understand babe. And when we're in public together, you can just call me 'Parker'. But we both know what it really means.”

She gave me a small, secret smile. “Sure thing, Parker.”

On the screen of the CheatCode, a new notification had popped up: Kimberly has joined your party!





Chapter Three
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I rolled over in bed, the mattress soft underneath me. Blinking my eyes slowly, I saw that it was morning – a faint beam of light streamed in from between the curtains. I ran my hand over my face and reached out towards the nightstand for my phone, wondering dimly what time it was and if I could go back to sleep for another hour.

As I moved, I felt the sheets glide over my erection – I had morning wood so big I could see it bulging through the comforter. I can't remember the last time I woke up this hard, I thought sleepily.  I must've been having one hell of a sex dream...

My fingers touched something hard and plastic, but it wasn't my phone. Just like that, it all came flooding back: finding the device at work, buried in the bottom of a long-forgotten drawer. Using it on my one nerdy customer, making her worship my cock behind the counter. Leaving the store in a rush, being insulted by the snotty waitress at the restaurant, unable to stop myself from bringing her under my control. Bringing her home...

I lifted up the other end of the covers, already knowing what I was going to find. Kim, the waitress from the Italian restaurant by my work, lay beneath, snoozing contentedly. She was topless, wearing nothing other than a tight skirt with no panties underneath. I knew that, because last night I'd taken those panties off with my teeth; Kim had spent half the last night fucking me, indulging all the naughty fantasies I'd always had but had been afraid to ask any of my girlfriends to do. She had no problem with anything I asked her to do, because...

Because of this. I held the device up, staring at it like I was seeing it for the first time. Such a tiny thing to have completely changed my life. It called itself CheatCode, and while it looked like one of those hand held video games from the 90's, it held the power to change reality. Having found it, it had named me as the “Player,” with the ability to input cheats in the game of life – free money, invisibility, the power to make a teenage waitress orgasm on command. And I'd just begun to scratch the surface.

With the covers off her, Kim began to stir, her beautiful young body shivering gently. She slid over, still asleep, and pressed herself against me. Her skin was smooth and flawless, gorgeously tanned all over except for a small pale patch just above her pussy in the shape of a Playboy bunny logo. She must have put a patch there whenever she tanned; I wondered idly how many men had ever gotten to see that bunny.

Kim felt my erection pressing against her ass; as if by instinct she began rubbing against it, still asleep. I had to stop myself from gasping out loud. Part of me – a part that was large and getting bigger – wanted to roll Kim over, part her pretty legs and wake her up with my cock; but another part of me was worried and cautious. Now that she'd had a good night's sleep, would she still think of me as a 'hero'? Or did whatever this CheatCode thing do to people only last for a short time? If that was the case, I was going to have one confused teenage waitress on my hand when she woke up.

I shouldn't have worried. Kim's eyes opened a crack, and a wide smile spread across her sleepy face. She let out a low sigh of contentment and rolled over, her firm breasts pushing against my chest. I felt a warmth between her thighs, pressing against my hardness, promising sweet, primal release.

“Damn, Master, you are hard,” she giggled, clinging to me. “I thought I took care of that last night?”

My mouth was dry. She called me Master. Just hearing the word filled me with excitement; it was powerful and sexy. “What do you expect,” I said, “waking up next to this?”

I punctuated my sentence by taking her by the hips and pressing. The thin fabric of my boxers was all that kept me from sliding inside of her.

She let out a delighted squeal as the head of my cock pressed against her folds. “I missed you so much, Master.”

My mouth found her breasts. Her nipples were hard and aching for my touch; she arched her back to press them against me.

“Missed me?” I managed to gasp. “You just slept next to me.”

She bit my earlobe, her hot tongue darting around my ear. “But I was asleep,” she purred, raking my back. “I didn't have you inside me.”

God, that made me rock hard. I was so stiff it hurt. I had to empty my balls inside Kim – any lingering concerns I had about the morality of the situation were long gone.

“You want to fuck me?”

She was panting, desperate to get me inside of her. “Yes, Parker. I want it so bad.”

I flipped us over and guided her hand to my boxers. She pulled the waistband down until my cock slid out, leaking come as it throbbed against her.

“Show me,” I commanded.

Then I was inside her, sliding deep to the hilt. She let out a whimper as her walls stretched around my girth, running her fingers over my chest. She leaned back until she was straight up, straddling my hips, and began to ride.

If she thought that being on top meant she was in control, though, she was wrong. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled, bringing her down on me roughly.

“You belong to me,” I said, holding her ear close to my mouth. “Don't forget that.”

“Of course not, Master,” she said quickly. “Let me show you how good I can make you feel...”

Her pussy clenched around me as she rode me, putting her whole body into fucking me. Christ, she was tight! Her nineteen-year old pussy was practically in mint condition, so snug around me I couldn't believe how good it felt. I'd never been with a girl so hot, so tight, so utterly devoted to getting me off.

In no time at all I felt my climax approaching. I grabbed her by the hips and began bucking, taking control back from Kim. Her face went slack with pleasure as I took the reins from her.

“Oh fuck, that's so good, Master! You're so deep inside me – I can't wait to feel you come in me!”

“Yeah, fill you up,” I grunted, pounding her.

She leaned forward and our lips met, kissing me deeply as my cock began to twitch. “Come inside me, Master.”

Then I was unloading, burst after burst of hot come coating the walls of her womb. I felt her clit throb with the first pulse, the feel of my hot seed sending her over the edge into climax. She clung to me like she never wanted to let go, riding the wave of pleasure.

As we both came down from our peaks, I became aware a faint, repetitive sound. It was quiet, but I had the impression that this was only because of distance, and whatever was causing it was quite loud. As Kim lay back on the bed, stoned in post-coital bliss, I went to the window to look.

“Piece of shit! Come on, work goddammit!”

“Whew,” I said, pulling back the edge of the curtain. “Someone is upset.”

Though the window was foggy, I could see down into the parking lot at the middle of my apartment complex. One car in particular stood out: smoke poured from its hood like there was a roaring fire inside, while a slim woman in a padded jacket and yoga pants gestured at it helplessly.

“I cannot be late again!”

“Mmh?” Kim rolled over in bed, facing me. The sight of her naked body beckoned me, made my cock twitch with a second wind in my boxers. “What's going on, Master?”

“It's Daphne,” I said, nodding towards the window. “My neighbor. Looks like her car is borked.”

“Oh, that's sad,” Kim said. Without taking her eyes off me, she spread her legs and let her fingers trail between them, massaging her glistening folds. “Why don't you come back to bed and let me help you forget about it?”

As tempting as that was, I shook my head. “Not right now. I think I have an opportunity here.”

Now that my load was shot inside Kim's nubile young body, all sorts of feelings I had been suppressing floated to the surface. I began to feel a little guilty about using her, corrupting her mind and making her my fuckdoll. Consciously, I knew there was nothing I could really do to fix that (short of letting her go, and she no longer wanted that), but there was a way to soothe my anxiety: by using my powers for good.

I could make money out of thin air and turn beautiful women into my slaves. Surely I could fix a car?

I grabbed CheatCode off the nightstand and tossed on a shirt, then hunted under the bed until I found my pants.

“Where are you going?” Kim asked, looking confused.

“Gonna go be a good neighbor,” I said. “Back in a sec.”

Outside, the early-morning air was frigid and refreshing, chilling me in my t-shirt. I slid the CheatCode into my pants pocket and strode across the parking lot, sneakers slapping against the pavement.

Daphne looked up as I approached and sighed. “Oh, Christ. I'm sorry – did I wake you up, Park?”

Daphne and I had a good, friendly relationship. She was about a decade older than me, divorced, and living on her own for the first time in years. Consequently, she was a little wild, She'd made some moves to suggest she'd be into dating me in the past, but I'd always been too shy to take advantage – too much like the old Parker, letting opportunities pass me by. The old Parker would have gone back to bed and slept until noon, not come out here in the chilly morning air to help his neighbor.

“Oh, you didn't,” I said, glancing down into the engine. “Having some trouble?”

“Yeah. I think it's really fucked this time, pardon my French,” she said, covering her mouth with a well-manicured hand. Daphne took incredible care of herself: even getting ready for work, she looked like she was about to hit a night at the club. Being this close to her sent an aching pulse through my balls, but couldn't focus on that.

“Well, maybe I can get it working,” I said. “Why don't you go get in the front seat and get ready to try and start it?”

She nodded and walked around me, her breasts pressing gently against my back as she slid past. Daphne had big ones, bigger than Kim's, and those breasts had been the focus of many a fantasy when I'd first moved into the complex.

Stop it, I thought. This is about her car, not her tits.

As soon as she was out of sight, I slid CheatCode out of my pocket and booted it up. As it whirred to life, I looked over the engine just to see if there was anything normal I could do to fix things.

Wow, I thought, this thing really is fucked. Everything I knew about fixing a car could probably fit on a post-it note, but I could recognize a wreck when I saw it. How had she even been driving it like this? There was more rust than car in some spots.

“I sure hope this works,” I muttered, turning on the camera.

The engine appeared on the screen, flickered, then disappeared.

Target vehicle added to game, the device displayed across the screen. Cheats can be activated at any time.

“Any luck?” Daphne called.

“I'm working on it,” I yelled over the roar of steam. “I think it actually might be a quick fix.”

She looked unsure but didn't say anything else.

I flipped back to the main menu, where to my surprise several things had changed. My cheats were now divided under several folders, each with the name of a different person or object I had added to the “game.” I had apparently lost the girl from the game store when I reset all my cheats earlier, but I now had two headings: Kim and Automobile #1.

I selected Automobile #1. The list of cheats here was very small, which made sense because what can you really do to a car compared with a person?

Repair target vehicle was the second cheat listed. I selected it, pressed the button, and crossed my fingers.

For a few seconds, I doubted that anything had happened. Then, slowly, the steam pouring from the engine began to dissipate. As it faded, I caught sight of what was beneath and gasped. A minute ago, this car had held one of the most broken, corroded engines I had ever seen – this looked brand new. It gleamed, for christ's sake. The power of this tiny device, able to fit in the palm of my hand, never failed to shock me.

“Anything?” Daphne asked.

I stood frozen for a moment then swallowed heavily. “Uh...yeah! Yeah, try it now!”

A second later, the engine roared to life, purring like a lion cub. Like it was the first time the car had ever been started.

I heard Daphne laugh triumphantly, then the sound of her fist hitting the ceiling of the car. “Holy shit yes! Hot damn, what did you do, Parker?”

Before she could get out of the car, I slammed the hood. No sense in letting her see what I had done: she'd just get confused, and start asking questions I didn't have easy answers to.

“I dunno,” I said with a wry grin and a shrug. “Magic, I guess.”

She opened the car door and stepped out, then pulled me into a hug. My erection ground into her thigh, but she either didn't notice or didn't care. This close I could smell her, her womanly scent under the hint of perfume she'd sprayed on her neck, and it drove me wild. The animal part of my brain wanted to toss her down on the hood, spread her legs and fuck her MILF-y body until I deposited my second thick load of the day. Knowing I could do it at any time made it harder to resist.

I would've earned it, I thought suddenly. After all, I fixed the car. I'm a hero, right?

“Oh, God, I could kiss you, Parker,” Daphne murmured, squeezing me tighter. “Thank you soooo much...”

There was no way she couldn't tell how hard I was. Was she enjoying it? Maybe I could...

“Way to go, babe,” another voice said. “You really saved the day.”

We both turned. Kim stood in the doorway of the building, grinning. She was still wearing the skirt she'd had on when I fucked her, along with an oversized band t-shirt she'd raided from my closet. It hung off her shoulder, exposing an almost criminal amount of cleavage. Her nipples, hard from the cold, pressed against the thin fabric.

“Wow,” Daphne said, genuinely shocked. “Who is this, Parker? That girl you were seeing?”

I had almost forgotten. “Anne? No, uh, we broke up. This is Kim...” I trailed off, unsure of what to think to say next.

Daphne looked Kim up and down boldly, obviously liking what she saw. “Well I'd say you're doing well for yourself on the rebound.”

“Why don't you come in?” Kim said. “Have a cup of coffee and get warmed up before you go.”

There was an invitation in those eyes. Daphne saw it, clear as day.

“I don't know,” she said. “I've got to get to work...”

“Oh, come on,” Kim said, turning back to the door. Her skirt rode up in the back, exposing a mouth-watering expanse of bare thigh and ass. “My hero just fixed your car. I'd say that calls for a little celebration, right?”

“Yeah, I'll have a cup,” Daphne said quickly. She walked forward, a big, knowing grin on her face, and stepped inside as Kim held the door open for her. I walked up, confused as hell.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to Kim as I reached the door.

Kim looked at me as if she didn't know what I was talking about. “You said this was an opportunity. I assumed you meant an opportunity to collect another girl. You should have lots of girls, Master, and that one is very attractive. She's a good choice for us: I think she and I will get along well.”

“That was not what I meant,” I hissed, pointing a finger. “I meant I was going to help her!”

“This will help her,” Kim said with a smile, closing the door behind me.

As we walked up the hallway, Kim came up behind me and whispered in my ear. “By the way, Master: Daphne is almost old enough to be your Mother. Does that excite you?”

“What do you mean?”

“Wouldn't it be so much hotter if she thought she was your mother? And I was your sister? You could do it, you know: you can do anything you want, Master.”

“Stop,” I muttered as we reached the apartment door. “That's so wrong...”

“Nothing's wrong if you want it, Master,” Kim said, giving my crotch a gentle squeeze. “I just think she'd be perfect for that role...”

Daphne looked around the space and nodded. “Wow. You have a nice apartment.”

“We're upgrading soon,” Kim said with a sniff. “Parker deserves so much more than this.”

“I guess you two could use a little extra space,” Daphne said with a shrug. “Seems pretty spacious for just two – mmmmh!”

Kim cut her off with a hard, searching kiss. She backed Daphne up until her pert ass landed on the kitchen counter, then began kissing her mouth, her neck, her breasts. The older woman's face was slack with pleasure, a low moan escaped her lips.

“Unf, your girlfriend is so hot, Parker.”

Kim shot me a glance from across the room and nodded gently towards Daphne. I caught the hint: in an instant, I had CheatCode out and on. It scanned the pair as they made out, then after a moment it flashed and restarted.

New character added. You may use cheats on them at any time.

Daphne now had her own folder on the main screen. She was mine.

In the kitchen, Kim's mouth trailed down Daphne's taut little belly, licking and sucking her way between her thighs. Daphne's yoga pants were in a heap on the floor – she wasn't wearing any panties underneath, and her bare sex dripped with juice.

Somehow I knew the cheat would be there: it was as if the device had heard Kim and was sending it straight to me. They were right next to each other.

Add target character to family: Y/N?

Remove target characters taboos: Y/N?

I selected one, then the other, and pressed send.

Instantly, the tenor of Daphne's moaning changed. Where there had been the surprised cries of a woman experiencing a lover for the first time, there was now the low, knowing groans of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“That's right, Kimmy, eat mommy's pussy,” Daphne cooed. “Mommy's been so pent-up, all day long. I need some release!”

Kim's face dove between Daphne's thighs and began to slurp. She tossed her head back, placing a hand on the back of Kim's head as she licked her aching pussy.

Daphne's eyes opened and she seemed to see me for the first time. “Parker! What are you doing here, baby?”

“Mom?” I asked, testing the words in my mouth. They tasted good; they felt right. Daphne was old enough to be my mom, and if I still had a mom I'd want her to be just like her: curvy, wild and naughty, completely devoted to her son. I knew I'd done these things to her, but I didn't care. Kim was right; she was perfect to play this role for my harem.

“Oh baby, I didn't want you to see this,” Daphne whimpered, her legs quaking from Kim's licks.

“I want to see,” I said, stepping forward. “I like watching you, Mommy. You look so beautiful with Kim's mouth on you.”

“Oh, god!” Daphne cried, clenching her tight snatch. “That makes me so happy to hear, baby.”

“Take your shirt off, Mom,” I said. “I want to see those big titties.”

Daphne nodded and complied eagerly. Her jacket came off first, tossed across the room, then the tight blouse she wore underneath. Finally, she unhooked her bra, her eyes waiting for my reaction as she exposed her gorgeous breasts to me.

I'd fantasized about this moment so many times, but the fantasy didn't hold a candle to reality. Daphne's tits were huge, firm despite her age and topped with hard, dark nipples I wanted in my mouth as soon as possible. Without a word, I leaned forward and grabbed them, licking around her aching aureole with my tongue.

“Oh, Christ, that's so good, Parker,” Daphne said. “I've made such a strong, courteous boy. One who knows just how to treat a woman.”

“Oh, I know how to treat a woman,” I said, and grabbed her hair. She let out a harsh cry and looked up at me, a submissive look in her eyes.

“I want you to suck me off while she tastes you,” I said. “Do it now, Mommy.”

“Yes, baby,” Daphne said, already helping my cock out of my boxers. “Mommy loves to suck cock. You're so hard from watching me and your sister fuck – let me take care of you...”

Draining my balls inside of Kim hadn't stopped my shaft one bit: it was still hard and throbbing as it slid between Daphne's soft, pillowy lips. Sweet pleasure radiated through my body as she sucked me, thrusting her big tits forward for me to fondle as she took me all the way down her throat.

I tried hard to hold back, but the sight of her, and Kim between her legs, was far sexier than any porno film I'd watched.

“Wow,” I said, taking my cock out of Daphne's mouth and slapping it gently against her lips. “You're an even better little cocksucker than Kim.”

Her mouth went into an 'o' of surprise at the news. “You fucked Kim? Well, of course you did.” She stroked me, grinning hugely. “She's so hot, after all. You should fuck her, Parker. You should fuck whoever you want.”

She was already changing; thinking of me as her Master. Her hero. It filled my veins with a rush of power and just like that I was on the edge.

“Fuck, I'm about to come,” I groaned.

“Where do you want it, baby?” Daphne pressed her tits together and pursed her lips. “Mommy will take your seed wherever you want to put it.”

One option stood above the rest. “I want to come on your tits.”

Daphne let out a squeal of delight. “Then come here, baby, and fuck these big titties.”

My cock slid between Daphne's fat tits perfectly. She gripped them on either side and pulled them back and forth as I fucked them, letting my precum and her saliva make her slick and warm. I felt myself coming and couldn't turn my eyes away: I shot a huge, long load. Every thrust inside her titflesh brought another eruption, landing on her face, in her hair, across her mammoth mammaries. It felt amazing, and looked sexier than anything I had ever seen. Daphne's eyes closed and her body shook with pleasure as she came, thighs closing gently around Kim's head.

As I came down, I sat on the kitchen counter and spread my legs. Kim and Daphne crowded to either side of me, taking turns licking and sucking the last few bursts of come from my dick. When that was done, they shared the creamy load Daphne was glazed in.

Finally, Daphne began to laugh. “Well, I don't think Mommy is going to work today!”

Kim shook her head. “Nope. We have so much work to do.”

I felt a confused look on my face. “What work?”

Kim glanced over like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “We need to find our new place, and put these two apartments on the market. We're going to need a much bigger house for all the girls you're going make your slaves.”

“Mmh, oh yeah,” Daphne moaned, giving her folds a gentle caress. “You deserve lots of girls to please you, son. Only the best little sluts for my boy.”

I looked from one of them to the other, unable to believe what I was hearing. “And how am I paying for that?”

Kim laughed. “You shouldn't have any problem with that, Master. You can do anything, remember? This is your game, after all.”

I glanced over at CheatCode. The words Daphne has joined your party! Stood out on the bottom. Suddenly it all made sense. I could pay for a new house – I could pay for anything I wanted. I could do anything I wanted. The sky was the limit; hell, there were no limits.

“Besides,” Kim added as an afterthought, “we'll need lots of space for the breeding.”

“Breeding?”

“Well, yeah,” she said, chuckling. “Neither of us are on any kind of protection. Isn't that how you wanted it, Master?”

My mouth dropped open. No protection? That meant that every time I slid myself into them, every time I shot my load inside Kim or Daphne's creamy pussies, I was breeding them. Possibly making them pregnant, filling their bellies with my heirs.

My cock was raging hard again, so stiff it hurt. I wasn't going to put them on protection. Oh no.

“Alright, I think we do need a bigger place,” I agreed. “But first, let's get you two cleaned up.”

“Perfect. Let's go, Mom.” Kim leaned forward and gave Daphne's nipple a little kiss, then lead her by the hand out of the room. She turned and arched an eyebrow. “Coming, Master?”

Every time, I might be breeding them, I thought. Every time...

“Hell yes,” I said. I wasn't about to turn down an opportunity like that.





Chapter Four
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“I didn't like that place one bit, Master,” Kim said.

I had to agree. The house, a big two-story suburban McMansion, was receding in our rear view mirror, and I couldn't think of any reason to ever go back. This was the third place we'd looked at today, and while none of them were really what we were looking for, this one was by far the worst.

“Did you see the way that realtor was looking at me?” Kim asked as we pulled onto the highway. “Like he was about to come in his pants.”

I snickered. “Can you really blame him? You walking around looking like that, it makes me feel like I'm going to come in my pants.”

She beamed happily at that, my praise bringing a flush of color to her cheeks. A few weeks ago, anyone making a remark like that within Kim's earshot would have been the recipient of a harsh bitchslap – or, if they were a customer at the restaurant where she worked, a drink in the face. When I had met her, she'd done things like that all the time: she'd been rude and snotty, thinking she was better than everyone else. That was before CheatCode; before I'd done to her what I was becoming unable to stop myself from doing to nearly every attractive woman I met.

“Are we done yet, Parker? I really want to go home and slip out of this outfit.” She shot me a look that implied there was plenty she wanted to do once she was out of her clothing, too.

“Why, you're not comfortable? You look amazing.”

That brought another blush. Even before I'd rid her mind of all concerns that didn't involve me, Kim had been a bit of a fashionista – but thanks to CheatCode, I was able to expand her wardrobe in directions her inhibitions would never have allowed before. She looked more like a stripper getting ready to perform at a bachelor party than a young woman about to buy a house: everything from her stiletto heels to her too-short skirt and clinging white backless blouse screamed sex kitten.

Before I found CheatCode, a girl like Kim would have been so far out of my league I would've needed a telescope to see her. Now she was mine, devoted to me far beyond what the most intimate couple experienced. She was my bimbo, my slut, my dirty little fuckdoll, and she loved every minute of it.

“To answer your question,” I said, “we've got one more place to look at today. I don't have high hopes, though.”

“Oh well.” She sighed and leaned over, placing her hand on my thigh. “At least it's just the one.”

After a moment, her hand snaked lower, gently resting against my crotch. She began to massage me, pressing in time with the terrible pop song on the radio until I was rock hard beneath the denim.

“I can't wait to have you inside me,” she whispered into my ear.

God, what an invitation. It took a force of will not to pull over to the side of the road, throw her on the hood of my car and give her a rough, hard fucking in front of any motorists who happened to be passing by. It was even more tempting knowing I could never get in trouble for it: even if the cops showed up, I'd just add them to CheatCode's database and then BOOM. Anything you could think of doing in a video game with one of those old-school cheat codes was available to me.

But I didn't. To be honest, I'd been putting off this whole house thing for far too long: even normally-devoted Kim was starting to get restless. She wanted a bigger place: a house that she could turn into a home, where she could practice her domestic goddess routine, and where we could start bringing in more girls.

Kim wanted me to expand my dominion. Needed it, in fact, like she was the one with the power and not me. Something about being my second in command, my main girl with an entire harem underneath her, turned her on more than anything else. She wanted it because she wanted to make me happy, and I in turn wanted to make her happy – because I liked her, in ways that still frightened me.

It wasn't the money that was the problem – when you can press a button and fill your wallet with hundred-dollar bills, money is no object – but moving out of my crummy apartment felt like crossing the Rubicon. Once I did that, I could no longer pretend that CheatCode was just a cool thing I found that let me bang girls – it was my life. I wouldn't be able to turn back.

So I had waffled. Which was why we were driving around town today, looking at way too many properties when I should have had Kim handcuffed to my bed instead, helpless to stop me from filling her body with my fertile seed. 

Christ, I was horny. She'd been teasing me all fucking day.

“I could take care of you right now, Parker – if you wanted,” she said.

God damn. The thought of her wet little mouth making that perfect suction around my dick had me raging hard. My cock twitched gently under her palm, making her giggle.

“Someone likes that idea.”

“I'm driving,” I said.

“That's not a problem.” Kim slid her seat belt around her shoulder and leaned down into my lap. “The thought of pleasuring you like this, while you speed down the road, completely in control...you have no idea how that excites me, Master.”

I could feel my cock dripping precum in my pants. I was pretty sure I knew exactly how that excited her – I felt it even more than she did. 

“Take it out,” I told her. “Take it out and put it in your mouth like a good girl.”

Permission given, she unbuckled me belt, grinning all the while. The button of my fly popped open with an audible sound as my cock came free, standing at attention in my boxers. The thought of it being in her mouth made my balls ache for release.

“God, you're so hard,” Kim blurted.

She bent down so low I could feel her breath against my cock through the thin fabric.

“Remember,” she said, so quietly I could just barely hear over the engine, “this is incredibly dangerous. While I'm sucking you, my life is in your hands. You have total control, Parker.”

Then she slipped the waistband of my boxers down and slid my cock between her perfect lips.

I groaned roughly as she took me in her mouth and began to suck. One hand on the wheel, my other found her hair and gripped, guiding my shaft deeper inside her. She gagged gently as she relaxed her throat, taking me to the hilt.

I turned the radio up and slipped the car into cruise control, savoring the feeling of her tight, wet mouth around me. She sucked me in time with the pounding bass beat of the song, her head bobbing up and down. I was a little disappointed that we were the only ones on the road: I would have loved to see the look on some driver's face when she saw me getting my rocks off like this.

I felt my cock stiffen even harder as climax approached; Kim felt it too and began to suck harder, faster, using her hand to stroke me along with her pouty, glossy lips. 

Fuck, I was close. “You're going to swallow all my come, right?” I said quickly. “You're going to suck me dry like a good little slut, aren't you?”

She nodded and relaxed her throat, taking me all the way inside of her. It was exactly what I needed to go over the edge: almost as soon as the last word of my sentence left my lips I was coming, unloading my balls directly into her throat in burst after thick, creamy burst. The car weaved slightly as my grip shook on the wheel; my hand made a tight fist in her hair that had to hurt. I felt her body shudder as she swallowed my load, the feel of my release bringing Kim to her own, hypnotically-induced climax. Her reward for being my good little cocksucker.

After she sucked me clean, she lay back in her seat contentedly and repositioned her seat belt.

“Did I make you feel good, Master?”

I cupped her chin, keeping one eye on the road. “That was wonderful, baby. You are the best girlfriend ever.”

“That's so sweet,” she said quietly, “but you know that's not what I want to hear, Parker.”

I smirked. “You're a good little girl, Kim. A sexy cock-sucking little slut. And you belong to me.”

She beamed. “Yes, Master.”

I was so into it, I almost missed our exit. This last house was in a better part of town: I could tell as soon as I got off the interstate. Gated communities were everywhere, and it seemed like every single house off the main road was surrounded by high walls with ornate gates. Every car was nicer than mine; I'd have to fix that soon.

We got a little lost; post-orgasmic bliss will do that to you. But eventually, we found the right gated community and were waved in by a bored-looking guard. 

“This looks promising,” Kim murmured as we drove down the main street.

I was inclined to agree; I let out a low whistle. “Pretty incredible,” I conceded. “Incredibly expensive, too.”

She gave me a gentle tap on the shoulder. “That's not a problem anymore.”

“I just can't imagine the kind of person who makes enough money to live in a place like this,” I said, admiring the luxury all around us. “Business executives, maybe.”

“Actors,” Kim said with relish. “Pop stars. Celebrities.”

“We don't need that kind of attention.”

She gave me a teasing look. “But just imagine: what if someone you know lives here? Some famous, sexy actress or slutty little pop star could be our neighbor. Wouldn't it be fun to make them serve you the way I do?”

I grinned. “You just want to lord it over some celebrity that you're my number one and they aren't.”

A small smile crossed her face. “I have no idea what you're talking about, Parker.”

The house – looking at it for the first time, I was tempted to think of it as an estate – was at the back of the neighborhood, on top of a hill overlooking the surrounding countryside. A massive privacy fence surrounded the property, giving it an impression of stability, mystery, intrigue.

I heard Kim's sharp intake of breath and knew immediately this was the place.

“God damn,” Kim said, laughing a little. “This certainly looks like the sort of home you deserve, Master.”

The gate opened automatically as we drove up – the security post up front must have called ahead. There was a tan Range Rover already sitting in the driveway.

“Very nice,” I agreed.

As if she'd been waiting just behind the door, a young woman opened at almost the exact instant we knocked. “Hello,” she said, a million-dollar smile fixed on her flawless face. “I'm Sarah. You're Parker, and...Kimberly, right?”

When I didn't say anything, Kim filled the gap. “Yes, we are. Lovely to meet you. I have to say this is a fantastic property.”

She glanced from me to Kim. “Yes, it certainly is! I can tell you, it's not going to be on the market for very long, either. If you two would just come in...”

I wasn't even paying attention. My eyes were fixed on her, drinking in every inch of her, burning the image into my brain. I felt my cock throb in my pants, my dick at full-mast. I had never felt such an...an animal reaction to seeing a woman before. All I could think about was sex.

She led us into the foyer, her pert little ass sashaying from side to side in her tight black skirt. A pair of black stockings accentuated her creamy legs. I couldn't tear my eyes away.

Kim definitely noticed. She shot me a sly look and ran her tongue around the edge of her lips, pursing them with naughty intent.

I didn't know what it was. It wasn't her smile, it wasn't her long blonde hair, it wasn't even her high, firm tits, almost too large on her slender frame. There was something intangible about Sarah, something that could only be experienced at the level of animal magnetism, that made me want this girl so badly it hurt. Christ, even her smell drove me wild. I wanted – no, needed – to be inside of her, to feel every inch of her no-doubt heavenly pussy tight around my dick. I needed to drain my balls inside of her.

I wondered if she felt it, too.

“So this is the main hall,” Sarah said, completely at ease in her environment and her role as realtor. “It's designed in the traditional style common to-”

“It's beautiful,” Kim said, cutting her off. “Show us the bedroom. The Master bedroom, please.”

Sarah looked a bit confused but hid it well – she must have been used to fielding odd requests from eccentric rich people.

“Of course. Right this way.”

We made our way up the luxurious staircase, Sarah's sweet ass bobbing with every step, commanding my attention. Halfway up I felt a hard twinge in my side and looked over to see Kim elbowing me.

“Get it out,” she whispered, nodding at my pocket. “I know you want to.”

I knew exactly what she meant. As we reached the top of the stairs, I slid CheatCode from my pocket and turned it on. The machine made a barely-audible hum as it booted up; even as the main menu loaded I was angling it toward Sarah, putting her right in the camera's cross hairs. The back of her clinging jacket was centered on the screen as it scanned her.

Perfect, I thought.

“What was that?” Sarah asked. She turned, but the device was already behind my back. She furrowed her brow in confusion before deciding not to pursue the matter further.

“And this,” she said, opening the door, “is our master bedroom. I think you'll find the view pretty unbeatable.”

The door opened onto a huge room, full of light. Massive bay windows opened onto an expansive view of the neighborhood, with green hills beyond. A king-sized bed dominated the center of the room, covered in black silk sheets. It could easily have been the bedroom of some billionaire playboy in a movie – or the set of a particularly high-grade porn film. It was perfect.

“It connects directly to the master bath over here, as you can see,” Sarah continued, moving on as Kim and I stood there looking impressed as hell.

“This is...wow,” Kim said.

“It's perfect,” I said. “We'll take it.”

Sarah turned from the bathroom door and smiled, as if this was what she'd been expecting all along. “That's fantastic. I think you'll be very happy here. We can handle the paperwork downstairs if you like-”

“And we'll take you, too,” Kim said with a naughty grin.

For an instant, Sarah looked shocked – then a flirty smile flitted across her face. “I'm sorry,” she said, her tone sexy but businesslike. “I don't come with the house.”

Wow, she is really good at this, I thought.

“No,” I said, “but you do come in the house.”

Her face scrunched up in apparent confusion, then I reached into my pocket and pressed the activation button on CheatCode.

Her mouth opened in shock and pleasure as an instant climax washed over her. Her long, sultry legs trembled beneath her; she bent down and leaned against the bed to keep from falling over. Every muscle in her body went taut as she went from zero to the strongest orgasm she'd ever had in her young life.

Her eyes snapped open as she came down from her peak. “What...what the hell was that? How did you?”

I hit the button again.

This time she couldn't manage to stay upright; she turned and fell backwards onto the bed, writhing with pleasure. Her legs kicked as wave after wave of pure ecstasy trembled up her spine.

Her mouth opened in a disbelieving grin. “Oh wow. Oh fuck that feels so good...”

Her hands caressed her body: her breasts, her belly, her thighs. She tossed her head back and groaned with delight as she rode out another climax.

Finally she let out an explosive sigh and tossed her arms over her head, exhausted. Beads of sweat dribbled down her cheeks; her clothing clung to her, soaked with sweat. I was rock hard just looking at her.

“Wow,” she said, dazed. “I've never come like that before, ever.”

“Isn't it wonderful?” Kim stepped forward, went down on her knees, crawled across the bed to where Sarah lay panting. “It feels so wonderful to give in. To just feel the pleasure, and not have to think about anything else...”

She bent over Sarah and began undoing her buttons. The realtor groaned, reached out weakly, but her hands did little more than graze the front of Kim's blouse.

“That's right,” Kim whispered, pulling Sarah's shirt off. “Let's get those awful clothes off you. Then you can feel really good...”

I waited until her Sarah's bra was off and her gorgeous, milky tits were exposed to the air of the bedroom before pushing the button again. Her body arched like a bow as she came yet again, sobbing with release.

Kim's lips met hers, kissing her as she forced her body back down on the bed. “That's right, it feels so good, doesn't it? It feels good to obey.”

“Yes!” Sarah gasped. “Oh, fuck, it's so good!”

“You know who's doing it, don't you? Making you feel the way you've never felt before?”

Kim glanced over at me, and Sarah followed her gaze. The perky realtor's eyes opened wide as if she was seeing me for the very first time; seeing me the way I wanted to be, the way I deserved to be seen. As the one in control, the hero, the protagonist. 

The Master.

“What do you say?” Kim asked, slipping her hand beneath Sarah's skirt.

“I...oh!...thank you,” Sarah sobbed. “Thank you so much, Parker.”

“He's your master now,” Kim hissed, stroking her. “And I'm your mistress.”

“Master,” Sarah whispered deliriously. “Mistress...”

“He's God, and I'm just a few inches below him,” Kim assured her. “But we are merciful and good, Sarah. Master loves you – can't you see how hard he is, just from watching your pleasure? What do you want to do when you see that, Sarah?”

She started at the bulge in my pants hungrily, like restraining herself took a physical effort.

“I want to make him feel good,” she said, biting her lip. “So good.”

Kim smiled and gestured for me to come closer. “Come over here, Master. Show our new girl how wonderful the pleasure of submission feels.”

I didn't need any more invitation than that. I walked to the foot of the bed and Kim had my pants off in a flash, undoing my belt one-handed. The load I'd blown in her mouth less than an hour ago might as well have not existed as far as my cock was concerned: I was hard and throbbing like I'd been denying myself for days. Sarah lay spread like a banquet on the comforter, still writhing gently from the aftershocks of her hypnotic reconditioning.

Sinking into her was pure bliss. My aching cock parted her walls like they were made to be stretched by it; filling her with a quickness that made her cry out in wonderful agony.

“Oh, shit,” she muttered, “Oh, that's so fucking good. Fuck me harder, Master. I want you to fuck me just as hard as you want – like you've never fucked any girl before...”

I complied eagerly, using the bed as leverage, pinning her down and filling her with long, slow strokes. Kim wasn't lazy; she filled the breach whenever there was a gap, stimulating one or both of us with her fingers, her tongue, or her naughty, hypnotically-charged words. 

As she felt my balls tighten against her, a flash of worry crossed Sarah's pretty features. “I'm not on the pill,” she groaned, forcing her hips upward to meet me.

“That's okay,” Kim cooed, stroking the side of her head like an animal. “Master wants you to be bred – isn't that right, Master?”

I nodded, barely paying attention. The world had shrunk to a single point, a rapidly expanding field of pleasure between Sarah's thighs, and I wanted to ride that wave for all it was worth.

“Oh...okay,” Sarah said, her eyes going big. “I want you to come in me, Master. Please, fill me up with your seed!”

I closed my eyes as I climaxed, my legs shaking at the long, loud come. I grabbed her hips and grunted as I thrust, shooting again and again as I ground myself into her. Without thinking, I reached into my pocket and pushed the button a final time, causing Sarah to go into paroxysms of delight, her pussy clenching around me with sweet tightness as she came. Her nails raked my back as she moved without thinking.

Once we came down from our highs, I pulled out and let Kim clean me off. Sarah, watched impressed, as some of the light came back into her eyes...but not all. She was mine now, I could tell: another girl who'd come to realize she was a supporting character in the video game of my life. I didn't even need to check the console to see that.

“Well,” she said as Kim finished licking up the last of my come, “this has certainly been a much more pleasant experience than I was expecting.”

“How soon can this house be ours?” Kim asked.

It took a moment for Sarah to respond, as if the gears in her head related to her old life took a moment to get spinning again. “Well, the financing will take a few days to approve-”

“We'll be paying cash,” I told her.

This no longer fazed her. Nothing did. “Then I think this place can be yours by the end of the day,” she said with a relieved smile.

“Fantastic.” Kim smiled up at me, slipping into the role of my #2 effortlessly. She worshiped my cock, but when it came to Sarah, as I was beginning to realize, she was all control. “We'll be throwing a little housewarming party tonight, then. You'll be here, of course.”

“Of course,” Sarah said, a little taken aback. “I would love to spend some more time with you...”

“And make sure to pack some bags,” Kim added. “You're going to be staying with us for a while.”

It took a moment for it to register, then a broad grin crossed Sarah's face, like we were confirming something she'd only hoped for until this instant. “That's...that's great! I'll make sure this paperwork gets filed and then I'll be back asap...alright?”

I nodded and dismissed her. When she was gone, I turned to Kim, who was checking over her nails at the foot of the bed like she was already the lady of the house.

“Why did you do that: tell her we were keeping her without checking with me?”

Kim gave me a small, worried smile. “Oh, Master, it was obvious you want her. Besides, you're going to want to start breeding these sluts now that we have room for them, and I need to keep my figure as their leader. So she can be the one you knock up first.”

That all made sense, but I still didn't like it 100%. “That's very good thinking, Kim.”

She nodded.

Then I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her close, close enough that she could smell the sweet stench of Sarah all over me. “But don't forget that you serve me, alright good girl? The gap between me and you is even wider than the one between you and Sarah.”

“Of course, Master,” she said quickly, her face a mix of pain and pleasure. “Whatever you say. I would never dream of displeasing you.”

“Good.” I released her and let her fall back onto the bed. “Now turn around. I want to have this room nice and broken into by the time Sarah gets back.”

She beamed. Turning around and spreading her legs, she whispered: “Of course, Master.”

God it felt good to be home.





Chapter Five
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“Are you ready?” I asked.

Sarah lay in bed, wearing nothing besides a pair of lacy black panties. Her expression was nervous, but her body was primed and ready for me: her nipples stood diamond-hard from her ample breasts, and her panties were soaked with wetness. A few feet away, Kim sat coolly in a plush armchair, one leg crossed over the other.

Sarah bit her lip, grinned nervously, and nodded. “Yes, Master.”

She had good reason to be concerned. I'd never done anything like this before. In the months since I'd discovered CheatCode, a handheld device that let me input codes into my everyday life to win me money and women, I'd done nearly everything imaginable to the minds of people around me. I'd made them give me things, made them like me, and made a few particularly pleasing women worship me, serving my every whim with their nubile bodies. But that was the mind: the body was another story. I was about to take this to a whole new level.

“If you notice anything strange,” I began, betraying one of the only hints of nervousness I'd ever had since making Kim and Sarah my harem slaves, “or if it starts to hurt, you let me know, okay?”

Sarah nodded again, this time more sure. “I'm ready. I want to do this for you, Master.”

I gave her a brief nod and pulled out CheatCode. It booted up with a gentle vibration, the screen flashing several times. In contrast to the first time I'd started it, I had close to a dozen different folders waiting for me, each marked with the name of a different girl. Kim's was there, the second girl I'd ever decided to use CheatCode on (and the first I'd decided to keep), as was my neighbor Daphne and a bunch of other random people. But right now, there was only one person I was interested in changing:

I selected Sarah and pressed enter.

The main menu appeared, now familiar to me as an old friend:

Cheat Code V.1.1 – Menu

1) Bookmarks

2) Cheats By Category

3) Cheats By Name

4) Advanced Search

5) Experimental Mode (Beta)

6) TOP SECRET

Press CC at any time to enter a new cheat...

For an instant, the old urge to open up the 'TOP SECRET' folder and try to crack its mysteries welled up within me. The folder had been stubbornly difficult to figure out – the main problem was that it would allow me to enter three guesses for the folder's password, then lock up for a period of hours. I had tried every basic password I could think of, even looking up a list of the most common passwords online, but without knowing more about the person who had owned this device before me, it seemed like getting access to that folder was impossible.

So I selected the second-most mysterious option in the menu: Experimental Mode.

I knew that while Kim and Sarah were both 100% down for whatever I wanted them to do, there was a hint of restlessness about them. They must have thought that now, since we owned a house full of guest rooms and amenities, that life would slow down somewhat: would become filled with luxurious parties, shopping sprees, and the occasional brainwashing of a new, slutty bimbo. The last thing they'd have expected was for their master to be holed up for days, fiddling with the device that had made them his – after all, weren't they more fun to be around?

But something had changed. Maybe it had been the raw rush of power, the thrill of controlling another human being and bending them to my will. If not that, perhaps it happened when I came in Sarah with no protection, while she begged me to breed her fertile pussy, to shoot my heir inside her like she was an animal, built to be impregnated. Whatever it was, I wanted it – and it was centered around Sarah, the hot blonde realtor who had opened this house and her mind to us. I wanted to breed her, sure (what sane man with a brain and a working libido wouldn't) but I wanted more. I wanted to make her the perfect vessel for my seed. I wanted to feel like a king, with a harem of the finest sluts in the world.

So I had started tinkering with Experimental Mode, and to my surprise, discovered its intended but unfinished features: body modification. Just as CheatCode's normal mode could rewrite a person's mind, changing their opinion of the “main character” in an instant, the Experimental Mode was a kind of character editor, giving me the power to change a person at will.

It had taken an extreme amount of effort to work out the most basic functions of Experimental Mode, but thanks to my background in programming and a lifetime wasted playing video games, I had finally made progress. Today I was putting my theories into practice.

I glanced back from the device to Sarah's face, fixing her features in my mind. A burst of inspiration hit; I felt in my pocket and pulled out my phone. It was a top-of-the-line model, recently purchased, and its camera was fantastic. I held it up sideways.

“Smile,” I said.

Sarah beamed, showing off the million-dollar smile that had sold so many mansions. I pushed the button; the camera vibrated gently and made a happy ping!

“That's the 'before' picture,” I said with a grin.

Kim perked up as if she had just now taken stock of the conversation. “So you can see how much progress has been done,” she said to Sarah. “You'll be able to tell how much prettier you look.”

Sarah nodded, her eyes flitting to Kim's for an instant before returning to mine. Her mouth worked as if she was thinking of what to say, then closed. She cleared her throat, eyes shining.

“What are you going to do first?”

I flipped through the cheats I had queued up. They were complicated macros, long strings of commands I had created by hand through trial and error. A whole world of possibility lay in those cheats – if they worked properly.

I took a last look at Sarah as she was and smirked. “Well, first I thought we'd take ten years off.” 

Her pretty face turned to confusion as I pressed the button.

Instantly, the console began to vibrate, becoming warm in my hand. Moments later, I could tell Sarah was beginning to feel something: her gorgeous, expressive eyes widened like saucers, pupils dilated.

She gasped. “Oh, Master. That feels so...wonderful!”

Kim leaned forward in her chair, arms crossed, staring intently so as not to miss a moment of what was about to happen.

A slow, surprised moan echoed from her throat, like an orgasm happening in slow motion. Her head and chest rose from the bed as if we were performing an exorcism.

“Holy shit,” Kim whispered, almost too quiet to be heard. “Look!”

It was impossible not to. As we watched, fascinated and shocked, a change came over Sarah's entire body. Imagine you took a picture of a young woman every single day, chronicling the slow decline of age over her features, then stuck them end to end in a time-lapse that took thirty thirty seconds to run. Then imagine you did it in reverse.

That wasn't exactly what Sarah looked like, but it was close enough. In a flash, the ghosts of wrinkles that had been forming on her forehead smoothed away, her face grew more youthful, her breasts higher and firmer than before. Her entire body shrunk slightly, becoming sleeker, gaining the appearance of a woman just beginning the fullness of her womanhood. Before I'd hit the button Sarah had been twenty-seven years old; now, as she collapsed gasping back onto the bed she had the figure and appearance of an eighteen-year old. It was like the years had melted right off of her.

She glanced from me to Kim in amazement, her eyes wide. “I...I feel so good. Christ, I can even see a little bit better...this is amazing, Master.”

“Wonderful,” I murmured, struggling to keep my emotions under control. If Sarah had been tempting before, she was almost irresistible to me now. Her young, virile body lay spread for me like a virgin teenager's on prom night.

“Wow,” Kim said, naked jealousy in her eyes. “You're just about perfect, Sarah.”

Her face lit up at this unexpected praise from her mistress. She looked at me for confirmation, practically begging me to affirm that she was a good little girl for me.

“She's right,” I said, and as Sarah beamed added, “but why settle for 'just about'?”

As the two girls stared at me, wondering what I had in mind, I punched in the next series of commands I had pre-programmed and activated them. After all, I thought, what good is giving Sarah back her youth if I don't let her take full advantage of it?

Her eyes went wide and a bead of sweat trickled down her forehead as another burst of pleasurable transformation caused her body to shiver and writhe. This time, the culprits were her breasts, growing fuller and fatter as she groaned. They reached the limits of good taste and plowed right past them, expanding until we'd need to special-order a bra to fit them in.

Not that they need it, I thought with a smile. They were almost unnaturally firm and pert – the tits of an eighteen-year old, just blown up into bimbofied proportions.

As soon as the program was finished, another took over. Sarah had an instant of respite before another change made brought a cry from her lips – this time it was her hips, widening to accommodate the ass that was right now sprouting like produce beneath her back. Her lips plumped up like someone had slapped her across the mouth; finally her luscious blonde locks whitened into platinum blonde.

The woman who looked up at me, wide-eyed in disbelief, bore only a passing resemblance to the realtor who had sold me this mansion we were in. It was as if this creature, this utter bimbo slut, were inside of Sarah the whole time, hiding inside her dirtiest, most air-headed desires, and I had borne her out like a sculptor transforming clay. Or maybe that's just what I wanted to believe, but either way, just the sight of her made me rock hard. In my wildest dreams, the hugely exaggerated mental picture I'd had of Sarah's body had never looked this good.

“Jesus,” Kim said, holding her hand to her mouth to conceal her shock. “She looks like a completely different person.”

Sarah sat up slightly, catching sight of her mammoth mammaries. Her jaw hit the floor, parting her sultry lips in a way I found immensely appealing.

“I want to see,” she said, amazed at the sound of her own voice. I hadn't even programmed that into CheatCode, it must have happened automatically – her smooth contralto had risen an octave into the giggly, bubbly voice of an oversexed cheerleader. She took a moment before rising herself to a half-sitting position on her elbows. “I want to see what Master did to me.”

A tingle of worry wormed its way into the back of my mind. Had I finally gone too far this time? Was the Experimental Mode inside of CheatCode so untested that it could turn the will of someone I'd made my devoted slave? I wasn't that concerned – once you've got a device that gives you godlike power in the palm of your hand, nothing fazes you all that much – but it was enough to dampen my excitement over what I was about to do next.

“Here, let me snap another picture of you,” I said, pushing the anxiety down. I pulled out my phone and held it up sideways. “Say cheese, baby.”

The effect was overwhelming. The old Sarah knew exactly how to work a camera; the new one was able to make love to it. She bit her lip and struck a naughty pornstar pose, legs spread wide and entire body screaming an open invitation to fuck. If my phone had a dick, it would've been hard enough to etch steel.

“Wow, that is so hot,” I said, completely unfeigned. “Here.”

I handed her the phone. When she saw what was on the screen, she let out a little squeal of delight.

“Oh my gawd!” She said, glancing down from the phone to her perfect, bimbo body. “I'm so...I'm just...I'm totally hot! Thank you so much, Master! How can I ever repay you?”

I could think of a couple dozen ways, but I had to exercise a little patience. I was almost to the point where I could let my desire run free, but there was still a bit more to do.

“Easy,” I said, leaning forward. I put my hands on her hips and slid her closer, watching with satisfaction as she moaned at my touch. “There's one more thing I want to do to you, Sarah.”

“Anything, Master,” Sarah said, practically babbling. “You know I want to be exactly the kind of the girl that most pleases you.”

“I know you do,” I said, stroking her hips gently. “And this new, sexy body you have pleases me greatly, slave.”

She shivered with delight.

“But you know what a body like this was built for, right?”

She shook her head. Her intelligence had faded in accordance with her new look; her brain was already catching up with her ditzy body. “To...to please you, Master?”

“It does, but that's not it,” I said, cupping her chin. “A body with those wide hips and huge tits was built to do one thing exceptionally well: to make babies. Heirs. To be bred like an animal, filled with your master's virile seed so that your body gives root to his sons.”

She reacted like I'd just slid my fingers into her soaking slit and stroked her clit. “Ohh, yes Master...”

“Doesn't that just sound wonderful?” I asked. “Don't you think that's the thing you've been missing, all these years? To make you complete?”

Her nod was almost violent in her haste to agree with me. “Yes! Yes! Please, Parker, my body is crying out for it – I'm begging you for it! Please come inside of me, please breed me like a bitch in heat!”

“I can see that you're ready for it,” I said, and this time I really did stroke her slit, moving her panties aside and sliding two fingers into her wetness, “primed and ready to give my cock the best treatment it's ever received. God, you're so tight.”

She grinned. “I haven't felt this horny since I was a teenager. I'm sure if you put just a drop of that sweet come inside of me, you'll knock me up.”

A wicked smile crossed my face. “I'm going to make sure of that.”

With my free hand, I thumbed the next command into CheatCode and got ready to activate it.

“I want you to know about this code before I use it,” I said, rubbing her clit with hard, sharp strokes. “No surprises this time – I want you to feel every second of it. Do you know what's going to happen when I push this button?”

She shook her head. She bit her lip almost hard enough to draw blood, struggling to stay quiet and not interrupt me – even though I could tell her pussy was singing with pleasure.

“It's going to increase your fertility,” I said. “What that means exactly, even I don't know – but your body is going to make itself ready for me. By the time I'm ready to enter you, you're going to be so fertile you're going to give me quadruplets.”

My words made her shake in mingled fear and anticipation. She shook her head gently, her mouth moving like she was struggling to form a rebuttal.

Before she could, Kim cut her off. “Do it, Master. Make her your fertile little breeding bitch – then knock her up the way I know only you can.”

I pushed the button.

This time the effects were instantaneous. Sarah let out a harsh cry, her back arching as the program did its work. Her hips and breasts plumped beneath me, and a torrent of wetness dribbled over my fingers. There was a smell coming off her body – a mixture of pheromones and lust. The scent of it was intoxicating. I knew if she went outside like this, she'd have men lining up to rape her in minutes.

I pushed the button again. And again. And again.

By the time I was finished, Sarah was staring at me with a feverish intensity, as if I was the only thing in the world. A low, animal growl escaped her as her tongue rolled around her lips.

“Seed...” she whispered, grinding against me. “Need your seed, Master...”

Fuck, I couldn't wait any longer. It was as if her body had crossed some evolutionary threshold, become something other than human. Every inch of her, every sound she made, even the smell of her skin was calculated to drive men wild, to make them shoot their fertile seed inside her body. I'd created a monster, and now I was going to fuck the ever-loving shit out of it.

Interestingly enough, Kim did not seem immune to Sarah's new charms, either. The gorgeous brunette was practically drooling as her nose filled with Sarah's erotic pheromone scent.

“Fuck her, Master,” Kim whispered, like she was the one feeling the pleasure. “Fuck her hard.”

Unable to wait, she snapped out of the chair and landed on her knees. Her hands were at my belt, removing my cock from my pants. It throbbed in the open air, already dripping with fat beads of precum. Kim stared at it like she wanted to gobble it right up – but she knew exactly where all that hot, creamy seed needed to go. 

So instead she started with my balls, licking and sucking while Sarah watched jealously. She gave my cock a gentle stroke as she pulled off me, rolling back onto her hands so she could watch the show up close and personal.

Sarah had passed the point of no return; she was wheezing, begging, grasping at air trying to pull me into her. “Please...”

I couldn't take it any more. I slid inside her with one smooth stroke.

“Oh my God!” The feel of it made me cry out, made me lean back and start thrusting as hard as I could. Nothing, and I mean nothing had ever felt like this. I had thought I'd understood what it meant when a girl's pussy was primed for my shaft – but I knew nothing. This was incredible, unlike any sexual encounter I'd had before. Every atom, every molecule of Sarah's body was focused on one thing: being bred. On milking my seed out of my cock in the way that would make me come the hardest, fill her with the most seed.

I couldn't stop. You couldn't have pulled me away. Her pussy was so inviting, so warm, so perfect.

We'd passed beyond the point of needing words – the only sounds in the room were Sarah's cries of passion and my guttural grunts as I stretched her walls around me with each thrust.

My orgasm came hard and fast, completely unannounced. One second I was riding the high of being inside my perfect bimbo fantasy, the next the world went white-hot with pleasure as I spilled myself inside of her, draining my aching balls with burst after burst of hot come. Her body, already primed to the snapping point, climaxed with a tensing up of all her muscles. Her pussy clenched around me and (I swear) it felt as if it sucked me in, suctioning my seed as deep into her womb as possible. The shock and novelty of it made me come a second time. The orgasm was no less pleasurable, but this time my cock only fired a few extra bursts of semen. Still, I was amazed – how had she fit all that inside of her? Forget quadruplets, I was going to fill her with six, seven babies. I was going to make her the most fertile bitch of all time.

We came out of our haze slowly, like emerging from a drugged state. Sweat poured from my body; it felt like I'd been emptied in the most complete and pleasurable way. A soft, wonderful ache was in my muscles.

“Wow,” Sarah said, leaning back. She looked more stoned than I'd ever seen a person. “I feel so...complete. Thank you, Master, thank you so much!”

“Now do it to me.” Kim was insistent, not even willing to wait for me to cool down. “I want to be just like her, Master.” She leaned forward and whispered the last into my ear: “Anything she can do for you, you know I can do better.”

So that was it. Kim saw a bimbofied, fertile Sarah and wanted to reassert her dominance as my number one girl. Well, I could make that happen. My cock was already stirring again in my pants at the thought of changing Kim's body into another fertile bimbo...

There was a new message on CheatCode. I had gotten used to these – it updated me whenever I added a new girl to my harem – but this message was different. For a long moment I stared at it, wondering what the hell it meant:

Player Two has entered the game!

“Player two...” I said, confused. For an instant, I thought that maybe I had already knocked up Sarah successfully – then my phone rang.

Downloading new patch... the console said.

“Master?” There was an edge of irritation in Kim's tone. “What's going on?”

I frowned. “One second,” I said, holding the phone to my ear. There was an audible click as the call connected.

“Hello there, Parker.”

I froze, a horrible feeling settling in my stomach. There should have been no reason to fear – the voice on the other end of the phone was a young woman's, rich and smooth, but there was something in it that sent my teeth on edge.

CheatCode dinged. I glanced down to find another message: Patch downloaded! Sent by: LilaRED

Lila...red?

“Who is this?” I asked. “Is this...Lila?”

I heard the woman laugh. “You're not so dumb, Park. Although it didn't take me all that long to find you, so maybe not.”

The device in my hand hummed as it began to reboot. “What did you just do? Who are you?”

“You really don't know, do you?” The voice sounded pleased, like it was greatly enjoying our conversation. “You really think you're the only person in the world who has one of those little god boxes? Like, they only made one, especially for you?”

So she had one, too. That much was obvious: my device was communicating with something, after all. “You're LilaRED,” I said. It wasn't a question.

“I am,” she said with relish. “You could have had a username, too, if you'd bothered to explore that thing you're holding instead of using it to turn good girls into submissive bimbo sluts.”

I was stunned. “Who the fuck are you?” And why did she sound so familiar?

She chuckled. “I'm the girl who just clowned you, Park. I'm the bitch who locked your CheatCode so you can't do any more damage to the world.”

No. It couldn't be true. Frantically, I flipped to the main menu.

It was just as she said. Every option was grayed out, unselectable. I breathed a silent prayer of thanks that my current cheats hadn't reverted, otherwise I'd be watching Sarah deflate like a balloon. There had to be an option to fix this, to do something...

I stopped looking. There was one option left on the main menu that wasn't locked: TOP SECRET. 

“You locked everything except that folder,” I said. It came out as a sigh.

“I did.” A second later, something else came into her voice. The anger wasn't gone, exactly, but it was tempered with something else, something I couldn't quite put my finger on.

“And Parker,” she added. “If you want to be one of us, if you want that thing in your hand to ever be more than a useless lump of plastic again, then you'd better figure out how to get into that folder.”

I was dumbfounded. I realized she was about to hang up and began to babble. “No, no! You can't do that! I tried to get into that folder, but I don't know the password!”

“Of course you do,” she said, sounding irritated. “Just think hard. Think about me and you.”

“I don't even know you!”

Her voice went icy cold. “You should. I'm your wife.”

“WHAT!?”

The line went dead.
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Who is this girl? I asked myself, as the gorgeous redhead between my legs pulled my cock out of my pants. Is this really my girlfriend?

Lena’s eyes widened as my cock sprang free, throbbing and dripping with precum. She leaned back, one arm pressing against the wall of my dorm, closing her eyes and nodding in time with the bass line pounding through the room.

“Oh mi gawwwd,” she groaned, biting her lip like the music itself was giving her pleasure. “Fuck, this beat is so badass, Justin. You are so fucking talented...”

“You mean that?” I couldn’t believe it. Lena taking out my cock and devouring it with her eyes was one thing – but her actually praising my music was the kind of thing that only happened in my wildest dreams. “I thought you hated it. Told me it was a waste of time...”

Her eyes snapped open, widening with surprise. “Did I say that?” A dreamy look crossed her face. “I did, didn’t I? I used to be...different...”

She shuddered, closing her eyes and listening to the beat. It was simple and repetitive, perfect for dancing to – or fucking – the kind of thing that just slid into your mind.

“Mmmmh,” she said, the girlish little giggle back in her voice. “Well, I was so stupid, Justin. You’re a genius – you ought to have a record contract. You fucking rock...”

Hearing those words gave me a confidence I didn’t even know I had. I grabbed a handful of Lena’s hair and pulled her to me, covering her mouth with my own. I felt her body melt against mine, the heat between her legs going white-hot as I took control.

“Fuck I wanna be your groupie,” Lena purred as I broke the kiss. She put a finger on my cheek, staring at me with pure love and devotion. “I wanna be your horny little rock slut. The girl who fucks and sucks you whenever you want...”

Rockstars have lots of groupies, I thought with a smirk. But somehow I didn’t think Lena would mind if I started fucking other girls. She’d pretty much do anything I wanted now – as long as I kept playing my awesome, special music.

My hand slid between her legs, testing the warmth and wetness inside her core. She was naked, of course, which made it easy.

“I want to be inside you,” I said, my voice hardening. It wasn’t an ask – it was a command. “And this time, I don’t want to wear any protection. I want to feel you, slut – feel your walls wrapping around my cock when I come inside of you...”

Lena’s mouth formed a gorgeous little ‘o’ like I’d just made the best suggestion in the world. “Of course! I would never deny you anything, Sir. And if you knock me up, that would be even better! I’d love to be all swollen with your heirs...”

I grinned, leaning back and pulling Lena on top of me. She mounted me, grabbing my cock by the base and aiming it into her folds like the arrow pointing to an ‘X’ on a treasure map.

From now on, I make the rules, I thought, groaning with pleasure as I sank inside her. God, this new program I got fucking rocks...

––––––––
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“This stupid program! God damn it!”

I clicked the ‘OK’ button over and over again, but the error message just kept on popping up. The window was ugly, adorned with a red ‘X’, informing me that:

You have previously installed the demo of this software. Please purchase a full version at...

I had completely forgotten that I’d installed the demo ages ago. Apparently, it had been time-limited: you were only able to use it for a certain number of days before it became locked forever. Even redownloading the program didn’t fix it.

I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. The problem wasn’t that I was too broke to afford it: hell, I might have been a college student, but I was still capable of saving a little money. The problem was what would happen if I spent that money.

My parents would kill me if I spent that much money, I thought, ruefully. And if they didn’t finish the job, Lena would do it for them. I started to chuckle as I shook my head. Justin, buddy, when your parents AND your girlfriend agree on something, you know you’re in trouble...

As long as I’d been old enough to find it on the internet, I’d been in love with music. All through high school, I’d been the weird guy who listened to everything. I started making my own music with guitar, but when I discovered synthesizers it was like a whole other universe opened up to me. The number of sounds I could make with a guitar was limited: but I could literally do anything with these new programs. It was the kind of freedom I’d always wanted.

So I wanted to be a DJ. More than that, I wanted to be an auteur – the kind of person who made the music the rest of the world danced to. My problem wasn’t time, or money, or lack of creativity. It was everyone else.

My parents were dead set against it, but that wasn’t such a big deal: it wasn’t like they could just drop by the dorms unannounced and see what I was doing with my time. My girlfriend Lena was the much bigger problem.

Lena, I thought with a sigh. I felt the strange combination of frustration and arousal that always coursed through my bloodstream at the thought of my fabulous, controlling girlfriend. When we’d first met, Lena had actually thought my dabbling with music was cool - totally sexy, in her own words. But that had dried up almost instantly as she insisted that I needed to focus on more ‘adult’ things – like graduating college, getting a shitty job, and buying her lots of things. Lena might have been the most gorgeous girl I’d even been with – even my friends weren’t shy about letting me know how far out of my league she was – but she could be a narcissistic, materialistic bitch some times.

The whole thing had come to a head last night. I’d made the mistake of casually mentioning that I was going to buy some software – the very software I was now unsuccessfully trying to install as a demo on my computer. She’d blown up on me once she found out how much it cost, and thrown out every insult in the book – manchild, slacker, selfish, etc. It didn’t matter that I’d been saving up for it for months. In her mind, she knew better than I did how I should spend my money, and she wasn’t shy about telling me so.

She says I’m wasting money, I thought bitterly, but I know the truth. She’s just mad I’m not “wasting” it on her. Unlike me, Lena had parents who took care of most of her expenses: tuition, books, food. No matter how much I tried to explain it to her, I couldn’t make her see that unlike her I didn’t have disposable income to just throw around on fancy dinners and cute dresses for her.

“If you don’t straighten up and start acting like a real man,” she’d said on her way out the door, “then maybe I’ll find someone who will!”

The thought of her with another guy made me feel physically ill. Despite everything, I loved Lena – well, loved the feeling of her tight, amazing body straddling mine. Without her, my friends really would think I was a loser.

I sighed and closed the demo, deleting it from my hard drive a minute later. Then I opened up my browser’s incognito mode, navigated to a website I hadn’t been to in months, and started to search for a version I could pirate.

I know what you’re thinking. I’m a bad person – isn’t piracy stealing? It is, but I was feeling desperate. I told myself I’d just get the fancy program for a few hours, long enough to make something cool with it – and then I’d delete it. Besides, it wasn’t like I was taking money out of the hands of some independent creator – this was one of the largest music companies in the world we were talking about.

What should have taken a few minutes of clicking dragged on into a half-hour. The website wasn’t the same as it had been before – there apparently had been some kind of a crackdown. There were hardly any files, and the ones I could see were of stuff I didn’t even recognize – no one who was serious in the music industry used this kind of stuff.

I was just about to close the laptop and call it quits when something caught my eye.

MusicLoops V1.1 Cracked was the name of the software package, and it had just been added to the site a few hours ago. There weren’t any comments, and as far as I could tell no one else had downloaded it. There was only one person “seeding” the download, providing it to whoever wanted it.

MusicLoops? I opened up a new window and did a quick Google search, but precious little came up. Maybe this guy misnamed it, I thought. This ‘Dr. Mesmertainment’.

I shrugged. Worst case scenario, it had some kind of funky virus embedded in it – and I was smart enough to run everything I had over the files before I opened them. And there was no other digital audio software on the site. Even so, it wasn’t the kind of thing I normally did – downloading a strange file from only one seeder. But there was something...strange about the whole thing, something that tickled the back of my mind and made me click the “download” button almost before I knew what I was doing.

Oh well, I thought, watching the window pop up. With only one seeder, this’ll be slow as hell. I might as well go grab some lunch...

I blinked – and nearly a fifth of the download was done.

What the hell? I double-checked to make sure, but it was true – MusicLoops wasn’t just downloading to my computer fast, it was racing onto my hard drive like a fucking fireball. Speeds like I’d never seen appeared beneath the progress bar as it filled up in the blink of an eye, sending the entire program to my desktop.

And then something really weird happened – it vanished.

The instant I’d finished downloading MusicLoops, the listing disappeared from the website. That can’t be right, I thought, searching the “Audio Software” category again. These files are meant to be shared thousands of times. No one puts something up on a pirate site as a one-time download!

And yet that seemed to be exactly what had happened.

As you can imagine, I spent the better part of an hour checking and rechecking every file of that download package. My computer spidey-sense was tingling, telling me that whatever I’d just put on my hard drive was very likely to be some bad shit. But eventually, after seeing a half-dozen green check marks from various anti-virus programs, I had to conclude: the download was clean.

I had an audio workstation on my computer – a program that would let me make music. Now I needed to know exactly what the hell ‘MusicLoops’ was.

There was a text file in the folder that I was supposed to read before I installed the program. I could tell, because it said in all caps “READ_THIS_BEFORE_INSTALLING.txt”. I opened it and scanned the short documents, my eyes getting wider as I reached the end. Then I read it again, frowning.

What the hell had I downloaded?

Congratulations, it said, on your downloading of Dr. Mesmertainment’s MUSICLOOPS, the only digital audio workstation that allows you to place SUGGESTIONS and COMMANDS in the songs you create!

If you are reading this message, its because you DOWNLOADED this AWESOME SCIENTIFIC SOFTWARE completely and totally ILLEGALLY! Dr. Mesmertainment is able to know this information, because Dr. Mesmertainment’s MusicLoops is not available for LEGAL PURCHASE on any website!

“Suggestions and commands,” I muttered, shaking my head. “Oh boy. This guy really likes capitalizing random words...”

INSTALLATION INSTRUCTIONS: Simply locate the file called ‘ML.EXE’ in your folder and DOUBLE-CLICK to begin installation. Make sure you agree to Dr. Mesmertainment’s TERMS and CONDITIONS upon installation! NOTE: Dr. Mesmertainment assumes no responsibility for improper use of the AWESOME SCIENCE POWER of MusicLoops!

Once installed, MusicLoops is a full-featured program, comparable to any professional digital audio workstation on the market today: with one TWIST! In the drop-down menu, select ‘SUGGESTIONS and COMMANDS’ to add special PSYCHOLOGICAL TEXTURES and TONES to your music! How do they work? That’s Dr. Mesmertainment’s PATENTED TRADE SECRET!

“This...is...bizarre,” I said, taking a sip from the bottle of water I’d grabbed from the dorm’s minifridge. “Who the hell is this guy?”

Regardless of these weird, garbage instructions, if MusicLoops was actually a full-featured, free audio program, then I wanted it. So, I did what the text file said: clicked ML.EXE and thumbed my way through the setup. Interesting, the page of things you have to agree to in order to install looked exactly the same as every other piece of software I’d ever used.

He’s some weirdo who repackaged ProTools, I bet, I thought with a smirk. Trying to freak people out...

The installation finished and a stylized logo appeared in the middle of the screen: an ‘M’ and an ‘L’ layered over each other, with a neon spiral underneath. I crossed my fingers, hoping my computer didn’t crash or start mining bitcoins for some guy in China.

Then the program loaded, and my heart skipped a beat.

It was exactly what I was looking for. Absolutely every feature I would have expected in a program costing thousands of dollars was present in MusicLoops. I could spend a year learning how to use all this, I thought amazed, clicking through windows. There were MIDI sequencers, converters, what looked like a million filters and virtual instruments.

Holy shit, I thought, dumbstruck. I could make music with this. REAL music, not the crap I’ve been playing around with...

Before I knew what I was doing, I started to work. I loaded up a basic synth and started tapping out a simple melody, layering a couple filters over it. The drums came next, my fingers programming them almost as fast I could think about it. It was like the song was already inside of me, straining to get out, and I’d finally given it the tools to make a jailbreak from my brain.

Hours elapsed as I stared at the screen, midday turning into late afternoon. I put strings across the top of the song’s bridge, hitting an emotional note I didn’t even know I was capable of. The bass shook my tinny laptop speakers in a way that let me know it was going to be awesome when I could get it on a decent stereo. The song was...amazing. The best thing I’d ever created.

Shit, I thought, shaking my head. Put some vocals by a cute girl over this and you could play it on the radio.

I moved on to mastering the track, adding compression to the drums and bass while spacing out the synths and strings. I moved like I was in a trance, my fingers just knowing where to go before I got there. I’d never experienced anything like it before: had never been productive like this in my whole life.

Finally the track was done. I saved it and burned it to a CD, my hands shaking gently. Jesus, I thought. This program is fucking awesome! And it didn’t cost me a dime...

I was so immersed in the experience of creating new music, I didn’t even notice when the door to the dorm opened.

“Justin? What are you doing in there?”

I jerked upright, back straightening like a kid caught goofing off. That was Lena’s voice.

“I’m in here, babe,” I said, cursing under my breath. What time was it? I glanced at the clock and swore again. Jesus, it was almost dinner time. And I’d told Lena that I’d meet her and eat together at her favorite Thai place. I don’t even like Thai food, I thought suddenly.

“You haven’t been picking up your phone,” Lena said, concern in her face. “I was worried – I thought something was wrong. Now I see you’ve been slacking off here?”

She put her hands on her generous hips. God, she looked good. She must have just come from the gym – she was wearing a tight athletic top, my favorite one. It made her ample tits look a little bit smaller, but pressed them up into a low valley of cleavage that every guy stared at when we were together. The fact that her yoga pants hugged her ass like a second skin didn’t hurt, either.

For a moment, I thought about how nice it would be for her to just climb into my bed, tug down those yoga pants and mount me, not even saying a word. The image of it filled me like a film reel unspooling in my head – how nice it would be for each other to just fuck each others’ brains out, not stopping until she was sore, dripping and smiling in my arms. From the look on her face, sex was the last thing on her mind – but the desire for it rose up in my like a physical thing, making me feel hot and dizzy all at once. My cock throbbed against the inside of my boxers, so hard it hurt.

Why can’t we just fuck, I thought, giving in to self-pity. We’d both enjoy it. Why does she have to be such a...

“What are you doing,” she snapped, her eyes widening at the sight of my laptop. “You didn’t waste your money on this shit, did you?”

“What? No!” I hated how guilty I sounded. Why did I sound like I had something to hide – it was my money, I should have been able to use it how I wanted. “I didn’t do anything...”

“Uh huh.” She took a step forward, putting her knee on the cot but coming no closer to my fantasy of her. “You only get that look in your eyes when you’re thinking about your stupid rock-and-roll dreams. You wasted the whole afternoon making your stupid beats, didn’t you?”

Her gaze was piercing in its intensity. I felt my resolve slipping.

“I was,” I admitted, “but I didn’t spend anything-”

“I knew it!” She tossed her hands up in the air, scoffing. “You are so irresponsible, Justin! You know we need that money if we’re ever going to move out of these shitty dorms and put down a month’s rent on a nice apartment!”

“I like the dorms,” I said without thinking. Her face reddened.

“That’s because you’re a manchild,” she hissed, deploying her favorite insult. “You want to be a little baby who gets to play with his toys all day, instead of going to class. Instead of making money like a real man.”

Ouch. That one hurt.

“No, it’s not that,” I protested. “I didn’t buy anything – honest. This program was totally free.” I decided not to mention where I’d gotten it from. “And major professional. Seriously, some of these sounds are like nothing I’ve ever heard. Listen to this!”

She rolled her eyes as I held up the disc. “I have no interest in that.”

“No, seriously.” I surprised myself with how forceful I sounded. Even Lena looked startled. “I want you to hear this.”

She cocked an eyebrow and tilted her head to one shoulder. Inwardly, I shuddered. This was one of the telltale signs that she was about to go nuclear.

“Haven’t you dug a deep enough hole already?” She said witheringly. “If I wanted to listen to some awful bro-electronica, I’d go down to the bar district with all the basic bitches.”

“I’m saying,” I said, my voice going calm, “that I want you to hear this. Is that a problem for you, dear?”

Something inside Lena pulled back a bit at my tone. It was like I was reminding her that she was my girlfriend, and that meant we were theoretically supposed to support each others’ hobbies.

She crossed her arms under her breasts. “Go put it on the stereo,” she said, repressed anger in her voice. “We can have it on in the background while we have a talk.”

Oh great. A talk was exactly what I didn’t need. But at least I’d won a small victory: Lena was going to hear my latest track. Not that I honestly thought it would change her mind, but it was easily the best thing I’d ever made. Even if she didn’t like it, I really wanted to hear it on some good speakers.

“Honestly,” she said, “you’re like the only guy left in the twenty-first century with one of those.” She was looking at my portable stereo, as if counting how many fancy dinners she could have had with the money it took to buy.

“It’s worth it,” I told her, pushing on heedlessly. “You’re gonna love this.” The disc slid into the CD changer with an almost soundless whir. It spun inside the stereo, the instruments coming to life. A moment later, the bass intro started pulsing from the speakers.

“I think the temptation of having all that money is a bit too much,” she said icily when I’d turned back to her. “I think you should...you should...”

It was the strangest thing. Lena trailed off, not looking at me but looking past me. She was staring at my stereo like she was seeing it for the first time, an odd look stealing over her face.

“I should what?” I asked. You should put it in my account, I thought nastily. That’s what she’s going to ask. More like demand. ‘Do it or I can’t trust you. Do it or we’re over...’

But when Lena opened her mouth, something entirely different popped out. “Could you turn that up a bit?” she asked. She pointed at the stereo then stared down at her hand like someone else was moving it.

I was so surprised it took me a moment to reply. “Huh? Yeah, sure!” I reached around and turned up the knob, right as the synths came in. “It’s really good, yeah?”

She was squinting at the set like she was trying to look through it. Then, something even more impossible happened: Lena started to sway side to side, moving in time with the beat. 

“Yeah,” she said, in a daze. “Yeah it’s really...really banging...”

Before I knew what was happening, Lena was shaking her ass. Her hips swayed gently from side to side as she closed her eyes, riding the beat. Her hand gripped her stomach, cheeks flushing from exertion as she nodded along.

“Uh, babe?” I was more than confused. I was worried. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said with a smile. “This is...wow! This is really, really good, Justin!”

“I...I’m glad you think so!” I could barely believe what I was hearing. She didn’t even sound like the Lena I knew. “You’re...you’re not putting me on, are you? This isn’t some kind of a prank?”

“Not at all!” Her eyes opened, and now I could see – there was an oddly glazed quality to the way she was looking at me. It was like she was deep in concentration – or just really, really feeling the music. “This is so fucking good, Justin. You could put this shit on in the club, and bitches would go nuts!”

“Heh, thanks,” I said, turning it up just a hair. I mean, it was good – and sounded even better coming out of my good speakers – but Lena was starting to sound too good to be true.

“You like that, don’t you?” A naughty smile spread across my girlfriend’s face. Suddenly the image of her mounting me was back in my mind’s eye, stronger than ever. “Making a bunch of drunk club bitches grind all over each other to your music.”

“I...” This was insane. I was tempted to believe it wasn’t happening. Maybe that’s why I did something bolder than I’d dared the entire time Lena and I were together.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Yeah, that sounds pretty fucking alright.”

“I thought so!” Lena pointed a finger, and for a moment I was afraid she was angry – but instead, a flood of giggles came out of her mouth. “I knew that’s why you were so into music. Yoooou just wanna get laid!”

My mouth was suddenly dry. I couldn’t think of a response: instead, I just watched Lena as her hips swayed more and more. Her hands clenched and unclenched beneath her breasts, like she was fighting the urge do so something and losing.

“Fuck this is so hot,” she panted, tugging at the straps of her top. “You wanna see a hot club bitch, Justin?”

At that moment, two thoughts occurred to me at once. The first was that this had to be some fantasy my unconscious mind had cooked up: I’d fallen asleep while working or something like that. The second was that I didn’t fucking care. I was going to enjoy this to the hilt.

“Yeah,” I said with gusto, sitting on the bed. “Show me how much you like my song, babe.”

It was as if I’d given her permission to be her true self. Lena tugged down her top, her ample tits spilling free of the confining fabric, and then she started to move. I knew my girlfriend was athletic – every time she rode me her tight, toned body took my pleasure right into the stratosphere – but I had no idea what a naughty little stripper she could be.

She turned around, sticking out her big ass, then dropped it to the floor in one smooth move, raising it oh-so-slowly while I stared.

“You wanna see?” she teased, hooking her thumbs in her yoga pants and tugging them down an inch. I could just barely see the lacy, teal blue fringe of her thong panties. “You want to see this ass, Sir?”

Lena had never once called me Sir before – not even in the middle of our hottest sex. It instantly made me hard as a rock. I wanted to hear that word spill from her lips over and over again as I did terrible, vicious things to her body.

“Show me that ass,” I commanded, spreading my legs so the bulge in my pants was clearly visible. “Then come over here.”

Her cheeks reddened with arousal like I’d slapped them. Her mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise, but a moment later she yanked her pants down like they were on fire. As my girlfriend wiggled her tanned, toned ass, putting it on display, I wondered – had it always been this easy? Had I just needed to take charge a little bit more to turn Lena into a wet, submissive bimbo stripper?

No, I realized, the information burning in my brain. It’s the music. It’s the program...

I thought about it. Really thought. My mind went back to that godawful read-me file tucked away in the MusicLoops install folder, talking about SUGGESTIONS and COMMANDS...

I reached for my laptop just as Lena crawled onto the bed.

“What are you doing, baby?” She looked hurt, her face falling as the computer came between her and I. “I was getting ready to blow you...”

My own mouth dropped open. Lena had never blown me before. She’d always told me she didn’t do it, that she found it gross and would never do it for any guy. I’d relented, since our sex was so good otherwise, but there was always a part of my mind that wanted to see her on her knees...

“I thought you said that was gross?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

She flushed with shame. “It...it is,” she said, panting like it was anything but. “And...and I want to do it.”

“So what changed?” I had the program open and was navigating through the options, wanting to know more about the “suggestions” and “commands”...

“It’s like...you’re going to think I’m such a bimbo,” she said with a giggle. “But it’s this music! It just makes me think of being in some banging, smoky club with a total hottie like you, and just dropping to my knees and taking your thick cock in my mouth. I want to feel it pulse on my tongue while I suck you in time with the music – I want to feel the beat drop right as you paint my throat with your load...”

I froze – because that’s exactly what MusicLoops was telling me, too.

The program had enabled the “Default” behavior under “Suggestions and Commands,” and from the list of bullet points underneath, everything Lena was doing was because of MusicLoops. It was all there: sexual submissiveness, bimbo behavior, a desire to perform sexual acts in public, the need to fulfill all of their boyfriend/husband/signifigant other’s sexual fantasies...

“Holy shit,” I whispered, putting the laptop to the side. “This program...it made you...”

With nothing between us, Lena rolled onto her stomach between my legs and started undoing my belt.

“Made me what?” she purred, biting her lip as she tossed her hair over one shoulder. “Made me want to do this?”

“Well, actually...” I groaned as Lena tugged down my zipper. “Yeah.”

“That’s silly,” she whimpered, pulling my jeans down. “You make it sound like you made a mind control song or something. Everybody knows that you can’t brainwash someone into doing something they wouldn’t do.”

“Babe,” I said suddenly, a stab of guilt in my stomach, “you really should know something quick-”

“Oh, would you just shut up,” she said sweetly, giving my cock a stroke. “You are really just too neurotic sometimes, Sir. Are you really going to try and talk me out of blowing you?”

I most definitely was not. I relaxed and stroked the side of her head like a pet, making her purr with delight. “Go for it, babe,” I said, a bead of precum dribbling down my shaft as I spoke. “Only, one thing...”

“Yes?” she asked, gazing up at me with a look that said: I’ll do anything for you.

I swallowed hard. “Could you...could you call me ‘Master’?”

“Mmmmh,” she groaned, closing her eyes and arching her back. It was like I’d put my tongue right against her clit – like an electric current shot through my girlfriend. “Is that what you’re into, Justin? You want to own me? Tell me what to do all the time – make all the decisions?”

“Yes,” I said, way beyond the point of hiding anything. “I want to have the power in the relationship from now on. I decide what happens with the money, I decide when and where we move in together. All you worry about is looking good and making me come...”

For a moment, I was sure I’d said too much. Then she winked.

“Yes, Master,” she said, rolling the words over her tongue like she was legitimately loving the feel of them. “I will do exactly as you say.”

The words sent a thrill through me like nothing I’d ever known. “Suck my cock, slave,” I said, my hands shaking.

“Yes, Master,” she said with a giggle, nodding her head gently in time with my song. “I will suck your cock.”

Then her mouth closed around the head of my dick, and I was in Heaven.

Lena bobbed up and down in my lap, never breaking eye contact as she gave me a slow, sloppy blowjob that nearly broke my mind. She winked up at me as she pulled off, then swirled her tongue around the fat, spongy head and worked it down my shaft like she was worshipping it. In the back of my head I wondered where she’d picked up moves like that, but I didn’t care. This was fucking amazing!

As my song started to work its way to an ending, I grabbed the remote control to the stereo and set it to repeat. I hadn’t really programmed an outro when I’d been creating, so the song went right back into the bass intro – and in my lap, Lena suddenly reacted as if I’d slapped her ass.

“Oh my gawd,” she growled, pulling off me just long enough to talk while stroking me in a blur. “This song sounds better every time I hear it!”

Smirking, I put my hand on the back of her head and forced my cock deep in her throat. Instead of the sex-ending move it would normally have been, Lena looked thrilled that I’d taken control.

Yeah, it is a good song, I thought, my balls tingling as they slapped against my girlfriend’s chin. Gonna be stuck in your head all day...

Lena felt me swell up between her lips and formed an even tighter seal around me, sucking and slurping like a madwoman. It was too much for me to take – with a low, long groan I felt myself reach the edge and tumble right over. Lena pulled back, moaning low in her throat as I started to unload all over her tongue. She milked the base of my cock with her hand while teasing the underside of my cockhead with her tongue, pulling the maximum load from my swollen, pulsing balls. Pleasure rolled over me in waves as I bucked my hips against her, filling her up like a nasty little fucktoy as I shot. She stared at me lovingly the entire time, moaning low in her throat at the taste of me.

Fuck, who is this woman, I thought as my mind swam. She can’t possibly be MY girlfriend...

Once I came down from my peak, Lena slowly pulled off my cock and opened her mouth to show me how much come I’d pumped inside her. I was impressed she was able to hold it all – then even more impressed as she swallowed it all down with a flourish and a smile.

“That was so hot,” she purred, teasing the last few drops of jizz from the head of my cock.

“Fuck yeah,” I said, leaning my head against the wall. “Baby that was just the best-”

“The only thing that would have made it hotter is if you’d had your phone,” she giggled with a wink.

“What?”

“You could have filmed me,” she said, playing with her hair. “I would have looked so hot with all that white come in my mouth. I could have played with it...”

I stared at her in disbelief, a little laugh escaping my lips. “You’re joking.”

“No!” She hit my shoulder playfully, biting her lip. “It’s this music, I swear – it makes me want to be a dirty little club slut. Fuck, you’re so talented, Justin. You’re like...a musical genius. Like Mozart – or Skrillex.”

Skrillex? I thought, but only nodded. “So you don’t think I should give up music?”

“Give up!?” Lena looked like I’d kicked a puppy. “Uh, no. That would be insane, Justin. In fact, I want you to spend as much time making music as possible!”

Holy shit. This is everything I ever wanted...

“I love you,” I blurted. “God damn, I love you.”

“I love you too, Master,” she whispered, cocking her head. My cock gave a spurt at the word ‘Master’, and she giggled. “It looks like you’re hard again. Want to put that big fucking dick inside me, stud?”

Yeah, I wanted that. Hot damn did I ever want that.

“It’s all hot and wet,” she groaned, turning around and spreading her legs. Lena kept her pussy perfectly shaved, and the lips of her sex were swollen and dripping with juice. “Having your dick in my mouth made me want it right here soooo bad.” She parted her folds with her fingers, showing me the pink insides along with the nub of her clit.

“You know, I was thinking about that when you came in,” I admitted. I could feel the heat rolling in waves from between my girlfriend’s legs – and the smell was driving me wild. It was primal, feral, the scent of a horny pussy that needs a hard fucking. “I was picturing you just climbing on top of me and mounting me.”

“Let’s make it a reality,” she purred, climbing onto me. “Turn that fucking song up, Master!”

I did exactly as she said. The volume reached wall-shaking levels as my finger stayed on the button, pressing it down as Lena took hold of my cock and aimed the still-sensitive head into her folds. She was wet and tight, her body primed for me, and I wanted to sink deep inside of her.

I’m not wearing a condom, I thought, but then a moment later I felt her wet walls grind down my shaft and stopped giving a fuck. Even if she’d asked me to, I wouldn’t have put one on – she felt too good this way, skin on skin tight enough to throw sparks as I bottomed out inside of her.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, slamming her hips down right as the beat dropped. “Master, I’m gonna...I’m gonna fucking come...”

Lena tossed her head back and howled, her inner muscles clamping around me tight as she sailed right over the edge. She came apart in my arms, sobbing my name as her heart pounded in time with the beat, her cunt spasming around me along with each thud of the kick drum. Her hips slammed down on me as she came down from her peak, locking in and welcoming me deep into her womb.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, riding me hard as I tangled my hands in her hair. “Thank you, Master. Thank you, Master. Thank you, Master...”

Huh, I thought, bottoming out inside of her cunt. The way she was saying it turned it into a little four-note melody, one that went along with the beat. I could use those as vocals, I realized with a start. Then the chorus hit and Lena doubled the movement of her hips, and I stopped being able to think about anything except pumping my cock like a piston between her sweet, tight walls.

She leaned over me, thrusting her big tits in my face. My mouth found a nipple and sucked it hard, making her arch her back in pure bliss. Holy shit, I thought, is she gonna come again...?

She did. A flood of juice dribbled down my shaft as her cunt clenched again and again, like she was trying to suck me right into her core. Her face and chest flushed red, making her shudder as she buried her face against my collar and sobbed with pleasure.

“Come for me, Master,” she begged, raising her face to meet mine. She was an inch away – then she covered my mouth with hers, her tongue entering my mouth. We made out hot and heavy as we fucked, my cock pounding deep inside of her as she worked her hips back on me. Her body felt so amazing on top of mine, the smell and taste of her filling my senses. Something started to build in my stomach, radiating out through my body as I soared towards the peak – something she could feel as well.

“That’s right, come for me,” she begged, licking my earlobe in that special little spot as she rode me. “Shoot all that come inside your favorite groupie, Master. Show me what it’s like to be your dirty little whore. Empty those balls right in my cunt and give me a baby...”

A baby? But the idea of breeding her didn’t fill me with fear – instead, it felt right. So right.

“I want to come with you to shows all swollen with your seed,” she confessed, her breath hot against my ear. “So those filthy little groupies know exactly what they’re getting. I want to watch them drop down on all fours and spread for you, giving their bodies to you like slaves...”

I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t know if Lena believed all this or was just trying to get me off, but either way it was the hottest shit I’d ever heard. One more deep pump inside of her and I was over the edge, crying out as I shot inside her womb again and again. I sprayed down her walls with burst after burst of hot, thick seed, filling her to the brim and then some. It shouldn’t have been possible, but I would have sworn I felt her grind out a third orgasm as she felt my hot cream fill her cunt.

I stayed inside her a long time, every tiny motion making me shiver with delight all along my still-sensitive shaft. She was more than happy to indulge me – Lena laid her head on my shoulder, humming along to the bassline of her new favorite song.

This is real, I thought, coming down from my high. Holy shit, this is real...

I pulled out of her and laid down, tugging the covers over us. Lena groaned happily and curled up next to me, snuggling me closer than she ever had before my special program.

“Thank you, Master,” she said with a little giggle. “Hey, would you like me to call you that all the time? I kind of like it...”

I liked it too, but there was something I wanted to know even more. “That shit about groupies,” I said, putting an arm around her shoulder. “Was that just you trying to talk me off, or something you’re really interested in?”

I felt her shrug. “Rockstars have lots of groupies,” she said, putting her head against my chest. “I’m okay with that. I’m dating a fucking genius – you deserve to have all the girls you can sink your dick into.” She grinned and threw an arm over me. “But I’m your number-one groupie, Master – remember that. I fucked you before you were famous!”

“Number-one groupie,” I repeated, snuggling her closer. “Hell yeah.” In moments she was purring against me, nodding gently along with the beat as my song repeated yet again.

Groupies, I thought, my cock swelling against my thigh. Holy shit. I’m gonna have groupies. And Lena...

If this program could really do all this stuff, then it was time to start experimenting with those “suggestions” and “commands.” I was going to make my musical dreams come true – and my craziest sexual fantasies at the same time.

My hand snaked down to Lena’s ass and grabbed a fat handful of it. She grinned up at me, beaming like I’d given her the world’s best praise.

And this one’s never going to complain again, I thought happily. Shit, things are really about to change around here...

I had no idea how right I was. Or that soon enough, the entire campus was going to be transformed by my special program...



Rocking The Best Friend
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“You like that pussy, Master? It’s so right for her to serve you too, isn’t it? You should have lots of girls pleasuring your dick – making you feel good all the time...”

All I could do was nod as Amy bounced up and down in my lap, her big tits bobbing in my face. Her face was screwed up in total concentration as she rode my cock, every muscle of her body and ounce of her brainpower devoted to making this fuck as good as possible. And right next to me, her naughty lips whispering in my ear, was my girlfriend Lena, urging me to fuck her deeper, harder, to use her bimbo body for my pleasure.

It wasn’t a surprise that this turned her on. After all, she was the one who’d brought Amy here.

“You know she belongs to another man,” Lena whimpered, like the words themselves made her pussy boil over. “You’re taking a cunt that belongs to someone else, Master – cuckolding them with the power of your music. Because Amy fucking loves your new album – isn’t that right, slut?”

In response, Amy let out a massive, shuddering sob and came all over my cock. A flood of juices dribbled down my shaft as her cunt drew as tight as a second skin around my manhood – grinding snugly enough to throw sparks as I pumped inside of her. Holy shit!

“Uh huh,” she babbled, eyes fluttering behind her lids. Neither I nor Lena could fail to notice that she’d been riding me exactly in time with the beat to my latest song. I’d made this one faster, more urgent, and we were getting into the most frantic part of the song. Soon the big bass drop would hit, and when it did I wanted to be unloading my come deep inside Amy’s womb.

“I love watching you fuck her,” Lena whispered like she was sharing a secret. “I can’t wait for you to pump a baby into her, Master. You should have a sexy, pregnant entourage of slaves wherever you go. They can load your equipment for you, tune your guitar, be waiting in your trailer on their knees to suck your cock the second you step off stage...just like good little groupie whores!”

Groupie whores, I thought, thrusting upwards hard into Amy’s sweet tightness as she sobbed my name over and over again, her brain going more bimbo with every orgasm. What a world. And I haven’t even played my first show yet...

It was still incredible to think about how quickly my life had gone from zero to rock and roll fantasy...and it was all thanks to my special program...

––––––––
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“I’ll be back soon, Master. Anything else you need me to pick up while I’m gone?”

I glanced up from my laptop. Lena stood in front of the door to my dorm, wearing a cute little sundress that ended mid-thigh: right where her leather fuck-me boots hugged her long, tanned legs like a glove. I knew from experience that she had on nothing underneath – and that her pussy was wet and dripping. It was the kind of outfit I never would have been able to talk my girlfriend into wearing in a million years, but now she was more than willing to put it on for me. Lena would do anything to make me happy now, and she’d been proving it for the last two days.

“I’m good,” I said with a nod. “Just the pizza. Oh, actually, would you mind picking up a six-pack of beer?”

Her smile widened. “I was thinking of something else,” she giggled, twirling back and forth. The motion made the hem of her dress swirl upward, until I could see the swollen lips of her sex beneath. “It’s been like a whole hour since I sucked your cock. Are you absolutely sure you don’t want me to make you come again? I could be gone for a bit – I wouldn’t want you to get all hard without me...”

I smirked at my girlfriend, devouring her body with my eyes. “Baby, you didn’t just suck my cock – you made me come like six times! I promise I’ll be fine, right now I’m just really hungry.”

“Got it.” She winked at me, leaning forward to show off the low neckline on her dress. “Pizza, beer and me. See you soon, stud.”

I chuckled as she shut the door. Last week, a relationship like this with my girlfriend wouldn’t have just seemed impossible – it would have been literally insane. Lena wasn’t the kind of girl to make her man come six times – and she damn sure had never run out to buy me pizza and beer before.

A maid, I thought suddenly, glancing around the crowded room. That would be a perfect suggestion to add to a song. Maybe something upbeat for a girl to clean to...

My eyes returned to the laptop and the song in progress. I’d spent the last several days experimenting with MusicLoops, the digital audio program I’d downloaded off of a shady internet website. I’d gotten it – even though I could afford the latest, greatest music software – because Lena had forbidden me to spend the money I’d saved up myself on it, putting me spending cash on her above fulfilling my life long dream. It had turned out to be the best decision I’d ever made.

Just for kicks, I started the track in progress, letting the drum patterns and bassline loop as I worked. I cocked my head and listened hard, but I couldn’t hear whatever Lena was hearing. Probably a good thing, I thought with a chuckle. I wouldn’t want to wind up becoming my own bimbo slave...

The difference between MusicLoops and every other piece of software on the market was a small category in the options labeled “Suggestions and Commands.” It allowed me to put binaural, subconscious phrases – like hypnotic commands – deep inside of the music I made, turning my dance anthems into dispersal methods for my alpha male fantasies. A good song was an earworm that got in your head and stayed there, but Dr. Mesmertainment’s commands made sure that in this case they never left.

I hadn’t even known what I was playing with when I wrote that first song, but it turned my frigid, demanding girlfriend into the perfect woman. First she’d gotten high and horny off the music, jumping into an impromptu striptease that blew my fucking mind. Then she’d mounted me to the music and fucked my brains out, letting me use and abuse her flawless body in ways I’d always dreamed about. Best of all, she no longer said anything about me “wasting my life” or “being a manchild” by trying to become a DJ – instead she thought I was a fucking genius. She wanted to be my hot, horny groupie, and considered riding my cock the greatest joy of her life.

She hadn’t left my dorm for three days, other than to get food and raid her closet for her sexiest clothes. The old Lena never would have sat still for that long – she would have needed constant attention and validation, selfies on social media, to be seen out and about flaunting her perfection. But the new Lena did anything I wanted. I’d gone down my checklist of every sexual desire: anal, titfucking, getting a BJ while playing video games or making music, fucking her in every position I could think of. I’d had porn on more often than not yesterday, commanding her to stroke me off or suck me or fuck me in time with the actresses. I was exhausted, but thrilled at the same time.

And now, fully energized and feeling more like a man than I had in my entire life, I was ready to conquer the world.

The ‘Suggestions and Commands’ section of MusicLoops was much more complicated than it seemed at first glance. Far from just being one option among many, it was almost a program unto itself. I could tell that writing songs with the tailored commands I wanted was going to take weeks of trial and error to get right. And if I was going to do the things I wanted – like graduating college early with straight-A’s, getting a record contract or building a harem of babes every bit as gorgeous as Lena – I was going to need to learn the ins and outs of MusicLoops sooner than later.

Fortunately, I thought, tweaking a slider, I’ve got the perfect test subject. I think I’ll add those ‘maid’ commands to this song and play it when Lena walks in the door – see if she gets the overwhelming urge to start cleaning the place up...

My cellphone started to vibrate. It took a minute to find: it was buried under the covers, discarded sometime yesterday right after I’d filmed Lena sucking me off and talking about how talented and awesome a boyfriend I am. I dug it out, barely keeping my laptop balanced on my knee as I did so.

I frowned when I read the screen. Mark? What the fuck does he want?

Mark was one of my best friends at college. We met up a couple times a week to drink beer and play video games, although we’d been hanging out a lot less since I started dating Lena. That realization sent a stab of guilt through me; now that I had Lena wrapped around my finger, we’d need to party a lot more often. Maybe I could even use my music to get him some girls – although his girlfriend was an even bigger bitch than Lena...

I’d missed one of our hangouts, but that wasn’t unlike me at all. And Mark never called anybody; he used Facebook messenger like everyone else. Why would he call?

I put the phone to my ear. “Hey man, what’s up? Haven’t heard from you in a while...”

Instantly I knew something wasn’t right. There was a long pause on the line, and when Mark spoke his voice was...tight sounding. Under pressure, kind of.

“Dude,” he said, ditching his normally breezy tone, “what have you been doing?”

He knows, I told myself, the thought sending a stab of panic through me. How does he know? No, he couldn’t know. I hadn’t left my room since hypnotizing Lena – how would anyone know anything was up?

“Yeah, I know I haven’t been around in a while,” I said, making my voice more apologetic than I felt. “Lena’s been a real bitch lately – but I think I’ve really turned a corner with her in the last few days.”

“Oh yeah?” Mark sounded like he was on the verge of laughing. “Does she get on her knees and suck your dick?”

My eyebrows shot up to my hairline. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Dude, all I know is, your girlfriend gave my girlfriend some kind of audio CD. Said you’d made it, and that it was the best thing she’s ever heard. Now Amy’s gone fucking crazy! She’s like...she’s like some kind of porn star or something...”

My heart skipped a beat. I sprang from the bed, holding the phone to my ear, and hammered the EJECT button on my stereo. The CD I’d burned for Lena – the CD with MusicLoops’ hypnotic bimbo suggestions on it – was inside. Should have been inside. Really, really needed to be inside...

NO CD INSERTED, the stereo informed me. Oh fuck.

“Mark,” I said, trying to keep the rising tide of panic out of my voice, “where is Amy now?”

This time Mark really did laugh. “She’s between my legs, man. She’s fucking sucking my dick.”

My mouth dropped open. “She...right now?”

“I tried to stop her, dude,” Mark said, “but she’s insatiable. She said I’m her Master, man. Can you believe that shit? I don’t know what you did to her, but she...oh fuck yeah baby, just like that...she was always such a princess before about blowjobs. She never did them – and now she’s sucking my cock like it’s oxygen. You ought to see her, Justin...”

I didn’t need to see her. I’d seen Lena behave the exact same way.

“Mark, you need to listen to me,” I said. “I need that CD. You need to grab that disc and bring Amy to my dorm. Right now.”

“Right now?” Mark asked, and I could hear him grinning. “’Cause Amy looks like she might try to kill me if I don’t let her taste this load she’s been building up in my balls...”

I sighed. But really, could I be that upset? It’s not like I’d been any less of a horndog when Lena transformed for me.

“Okay, finish what you’re doing,” I said, laughing a little bit myself. “But then get your ass over here. And for the love of God, do not let any other girls listen to that music!”

“Will do, Justin,” Mark said, pleasure evident in his voice. “But dude, you gotta tell me – is Lena acting like this too?”

Now I really did laugh. “Even sluttier. Just...do not let that shit spread any further. Not until we get a handle on this.”

“Can do!” The line clicked off as I heard Mark’s girlfriend Amy let out a low, throaty moan.

Fuck. That was close. I’d been given this immense power to remake women’s minds – and just like that, I’d almost lost control of it. All it would take was for that CD to get ripped and uploaded to a file sharing site, and...

And girls all over the world would become bimbo sluts, I thought, my cock stiffening even more than it had on the phone. Would that be such a bad thing?

After a moment’s thought, I decided it wouldn’t – but with the music everywhere, I wouldn’t be special any more. How would I achieve my dreams without it?

A few minutes later, I heard a knock on the door. I was expecting it to be Mark and Amy, but instead Lena stood in the doorway. She had a pizza in one hand and a six-pack in the other, and while she’d waited for me she’d tugged down one strap of her sundress so that her bare breast was visible. As I opened the door, she was rubbing the nipple with the side of one cold bottle, making it stiffen up with need.

“Master!” A smile of pure, unalloyed happiness spread across her face at the sight of me, like it would do for the rest of her life. “I’m so glad to see you – I brought the drinks and food. I was so wet being your little errand girl – I almost shoved one of these bottles right between my-”

“Get in here,” I said, pulling her into my room rougher than I had intended. It didn’t have the effect I was going for: Lena just purred at being manhandled, submissively putting the pizza and beer to the side and crawling onto the bed on all fours.

“I knew I should have fucked you before I left,” she said, grinning at me over her shoulder. “You were all hard and horny without me – you totally had blue balls. That’s okay, Master – you can take all that frustration out on me...”

She was pulling the hem of her dress up, exposing her dripping pussy and big ass – but I was just as angry as I was horny.

“You little slut,” I said, grabbing hold of her hips. “How could you?”

She pursed her lips in a cute little pout, like she was getting ready to get spanked. “How could I what, Master? Don’t hold back, tell me what a bad little groupie I’ve been!”

“You gave my music to Amy,” I said, “without asking me. What the fuck? When did this happen?”

But if I’d thought this would make my bimbo girlfriend take pause, I’d been mistaken.

“I ran into her yesterday, Master,” Lena said, her pout growing more theatrical. “When you sent me out to get you Mountain Dew and bring back those naughty little pink panties you want. I couldn’t wait for you to slide them to the side and fuck me while I was wearing them – it makes me so hot to know you want me so bad you can’t even wait for me to take them off-”

“When did you give away my music,” I said, wishing her words didn’t turn me on quite so much.

“Oh!” She shrugged. “I just ran into her and I had your CD on me. You’re not really mad, are you Master?” Lena looked heartbroken. “I just wanted her to hear how amazing my boyfriend is – plus she’s so hot. You deserve a sexy little groupie like her, Justin. You should have lots of girls, all the time. Making you feel good, taking care of you, just like I do...”

I shook my head, trying to dispel the image of a whole harem of women pleasuring me with Lena at their head.

“You should have asked me,” I said, but the heat was already leaving my voice. I couldn’t stay mad at her for long – especially with her tight little cunt spread out in front of my face like that. “From now on, you don’t give my music to anyone without permission...”

“Yes, Master,” Lena said submissively, wiggling her ass. “Punish me. You can hurt me if you want – I don’t mind if you leave bruises. I know you want to. I’ve been such a bitch to you for so long...”

My hand closed on her ass, gripping a firm handful and squeezing it hard. As Lena stared at me, our eyes locked, I tightened my grip until her eyes started to water. Her mouth dropped open, pain and pleasure mingling in her core, and I felt her melting against me...

“Just like that,” she whispered. “Hurt me more, Master...”

I was about to – but then there was a knock at the door.

“Shit,” I said, letting go of her ass. “Now I wish I hadn’t told them to come here...”

“Who, Master?” To her credit, Lena didn’t even flinch. She stayed on her knees, heedless to the idea that anyone coming in would be able to see her with her legs spread and her dress hiked up like a common whore. She didn’t care – she was incapable of feeling any embarrassment or shame unless I commanded her to. Something about that just made me so hot.

“Amy and Mark,” I said, moving to the door. “You should, uh, probably pull that dress down...”

“Yes, Master,” she said demurely, turning around and sitting on the edge of the bed. She crossed her legs, leaving them spread just enough that she could flash her bare pussy whenever she wanted.

Mark and Amy stood in the doorway, and I could already tell from the look in Amy’s eyes that she was fully bimbofied. She was hanging off Mark, her shirt half-off and nothing on beneath it except a pair of black lace boyshorts and heels. Mark looked drunk with pleasure, a look in his eyes like a gambler who just hit a jackpot on a slot machine and was still unable to quite believe his luck was real.

“Dude,” Mark said, stepping inside. “Holy shit. What did you do to this music? I’ve never seen Amy like this...”

“Hi, Justin,” Amy purred, keeping her body pressed against her man’s. I recognized the giggly, girly little lilt to her tone: it was the same one Lena had. “I loooved your music. You’re so fucking talented...”

“Thanks,” I said, rubbing the back of my head, “but it’s not exactly all luck. Why don’t you two sit down?”

“Will do,” Mark said. “Hey – is that pizza? And beer?”

Over drinks and pizza, I explained everything: MusicLoops, the experience with Lena, the power of my new music. At some point Lena climbed into my lap and put her head against my chest, purring like a kitten – soon after, Amy did the same. All of us were drinking and eating like Vikings at a feast – soon the six-pack and pizza were gone, and I sent Lena out for more. She got back right as I was finishing my tale, explaining the whole thing and where I was planning to go from here, and crawled into my lap like it was home, clutching a beer between her breasts.

“That’s...that’s fucking nuts,” Mark concluded when I was done with my story. “This ‘Dr. Mesmertainment’ guy – did you find anything about him online? Like a website?”

“Not a damn thing,” I said, my hand resting on Lena’s thigh. “It’s like he doesn’t exist.”

Mark rubbed his chin. “It doesn’t make any sense,” he finally said, like this was some grave revelation. “If he’s some kind of hacker: if he stole mind control software from some government server – why give it to some college kid?”

“I have no idea,” I said, “but I’m not exactly complaining.”

“Nor should you,” Lena added, nuzzling my neck. She planted a kiss beneath my chin, the valley between her legs warming at the touch of skin on skin. “I want to make sure you never have anything to complain about again, Master.”

“You’re sooo talented,” Amy said, her eyes going glazed. Her cheeks flushed as she watched Lena writhe in my lap, a mixture of arousal and jealously coursing through her veins.

“Yeah, he is,” Mark said, sounding a little worried. “Wait – you wouldn’t fuck him, would you?”

My ears perked up. It would be interesting to know: even if someone else played my music for a girl and turned her into a bimbo, would she serve me as well?

A guilty little smile spread across Amy’s face. She brushed a lock of platinum blonde hair out of her face and giggled.

“I’d love to,” she admitted, grinding her hips hard on the bulge growing between Mark’s legs. “I’d do anything to spend a night with you.” 

Mark stiffened, his hands gripping Amy a little tighter.

“It’s like...you know that one night we had a discussion about what celebrities we’d fuck?” Amy looked back at her boyfriend, looking for recognition. “And you said Christina Hendricks and Taylor Swift were both on your ‘list’, and we kind of jokingly agreed that if you ever got the chance to fuck either of them, I’d have to be okay with it?”

“It’s a common thing,” I said, enjoying the hell out of this.

“Well, Justin is definitely on my list,” she purred. I could see the fabric of her boyshorts getting wet as she ground against Mark’s boner through his pants – and he was starting to thrust harder on her, as well. “He’s my number-one celebrity I’d like to fuck, in fact!”

“I’m not even famous yet,” I protested, cupping Lena’s breast through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“No,” she said, “but you will be.”

“No arguments here,” I agreed.

Mark looked so confused – like he wanted to be mad but was too turned on to get a handle on it. “I...I don’t know if I like what I’m hearing out of you right now,” he said to Amy.

“Hey, don’t get bent out of shape,” I told him, glancing at my girlfriend. “Lena would probably fuck you too. She’s been turned into a total bimbo slut.”

Lena beamed like this was the best compliment she’d ever heard. “If you commanded me to, Master.”

I saw Mark’s eyes go wide, his mouth dropping open, and all of a sudden realized: he’d thought about fucking my girlfriend. More than once.

“Oh yeah?” I teased Lena, my hand sliding between her legs. “You like the idea of riding another guy’s cock for me? Of getting shared like a little whore?”

She certainly did – and it was clear from the look on his face that Mark did, as well.

Amy’s hand was between his legs, massaging his bulge, but he only had eyes for Lena. “Dude,” he said, his voice husky, “are you thinking...?”

I chuckled and put my lips to Lena’s ear. “Take me out of my pants,” I commanded. “Suck me off.”

Without a word of protest, Lena slunk between my knees and started to undo my zipper. Mark’s eyes went as big as saucers as my gorgeous redheaded girlfriend took my cock out of my pants, ran her tongue over the precum-coated head, then slid my between her lips with a groan of relief like she was the one getting off.

“Holy shit,” Mark said. A wet spot was starting to form on his pants, where the tip of his cock pressed against the fabric. “Fuck, she’s just going right at it-”

“Amy, suck your boyfriend off,” I said, putting my hand on the back of Lena’s head. “Give him the awesome blowjob he deserves.”

“Shit!” Mark watched, dumbfounded, as his little Amy did the same as my girlfriend – sliding between his legs, tugging down his jeans and pumping his rock hard cock a few times before sliding it into her mouth.

“Fuck, that feels so good, baby,” Mark panted, locking eyes with his girlfriend as she nodded enthusiastically. “So fucking good...”

Then he raised his eyes and watched Lena, gazing rapturously as she sucked me off. I could tell exactly what he wanted, like I could see right inside his head.

The grass is always greener, I thought with a smirk.

“You want her,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

Mark gave a start and then nodded. “Lena’s so fucking hot, dude,” he admitted, groaning a little as Amy deepthroated him.

“How many times have you jerked off to her?” I asked, noticing that Lena was bobbing harder on me as we spoke. As I watched, she hiked up her sundress, wiggling her ass as she showed her dripping slit off to Mark.

“Dude, I fucking lost count. All those Instagram selfies she posts where she’s wearing practically nothing? Super fucking hot.” His face suddenly reddened with more than just arousal. “Sometimes I think about her when I’m with Amy,” he confessed.

I wasn’t concerning myself with exactly why my best friend was being so radically honest with me all of a sudden: not yet, at least. I was too concerned with the two gorgeous pieces of pussy in the room the think too much about that.

“How funny,” I said, leaning back and thrusting my cock deep into Lena’s throat. “I’ve thought about Amy while fucking Lena.”

“Dude, no fucking way!”

“Yeah.” I could tell from his face exactly what he was thinking – and it was a mirror of my own idea. “So how about we make a deal?”

No sooner had the words left my lips than both girls stopped sucking us off. Lena stood up, grinning at me, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. I heard Mark groan with frustration as Amy pulled off him – then both girls crossed the room. As they met in the middle, Lena raised a palm and clapped Amy a high five, like two wrestlers tagging someone into the ring.

Well I’ll be. They’d made the decision for us.

A moment later, Amy was standing in front of me. Her tank top flew over her head, her leggings tugged down, and she was wearing nothing put a pair of black lace panties and a bra she quickly unhooked.

She slid between my legs and took over right where Lena had left off.

I gasped as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me. She wasted no time, taking me all the way down her throat like this was something she practiced every day. The sensation of her pleasuring my cock with her mouth was so familiar but so new. I instantly started noting all the little ways her head technique differed from Lena’s: the tiny glances to make sure I was still liking it, the complete relaxation of her throat, the way she sucked the head of my cock like a delicious lollipop every few strokes, drinking down the precum spurting from the tip.

Mark’s face was a mask of amazement as Lena went down on him; like he couldn’t believe his good luck. Curiously, the sight of Lena on her knees for another man didn’t fill me with the jealously I was expecting. I knew she was there at my command: I also knew that with a word from me she would forget she’d ever even met Mark and devote her entire existence to being my maid, my slave, or my dirty little sister.

She’s my possession, I thought, thrusting against Amy’s face much harder than I would have Lena’s. My toy. What’s the big deal if I share a few toys?

Even as I thought it, an awareness bloomed in the back of my mind. There would come a day when I met a woman who was meant to stand above others – a perfect goddess to sit at the side of her King. When I met her, I would know. She was better than other women – both in mind and body. And when I found, any other man who touched her would die.

I knew this like birds knew to fly south in winter; like salmon knew in which stream they needed to swim against the current in order to spawn. It was primal, instinctual.

Toys like this girl between my legs were for me: for now. Soon they’d be for lesser men.

I pulled myself from Amy’s mouth, savoring the way she whined with frustration at being denied my godlike cock and ambrosia precum. Then I hauled her to her feet roughly, went to my bed, and lay down at the head.

I patted my thighs. “Come fuck me,” I said harshly, watching as everything that had made her Amy before this moment crumpled up and blew away like paper in a hurricane. She was mine now, and I was going to enjoy every inch of her.

“Oh shit,” Mark groaned, watching as his girlfriend mounted me. “You gonna fuck her?”

“Damn right I am. I’m gonna – oh fuck she’s tight!”

Amy slammed her womanhood down on me, the walls gripping me like a glove as she welcomed me into her womb. Just like with her mouth, I got the sense of familiarity and newness all at once. Lena was wetter – especially after she’d become my bimbo slut – and she made a prettier picture straddling my dick. But Amy was so tight that for a moment my over-pleasured brain insisted she had to be a virgin. Either that or Mark had the tiniest dick on campus...

I glanced over at Mark as Lena sucked him off. His cock seemed fine – smaller than mine, but still firmly above average.

This time it was my turn to sound like a bro. “Dude,” I groaned, pleasure washing over me as I bottomed out in Amy’s core. “How many times have you fucked this girl’s cunt?”

Mark looked over at me, and I knew something wasn’t right. There was a too-long pause as he leaned back, pumping himself between Lena’s lips. “Well...”

I remembered something: he said he’d thought about Lena when he was with Amy, not when he fucked her.

No way, I thought.

“She said,” Mark moaned, his eyes glassy with pleasure, “that she wanted to save herself for marriage...”

“Holy shit,” I panted, grabbing Amy’s hips for leverage. “You are a virgin!?”

Amy bit her lip and nodded, her cheeks as red as apples.

“Jesus,” I whispered, then started to fuck her harder. If I was the first man to taste her untouched, virgin cunt, I was going to explore every inch of her inner folds. Soon she was crying out, her g-spot rocked as the head of my cock pounded it over and over again. I felt her come, her back arched like a bow with her blonde hair over one shoulder...and then someone was next to me.

“Isn’t her pussy good, Master?” Lena’s lips were warm against my ear. She laughed, almost a giggle, and it sounded good as hell. “Keep fucking her. Drive deep inside that cunt until you explode, Sir!”

I looked over Lena’s shoulder. Mark was sitting in my chair, watching the proceedings with his fist around his cock. His eyes were glassy and glazed, his mouth slack as he pumped up and down, watching his girlfriend get fucked.

Something’s wrong, I thought. He’s not like this. Then it hit me – whatever my music was doing to Lena and Amy, it had an effect on him as well. Not sexual, exactly – I had no problem with gay guys, I’d just known that as long as I’d been old enough to jack off thinking of boobs that I wasn’t one myself – but more of a power thing.

It makes him...defer to me, I thought, turning my gaze back to the gorgeous blonde straddling. Like a beta to my alpha. Me the leader, and other men TREATING me like the leader. Yeah, I can get with that...

Meanwhile, Amy was on the way to her second orgasm, her dripping walls wrapped oh-so-tight around my throbbing cock. I wanted release – I needed it, and the thought that my unprotected load might fertilize Amy’s womb was irresistible. If it happened, I’d made Mark raise it. I’d watch his pretty girlfriend get all swollen, knowing the whole time who really made it happen...

Fuck, I was close. And Lena seemed to have the same idea as me.

“You’re fucking another man’s woman,” she purred, stroking my chest as Amy’s tits bobbed in my face. “Fucking his property. And if they were just doing oral, then you know she’s not on the pill. You might get her pregnant, Master!”

“Yeah,” I grunted, my thrusts locking into a hard, driving rhythm. “Yeah, yeah, fuck yeah...”

“Keep going,” Lena begged, playing with her own pretty pussy while Amy rode me. “It makes me so wet to see you with other girls. You should have lots of dripping, sexy groupies with big, swollen bellies. Every girl on this campus should serve you like the rockstar you are...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. As Amy’s cries of passion reached their peak, I buried myself inside her to the hilt and let go. Her walls tightened around me, spasming in bliss right as my cock erupted. I sprayed burst after burst of hot, sticky come straight into her womb, pumping her fuller than full until she was dripping with my seed.

“Good job, Master,” Lena growled, sounding like she was having an orgasm of her own. “Fill that slave pussy up. Make it swollen with your seed...”

After I came down from my peak, I lay back on the bed and let both women snuggle close to me, cooing and whispering in my ear. A quick glance across the room confirmed that Mark had come as well – he was using my girlfriend’s discarded panties to clean the load off his body.

Poor guy, I thought. I’ll have to give him some pussy...

“Amy,” I said, leaning onto my side to command my latest prize.

“Yes, Master?”

“From now on, you belong to Mark,” I said, motioning over my shoulder. “You’ll obey him just as you would obey me. Anything he commands you to do, no matter how dirty or degrading, will fill you with pleasure. You’ll be so happy to fuck and suck him however he wants.”

Her eyes brimmed with happy tears. “Yes, Master!” She sprang from the bed and embraced her boyfriend. I turned back to Lena, but then a moment later a moan made us both cut our words short. Amy was bouncing up and down in Mark’s lap, her tit pressed against his face and her nipple in his mouth as he pumped inside of her, getting his second orgasm inside of my freshly-fucked slave.

“Wow, what a guy,” Lena said with a giggle. “Doesn’t even wait.”

“The Alpha’s girl is the most desirable,” I muttered, as if the words were working their way out of the back of my head. “Especially after she’s been fucked and bred. The subordinate males will go crazy for her...”

Huh? How did I know that? I tucked the knowledge away for later. I could think of that when I wasn’t so blissed out.

“Well,” Lena said, rolling back to me. “What now, Master?”

What now? I have a song capable of turning any woman into my willing bimbo slave – and more on the way. Plus, I just discovered that it makes men defer to me as their fucking King or something.

What was I going to do now?

I smirked as I reached for her hips, eager to be back inside of her. “Now,” I said, my lips grazing her neck, “you and I are going to rule this fucking campus.”

I felt her shiver against me as she spread her legs.

At least until I find that girl, I thought, sinking inside of her. Then, I expect my priorities will change pretty damn quickly...



Rocking My Teacher
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I know there’s no such thing as a perfect song, I thought, watching the scene in front of me, but it really doesn’t get much better than this!

Bending over the counter and thrusting out her firm, high breasts, my physics professor Rachel was in the middle of cleaning her kitchen – my kitchen, now. A french maid outfit clung to her ample curves, cut low in the front and riding so high up her creamy thighs that it would’ve been illegal to wear outside of her condo. In the background, the latest song I’d created with MusicLoops sizzled and hummed, the pounding bass shaking the walls as the beat kicked into gear.

Rachel was a woman of prodigious intelligence, always more than willing to make students like me feel stupid and small. Now every neuron in her head was focused on a new set of tasks: giving her counters and floors a good, thorough cleaning while looking as good as possible while doing it. Her face was flushed with arousal, her brow furrowed as she concentrated hard on the task at hand. But the twin trails of moisture dripping down her thighs betrayed her; they let anyone watching know that she was riding a hypnotic high, her cunt boiling over as she struggled to please me.

“Fuck, I can smell her from here.” That was my girlfriend Lena, who’d just stepped in from the living room and pressed her half-naked body against mine. “She’s so fucking wet, Master. Look at her – such a perfect little maid-slut. Check out the way she slinks to the floor to get that stain – it’s like she thinks she’s in a porno or something.”

Rachel was indeed spreading her legs as she dropped to the linoleum, parting her thighs like she was making herself ready in the event I wanted to give her a quick fuck while she was down there. The thought of it made me throb, made me want to show my brainy professor exactly how much fun submitting to me could be – but the research came first.

“Are you feeling anything?” I asked, cocking my head as I watched Rachel do her thing.

I felt Lena shrug. “Other than an overwhelming desire to drop to my knees and suck you off while you watch this gorgeous bitch clean your new home? Nothing out of the ordinary, Master.”

“Good.” That had been a primary concern of mine – that this new song be specifically tailored to Rachel. I was still learning the secrets of the “Suggestions and Commands” tab in MusicLoops – the program that had been giving my music mind control powers. I hadn’t even known until recently that I could place hypnotic suggestions in my songs that would only effect a certain person. If I had, I would have done it in the first place. After all, I’d already had a couple of close calls.

I leaned forward a bit, commanding Rachel’s attention. She looked up from her task, sweat beading on her brow and her cheeks flushed with a mixture of work and arousal.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, cocking my head slightly and watching as she followed my gaze. “What’s going on in your head?”

Her face went slack for a moment, her eyes glazing over as the beat on my latest song kicked up a notch. “This is...sooo good,” she giggled, idly working the rag clutched in her fist in a circle along the floor.

“Yeah? What’s it saying to you?”

“I just...I’m sorry.” She smiled apologetically, shrugging her shoulders back in a way that made her tits nearly fall out of her top. “I know I shouldn’t be cleaning while you’re hear – I ought to be paying attention to you.”

“That’s fine,” I said, watching her smile widen. “It’s the song, right?”

“Mmfh, I know!” She tossed her hair over one shoulder, digging at the floor hard enough to make her breasts bounce. “It just makes me want to get up and get cleaning. I just feel like I need to get this place sparkling. I’m not really a real woman if I can’t keep my own house clean, right?”

“Exactly!” Lena was nodding next to me as I grinned down at my slave. “Except this isn’t your house. This is my place now, Rachel.”

Her eyes widened in shock for a moment. “I...”

A moment later, those same eyes fluttered in her head, only the whites showing. A low, lusty moan escaped her throat, her grip on the rag tightening.

“Oh shit,” she groaned, arching her back with pleasure. “Yes, sir. This is your house – and I’m keeping it nice and clean for you.”

“Because that’s what you’re made for,” I said firmly.

“Yessss,” she whispered, riding my words like they were a fat cock. “It’s totally what I’m made for. Or maid for, hee hee! I love this music, Sir...”

The corner of my lip curled up in a knowing smile. “That’s not all you’re made for, either? Is it...slut?”

On the last word, her mouth dropped open, forming a little ‘o’ of bliss like I’d put a vibrator right on her throbbing clit. Her thighs quivered, her knees going weak.

“Fuck!” Her eyes squeezed tight at she rode out a wave of pleasure – and when she opened them again, she was staring up at me with the clearest come-fuck-me look I’d ever seen.

“Show me how wet you are,” I commanded, crooking a finger. “Turn around and spread those thighs for me. Ah – don’t get up. Not yet.”

Biting her lip (she’d been about to rise up from her knees), Rachel scooted onto her ass and turned around, spreading her legs like a gymnast preparing to do the splits. The hem of her dress rose up over her taut little belly, highlighting the dark patch between her creamy thighs. I hadn’t commanded Rachel to shave herself for me yet, but her public hair was trimmed and formed into the shape of a long, thin landing strip. The lips beneath shined with moisture – I could almost feel the heat rolling off of her pussy as it boiled over with raw, primal need.

“Very nice.” Rachel arched her back at the compliment, my words sending spasms of pleasure through her opened mind. I reached between her thighs and slid two fingers into her tight, sopping slit, testing her warmth and tightness.

“Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, grinding her hips against the digits. “You’re so awesome and talented. I want to be your dirty little groupie...”

“I can tell,” I replied with a smirk. I could feel her walls clenching around my fingers. “What do you think, Lena? Wouldn’t Rachel look good prancing around in that little maid costume at my show tonight?”

I was expecting Lena to squeal, to giggle, to agree. Instead, there was a pause. When I glanced over at her, I could tell she was biting her tongue.

This was so surprising that it took a second for my brain to switch gears. “What?”

Her cheeks reddened, and it had nothing to do with Rachel on her knees in front of us. “I don’t know that this party is such a good idea, Master,” she said quickly. “I’m just saying.”

“Lena.” My voice was gentle and chiding, but there was a note of command behind it. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you disobey your Master before. Aren’t you a good little girl?”

“Yes, Master!” Lena looked like she wanted anything other than to be having this conversation. In fact, I thought I could detect an urge to drop to her knees just like Rachel, be sitting right next to her while the pair of them worshiped my rod. “I am good! I do everything you want – you own my body, you control me. I...”

“You what?” I asked as she trailed off.

Her face flushed even redder and she shut her mouth. “Nothing, Master.”

“No, wait,” I said, pushing Rachel’s hands away as she started to fiddle with my belt. “I want to hear this. Talk to me Lena – I won’t be mad. I promise. Just this once, I want you to speak your mind.”

Honestly, I was more than a little freaked out – this was the kind of behavior I had assumed MusicLoops had driven out of my girls’ heads forever. Something must really have been bothering Lena to get her to disobey me.

“I’m worried, Master,” she said after a moment. “Worried about you.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Me? I’m having the time of my life, babe. I’ve got you and Amy at my beck and call night and day, and I’m watching the professor who called me a ‘lazy, unethical student’ crawling on her own floor begging for my cock. What do I have to be worried about?”

Her face changed, and I took a step back instinctively. Lena hadn’t shot me a look like that since before MusicLoops – since she was my dominating ice queen of a girlfriend instead of the hot, hungry bimbo who lived to worship me.

“You’re not building your harem,” she said, crossing her arms under her breasts. “Master.”

“Huh?” I glanced from her to the cock-crazed slut at my feet, then back to Lena. “Isn’t that what I’m doing right now?”

“It’s been two weeks,” she said evenly, looking me right in the eyes. She resembled the old Lena so much that I found it unnerving. “And you have two girls, Master. Two girls. And Amy and I took tests yesterday – neither of us are even pregnant with your heirs!”

This was so strange. I was having an argument with my girlfriend while my former professor frigged her cunt on the floor.

“It’ll happen,” I assured her, a little taken aback. “I’ve been learning the ins and outs of MusicLoops. It’s not exactly a pick-up-and-play kind of program...”

“That’s exactly what I mean! You already have music that will make any woman your devoted slave, Master – and you’re not using it. Instead, you’re booking concerts and putting your album together. You’re trying to be famous, instead of being our owner.”

Now it was my turn to cross my arms. “You sound like the old Lena,” I accused, making her blush so deeply I thought she might pass out. “She used to accuse me of ‘wasting my time’ on music, too. Is that how you feel?”

“No, Master! I love your music! I think you’re super fucking talented!”

“I thought you wanted to be my groupie,” I said in a quiet voice.

“I do! But I need you to be my Master!”

I sighed. This was starting to resemble the arguments we’d had before MusicLoops had changed my life. I felt frustration welling up within me – and just then, I realized I didn’t have to take it.

“Get on your knees,” I commanded. “Now.”

Lena hit the floor so fast I was afraid she’d broken something. Next to her, Rachel continued rubbing herself, lost in her own little world. Both girls were wet and primed, their bodies ready for whatever I wanted from them. Lena spent a moment looking over the older woman’s tense, aroused body, then looked up at me, eyes shining with love and devotion.

“I don’t want to hear that kind of talk from you ever again,” I snarled, taking my cock out of my pants. “From now on, I only want you to say what I tell you to say.”

She nodded eagerly, her eyes filled with relief. She always looked this way when I took control, when I ripped away the burden of having to have her own thoughts and opinions.

“You love me,” I said, giving my cock a stroke.

“I love you,” she panted, her voice filled with the need to please.

“You need me,” I growled, taking a handful of her hair.

“I need you,” she whispered, parting her pouty lips.

“You worship me,” I said firmly.

“I...” Her eyes crossed a bit as my cock filled her view, getting close enough that I could feel the warmth of her mouth on the pulsing, spongy head. “I worship you, Master...”

I drove into her with one stroke, bottoming out in her throat and moaning with relief. She sucked inward as I pulled back, forming a tight seal around my shaft. My hips shot forward and I was fucking her mouth, using her for my pleasure as she tried to keep up. Her tongue wrapped around my shaft, teasing it as I mercilessly pumped my cock in and out of her mouth, building up a thick coat of saliva.

“You,” I said, glancing over at Rachel. Like someone in a dream, she removed her fingers from between her thighs and stared up at me, a glazed look in her eyes. Her eyes widened like she was seeing me for the very first time – and she liked what she saw.

“Yes, Master?” She scooted forward, watching intently as Lena bobbed up and down on my cock.

“Join your sister,” I commanded, tugging my cock out of Lena’s mouth. “Both of you worship me.”

The girls glanced at each other, then Rachel grabbed Lena and covered her mouth with her own. My cock was between them, pursed between their pouty lips as their tongues went everywhere. I shivered with pleasure, one hand in each girls’ hair as they went to down on my manhood.

God damn this is great, I thought, forgetting the spat with Lena as quickly as it had happened. Fuck it’s good to be a rockstar...

Rachel giggled and pulled away, stroking the base of my shaft while Lena wrapped her lips around the head and hummed. It was a devastating combination, and soon I felt myself bucking and thrashing as I unconsciously rocked my hips forward. I wanted more.

“You taste so good, Master,” Rachel said, drugged on my power. “I don’t know what I ever did with my life before I had your cock in my mouth.”

“That’s right,” I groaned, my balls tightening up as I started to climb the peak. “You love sharing me with another little co-ed slut. You were so wet watching me work, weren’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, her fingers gripping the base of my cock as tightly as a glove. “Yes, Sir!”

“I want you to quit your job,” I said, and she just nodded along. This should make Lena happy, at least. Growing the fucking harem. “From now on, you’re going to stay right here at home, doing what a woman should – cooking and cleaning and making me happy.”

“Yes, Sir!” Rachel giggled as she put a hand on the back of Lena’s head, forcing my cock deeper down the redhead’s throat. “My teaching days are over, Sir!”

“Oh, they’re just beginning,” I groaned, coming right to the precipice. Lena felt me swelling in her throat, started bobbing faster and harder, her lips coming down to Rachel’s fingers as she sucked me.

“I want this place to be crawling with girls soon,” I grunted, my cock starting to twitch in Lena’s mouth. “Full of groupies. Hot little groupies pumped full of my cream, walking around with big bellies and my heirs. And you’re going to teach all of them how to serve me properly, Rachel, like the naughty little teacher you are...”

“Yes! Yes, Master! I’ll live to be your harem’s teacher – to turn out the best, hottest bimbo sluts for you! I’ll work harder at it than anything I’ve ever done in my life – just come for me, Master! Shoot all that hot, sticky cream right down this slut’s throat...”

My panting became a long, low groan of pure bliss as I reached the edge and tumbled over. Lena shoved Rachel away at the final moment, taking me hands-free all the way down her throat as I unloaded. Thick bursts of honey-warm seed erupted from the head of my cock, coating Lena’s throat and tongue with my cream. Her eyes widened, the pupils dilating as the taste washed over her and sent her straight into ecstasy. While waves of pleasure rocked my body just from the joy of having an orgasm in her mouth, Lena was getting off on something completely different: this was a reward from the deepest, most primal part of her mind for serving her Master.

“Good girl,” I whispered, stroking her hair like a pet. It enhanced the effects, made her come even harder as she sucked down my come, milking me dry. “Good fucking girl...”

Lena closed her eyes and hummed around my cock, groaning with pleasure and relief as she cleaned it off. She responded to my words like a cat, nuzzling my hand as her cheeks hollowed out around my dick. A pleasurable shudder passed through me, a final spurt of seed oozing from the head of my dick into Lena’s now-opened mouth.

As I came down from my peak, she stayed on her knees, milking me dry. Her mouth, which had been so ravenous a few moments ago, now became gentle and loving. Her tongue traveled down my shaft and lapped at my balls, her face pressed against my manhood like she wanted to embrace it.

“Good girl,” I groaned one more time, then took hold of her chin and raised her face to mine. She stared up at me, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “Now, are you ever going to second-guess me again?”

She shook her head. “No, Master. Although...” A mischievous glint flickered behind her eyes, “I might have to now and then if it means you’ll punish me like that.”

“Bad girl.” I hauled her to her feet, letting Rachel rise next to her at her own pace. “Bad little slut.” Before she could move a muscle, I grabbed a fat handful of her pert ass and squeezed tight enough to make her eyes water. “You think I don’t want a harem?”

“I know you do, Master,” she whimpered. She was grimacing from the pain – but also getting high off it, flushing with pleasure.

“No, you don’t,” I said, rasping the words. “Not yet.”

I hauled both of them off to the bedroom. Rachel went along gamely, still half-glazed and in ‘maid’ mode: Lena made a point to sashay back and forth, knowing I’d be focused on the big, soft ass I’d been grabbing. I decided I wanted to break her first.

As soon as we were inside, I bent her over and slammed her into the bed. If it wasn’t so thickly padded, it might have actually hurt.

My fingers wrapped around her throat from the back, taking control. With my free hand, I tugged down her skintight yoga pants and let them slide down her creamy thighs.

“You’re not pregnant?” I made the words as mocking as I could. Two fingers explored her swollen slit, teasing it just enough to make her wiggle her ass as she writhed in my grip. “Not full of my babies?”

“N-no, Master,” Lena whimpered. My fingers slid upward against her chin, a move I knew would make her world go all warm and spinny after a few seconds. I wanted her off-balance – I wanted complete control of my girlfriend back after that little argument I’d allowed us to have earlier.

“Then you’re failing me,” I growled into her ear. “I guess I’ll just have to do the job right this time.”

It was like I’d just promised her Christmas morning. Her face lit up, and all of a sudden she stopped struggling and started grinding her ass against me.

“Yes, Master,” she groaned, her voice thick under my fingers’ grip. “Breed me, Sir – breed me...”

I started to tug down my boxers – but then a better thought occurred to me. I studied the look in her eyes – the hunger, the need to feel my cock exploding between her walls. Were they burning? They were certainly dripping – I could feel how wet her thighs were, coated with her juices. It wasn’t a stretch to assume she was ovulating, in heat, her body primed for my second load.

Bitch wants to be punished, I thought with a smirk. Let’s punish her...

I gave Lena’s throat one more hard squeeze, then tossed her to the bed. She whimpered in surprise and frustration, not expecting to be free of my grip.

“What are you doing?” She asked. Even as she spoke, she raised her ass from the bed, presenting her pretty little pussy for a good fucking. What she didn’t know was, she was doing it in vain.

“You want to be punished? It’s punishment time.”

Then I grabbed Rachel and bent her over.

My professor spread her legs eagerly – after all, I’d been teasing her off-and-on for the better part of a day. If I hadn’t been such a cruel Master, I might even have considered that I was giving her the female equivalent of blue balls – but I was going to make up for it now.

Lena saw was I was doing instantly. “Master?”

“I want you to sit there,” I commanded her, “and watch. You’re not allowed to interfere. And you’re definitely not fucking allowed to touch yourself!”

For the first time in her life, Lena was utterly speechless. I saw the look on her face and laughed.

“You want this cock?” I asked, turning my attention to Rachel. When she nodded, I tore her French maid’s outfit right down her back, splitting the thin fabric with my fingers. Rachel’s skin was tanned and smooth underneath, with the golden glow of a girl who spent some time at the tanning salon. Hell, she’s half a bimbo already, for all her smarts, I thought. Can’t imagine why I didn’t make her number-one on my list...

In moments, I had Rachel out of her maid’s outfit, and the change in outfit brought on a corresponding change in personality. She’d had on no bra, just her tight corset top, and underneath that too-short skirt she’d been wearing nothing but a pair of lacy black thong panties. Now she was topless, the thin fabric the only thing between her aching cunt and being bred like an animal, and she was rapidly losing any higher thinking or reasoning functions. She bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, her nails raking my back as she tried to make me as naked as she was.

“Fuck you’re wild,” I said with a laugh, dropping the waistband of my boxers beneath my balls. “If I had known you were such a hell-cat, I’d have made you my slut the moment I learned what MusicLoops could do...”

She clung to me, her lips warm against my ear. “I want a baby,” she whimpered. “Please, please give me one...”

That was the other little suggestion I’d planted in Rachel’s brain – and it was working overtime, turning her conscious mind into a feverish stew of pure need. Her fertility was on overdrive, her pussy more than primed for my load. I could feel heat like an open oven as I sat her ass on the edge of the bed and spread her legs.

A little whine of a voice tugged my attention away from Rachel’s glorious valley. It was Lena.

“Master!” She was on all fours, looking at me like I’d kicked her puppy. “Please!”

“You’re no better than any other woman,” I told her evenly, hooking my thumbs in Rachel’s thong and tugging it down her creamy thighs. “In fact, if your body hasn’t been able to breed heirs off my seed, you’re probably worse. You’re not special just because you used to be my girlfriend. No one talks back to me now, Lena – not you, not any body. You brought this on yourself.”

She sobbed, lowering her forehead to the comforter.

“Eyes up,” I snarled. “You’re going to watch the whole thing. Then you’re going to stay here tonight – no party for you. You don’t get to hear my new album. Rachel does. Rachel’s been a good girl, cooking and cleaning, so Rachel gets fucked. Remember that.”

Her horrified, shocked look made my cock throb even harder as I drove it into Rachel with one rough stroke.

It was like plunging into paradise. Rachel’s cunt gripped me like a glove, just barely allowing me to bottom between her wet, spasming walls. The head of my cock hit her g-spot and turned her as red as a stop sign – I liked it so much that I grabbed her hips and lifted her off the bed, pummeling the spot with thrust after thrust. She came with a loud, shuddering cry, breaking apart as she sobbed and moaned my name. Her nails raked trails of blood across my back, and I didn’t care. She was mine.

I didn’t even look at Lena as I kept going. Rachel was a furnace, a river, an endless font of pleasure. Every thrust inside of her felt better than the one before. I lost track of how many times I made her come as I held her there, kept aloft like a ragdoll as I used her.

“Thank you, Master,” she growled, her eyes heavy-lidded as she came down from her peak just in time for the next one to hit. “Thank you, Master! Thank you Master!”

With how hard and fast I was going, I knew it wouldn’t take long for me to come. Even having just deposited a thick, creamy load in Lena’s mouth a few minutes ago, I could feel my balls swelling with seed, full to bursting. I pumped like a piston inside of her, the thought of her ripe body taking my come into her womb and swelling with my children pushing me to the breaking point.

“Fill me up,” she begged, her mouth a perfect ‘o’ of bliss. “Shoot in me, Master – make me yours. Mark my soul with your load – make me all big with your babies so I’ll always know who bred me like an animal! Come for me, Sir, please please please come inside me...!”

No red-blooded man could turn down an invitation like that, I thought.

I reached the point of no-return and kept right on thrusting, the pleasure going higher and higher. There was a physical pressure behind my eyes, then it burst like a firework as stars and galaxies exploded in my mind. Euphoria rocked my body, so overwhelming that Rachel fell the few inches to the bed, my cock still spurting inside of her. She started to laugh, both from the fall and the feeling of my virile load coating her walls, entering her womb, making her a mommy. I laughed with her as I poured myself into her core, thrusting hard a few times to fuck the load in deep.

When it was over, I pulled out of Rachel and rolled over next to her, completely content. She nuzzled up next to me, her fingers buried in her snatch as she idly kissed and stroked my chest. I could hear Lena panting on the other end of the bed, her body’s heat turned to eleven from the sight of her Master fucking a slave. The fact that she could do nothing about it while we laid her completely satiated made me chuckle.

“Do you have anything to wear for a party tonight?” I finally asked Rachel.

Now that she had a womb full of my load, that calm, half-glazed look had come back into her face. “What kind of party?”

“Like a rave. Private concert – rooftop. Probably want to wear something short and tight, that’ll have the fratboys staring.”

“Oh.” She laid against me, joining our warmth. “No, I don’t have anything like that. Faculty parties are more of the wine-and-cheese variety.”

“No big deal,” I said, laying back against the pillow. “You and Lena are about the same size – I’m sure she’ll be willing to lend you anything out her wardrobe you want. Won’t you, dear?”

From the other side of the bed came Lena’s voice, tight as a bowstring. “Yes, Master.”

I chuckled, pulling Rachel to me. There’s one slave who’ll never disobey me again, I thought.

Still chuckling, I grabbed Rachel’s ass and pulled her on top of me, loving the way her surprised groan turned into pleasure at feeling the bulge against her slit.

I had just enough time to fuck her again before the party. And this time, I thought I’d have Lena clean up after I was done...
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Five minutes after I arrived at the party, the world as I knew it ended forever.

The rave was in full swing as I made my way across the student commons. The sound of a heavy bassline thudded through the cobblestones – that was one of my opening acts, warming up a drunk, horny crowd. I cocked my ear to listen. No special commands, I thought with a smirk. Not yet, at least.

We’d commandeered the college’s cafeteria for my big coming-out concert, converting it into a makeshift nightclub with less work than I had anticipated. As it turned out, it was easy to get people to do what you wanted when you could play them music with hypnotic suggestions – a couple tracks on the dean’s iPod and she was more than willing to move as much of the yearly budget around as I needed. All while sliding to her knees and sucking me off, of course.

Lena waited by the front door, looking as utterly fuckable as I’d ever seen her. This was a big event, so I’d wanted all my girls to look the part. Lena most certainly did not disappoint: I wolf-whistled as I got close, admiring her curves and taking her in. Her dress was a flimsy thing designed to be torn off, made of purple fabric so dark that it was nearly black against her pale skin. It set off her red hair brilliantly, but what really drew attention was the front: it was cut so low that it actually dove beneath her ample breasts, showing off the sides of her tits to anyone who wanted to see. Her nipples were stiff, poking through the thin fabric, letting anyone who saw her know how constantly aroused she was. The dress clung to her heart-shaped ass, and where it ended at mid-thigh only showed an inch or two of skin before reaching her tight leather boots, caressing her tanned legs like a second skin.

Her face lit up as she saw me, and it was like the rest of her world disappeared. She only had eyes for me.

“Master!” Lena came sashaying forward and pulled me into a hug. She bit my bottom lip gently, flashing a come-fuck-me look that made everyone around us stare. “I’m so glad you made it. I can’t wait to hear you perform! You look so fucking sexy!”

There was no sign in her face of her earlier reluctance: it had been burned right out of her mind. A few hours ago, Lena had been against this concert happening at all. Just like the old her, the icy but beautiful girlfriend she’d been before my songs turned her into my bimbo slut, she’d been against my music. Of course, now she had a different reason – the old Lena wanted me to focus on her, while the new one wanted me to fuck and breed more girls, building a harem of women to pleasure me any hour of the day or night. I liked the new Lena a hell of a lot better than the girl she used to be, but I wasn’t about to give her the tiniest bit of control in our new relationship. My wish was her command now.

“You look ravishing,” I growled, bending low to sniff the sweet, spicy scent rolling off of her neck. “I’m very pleased. Is that perfume?”

“Yes, Master,” she said, blushing so deeply I wondered for a moment if something was wrong. “And a little bit of what’s between my legs.”

Ah. So that’s why I felt my cock spring to life as soon as it entered my nostrils.

She stood on tiptoe, pulling me into an embrace that pushed her mouth against my ear. She spoke low, so that no one else could hear.

“I’m dripping all the time now, Master. But it’s even more than that, Sir: it’s my time. I’m ovulating, right fucking now.”

My mouth dropped open. “Really?”

She nodded eagerly. “I can barely think right now I’m so turned on, Justin. Put a baby in me before you go on stage. Please?”

I reached behind her and grabbed a big handful of her ass. She squealed, and then as if to show me how shameless she could be, she raised one knee and pressed her boiling pussy against my slacks, hiking her dress up so much her ass was visible.

“Everyone here can see me offering myself to you,” she panted, eyes shining with need. “I don’t care – I’m in heat. I’m need you to shoot a load inside my womb, Master – you can throw me down and fuck me right here in front of everyone if that’s what you want...”

She smelled so good, and her body felt so right against mine. Concert be damned, I was about to do exactly what she was asking – but then the whole world shook on its axis.

I glanced past Lena for a fraction of a second, and that’s when I saw her.

She was wearing a cheerleading outfit, which seemed absurd before I remembered there was a campus football game earlier that afternoon. She was deep in conversation with another girl, taking sips from a red solo cup and giggling as she spoke. Her hair was drawn into a long, shimmering blonde ponytail reaching down to her ass.

She was gorgeous. She was amazing. But it wasn’t her flawless makeup or her lithe, athletic body that made my cock shoot a burst of precum into my boxers – or made my grip on Lena’s ass tighten to the point that it bruised.

It was something deep inside of me, something instinctive and primal. Something that roared with triumph at the sight of her, screaming into my bloodstream that she was the one. The prime girl, the ruler of my harem, my fated mate. This was the girl all other girls yearned to be – the one who would sit by my side and be the Queen to my King. The high priestess of the cult of Justin, the fertility goddess who ensured all my other slaves were swollen and dripping with my fertile seed.

I wanted her so badly the rest of the world went blurry. Next to me, Lena’s face became a mask of concern. “Master?”

“That girl,” I growled, sounding like a fucking caveman. “Look at her.”

Lena followed my gaze to where the cheerleader stood, her uniform clinging to her perfect body like a superhero’s uniform. “She’s...beautiful, Master,” Lena said, her eyes narrowing. “What do you want with her?”

She doesn’t like her, I realized with a chuckle. She understands, even if she doesn’t want to, that this woman is her better – her natural ruler.

“Go to her,” I grunted, swatting Lena’s ass. “Give her a backstage pass to my show – VIP access – whatever. Then bring her to my dressing room.”

“Master?” Lena’s eyes were as wide as saucers, her face shocked. “But Master – I’m ovulating. I’m fertile, this is my most fertile time of the month and I’m so ready for you to put your baby-”

“Do as I say,” I snapped, fixing her with a gaze that made her go silent instantly. “Or do I need to punish you again, slave?”

The face that I’d used the s-word in the middle of a crowd without any hesitation did more than anything else to shut Lena up. Her face went pale, her knees trembling as she felt my power. She was literally shaking in her boots.

“Yes, Master,” she stammered, going to the girl. I noticed some very amazed looks from the guys in the crowd – after all, I’d just had a gorgeous, half-naked redhead throwing herself at me and had shrugged her off.

They don’t understand, I thought, turning away. Now that I’d seen the girl, my arousal was like a physical pressure behind my eyes. I needed her on a biological level, and if I didn’t get her soon there was no telling what kind of rage I was going to produce. My cock throbbed with need, harder than it had ever been in my life, and my thoughts were a blur of primal caveman horniness.

Dimly, I wondered what her name was. Her name didn’t matter – she was mine – but I wanted to hear it, all the same. I cared about it only marginally more than I cared if she already had a boyfriend, fiance or husband – which was to say, not at all.

I made for my dressing room, telling myself that I’d know her name soon enough. And she’d know mine – she’d be screaming it as I plunged into her, making her my Queen, filling her with the virile seed I’d been saving for Lena.

She would come to me, and then I’d be complete in a way I’d just begun to understand. And then Lena would stop complaining forever, because we’d build a harem that would make the ones from ancient history look fucking quaint.

––––––––
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I’d been in the dressing room only a short time when there was a knock on the door. I straightened up, thinking it had to be her, but the noise was far too timid. I went to the door and found Lena there, looking at me like she was trying to figure out too late how to stop herself from losing my number-one spot.

“Where is she?” I asked curtly, glancing over her shoulder.

“She’s here,” Lena said, chewing the inside of her cheek. “Are you sure you want to do this now, Master? Your slot in the show is coming up soon...”

I couldn’t have cared less about the show. Nothing else mattered but her. A low, angry growl escaped my throat, and Lena actually jumped a few inches in the air.

“One moment, Master!” She raced around the corner, like she was frightened of me. As well she should be.

I was about to yell after her when my Queen stepped from the hallway where Lena had fled.

“Well hello there, Justin,” she said, a knowing smirk on her face. Model’s faces weren’t that perfect. Goddess’s faces weren’t that perfect. “So you’re the guy who’s got everyone on campus horny, huh?”

I took a step back and opened the door wide. “Come inside,” I commanded her.

She gave me a little look, as if to say are you serious?, but then laughed. “Sure thing,” she said, striding past me like the room was hers and I just happened to be occupying it. “So this is where they put the up and coming talent, huh...”

As soon as she was inside, I closed the door behind us. 

“Have you heard any of my songs?” I asked. She was still looking around the room like she was picturing it as part of her personal kingdom. I wanted her to have heard my music. I wanted my commands ringing in her head, coaxing her into submission as she presented her naked body to me.

She turned around, that same knowing smirk plastered on her face. “Not a bit,” she said dismissively. “I don’t really know the first thing about your music.”

It sounded like it was calculated to shock me, but something about her words instead piqued my curiosity.

“If you’re not a fan,” I said slowly, willing myself not to tear off her clothes and take her young body right there on the desk, “then why did you agree to be brought to some strange man’s dressing room?”

Her smile grew wider. I decided that as entranced as I was by her, I didn’t like that smile – it was the look of someone enjoying a joke that you hadn’t heard. One where the punchline might be you.

“Because this campus is on fire,” she said, her voice filling with passion, “and you lit the match. Listens on streaming apps among this campus’ students are down almost fifteen percent – everyone is listening to your tracks instead. And from what I understand, there’s some kind of aphrodisiac effect as well? Maybe your tracks are just the perfect rhythm for fucking...”

I blinked a few times, collecting my thoughts. “How do you know about streaming numbers? I thought companies kept those to themselves?”

“Oh, that’s right,” she said with a giggle. “I haven’t introduced myself. I’m Hayden – Hayden Pierce. My mother is Cassandra Pierce.”

Now it was my turn to risk offending her. “I’m sorry,” I said, raising my eyebrows. “I don’t know who that is.”

Her smile grew a touch more indulgent. “She’s an executive at one of the ‘big three’ record companies. Which means she’s rich, of course, but also means she’s always on the lookout for new talent. She’s like a shark: they die if they stop swimming. And they’re always looking for their next meal.”

Her words were more than a little bit disquieting – but the way she was looking at me sent shivers down my spine. I wanted her.

It was like she read my mind. She stepped closer, her body close enough to mind that I could catch a whiff of her scent: spicy and perfume and pure sex.

“You want me, don’t you?” she said with that knowing little pout.

I reached for her ass – but she slapped it away.

“I could tell,” she said with a giggle. “All the boys want me. They all want to get a piece of Hayden.” Her voice had lapsed into a sing-song cadence, like she was turning her own romantic life into a pop song. “But I don’t come for free. Or at all, actually.” Her smile grew wider as she leaned forward, her hand gently cupping the bulge in my pants.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Wait, you’re...you?”

“A virgin?” At the word, her hand grasped me firmly. “Untouched – unspoiled by any man? That’s exactly what I’m saying, Justin.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. Hayden’s other hand worked at my zipper, setting me free. “Fuck you really are perfect. You’re the one...”

Every cell in my body screamed for her. She was my Queen – all other women paled next to her. And she had come to me completely unspoiled. It was almost too much to ask for.

“God,” she said with a laugh, “you’re so hard!” She pressed her lithe body against mine, so that I could feel the heat rolling off her. “I bet you’d really like to cum before you go on stage, wouldn’t you? Pump all that hot, sweet jizz into some tight young cunt?”

Fuck yes. Yes, that was exactly what I wanted. Her fingers slid into my zipper, reaching for my cock.

“Here’s what I want you to do.” She stood on tip-toe, her teeth nibbling at my earlobe as she spoke. Her fingers pressed oh-so-gently against my cock – then stopped. “Okay?”

What? “Yeah...yeah,” I panted. I would have done anything to take this further, anything.

“Good boy,” she purred, her fingers closing around my cock. It was dripping with precum as she slipped it out of my pants – it was the easiest thing in the world for her to stroke me. “Here’s what I want you to do.”

I opened my mouth to tell her that she didn’t get to tell me what to do – that I was the one with the power – but then her hand started to move and I was lost. Christ, how did just her hand feel so much better than any girl I’d ever been with? Her fingers made me feel more pleasure than Lena’s entire body spread beneath me, begging for my seed.

“First, you’re going to cancel this stupid gig,” she said matter-of-factly. “It doesn’t befit you.”

“What?” Inside I recoiled – but I didn’t dare move away. The feeling of Hayden’s body against mine, her hand stroking my cock – it was like I was high on it.

“Don’t worry,” she cooed. “You’ll have a much bigger coming-out party – this one is just too small. Second, tomorrow you’re going to meet with my Mom at her office and sign a recording contract.”

A recording contract? That was what I had wanted for so long. It was my dream – and yet something about this didn’t feel quite right.

“What kind of contract?” I groaned. Another burst of honey-warm precum spurted from my cock, coating Hayden’s fingers.

“What do you care?” Her words were teasing, with a hard edge beneath them. “Don’t you want me to keep stroking you?”

Wait – something was wrong. I had to resist this.

“I...I...”

She sighed and stroked me harder. “A really lopsided one,” she said with a giggle. “One that gives my Mom’s company almost all the money and power. Plus your signing bonus is going to be almost nothing, because it has to pay for my finder’s fee.”

“Finder’s fee?” She lifted one leg, pressing her panties against me, and I almost died on the spot. Fuck this was the greatest thing I’d ever felt. My head began to swim, and all of a sudden my priorities began to shift. What was money, anyway? I had mind control powers – I could always get more.

“The finder’s fee I’ll get for bringing you in, silly,” she said, licking her lips. “You’re going to make me rich, Justin. And I’ll be even richer once you insist Mom make me your agent.”

“You?”

“Isn’t that what you want?” Her free hand played at the neckline of her cheerleading outfit, freeing her ample breasts an inch at a time. “We’d spend so much more time together. You wouldn’t even need to pay me a salary – I’d just get a percentage of your earnings, of course.”

Oh my God. This girl, with me. All the time. “What kind of percentage?” I asked, my chest heaving. I was getting closer to the edge.

“Oh...seventy, eighty,” she said. “No more than I deserve.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “That’s...that’s robbery...”

With a grin, Hayden tugged down her top. Her breasts were on display, her fucking amazing perfect tits, and I couldn’t look away from them. I could feel my face warming like an oven, my whole body reeling beneath her touch.

“It’s what I deserve,” she repeated, insistently. “After all, I’m your perfect girl, right? Every guy who looks at the two of us together will be so jealous – they’ll be picturing you pounding my brains out every night. They’ll have no idea that I’m a virgin – or that I’m taking everything from you...”

I tried to reassert control. But it felt so good to give in, to let this fucking goddess control my cock. “I want to fuck you,” I snarled.

“I’m sure you do, baby,” she teased, pressing her bare tits against me. “And maybe one day, after you make me the richest, most powerful woman in the music industry, I’ll let you. If you’re a good boy.” She smirked, because she could feel me pulsing in her hand, jerking. I was getting ready to shoot. “Can you be a good boy for me, Justin?”

It went against everything I stood for. But I felt so good, and was it really such a bad thing to let Hayden think she had control?

“Can you be a good boy, Justin?” She looked up at me, and I could sense she was going to let go of my cock if I didn’t answer. She’d leave me hard and completely helpless, given blue balls beyond any man’s ability to bear.

“Yes,” I groaned, coming right to the brink. It was such an easy word to say.

“Good,” she groaned, for a moment sounding like the was in the middle of the sex I so desperately wanted to have. “Come for me, Justin. Come for me...”

I sailed right over the edge, groaning with bliss as I let go. Hayden slid to the side at the last moment, my first bursts of hot seed spraying past her and splashing on the concrete floor. I kept on pumping, moaning low in my throat as she milked my cock dry.

“Good boy,” she whispered into my ear, coaxing the last few bursts of come out of my balls. “Good boy.”

When it was over, she pulled a tissue out of her purse and wiped her hand clean. She flashed that knowing, pouty smile as I tucked my cock back into pants, filled with equal parts joy and shame.

“When you give me that signing bonus, we can do this again,” she said cheerfully. “I’ll even wear the cheerleading outfit again.”

She paused as if she had just thought of something. “Actually, I’ll wear the one I wore on the squad last year. It’s a size smaller than this one. It’ll be skintight.”

Before I could say anything else, she slipped a business card into my hand. It had a time and a phone number written on the back.

“If you don’t show,” she purred, tucking her tits back into her top, “you’ll never get to see these again.”

I just stood there, shocked into silence, as she withdrew.

The moment she was gone, rage filled me. God dammit, how could I be so stupid? I’d been king of the world – on the verge of breaking out into superstardom. Now I was about to throw it all away, to give it to Hayden – because she was the one.

That I was certain of, at least. The blissful ache in my cock let my know that.

I grabbed my cellphone off the desk and copied Hayden’s number down. Then I dialed Lena.

“Come now,” I growled, not giving her time to speak.

“Master?” I could hear the sound of the crowd behind her, the twin of the muted roar I could hear through the walls. “Is everything alright?”

I couldn’t tell her what was going on. The shame would kill me. “Get your ass down here now,” I said, then caught myself. “Actually, there’s something I want you to do first...”

I told her what I wanted, then hung up the phone before she could reply. I sat down heavily in my chair and put my head in my hands, thinking.

Would it really be so bad to give in to Hayden? It wasn’t like I would really need all that money – I could get what I wanted whenever, from whoever. The fame would be more than enough. And I could still be a godlike lord over all my other girls – just not with her. I’d use them like rough little whores, then pay tribute to my goddess.

Yeah, I thought, my cock hardening in my boxers. Yeah, that doesn’t sound too bad at all...

It wasn’t long before I heard a knock at the dressing room door. That took less time than I expected, I thought.

When I opened the door, Lena was standing there – in a cheerleading uniform.

“I...I did what you said, Master,” she said, blushing deeply. I’d never seen her so flustered. “I got dressed up the way you wanted...”

In addition to the cheerleader’s uniform (which I couldn’t help but notice had nothing on underneath it and just barely fit on Lena’s curvy frame), my slave had put on a strawberry blonde wig, affixing it so cleverly that she almost looked like a natural blonde. It wasn’t perfect, but it would do.

“Here,” I growled, grabbing her and pulling her inside. The door slammed shut, and then I was bending her over the desk, sliding my hand between her thighs as her muscles tensed around me.

“I want to take you from behind,” I snarled, putting a hand on her shoulder.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, sounding not a little frightened. She’d never seen me like this before, so utterly unhinged. I felt out of control, and only one thing could bring me back to myself again.

“I’m going to call you Hayden,” I said, yanking up her skirt. She had no panties on underneath and her lips were swollen with need, juice dripping down her thigh.

“Yes, Master,” she replied submissively. “Is...is that her name-”

I cut her off by ramming my cock hilt-deep into her cunt. I moved hard and fast, not giving a damn about her own comfort or pleasure. The only thing that mattered was cumming: cumming hard and expelling the demon that had taken up root in my core.

“That’s right Hayden, take that cock,” I snarled, slapping her ass. The flesh reddened beneath my palm, and I grabbed hold of it and squeezed as I split her open with long, driving strokes. “Take my fucking cock, you beautiful bitch...”

For her part, Lena was doing a wonderful job pretending. Only low, wordless moans of pleasure left her lips as I rammed her g-spot with my cock. The sounds could have belonged to anyone. It was so easy to let myself believe; to close my eyes and pretend it was her body I was possessing...

“I’m gonna come, Hayden,” I panted, picturing the blissful face of the woman who had just left me. I let her image fill my mind, caress my body – until my soul was fill to bursting. “You want me to blow my load right in your cunt? You want me to make you a mommy?”

“Uh huhhhh,” Lena groaned, throwing a little lilt in her voice that made her sound exactly like Hayden. It was enough; more than enough.

With one final, hard thrust into her core, I sailed right over the edge and let go. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I shuddered and moaned, shooting over and over again while I pictured Hayden’s body, Hayden’s face, Hayden receiving my seed. It was so much stronger than any orgasm I’d had before – and as I came down, I knew Lena knew that as well. There was a stillness in here, a fear that she had truly lost me to someone better.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered as I pulled out of her.

“Go tell them the show is canceled,” I said.

Lena was so frazzled, she didn’t even question me. “Yes, Master.”

For a few moments after she was gone, I allowed myself to feel despair. The desire, the need for Hayden was so great, a biological imperative thumping in my chest like a second heart. Even fucking Lena hadn’t been enough – nothing would truly be enough except owning her.

And as I thought that, I smiled.

She thinks she’s in control, I told myself, buttoning up my pants. And tonight, she is. But I’m going to win her to my side. And when she’s my submissive bimbo whore, the way I treat her is going to make what I just did to Lena like putting her on a pedestal...

I was going to win a girl by doing what musically-inclined guys had been doing since time immemorial.

I was going to write her a song.
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Her body lay beneath mine, her legs spread wide and oh-so-inviting, just for me. Her breasts heaved as she gazed up at me, an expression of love and submission on her flawless face. Her glossy lips parted as a low moan left her throat. Long blonde hair fanned across the pillow behind her like a welcome mat – welcoming me to my new home.

I still can’t believe this is mine, I thought, surveying my prize. God, she looks so good...

Hayden, the new Queen of my harem, looked up at her Master and smiled. She bit her lip and groaned, cheeks flushing with arousal as I drove the head of my cock gently into her folds.

“Please, Master,” she begged, raising her pert ass off the bed. I could feel warmth rolling off her thighs, like an open oven door. Her pussy was boiling over, just for me, making her so wet she couldn’t think straight. Which was exactly where I wanted her.

Hayden wasn’t going to be thinking about much from now on. In fact, her brain had just jettisoned all of its less-essential subjects, leaving nothing but a few core things she could now do very, very well.

Dress cute. Worship cock. Spread her legs to be bred...

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I growled. The head of my cock was now inside of her, and it was everything I could have ever wanted. Hayden’s cunt was wet and tight and perfect – just so much naturally better than any other woman I’d fucked. Her biology was her destiny: she was the one, the ultimate alpha female to serve her god-king husband. Me.

“I...I hope my pussy pleases you,” she whimpered, panting with need. “Please, put it all the way inside of me, Sir. I want my walls to massage you, to milk you dry until you shoot deep in my womb and fill me with my babies. Your heirs.”

She looked up at me like this was the most important thing in the world. And for her, it was.

“Every inch of this cock is for you,” I growled. “I’m going to make you worship it.”

She nodded so eagerly it made her look like a bobblehead. “My body is your temple, Master! Fuck me, fuck me and use me and breed me...”

As I prepared to plunge deep into my prize, filling her with the heirs that would bind her to me forever, I couldn’t help but grin. It wasn’t all that long ago a girl like Hayden would have been so far out of my league she might as well have been living on a different planet. But things had changed so much ever since I’d discovered MusicLoops.

It had made me a King. And pretty soon, it would make me a star...

––––––––
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“Master?”

Lena tried to hide it, but her voice shook with nervousness. I could tell she wasn’t used to me being like this – ignoring her, concentrating solely on my music. Her tone made me glance up from the laptop to see her sitting at the foot of the bed, biting her lip.

“What’s up?” I snapped my fingers, demanding she be brief. “I’m busy, if you haven’t noticed.”

She paled at my tone. “Master, we’re going to be late for the meeting if we don’t leave soon. I...I hate to interrupt you, but...”

“I’m almost done,” I said smoothly, cutting her off. “Just a few more tweaks.”

I wasn’t kidding. The song I’d been working on for hours was right on the cusp of perfection – I could feel it. The bassline groaned like an earthquake, the drums thudded like a lover’s heartbeat, and the synths were so buttery you could eat them. In every sense of the word, this track was a banger.

“I understand, Master,” Lena said in a tiny voice. Ever since I’d set eyes on Hayden, my girlfriend-turned-bimbo-slave Lena hadn’t been looking at me the same. She was quieter, more submissive – more like one of my lower-tier girls than the prime, alpha female I’d expected her to be. It wasn’t hard to see why: Hayden was her better, the girl who was meant to be by my side, and that meant her own status had just been downgraded in a big way.

I probably should have cared about that more than a little bit. Like I should have cared that I was coming dangerously close to being late to a meeting with a no-shit recording executive: Cassandra Pierce, Hayden’s mother. Hayden herself had set up this meeting, where she told me I was going to be offered a ridiculously lopsided contract to become part of Cassandra’s stable of artists. Despite the fact that she was planning to rip me off, I felt my pulse racing at the thought of seeing Hayden again. It didn’t even matter that she was using me. Hell, she was open about it: she’d told me her entire plan while she’d jerked me off, and all I’d been able to do was helplessly moan her name as I came my brains out.

Thinking about that made me throb against my boxers. God damn it, I really need to finish this...

I started playing the track as I worked – letting the finished segments rock my speakers as I finalized the finicky bits. I found myself nodding my head along, and not for the first time thought that if I could just get a sexy girl with a hot voice to sing over my music, I could conquer the pop charts.

“You like it?” I asked idly as I worked. Lena perked up, staring at the speakers as if they were a snake that might bite her.

“It...it’s good, Master.” she said, frowning. “But I don’t feel anything.”

“You wouldn’t,” I said with a nod. “This is a very special track, slave. It’s meant to work on one woman in particular...”

Lena swallowed hard. “Yes, sir.”

That’s what I like to hear. Ever since I’d discovered MusicLoops had the power to add hypnotic suggestions to the music I made, I’d been chasing the holy grail: a targeted song that had effects on one person only. I wasn’t sure I’d succeeded in this case – it was pretty likely that Cassandra might be caught in the effect, too – but I’d used every piece of information I had to make this song into the net that would ensnare Hayden’s heart.

Once she listened to it, she’d be helplessly addicted to me. That alpha female facade would crumble, and the real Hayden: the submissive babe I was going to make my Queen – would come out to play.

I was looking forward to it.

“Master?”

Damn it! Lena kept breaking my concentration. I glanced up from the laptop, my glare apparently angrier than I had intended. She shrank back as if slapped, her cheeks flushing.

I sighed. “What?”

“I was just...I saw you were hard. I was thinking – maybe you want me to take care of you with my mouth? Or my tits?”

I looked Lena up and down, scolding myself. It was clear she was going all-out to try and please me: I’d never seen her dress in such a slutty, revealing fashion. Her body was clad in nothing but expensive lingerie, her legs sheathed in fishnet stockings that hooked into a garter belt that cost more than I used to make in a year. She would have made Victoria’s Secret models jealous – and fearful that they were going to lose their jobs. They couldn’t compete with her curves, her long red hair, her smooth, tanned skin – so why did I feel hardly anything when I looked at her?

She’s just a set of holes to fuck, a dark part of my brain answered. Hayden is more. She’s your prime girl...

I shook my head and went back to work. “No,” I said firmly. “In fact, I think it would be better if you stayed here this afternoon.”

Even with the music, you could have heard a pin drop. When Lena spoke, it was clear that my words had done some damage – maybe even broken her heart.

“Master?” She sounded like she was on the verge of tears.

“It’s already going to be crowded in the meeting,” I explained, not meeting her eyes. I didn’t want to see the hurt in them. “I’m sure they’d ask me what you were doing there, and then I’d have to explain some awkward stuff. So you can just stay here and wait for me.”

I could tell from the way the bed shook that she was trembling. But just then, inspiration hit me. I added an extra layer of horns on top of the one I’d already created, doubling them an octave higher. It was just the effect I needed on the outro. It clicked into place, and I smiled.

I was done. The perfect song – for my perfect whore princess.

“Justin?”

I blinked. Lena hadn’t called me that in a while. “Yeah?”

Lena’s jaw was set square, her eyes shining. “What should I do while you’re gone?”

I should have seen her words for what they were, but right then I was only concerned with the fact that it was done, that Hayden was truly going to be mine.

“I don’t care,” I said breezily. “You know what? Whatever you want. If you want to take a break, eat a pizza, watch some TV – that’d be great. Have a little you time for once, huh?” I smiled, hoping that a break from full-time submission might improve her mood.

Instead, she looked like I’d just kicked her puppy. “Yes, Master.”

Well, whatever, I thought. Let her mope. I had more important things to do. Hayden awaited me, and her mother, and between the two of them my destiny was about to be sealed. Hands trembling with excitement, I burned the new track to a disc and then copied it to my phone as well. It never hurts to have a back-up plan.

I managed to get dressed and head out just in time, sparing Lena not another thought as I walked out of my dorm. She was part of the past – the last real link to my life before MusicLoops made me an alpha male stud – and I was looking to the future. To stardom, to groupies...to my Queen.

My balls pulsed in my boxers as I walked. Soon I’d pump their hot, creamy load deep into Hayden’s tight, perfect womb – and once she was full of my heirs, her body would belong to me forever...

––––––––
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“Sir? Miss Pierce will see you now.”

The waiting room was fabulous. There was no other way of putting it. Marble floors, mahogany tables, gorgeous model-perfect secretaries. I could totally see some famous rapper or rockstar waiting here with his entourage, coming to Cassandra to renegotiate some detail of the world tour in his contract.

I followed the receptionist and her absolutely flawless ass all the way to Cassandra’s office. Gold records hung on the walls, along with framed photographs of the woman herself on the arm of nearly every hit-maker of the last two decades. I was impressed at how much she resembled her daughter.

“Right this way,” the secretary said, opening the door. Inside was a smallish corner office, dominated by a desk that looked like it had been carved straight out of a mighty oak. Behind that desk was the formidable Cassandra Pierce herself – and sitting in one of the chairs in front of the desk was her.

Both women rose as I entered.

“Justin.” Hayden’s smile was wide and knowing, with a little naughty hint of what had happened between us last time we met flickering in her eyes. “Mom, this is the musician I’ve been telling you about. Your new super star.”

“That remains to be seen,” she said in a haughty voice. “Why don’t you have a seat, young man?”

Hayden looked pleased to see me – but her mom was a different story. The years had given an icy quality to Cassandra’s flawless good looks. She looked like a stern teacher, the kind who held total authority in the classroom but had all the boys fantasizing about bending her over their knee and spanking her. Taking back control. 

With a start, I realized I wanted her – not as much as Hayden, of course, but I had to have her in my harem.

“Sure, I’d love to,” I said, striding across the room and kissing Hayden’s hand. Hayden tittered, but I could feel her mom rolling her eyes.

“Yes, I understand your songs have gone viral on your campus,” Cassandra said in a rushed tone. “I was just telling my daughter that that isn’t unusual, but that local favorites rarely translate to national success...”

Hayden opened her mouth to retort, but before she could I found myself speaking instead.

“I think you’re going to like what I have to offer,” I said, looking Cassandra in the eye.

She met my gaze for a moment, then flashed a cutting, lopsided smile. It was the grown-up version of the one Hayden used when she was in control, and I knew it meant Cassandra was now both interested in me and eager to cut me down to size.

I wasn’t going to give her the chance.

I reached into my jacket and felt for out the disc in its plastic case. “Let’s get right down to business,” I said smoothly. “Hayden told me you had a contract for me. She also let slip that its even worse than the one you usually give to first-timers – that I’d be a complete idiot to sign it.”

Despite her calm and collected facade, I could see I’d managed to shock the unflappable Cassandra. Her skin paled a fraction of a shade as her eyes trained on her daughter. I could see Hayden almost physically wilt.

“Oh, she did, did she? Well, let me assure you-”

“Don’t bother. I’ll take it.” I grinned. “On one condition – you make Hayden my manager.”

Cassandra’s eyes lit up. I could see the wheels in her head turning, weighing the variables of an average college student, her gorgeous daughter, and what had to be a hell of a lot of testosterone. Apparently she liked what it added up to.

“I see,” she said silkily, as if I were fucking her daughter already. “I may be amenable to that.”

“You will be,” I said, removing the disc from my jacket. “Because this is the song of the summer right here.” I glanced from woman to woman, gauging their stares. “All it needs is some vocals.”

“Oh!” In Cassandra’s mouth, the word was so dismissive that it was practically a sneer. “So you have an instrumental?”

I stood firm. “Yes.”

“One that is so good, that I’m going to sign you on the spot? Without a vocalist, without a hook – without any lyrics?”

“Why don’t you just listen to it and find out?” I asked. “See if I’m lying.”

Cassandra studied my face coolly then turned to her daughter. “Let’s hear it. Come on, then.”

She nodded at Hayden, and the younger girl was instantly alert. She took my disc and opened up the case like she was handling a holy relic, only a trace of her nervousness showing on her face as she opened up a hidden set of speakers.

“This had better be the real deal,” she hissed, low enough that she hoped her mom wouldn’t hear.

“You’re gonna love it,” I assured her, not caring how loud I was in turn. “Trust me.”

She blanched, but put the disc in the stereo. There was only one track, and before she could shut the wood paneling I mashed the REPEAT button to ensure it would keep right on playing once it was done.

The bassline hit the walls like a bomb, the drums kicked in, and the song began.

Even in this moment of triumph, I took a moment to be thoroughly impressed by Cassandra’s set up. I’d seen wood paneling and small speakers and imagined something tinny: but this was an audiophile’s dream. I was really hearing my music the way it was meant to be heard, smooth and loud.

And both women with me could hear it, too.

“It’s banging, right? Wait for the beat to drop!”

It only took seconds to notice the change stealing over both women. It hit Hayden first; hardest – she stared at the source of the music and didn’t stop, her eyes going wide and mouth open in a glossy, vapid little ‘o’. Cassandra took a bit longer, but slowly her frown turned into a glassy expression of wonder, shock filling her as the full import of my music danced in her brain.

“You both look like you’re really liking it,” I said, folding my arms under my chest. “What do you think, Hayden?”

She turned to me, and in her eyes I saw exactly what I’d been looking for. Her perfect feminine control melted away, her face flushing with heat as the hypnotic commands embedded in my music rammed their way into her brain. If I closed my eyes, I could almost-

<<Hayden you’re mine/Hayden you belong to me/you’re my slut/my whore/my dirty fucking porn star>>>

-hear them.

“Wow,” she whimpered, looking up at me like an innocent girl staring at her Daddy. “Jesus, this is g-good...Sir. Oh wow why did I just call you that?”

“It’s cool,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. I stood over her, my cock bulging in my jeans, making no effort to hide it. “Just listen to the music. Feel it. It’s great, right?”

Hayden closed her eyes and listened to my <<horny, sexy>> music. My commands worked their way into her <<vapid/slutty/bimbo>> mind, drilling deep inside her <<horny/wet/submissive>> core. Her eyes rolled back into her head, only the whites showing as they fluttered.

“S...sir?” Hayden’s voice had something it had never held before – uncertainty. She squirmed in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs as her pussy boiled over with heat. “Something’s really wrong with me! I feel like I need...like I need something really really bad...”

“Shhh,” I whispered, undoing my buckle. “Don’t worry. I’ve got exactly what you need. I’m going to make all that bad shit in your head go away right now...”

I took my cock out of my pants. It stood straight and stiff, dripping with precum, and at the sight of it Hayden’s face relaxed with relief. It flooded her features, every bit of her that my music had worked out of joint snapping back into place in a new configuration. Her mind was made to my specifications now, and all she needed to think about was pleasing me.

“What...” she reached out and grazed the side of my shaft, making it jerk. Her mouth dropped open. “What would you like me to do with this...Master?”

It was the word I’d wanted to hear spill from her lips the moment I met her. I closed my eyes, savoring my triumph.

“Put it in your mouth, babe,” I groaned, thrusting my hips forward. “Show me how you can worship it with that tongue...”

As if she was born to do it, Hayden got onto her knees in the plush chair and opened wide, parting her lips for my cock. I grunted and tangled my fingers in her hair as her warm, wet mouth enveloped my cock, taking the whole thing down her slender throat like she’d never even heard the words ‘gag reflex’ before. Sparks shot from my cock as I bottomed out inside of her – and when I felt her soft, pink tongue swirl around the head of my dick, I nearly lost myself right then and there.

“That’s right,” I panted, pressing her gently down further on it. I wanted to bury myself inside her to the hilt – show her where her place was compared to me. “Take it all the way, you gorgeous slut. Fuck, I love that so much...”

My entire being was focused on Hayden in that moment -but then a noise startled us both. I turned, and saw Cassandra watching us, a confused look on her face.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

Despite everything, I laughed. My music – the looping, hypnotic track playing in Cassandra’s office – was too focused on Hayden to also make her mother my slave. However, it was clear that it had an effect. The formerly powerful, intelligent woman was staring at her daughter and I like the most vapid bimbo in the world – her head filled with my static.

“Your daughter is sucking me off,” I told her. “Then I’m going to spread her across your desk and fuck her virgin pussy until I pump her full of my cum.”

She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “Oh. Okay.”

I laughed as Hayden bobbed on my cock. “This is the titan of the music industry you told me about?”

Hayden went to pull off me, but I didn’t let her. Instead I held the back of her head, thrusting my hips forward to fuck her sweet, tight little mouth.

“Oh no, you’re not going anywhere,” I told her in a low voice. “You haven’t gotten your treat yet. You want your treat, right, doll?”

She nodded eagerly, humming around my shaft.

“I like that,” I groaned, my balls bouncing against her chin. “Doll. I think I’m going to call you that from now on, Hayden. Short for fuck doll. You like being my horny little fuck doll?”

In response, Hayden parted her thighs and started rubbing her clit through her panties. She was utterly shameless – the fact that her own mother was in the room didn’t matter a bit to her now. She’d do anything I wanted, any depraved command.

I could have stopped her, but I decided it was more fun to let her rub herself silly. “Keep stroking that clit,” I told her, forming her hair into a makeshift ponytail and driving deep into her throat. She gagged at last; gently as she took my cock so far down her throat it had to hurt. But she was a trooper, my Hayden. My fuck doll. 

“I want you to be nice and wet for me,” I rasped. “I want you warm and tight for when I stick this big cock inside your pussy.”

At the confirmation that I was about to fuck her cunt, Hayden purred around my dick and picked up the pace. Her mouth was a tight seal around my dick, bobbing up and down like a cork – and her hand was a blur beneath her dress. She’d shoved her panties to the side to better get at her clit, and I decided I liked her that way – I wanted her to keep them on when I fucked her. I wanted to ruin those panties, to make them drip with juice, so she left stains on any chair she sat on for the rest of the day.

“Oh fuck!” The thought sent me right to the edge. I swelled even larger in Hayden’s throat, my shaft starting to jerk and twitch inside her as I reached the peak. Hayden didn’t even think of slowing down, sucking harder as if she was trying to milk the come right out of my balls.

She was so perfect. She was so much better than any woman I’d ever had. And I couldn’t stop myself...

I reached the point of no-return and sailed right past it, groaning as pleasure infiltrated my body. The big vein in the side of my cock pulsed in time with my heartbeat, the shaft throbbing with each jerk as I fired a thick stream of cum into Hayden’s mouth. She sucked it greedily, her thighs clenching around her fingers as the taste of my hot seed sent her sailing into her own toe-clenching orgasm.

“That’s a good fuck doll,” I growled, lights flashing behind my eyes as I lost control. “My fuck doll. My slut. Drink it all...”

It took an eternity for me to come back down. Hayden slowed her movements, working her lips in a tight little circle around the head of my cock. She teased the tip as she squeezed my swollen balls, drinking every drop of come left inside them. When she was done, she kissed the head and stared up at me, every trace of resistance gone from her youthful face.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, looking at me like I’d just baptized her. “Thank you for letting me taste you. Thank you for letting me worship you...”

“Get it hard again,” I grunted, sliding the head of my cock past her lips. “I want to fuck you. Christ, I need to fuck you, doll...”

She eagerly lapped at my cock, bringing it back to full hardness in no more than the few heartbeats it took to pump it full of blood. When I was ready, I pulled myself free and slapped her cheek with the thick rod.

“Get on the desk,” I growled. “Cassandra, you stay right there. I want you to watch your virgin daughter get deflowered.”

“Yes, sir,” the mother said, her voice faraway and dreamy. I barely paid attention; I was too busy hiking up Hayden’s skirt as she passed, grabbing her hips and practically tossing her on the desk when she wasn’t moving fast enough for my liking. She squealed as her bare ass touched the cold mahogany, her thong panties not covering her flawless, tanned cheeks.

I tugged the fabric to the side and nestled the head of my cock in her folds. God, she felt amazing.

“Are you ready for this?” I asked, looking into her eyes.

“Yes, Master,” she replied, not hesitating for a moment. “Take me! I want you to be my first – and only. I want your babies, I want to be your servant. Your worshipper. Your fuck doll-”

I couldn’t take it. Hearing those words from her lips was just too much. I thrust my hips forward and buried myself inside her, filling her with one smooth stroke. There was a moment’s resistance that made Hayden’s face flicker with pain, then nothing but pleasure. The head of my cock rammed her g-spot as I bottomed out inside her, soothing away the pain of having her virgin cunt taken by such a big cock.

“Oh my gawwwwd!” Hayden arched her back like a bow across her Mom’s desk, her inner muscles clenching around my cock as I filled her. It was an instant orgasm for the girl, who’d already teased herself to the breaking point with her fingers while she sucked me off. I watched with pride as Hayden shattered; her world coming apart as she shuddered and sobbed and rode my cock, melting under the waves of pleasure her virgin cunt provided her.

Then, when she came down from her peak, I started to really fuck her.

Hayden gasped with shock as I used her, pounding her into the desk with hard, savage strokes. My hand gripped her throat, choking her gently and forcing her to look me right in the eyes as I pummeled her g-spot. I loved watching the interplay of pain and pleasure in her eyes; the glazed look of utter bliss and the fear that she might not be serving me as well as she could. I knew it was a look I could watch for hours, lose myself in even as I shot my load inside her womb.

“You belong to me,” I growled, sliding out far enough to tease her clit with the head of my cock before ramming myself back inside of her. “Mine. Say it.”

“I belong to you!” She sounded ecstatic, almost religious in her ecstasy. “I’m yours, Master! I’m your fuck doll!”

“No, you’re more than that,” I said with a smirk, grabbing a hold of her breast. “You’re my girl. My prime girl. You’re so much better than all of them, Hayden – I want you to rule the world with me.”

Her eyes slowly cleared, some of her intelligence returning. “Master?”

“You’ll be above all of them – but under me. You’ll be their Queen, but I’ll be their God. And your God, too.” I laughed as a particularly hard thrust made Hayden’s face go slack with pleasure. “You think you can do that?”

“Yesss,” she whimpered. I could tell she was close to another orgasm, and this time I wanted her clenching around my cock right as it shot inside of her. I wanted her to suck it in, to make sure that this load fertilized her cunt and made her swollen with my heirs. “I’ll be your priestess, my Lord. My King. My God, you’re my fucking God Master!”

“That’s right,” I groaned, sliding two fingers into her mouth. “Your God’s about to come, doll – when I do, I want you to come with me. I want you to pull in that load – can you do that for me?”

She nodded around my fingers, sucking them greedily. “Yes!”

“Good girl.” She flushed at my praise, looking up at me with genuine love, and I knew I was about to unload. “Oh fuck that pussy’s so tight. Fuck, here it comes...”

We reached the edge in the same moment. I exploded inside of her, painting her walls white with thick streaks of come, and instantly they clenched and quivered, sucking in my load. I saw her mouth drop open as she felt my holy seed enter her womb, realization flooding her face and followed with a contentment so complete I was almost jealous. She knew what had just happened – we’d need a test in a week or two, but this was the moment I had made her pregnant.

We fucked two more times on the desk, just to make sure. I wasn’t taking any chances with this one.





Epilogue
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Cassandra drove us back to my dorm so I could pack up my things. Hayden sat on my lap the whole way in the backseat, glowing with pride. She was so beautiful she almost seemed unreal.

“I never thought I’d ever get with a girl like you,” I murmured, brushing a lock of her hair out of her face.

“That’s funny,” she giggled, nuzzling my chest. “I never thought I’d ever meet a man like you. I wasn’t kidding earlier when I said you were my God, by the way...”

“I know,” I said, holding her tight.

Everything had gone so well that it made my head spin. After I’d got done nailing her sweet little daughter, Cassandra wrote out a new record contract and had me sign it – one with a much more equitable split of the profits. Hayden had been appointed my manger, but we all knew it was little more than a convenience: I was the one in charge now. Cassandra and Hayden would help me, of course, get me in contact with the radio bigwigs, but soon enough I was going to be playing from coast-to-coast. Cassandra already had a stable of guest vocalists lined up for my new album – all hot talent from the pop and R&B worlds, and of course, all-female. I was going be drowning in popstar pussy, and my prime girl Hayden would organize all of them into a nice little harem for my amusement...

The first sign something was wrong didn’t hit me until we got to my dorm room. The door was ajar, left open like whoever was inside had run out for snacks, but Lena never left unless I told her to. Right?

Oh shit, I thought, pushing the door open. I did tell her to do whatever she wanted...

I flicked the light on – and gasped. The room was trashed; it looked like someone had thrown a frat mixer right in the center of the living room. My TV was broken, there were shards of plates all over the kitchen – and when I got to my bed, the worst was revealed.

My laptop – the laptop that held all my music, that had the hypnotic program that made me a star – was gone. In its place was a note.

Hands trembling, I picked it up and read.

Dear Justin,

You told me I could do whatever I wanted, so I decided to fuck around with your ‘special program.’ Did you know you can use it to execute hypnotic commands on YOURSELF? You probably would have figured that out if you weren’t so busy chasing cheerleaders.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, putting a hand to my forehead. Hayden said something, but I didn’t hear – I was too busy reading.

I still love you, the note said, but you’ve betrayed me. You betrayed US. We were supposed to build a FAMILY, Justin. You ruined everything.

“I chose music over you,” I whispered. Because that’s what the argument had always been between us, hadn’t it? Spend money on her, not on my dreams. She’d always been a selfish, greedy bitch. And choosing the record executive’s daughter over her – the living embodiment of the music industry – must have been the last straw.

I know we can still work this out, she wrote. I’ll be in touch. You’ll HEAR me before you know it, Justin. Then we’ll be together again, and you’ll smack that BITCH out of your life.

XOXO Kisses,

Lena

“Master?” Hayden was leaning over my shoulder, reading the letter. “What does this mean?”

“It means I’m fucked,” I growled. “The only music I have left is on the disc back at Cassandra’s office. And it only works on two people in the whole fucking world...”

And that last line, about hearing her...

She had MusicLoops.

She could make a song. A song for me.

I crumpled the paper in my fist and tossed it across the room. Never. I’d rather fucking die.

“We’re going to get her,” I told my new Queen. “Before she gets us. Somehow.”

I had thought the song was over. But it turned out the beat had just dropped, and we were entering the really gnarly part. If I didn’t take Lena out before it ended, she was going to be one who ended up ruling the world – and turning me back into her emasculated, hen-pecked boyfriend for the rest of my life.

They say girlfriends ruin bands. But I’d never had one ruin the entire world before.
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“I want a baby,” Kimberly panted, locking her heels behind my waist. “Put one in me, bro. Please?”

Her words made my head swim. Everything about her warm, soft body under mine felt so good – her cunt was dripping and tight, gripping my cock like a glove. I could feel every inch of her clenching as she confessed her darkest secret. And then I could feel her feeling me, my cock twitching as the idea sent a spasm of pleasure through my body, and then her thoughts slipped into mine. I could feel how badly she wanted this, how she was keeping herself right on the edge until she felt my hot, sticky come enter her womb. It made it so hard to hold back, to keep from losing myself and going mad, fucking her as hard as I could.

“Wait, wait, don’t freak out,” she said, putting a hand on my chest to still me. She didn’t know the real reason I was having this reaction – she had no idea about my powers. “Just listen to me, okay? Okay.”

She pursed her lips in that sexy little pout I knew so well, studying me to make sure I didn’t pull out of her. I don’t think I could have even if I wanted to: she felt so amazing, I never wanted to be anywhere but inside her.

“You know what’s my favorite thing about you?” She asked, her voice a husky, bliss-soaked whisper.

In response, I rocked my hips forward and slammed the head of my cock against her g-spot. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she arched her back, momentarily stunned with pleasure. I felt it as an aftershock in the back of my head, one so good that it made me want to do it again and again – but I knew what would happen if I gave in.

“I have an idea,” I growled, the tip of my cock still nestled against her cervix.

“Well,” she giggled, “that’s definitely up there. But what I meant was, you take care of me, Scott. You were so good when Dad left – without you, this family never would have stayed together. I love that you’re always here for me when I need you – you’re like my protector. And that’s so, so fucking sexy...”

It really was. I could feel how turned on she was getting from her own words, and it was affecting me, too.

“So what?” I groaned, driving deep another time and making her squeal. “You think I’m going to leave you? You’ll always be my sister, Kim – no matter what.”

Her cheeks reddened. “You’re going to college,” she whispered. “Then you’ll find some girl, I know it. After that, you’ll be taking care of her instead. But if you come inside me, if you put a baby in my belly, we’ll be linked. Our souls will be entwined together, you and me, making something beautiful. I know you’d be the best Daddy ever, Daniel. And if you put a baby in me...you’ll never leave. You’ll always take care of me – and him or her, when the baby comes. And I’ll always take care of you...just like this...”

Her hips started to rock, fucking me back with a slow, steadily building intensity. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she had no intention of stopping – this was it, the point of no return. She was going to keep on until I shot deep inside of her, made her pregnant. My own stepsister, my lover – the girl that thanks to my new powers I knew almost as well as I knew myself.

“Would that be so bad?” she asked, putting a hand on the back of my head and using it as leverage to lift herself up and kiss me. She covered my mouth with hers, then slid her face to my ear and teased the opening with the tip of her tongue. “I’ll be such a good wife for you, Sir. And such a good Mommy. I promise I’ll do anything you want – I’ll let you fuck me every time you get a big, hard boner that won’t go away. I love you, Daniel – you’re so fucking hot, you’re so fucking amazing and I want to be your girl forever...”

The words were like ambrosia. My hips suddenly thrust forward, meeting her stroke for stroke, and the two of us were moving in time. She locked eyes with me, understanding passing between the two of us in an instant. Kimberly tossed her head back and laughed, pure joy and relief in one blessed moment, then kissed me again.

“Come in me,” she begged, making that naughty face my sister always pulled when she was trying to get me to do something mischievous. “Blow your load inside me, bro. Aren’t my walls nice and snug around your dick? Don’t all those wet, tight ridges just make you want to fuck me harder and harder until you explode all over my walls?”

They did. They really, really did.

As we reached the peak simultaneously, my body priming itself to fertilize my sister’s eggs with a flood of my virile seed, I had just enough time to thank God for my special powers. Without them, having Kimberly in my bed would still be a fantasy...

––––––––
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At first, I was afraid I was going crazy.

It started out small. I’d be in the kitchen, eating a sandwich, and my stepmother Kelly would come in and I’d suddenly hear her start complaining that I’d left the mayo out on the counter – except her lips weren’t moving. She’d picked up the container and put it back in the fridge without a word. Then a few days later, I’d heard my sister Kimberly say something about a dick pic some guy had sent her unsolicited on her Instagram account – only again, she wasn’t saying anything. And I didn’t even know she had an Instagram.

As time went on, I dismissed the more panicky explanations: that I had a brain tumor, or was experiencing a psychotic episode. It became more and more likely that I really was hearing the inside of my Mom and sister’s heads. Despite how impossible it sounded, it was true: I could hear their thoughts like they were whispering in my ear. Pretty soon I learned I could turn it on and off if I wanted too, which was really useful – it was hard to go out in public when you were picking up the stray thoughts and fantasies of an entire crowd.

But it wasn’t until I did some digging that I really, truly understood what was happening to me. As I grew into my ability, I’d noticed some telltale signs in my Mom’s head that someone else had been there before me. That led me to my Dad’s old journals, and a shocking revelation – he’d had the same powers, too. Radical Empathy was what he called it in his papers – Dad held a doctorate in psychiatry – and it was what had enabled an ordinary guy like my Dad to trade his own average wife for a knockout like Kelly.

My stepmother Kelly was...well, she was definitely the ‘hot’ Mom. Nearly a decade younger than my father, a former underwear model turned cocktail waitress, it was clear that she’d been chosen to be his wife for her jaw-dropping looks, not her brains. When we were growing up, I could tell half the guys I knew at school were thinking about her long blonde hair, massive tits and tight, round ass at night – and the other half were just better at hiding it. It didn’t help that Kelly was the perfect picture of a suburban, 50’s housewife – never holding down a job of her own, she spent her time cooking and cleaning and generally making my Dad’s life as comfortable (and pleasurable) as possible. Back in the day I couldn’t understand why she acted the way she did, but with the revelation of my Dad’s powers, it all made sense. He was in her head, pushing her already-submissive personality to new heights, making her the wife and mother he needed.

Kelly was gorgeous, to be sure, but it wasn’t her who was causing all the trouble under our roof. That was my stepsister, Kimberly.

Kimberly...

I sighed and leaned back against the pillow, putting a hand to my forehead. Kimberly was my biggest problem. One wall separated our rooms up on the second floor; under normal circumstances I was able to more or less forget we were sharing a house, but ever since my powers activated I couldn’t get her out of my mind. Even at that moment, I could feel her: the silky tug of her hair as she twirled it around her finger, the pressure as she bit her lip, the mounting excitement behind her eyes as she checked the latest pictures of herself she’d posted to social media. She wanted likes, favs, attention – male attention. The problem was, I wanted to give it to her.

It was so wrong. I’d been suppressing it for years – this crush I had on Kimberly. I couldn’t help it; every time I saw her lithe teenage body come strolling by in a crop top and a skintight pair of yoga pants, I turned into a gibbering idiot. Kimmie humored me, but I knew she knew exactly how I felt. It was clear she was a little flattered, but there was no way she’d ever cross that line. I tried to stay out of her way as much as possible – both for her sake and mine.

And that’s the problem in a nutshell, I thought, sighing. I can stay out of her way, but there’s no way she can stay out of mine. She’s in my head...

I know what you’re thinking. Why not turn it off? For some reason, I couldn’t. Kimberly’s thoughts were like a bonfire I couldn’t douse: if Mom’s mind was a well-worn path Dad had spent years shaping to his liking, Kimmie’s was wild, untamed overgrowth. It was up to me to trim it, to mold it how I wished – but I had hardly any knowledge of how to do it. And tinkering in my sweet, innocent stepsister’s head felt like a total violation...

My thoughts trailed off, and Kimberly’s sank right back in. It was as if it was even worse being this close to her. It would have been the easiest thing in the world to cross from my room to hers, to sink into her without anyone else knowing....God knows I’d thought about it so many fucking times.

Hold up, I thought, confused. Where did THAT come from?

Then I froze, because I was feeling Kimberly’s thoughts again. Only this was...different, somehow. There was a tension in my sister’s body that I’d never felt before – something fuzzy but warm, like she’d just done a shot of something strong and it was radiating from her core...

She rolled onto her side and reached for her tablet – the iPad Mom had bought her a couple of months ago. The connection between us sharpened all of a sudden: I could feel how soft and comfy she was was in her plush pajamas, her body swathed in long pants and a white v-neck. I could sense her opening the browser and scrolling, her heartbeat quickening and that something inside of her growing stronger. She slid one hand down her stomach...

Oh shit, I thought. My cock instantly sprang to life, whether from experiencing Kim’s thoughts or my own arousal I didn’t know. My sister is...

She was navigating to a porn website. 

My darling, innocent sister was about to masturbate.

I should have severed the connection right then and there. Broken the bond between the two of us. Instead, I allowed myself to drift closer. I’d never done anything like this before – my other contacts with people had been fleeing and vague, not focused like this one was becoming. But the more I felt her excitement, her arousal, the more my own body began to respond – suddenly I was hard as a girder, throbbing with need, not giving a damn whether what I was doing was ‘right’ or not.

Kimberly rolled over onto her flat tummy, sliding the iPad to the side so she could rummage underneath the bed. For a moment I didn’t know what she was doing, then I felt her smile as she pulled out a small, dented shoebox. I had no idea what she was doing – did girls put on fancy shoes to touch themselves?

Then she opened the box, and I understood. Oh. Oh.

Lying in the box was Kimberly’s vibrator. It was a long, thin rod, tipped with a fat, round oval that looked like the wheel of a rollerskate – except pink and a little plastic-looking. She touched her finger to a button on the wand and the oval vibrated like an earthquake, making me gasp with surprise through the connection. Kimberly giggled and climbed back under the sheets, sliding the wand down while she looked for a good movie to watch.

I could feel her scrolling through categories, moving like a patron at a buffet. Her finger hovered over the ‘lesbian threesome’ category...

Before I knew what I was doing, I reached out and tugged. It wasn’t that I wanted to stop her (although I was surprised – Kimberly getting off on watching other girls?) - it was more like I moved on pure instinct.

Incest porn, I thought, tugging down my own boxers. Something with a sister fucking her brother. It’d be so hot. You want it...

Kimberly frowned for a moment – then her smile grew wider. She looked through the top videos under ‘sister/brother’ for a moment, then selected one of the ones that looked hottest. Her choice made, she propped the tablet up against her pillow and slid both hands below the covers, where her pussy throbbed with need.

I can’t believe I did that, I thought dazedly. I’m forcing my own stepsister to watch incest porn. I’m so bad, I’m so fucking bad...

But wait. Something nagged at the back of my head. Whenever I heard about hypnosis in TV or movies, they always said that you couldn’t use it to make someone do something they truly didn’t want to do. You could influence someone, but you couldn’t force them – there had to be a seed there, some part of their mind you could convince to submit to your will.

Did that mean...that Kimberly secretly liked this?

Well, I mean, from what I was getting peeking into her mind she certainly was. Kimberly giggled as she tugged down her pajama pants, bringing them below her knees and sliding one smooth, tanned leg from the fabric. Now she was free to spread her legs, and she did – using those cheerleader muscles to part her thighs almost as far as they could go. I pictured those thighs wrapping around me as I drove deep inside her, then without thinking about it sent the mental image straight into her brain.

Kimberly gasped, biting her lip and sliding two fingers down to her folds. “Fuck,” she gasped, her concentration fixing on the video again.

That made her feel good, I realized. Shit, I kinda want to do that again...

I opened my laptop and navigated to the same video she was watching, using my view of her mind’s eye to sync up the scene. It was about a stepbrother and his stepsister who came home drunk from a party – she was gorgeous and clearly horny, coming onto him with the force of the nastiest sorority slut.

“Come on, bro,” the woman in the video cooed, reaching for the bulge in the man’s pants. “You can’t honestly say you’ve never thought about it...?”

Oh, I’d thought about it. And I was thinking about it at that moment, as Kimberly slid her vibrator between her thighs and switched it on. She went slowly, teasing her folds with the fat head on its lowest speed, but even that sent sparks of pleasure through her lithe young body, sparks that I felt tingle down my own spine as precum dribbled down my shaft.

I felt my sweet, innocent stepsister gasp as she arched her back, pressing her shoulders against the bed. She closed her eyes, an expression of utter bliss on her face as she moved the vibrator in quick, tiny circles around her clit. The pleasure filled me and I was lost, unable to think of anything but how amazing I felt, pumping at my own cock to add to the pleasure.

On the screen, the woman had moved on to sucking the guy’s dick. He sat on the couch, his legs spread wide with her between them on her knees as she teased his rod with her tongue.

“You like that, bro?” the girl asked, almost a taunt. “You like having your own sister put her mouth on your dick?”

Fuck, I groaned, my fist a blur around my shaft. The thought of Kimberly’s mouth – that pouty, sweet little mouth with its full, red lips – wrapped around my shaft made me grunt with need.

And a moment later, Kimberly was feeling the same thing.

She groaned, sliding two fingers deep into her mouth. She gagged around them gently, letting them stretch out her throat as the vibrator continued to tease her clit. A low, primal moan escaped her lips as she bucked her hips, sucking at the fingers and swirling her tongue around them.

I knew what she was doing. In her mind, she was feeling that same desire – to be on her knees, open-mouthed with a fat cock using her throat. The feeling of her wet, slippery fingers mixed with that of my wet, slippery cock until I couldn’t tell which was which – until the moans and groans on the video sounded like my own, until my brain started to convince itself it was Kimberly’s mouth wrapped around my shaft, not my hand.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” I groaned, the back of my head slamming into the wall. “Suck my cock, sis, suck me off...”

It felt so real. We were linked, our souls entwined even if Kimberly had no idea what was happening – if she just thought she was having one hell of a time getting herself off. I jerked my hips forward, sending the sensation straight to her clit, and in an instant she was grinding against her wand, riding it for dear life. Her nails dug into the covers as she cried out, prying her fingers from her throat and muffling her mouth.

She doesn’t want me to hear her, I realized, lost in my own world of bliss. She has no idea...

I got bolder. I wanted this so badly, for so long, that I was going to enjoy it. In my sister’s room, Kimberly’s hand left her mouth at my mental tugging.

Then it wrapped around her throat.

Kimmie let out a surprised, strangled little cry as her own fingers gripped her tightly. I’d always wanted to do this to her – had always loved doing it to the girls I was occasionally able to sneak in after a date. The power of it was immense. I was in complete control of whether or not Kimberly could take in air or not, and that made the big vein in the side of my cock start throbbing.

“Fuck, yes,” Kimberly groaned, leaning into her fingers. “Yes!”

What a surprise, I thought sardonically. My submissive little sister likes being choked. I’d never met a girl who didn’t, at least after being shown how much fun it could be.

My cock ached for release, a molten hot girder between my legs. On the screen, the faux-incestuous couple had moved on to full-on fucking, the girl in the man’s lap and riding him hard.

Look at the screen, I sent into Kimberly’s head. She opened her eyes, hand still choking her gently as she rode her vibrator.

Watch it carefully, I commanded, sending the words into her subconscious. She wouldn’t even know they were there – wouldn’t realize she was following a script. Something in the back of my head exploded with surprise at this (how did I know to do what I was doing?), but I ignored it. I was having too much fun.

Slowly, I started to alter her perceptions. The film reel inside her head jerked, her vision going blurry and fuzzy. For a moment, this made her panic, but I soothed that down as naturally as if I’d been doing it my entire life.

When Kimberly could see again, the figures in the video were intimately familiar. The brunette had her face, contorted with passion, and the strong alpha male lifting her off the bed and fucking her like a ragdoll was none other than me.

“No,” she panted, but neither the hand at her throat or the one gripping her wand slowed. “Oh fuck that’s so wrong...”

It is, I agreed. That’s what makes it fun.

She arched her back, the muscles in her thighs turning to jello as this new fantasy swept her away. She screamed with pleasure, no longer worrying about attracting my attention, completely focused on the amazing feelings going on between her legs. She arched her butt higher and higher off the bed, drunk on pleasure as she brought herself close to the edge.

I was right there as well. I wanted to come so bad, and I knew that I could do it right as Kimberly did. I’d experience her orgasm at the same time as mine, and God only knew how fucking mind-blowing that would be!

Yet, as I reached the edge, my hand slowed. There was something else I wanted – something in the back of my mind, in a deep, primal part of my psyche. It was like a bubble growing, stretching to bursting, and when it did I would finally understand what I was trying to figure out...

The urge overtook me – and my hand dropped away from my cock.

In the other room, Kimberly suddenly jerked and went still. This was no small feat – she was moments away from her own earth-shattering orgasm – but she froze, feeling something in her head she’d never experienced before.

Command.

Turn off the tablet, I thought, knowing she would obey.

Kimberly switched it off without question, thinking to herself as she did so that she’d rather cum with her own images in her head, not some video’s. It was amazing how easily the mind accepted outside commands, made them feel like they were Kimberly’s own – I was about to test that to the breaking point.

Put the vibrator on your clit, I thought. You need it. You need more, and more, and MORE...

Kimberly’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as she squeezed the vibrator between her thighs. The head pressed hard against her clit, nearly entering her sopping wet slit, while two fingers stabbed her g-spot with her free hand.

I let her pleasure go higher, and higher – then pulled the leash.

Kimberly groaned with frustration, pressing the vibrator harder, moving it in circles – nothing worked. She couldn’t cum! She didn’t realize that I held the keys to her passion now – she wasn’t going to be allowed to climax from now on unless I said so.

Think about your brother, I commanded her. That will let you come. Think about Daniel.

I saw her bite her lip, this new command filling her with shame – but then the images filled her head. They looked just like the video she’d been watching, except this time it was her on her knees – her sucking me clean, her lapping up my come, her mounting me and riding my hard cock until she came shuddering and sobbing all over it, experiencing an orgasm stronger than anything she’d felt in her young life.

“Fuck,” she groaned, something inside her recognizing my dominance. “Please let me cum. Please...”

It was her fantasy. I could see her inside her head, riding me as she begged for me to let her go over the edge. She had no idea how close to reality her fantasy was.

Tell me you love me, I commanded.

“I love my brother,” she whispered, flushing with shame at the admission. “God help me, I think my brother is sexy as hell...”

You want to worship your brother, I thought.

“I...I want to worship my brother,” she panted. “Please, I’ll worship you with my whole body. Every day. I’ll be your fucktoy – your bimbo whore – your nasty little cumslut. Just please let me come, bro, please...”

I’d had more than enough. I couldn’t take any more. With mental tendrils I didn’t even know I had, I slammed right into her pleasure center, overloading everything. Phantom fingers stroked her clit as I jabbed the g-spot of her endorphin center, filling her bloodstream with bliss.

Cum for me, I commanded. Cum. Cum. CUM...

“Oh fuck I’m cumming!” Kimberly’s words turned into a babble of expletives as she shattered, her young body infiltrated with sweet, heavenly pleasure. Only her shoulders and feet remained on the bed – the rest was arched above it, riding a tidal wave of bliss, screaming my name over and over again as she broke into a thousand pieces and washed away. I lost track of how many times she came before I was finished wringing her out.

As she finally came down from her peak, I relaxed against the wall. I was a mess: I’d felt every moment of Kimberly’s pleasure, and it had sent me right over the edge. My lap was coated in seed, my boxers fucking stained with streaks of thick come. It was the most amazing pleasure I’d ever felt.

Gingerly, I tested the connection to Kimberly. She had a hand against her forehead, still coming down from her amazing high. Shame flooded her, but less than I would have expected.

“Shit, Kim,” she whispered, shaking her head. “Bad girl. Bad, bad girl...”

I knew her mind was already rationalizing it away. This had just been a naughty fantasy she’d carried too far, nothing more: just a harmless crush. She wasn’t going to let anything else come of it.

Except that when she finally rose from the bed, tucking her vibrator under her arm to take it to the bathroom to clean off, she stopped in front of my room.

I lay there stock still as she paused, watching the door. I could feel it inside of her – the longing. There was a part of her – a very deep, primal part, that was stronger than I realized – that wanted to open the door. That wanted to crawl into bed with me, to climb on top of me, to ride me over and over again until I exploded in her core, breeding her fertile womb...

Kimberly walked away. But as I lay back, a growing smile on my face, I knew that there’d come a time soon enough when she had the courage to open my door and see what happened next.

I thought it would take a few weeks, maybe a few more of these little mental sessions. What I had no idea of knowing was that tomorrow night, Kimberly was going to open my door – and the proposal she was going to make to me would change both of our lives forever...
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“Hey bro...can we talk for a minute? I really need your help.”

I glanced up from my tablet. My stepsister Kimberly stood in the doorway of my room, biting her lip and twirling one end of her v-neck shirt through her fingers. Even without my special powers, I could see she was filled with anxiety: it coursed through her veins like whitewater rapids. But underneath that was something that set my heart fluttering; something exciting.

I blinked – and in the time between my eyes closing and then opening again I pushed into her brain. Mental tendrils soothed her worries, hitting her bloodstream like a Xanax or a glass of red wine. Her shoulders relaxed, her smile widened – hell, she even sighed audibly with relief.

It was still insane to me that I could do that.

“Thanks,” she said, entering my room and closing the door behind her – after spending a moment to make sure Mom didn’t hear. “There’s something on my mind that’s been driving me crazy lately.”

No doubt there is, I thought, leaning back in bed. I didn’t need to be a mind-reader to know that. Ever since last night, when I’d slipped into Kimberly’s mind while practicing my new powers, she’d been weird around me. It wasn’t hard to see why: when Kimmie got bored all of a sudden and decided to masturbate to some porn, her arousal had triggered my own and I’d...lost control, somewhat. I’d pushed her mind subtly, influencing her choice of video – a filthy brother-sister incest vid that had incited her fantasies. Then I’d taken complete control of her: making her choke herself, picture my cock sliding between her lips, even cum while begging for her brother’s seed. It had been the strongest orgasm of both of our lives, and Kimberly had no idea that I hadn’t just been spying on her – I’d been experiencing it with her.

As amazing as it had been, she hadn’t repeated the performance at all today – it was as if she suspected something was wrong. She’d no-doubt rationalized the whole thing as being some extreme sex fantasy, but maybe a primal part of Kim’s brain wasn’t so sure she was alone in her own head.

“Come on in,” I told her, setting my tablet to the side. “I wasn’t doing anything, anyway.”

She got a foot or so away from the bed then stopped, frowning. I felt the anxiety well up in her again, but this time I didn’t slide into her thoughts – I was too entranced by the sight of her. Kimberly had obviously been trying to make herself look nice before coming in my room without making it too obvious she was trying to look nice. She wasn’t dressed in anything fancy, just her usual v-neck and fuzzy pajama pants, but her makeup was as on point as if she were going out on a hot date and her hair had been brushed into shimmering waves down her back.

Also, she wasn’t wearing anything under those pajamas, and it was obvious. Her top fit her curves so tightly it looked painted-on.

“Can I...” she shook her head for a second, like she was trying to shake off her doubts. “Can I sit down?”

“Sure.” I pulled back the covers, revealing the pillow-top of the mattress and its thin sheet. I wasn’t wearing a shirt, dressed just in my boxers, and I whispered a silent prayer of thanks that I wasn’t sporting a boner. That might have scared her off, powers or no powers. “Have a seat. What’s bothering you?”

She scooted onto the bed, tucking her knees under her chest, and shivered. “Brr, it’s cold in here,” she giggled. “You mind if I pull this up?”

“Be my guest,” I said, motioning toward the comforter.

Kimberly took it in her fist and slowly slid it up her body, sighing with relief as she sank deeper into the bed. “There we go,” she said, seeming for a moment to forget I was there.

“Just like old times,” I said, a trace of snark in my voice. It hadn’t been that long since we’d shared a bed.

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said, sliding me the side-eye. “Your hands are freezing. God only knows what Mom would think if she came in and saw this.”

I chuckled. “Don’t worry about Mom.” As I said it, I pushed the thought into her head – I really did not want her thinking about the fact that her mother (my stepmother) was right downstairs. Not that there was any danger of her catching us, of course: a cursory glance downstairs with my powers showed Mom was passed out on the couch watching reality TV. If she happened to get up, I’d just make sure she went into a different part of the house than ours.

“Yeah,” Kim said, rising to a sitting position. “Whatever.”

“You were going to talk about your problem,” I reminded her. “Or should I go back to what I was doing?”

She scoffed. “Pssh, you said you weren’t doing anything. Lazy.”

“Nothing I want my sister to know about,” I said with a laugh.

I was rewarded by Kimberly’s mouth dropping into a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh, gross!” she yelled, her cheeks flushing. “You’re such a pervert, Daniel!”

“Hey, I didn’t say anything,” I retorted. “You’re the one who’s got a dirty mind.”

“Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes in an exaggerated gesture of disgust. “I totally don’t need to know about that!”

Do you? I wondered. Experimentally, I reached out with my thoughts and grazed my sister’s pleasure center – just the slightest touch. Before, when I’d been driving her right over the peak into multiple orgasms, I’d been ramming that cluster of neurons as hard as I could, overloading it – but what would a teasing little tickle do?

Kimberly’s flush instantly deepened. Her eyes dilated, the pupils going wide. I saw her legs move under the covers as she ground her thighs together – then caught herself, rearranging them to look natural.

Bullseye, I thought bemusedly. I’d just gotten her a little turned on – and now I knew I could do it more if I wanted.

“Well,” she said hotly, snuggling deeper under the covers, “I have a problem with a boy.”

I pretended to look shocked. “Guy trouble? You?”

“Oh shut up,” she said with a giggle, punching my shoulder. I couldn’t help but notice that doing so brought her a little bit closer to me.

“For real,” I said, “isn’t this something you should be talking to someone a little bit more female about? Like, Mom?”

Kimmie rolled her eyes. “Mom still thinks we all live in the 50’s. She thinks some boy is going to come courting me with a bouquet of flowers and say ‘yes ma’am, no ma’am’ over dinner.” Her face let me know exactly how deluded she thought that idea was. It didn’t sound too bad to me, but then again I was half-naked and under the covers with my own sister, so I had no right to judge anyone else’s depravity.

“Besides,” Kimberly was saying, “I want a dude’s perspective. Sometimes I just don’t think I understand men at all.”

“Trust me, we’re not that difficult,” I said. “Feed us, fuck us, tell us we’re cool. That pretty much does it.”

Her face reddened again, and this time I hadn’t had to do anything to her mind. “Maybe caveman guys like you,” she said haughtily.

“Maybe,” I agreed, putting my hands behind my head. “So what’s the problem? This guy getting too handsy?”

“No, nothing like that – in fact, he’s a perfect gentleman.” Kimberly snuggled closer, the swell of her hip rising beneath the fabric.

“Then what’s the problem? Let him take you out to dinner; bring him home to meet Mom.”

If I had thought Kimberly could blush before, the crimson that spread from her cheeks to her cleavage proved me wrong. “I...I don’t think I could bring him home to Mom,” she stammered, her smile going lopsided.

I was enjoying this a little bit too much. It was fun making Kim squirm, causing her to feel a little bit of the wrongness, anxiety and excitement that had been coursing through my bloodstream for months whenever I was around her. Almost without thinking about it, I slid into her mind and stoked her arousal up another notch.

“So what’s the problem?” I yawned heavily, faking disinterest. “You’re really bad at getting to the point sometimes, sis, you know that?”

Kimberly bit her lip hard, her eyes shining as her gaze met mine. “He doesn’t know I like him,” she whispered.

She squirmed under the covers, visibly uncomfortable. A quick peek in her mind showed my sister to be a churning whirlpool of emotions: lust, shame, and the overwhelming desire to be closer to me.

I decided to help her along.

“Come here,” I said, pulling the comforter up where it wrapped around my side. “You still look cold as hell.”

Relief flooded her features. “Thanks,” she whispered, scooting over. I felt her sigh and relax as she pressed her body against mine, a slow smile spreading across her face. She threw one arm over my chest and rested her head on my shoulder.

“This is so weird,” she said in a tiny voice, like she was talking to myself. “I should feel...wrong when I do this. But god damn you’re so comfy...”

“Comfy? What, am I getting fat?”

Her eyes widened. “No, not at all!” She leaned upward, so close that our lips were almost touching. “You feel good. Solid. It’s just...I dunno, comforting to be held. To know that I’ve got someone to go to when I’m having trouble, someone who’ll look out for me no matter what.”

Fuck, I was starting to get hard. I shifted down a bit, hoping to hide it, and squeezed Kim’s shoulder. “No problem, sis. Shit, I’ll hold you whenever you want. Now why doesn’t this idiot guy like you?”

She tittered nervously. “It’s not like that,” she murmured, stretching against me. “It’s just...he doesn’t see me that way. I’m pretty sure he just thinks of me as a friend.”

“Ah, you’ve been friend zoned,” I said sagely, prompting her to laugh. “No, really, I know all about that. Guys get it all the time.”

She turned her head and fluttered her lashes up at me. “Well, then – how do you get out of the friend zone? How do I make this guy see me as...I dunno, this is so awkward to say...”

“Say it,” I said, my voice dropping to a low, commanding tone. I felt her shiver against me.

“That I’m a sexual being,” she whispered. “That I’m not just a friend – I’m a girl who wants to fuck.”

“Wow,” I said, feigning surprise. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say that word, sis.”

She blushed and pressed her face against my side. “Please don’t make fun of me,” she whispered.

God, she looked so cute like that. It was so nice to have her body against mine, to feel her warmth. I wanted her so fucking badly.

“You know what I would do?” I asked her.

She glanced up at me, her lips trembling. “What?”

“It’s not difficult,” I said with a little laugh. “I would tell this guy exactly what you told me. And then I’d kiss him.”

Kimberly paused for a long, long moment, staring up into my eyes.

“You’re right,” she whispered, so quietly I could barely here. “That’s good advice.”

Then she kissed me.

Every nerve ending in my body sang simultaneously. Her mouth covered mine, the warm lips parting and her tongue darting into my mouth, and the two of us melted into each other. I rolled to the side, no longer caring if she felt my cock, and pressed it against her thigh. I felt her gasp at the size of it, press against me harder. She bit down on my bottom lip, adding pain to the pleasure.

“Holy shit.” Kimberly broke the kiss, staring at me like she didn’t know what she wanted. I could feel how badly she wanted to kiss me again – to keep on going until the two of us were fucking like animals – but her control was holding for the moment.

“Yeah,” I said, gripping her hips. “Fuck, Kim, that was amazing-”

“That was so wrong,” she panted, shaking her head like she was trying to dispel the feelings coursing through her. “Fuck, I shouldn’t do that. I’m your sister for Christ’s sake...”

Fuck it, I thought. I want this. My command slid into her brain, short-circuiting all the controls holding up her stupid puritan morality. I felt her arch her back as the pleasure hit her brain like a shot of something top-shelf and strong, radiating from her core.

“I know,” I murmured. “That’s why it’s so fun.”

Then I kissed her, hard, and slid my hand between her parted thighs.

Kimberly’s mouth met mine for a moment, then formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as my fingers rubbed her slit through her thin, fuzzy pajama pants. Her ass raised off my bed, grinding against my hand, demanding more. For a moment, I felt her self-control shatter as she gave in to me – then she pulled herself back from the brink.

“This is good,” she groaned, squeezing her eyes tight as she pressed her face into my chest. “Oh fuck, Daniel, that’s so fucking good! But we can’t do this. Nothing can...can happen between us, you know?”

Hmm. That actually sounded like a challenge. Not to mention an opportunity to have a little fun. Kimberly, whether she’d known it or not, had been making me squirm for months. I wanted to put that back on her for a bit, make her experience how it felt to want something wrong so badly you stopped caring...

“Okay,” I groaned, pulling away from her. “Okay.” It physically hurt to put those few inches of space between us, and I could see in her eyes that she was feeling as frustrated as I was. “You maybe just want to...I don’t know, hang out in here a little bit?”

Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were still wide as saucers. I could feel her trying to come down, to force those feelings I’d just brought to the surface back into her subconscious. “Yeah,” she said, brushing her hair out of her face. “That’s, um, fine. We should probably just calm down for a bit...”

“Yeah,” I agreed, grabbing my tablet. “I definitely need to burn off some energy...”

She watched me for a few moments, a growing certainty in her eyes. “What are you doing?”

“What do you think I’m doing? What I was about to do before you came in.”

To say she looked shocked would have been an understatement. And yet she didn’t rise from the bed, call me a pervert, or do any of things I might have expected. Instead she stared at me, her heart pounding and her lips quivering. I could tell she was on the edge of a precipice even before I peeked inside her head – and once I looked inside, I was blown away. My darling, innocent sister wanted to watch me masturbate: the same way I had watched her masturbate last night, although she had no idea. She wanted to see me cum; she wanted to be right there next to me, urging me along, helping me have a stronger, deeper orgasm.

And she wanted more. Much, much more.

“I...um.” She blushed, pulling the covers up to just beneath her chin.

“Look, I’m hard as fuck,” I said matter-of-factly, pulling up the same porn site Kimberly had been looking at last night. “I’m not going to be able to think straight until I cum. If you want to have any hope of having a rational conversation about all this, I need to have an orgasm first. If you think that’s gross or whatever, you can leave the room for a few minutes – or I’ll go in the bathroom or whatever.” I glanced over at her, waiting for her response.

“No, that’s fine,” she whispered, keeping the covers right where they were. “I’ve kind of always been curious about how boys...you know, touch themselves. And I mean, you’re doing it to porn – it’s like I’m not even here!”

“Sure,” I said, giving her justifications the amount of credit they deserved. “This’ll just take a minute...”

Her face lit up with curiosity. “So, um...what kind of porn do you watch?”

I rolled my eyes. “You really want to know that? I thought porn was for pervs.”

She bit her lip. “I mean, everyone does it. Your sister might be a little bit more pervy than you think...”

I stared at her evenly for a long moment that made her flush and look away. Then I turned my attention back to the website. God, even the thumbnails were hot as fuck.

“I like a little bit of everything,” I said, my eyes still on the screen. “Blowjobs, MILFS, lesbian threesomes...”

When I glanced back, she’d moved over on the bed. Now Kimberly was right next to me, although she was still covering her entire body with the comforter. She was also staring at the screen, and something on it had made her eyes go all wide. I knew exactly what it was – in fact, I’d put it there on purpose.

“What about that one?” She asked, pointing. It was the same video Kim had watched last night – the drunk sister coming onto her brother, fucking him in their parents’ bed while she moaned and shuddered and told him how amazing his cock was.

“That one?” I feigned shock, but of course this was what I’d wanted her to pick all along. “I don’t know. That one’s a little taboo. Are you into that stuff, sis?”

She gave me a deer-in-headlights look so perfect I almost burst out laughing.

“I...no! I just...I didn’t even know that was the plot. I watch these things on mute. They’re just, you know! The plots are usually better!”

“If you watch porn on mute,” I asked, giving her the side-eye, “how do you know anything about the plot?”

She pulled the comforter up over her face. “Just watch the video. Please. Do what boys do...”

I shrugged and started the video. The first few minutes were just scene-setting, so I skipped about a 1/3rd of the way through. The brother was sitting on the couch in the living room, with the sister between his knees, teasing his cock with her tongue. I knew that I was about a minute away from her full-on deepthroating him, so this was a perfect place to start watching.

“You’re skipping,” Kimmie said, peeking over the comforter. “What – you’re impatient?”

“Everyone skips to the best parts,” I said, peeling the blanket off my body. My cock stood straight and stiff in my boxers, poking up through the fabric like a tent pole. A dark stain of precum coated the front where the tip was – it would have been oozing down my shaft if I wasn’t wearing underwear.

I tugged down the boxers, freeing my cock and balls. A quick glance to the side let me know that Kimberly was peeking over the covers – and that something was going on down below.

“Wow,” I heard her gasp.

“What?”

“You’re just – it’s big,” she said, making no attempt to conceal how hot this all made her. “That’s honestly bigger than any boy I’ve been with. You should be proud of that cock, bro.”

“Thanks,” I groaned, taking hold of the base with my free hand. Sparks shot down my spine, pure relief filling me at finally having some attention on my rod. “Fuck, that feels good...”

“You don’t use lube?” The comforter was inching down, and now I could see Kimberly’s nipples as hard as diamonds through her thin top.

“Nah, I’m already good and wet. Shit...”

I started to stroke in earnest. I could feel Kimberly’s eyes on me, staring greedily at my cock as I pumped it slow and hard. On the screen, the girl continued to suck off her brother, but somehow I knew neither of us were paying any attention to that.

“This is so interesting,” Kim said in a small voice. “Does it feel good?”

“Really fucking good,” I groaned, leaning back against the pillows. I turned away from the porn, staring at her soft tits and stroking harder. She watched me watching her for a long moment, then flushed deeper than ever before.

“Bro? The porn is over there,” she whimpered. I pushed into her mind, experiencing the lust that shuddered through her body. Her cunt was like a furnace, aching for me as badly as I did for her, and I wasn’t going to deny her any more.

Time to take control.

“You’re much hotter than that,” I growled, watching the compliment hit her. Mental tendrils stroked her pleasure center, setting her most sensitive parts on fire with need as I spoke. “Now show me those tits.”

I watched her resistance crumble. After all, she’d already gotten this far into the situation. She was half-naked in bed, watching her brother masturbate, and she was really going to stop at showing off her tits? Of course not.

“Y-yes, bro,” she panted, pulling the v-neck over her head. Kim’s tits were a little smaller than I would have liked – Mom’s big ones were more my speed – but they were perfect perky handfuls, so high and firm that a bra was merely for ornamentation. I pumped harder at the sight of them, something deep and primal inside my brain flooding at the visual of my topless sister.

“Come here,” I said, brooking no discussion. “Lay next to me.”

Any thought of her resisting was now a foregone conclusion. I could see it in her eyes: she wanted this. She was going to go all the way; experience the kind of pleasure her young body had never sampled before, and I was going to be the one to take her there. I couldn’t fucking wait.

“Like this?” She asked. She was lying against me the way she’d been before, one hand over my chest. I knew it felt good for her to be this close, to have skin-on-skin. The whole feeling of a female body against me was just the best – and I sent it through the connection, filling her with the same goodness.

“Yes,” I grunted. “Now touch it.”

Her hand trembled as she reached out for my cock. “Bro, are you sure?”

I took her chin in my other hand and turned her to face me. She stared up at me, eyes shining with love and devotion, bottom lip trembling as she felt the full force of my commanding power.

“You want this,” I told her. “You want to make your brother cum. And you want me to make you cum. Say it.”

“I...” For an instant, the last remaining threads of resistance in her mind tried to hold – and snapped. “I want this,” she said, her face flooding with pure relief. “It’s so wrong, but I don’t fucking care. I’m so horny, Daniel – I want to get you off so bad my pussy is soaking. When I do it, will you...will you get me off, too?”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled into her neck. “Now stroke me, Sis.”

Her fingers gripped my come-soaked shaft and began to stroke. It ignited a fire in my belly; god damn did that feel so much better than my own hand. Kimberly didn’t watch; instead she kept her face against my chest, looking up at me with just her eyes.

“Is that okay?” she asked. “Does it hurt?”

“No,” I grunted, my voice thick with pleasure. “It’s amazing. Harder, Kimmie, stroke it harder...!”

Her grip grew tighter and she moved faster. My balls bounced back and forth as she truly jerked me off, her little hand a blur as she milked her brother’s cock. I could feel my shaft tingling as something warm and strong worked its way up to the swollen, spongy head – I was getting close to the edge. I started to buck and thrash against Kim’s body, grunting wordlessly with pure primal need as her hand stroked sweeter and sweeter around my cock...

Suddenly she stopped. And her face started to slide down my chest.

Holy shit, I thought, stunned into silence for a moment. “Sis?”

“I need this,” she said, her voice manic in its intensity. “Please don’t say no, bro. I need to taste you...”

I chuckled. “There is no fucking way on Earth I would stop you from doing that.”

When I looked down, Kimberly was between my legs, the covers completely pulled down and tossed onto the floor. She looked just like the girl in the video, although that couple had moved on into full-on fucking and I only spared them a moment’s glance. What was going on here was way more important. I only had eyes for her.

“Oh my gawd,” Kim groaned, running a finger down the side of my shaft. Once she had it coated in precum, she brought it to her lips and sucked the tip clean. “Oh fuck, bro, you taste so good...”

“Suck me,” I said, locking eyes with her. “Please...”

She grinned. “Of course. I love having your cock in my mouth, bro.”

Then she took me between her lips, and I was in Heaven. I growled low in my throat as Kimmie pulled the sensitive head into her warm, wet mouth and pushed right through her gag reflex. I slid all the way in, sheathed in her pulsing throat as she took me all the way to the base. Her nose nestled in my pubic hair, a low throaty moan escaping her lips as she tasted me. I snuck a peek in her brain and felt her fire; knew deep down in my soul that she loved this.

Soon Kimberly was bobbing up and down in my lap, her lips forming a tight seal around my rock-hard cock as she took me deep. Her lips were glossy and shining as she teased the head with her tongue, pushing my sensitivity so high I started bucking and lifting my ass off the bed before she giggled and took me to the hilt.

“I had no idea you were such an amazing cocksucker, sis!” I put my hand on the back of her head, experimentally at first and then harder when she nodded for me to continue. My fingers tangled in her hair, using it as leverage to go deeper. I was using her mouth and it was incredible. “Fuck, I’m getting close! Is it okay if I come?”

“Mmmmh hmmmm!” Kimberly looked ecstatic as she felt my cock swell up even larger in her throat. It started to twitch and buck, bringing me right to the edge, and my sister didn’t slow down for a moment. She picked up the pace, sucking hard as she bobbed up and down like she was eager for her treat.

“Oh fuck sis I love you! I fucking love you...!”

I grabbed Kimmie’s head with both hands and growled as I let go, exploding in her mouth. She slowed down as she felt me come, tightening her cheeks around my shaft as she drank down every drop of my thick, creamy load. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing and milking me dry as waves of pleasure pulsed through my body, draining out of me as I filled my sister’s mouth with cum. As I came down from my peak I felt wrung out, exhausted – and utterly energized.

Kim lapped up the last bit of seed from my dick, cleaning me with her tongue, then planted a kiss on the swollen head.

“Are you okay?” I asked. “I didn’t hurt you...?”

She shook her head. “I’m good, bro. So good. Do you...do you want to do more?”

I knew what she meant. Images of it flickered through my head – me, buried in Kimmie’s sweet pussy, pumping another hot load inside of her while she shuddered and came all over my dick. I sent those images right into her mind and watched as she closed her eyes, riding them.

Something flickered in her face. “Are you...are you doing something to me?”

I froze. And from the look on my face, Kim knew something was wrong. Or that she’d just hit on the truth.

“Come here,” I growled, grabbing her by the hips. “It’s your turn.”

“My turn?” She was still looking confused, but the heat in her gaze was crowding it out, making her not care. “I thought we were going to-”

“I have to know what my sweet sister’s pussy tastes like,” I growled. “I want to eat your cunt, Kim.”

She melted. “Yes,” she whimpered, her cute ass hitting the bed. “I’ve never had a boy that was willing to do that for me before, Daniel. I want it...”

Grinning, I tugged down her pajama pants. Her skin was tanned and flawless underneath, her shining slit bare other than a narrow strip of trimmed pubic hair. I buried my face in her cunt and lapped at her folds, seeking out her clit.

“Fuck! Oh my gawd, Daniel, don’t stop!”

I smiled. I had no intention of stopping until she’d come just as hard as I had. I wasn’t super-experienced in eating a girl out, but my enthusiasm made up for it – and Kimberly was so turned on that it didn’t take long before her hips were quaking on my shoulders, her body tense as a bowstring as she approached climax.

I pumped two fingers inside of her as I lapped at her clit, working my tongue in long slow circles around the sensitive nub. The combination was enough to send my sister over the edge – her inner walls clenched and a flood of sweet honey coated my tongue. Kimberly screamed loud enough to wake the neighborhood, grinding her cunt on my face as she rode out a toe-curling, sheet-clawing orgasm. When she finally relaxed, sweaty and panting, I climbed onto her and mounted her.

“Oh fuck that was so good,” she whimpered, kissing me deeply. “Are you going to fuck me now, bro?”

“Yes,” I said, gripping her breast in my free hand. “I was so jealous of my fingers when they were inside you. You feel so tight and amazing, Kim, I can’t wait to be inside you...”

She looked up at me, something desperate in her eyes. “I need it,” she admitted, “but...do you have a condom?”

I shook my head. The thought hadn’t even occurred to me. “Fuck no.”

“I’m not on the pill,” she protested. “I...I could get pregnant, bro...”

A smile spread across my face. “Good.”

Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of shock – then I felt her hips pushing against me.

“Do it,” she said, her smile matching my own.

“You sure?” I let the head of my cock nestle in her folds, just barely teasing her entrance. Fuck she was so warm and tight – I wanted to bury myself in her balls-deep so badly. But I held back. “You sure you don’t want to wait until we’ve got protection?”

“Fuck no,” she groaned. “I want to feel you unload inside me. “Besides, you already came once – you’re probably good. And if you got me pregnant, I mean...that wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, would it?”

Instead of responding with words, I entered her with one smooth stroke. Kimberly came apart as I bottomed out inside of her, pressing her face to my chest and raking my back with her nails. This was so much better – so much better – than what we’d done with our mouths. She opened for me, letting me into her core, and the head of my cock slammed into her g-spot. I couldn’t stop my hips; I had to fuck harder, faster.

“Oh Jesus,” she panted, her cunt gripping me like a glove. “Fuck bro, you’re so good! I love your cock, I love the way you fuck me!”

I loved the way I fucked her, too. This was so good; if I hadn’t already lost myself inside of Kimmie’s amazing mouth, I would have already been shooting inside of her. Only that thin layer of self-control kept me able to hold back as I rammed her into my bed.

She locked her ankles behind me, nibbling at my earlobe. “Come in me,” she begged. “Give me a baby!”

“What?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Wait, wait, don’t freak out,” she said, putting a hand on my chest to still me. She didn’t know the real reason I was having this reaction – she had no idea about my powers. “Just listen to me, okay? Okay.”

She pursed her lips in that sexy little pout I knew so well, studying me to make sure I didn’t pull out of her. I don’t think I could have even if I wanted to: she felt so amazing, I never wanted to be anywhere but inside her.

“You know what’s my favorite thing about you?” She asked, her voice a husky, bliss-soaked whisper.

In response, I rocked my hips forward and slammed the head of my cock against her g-spot. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she arched her back, momentarily stunned with pleasure. I felt it as an aftershock in the back of my head, one so good that it made me want to do it again and again – but I knew what would happen if I gave in.

“I have an idea,” I growled, the tip of my cock still nestled against her cervix.

“Well,” she giggled, “that’s definitely up there. But what I meant was, you take care of me, Daniel. You were so good when Dad left – without you, this family never would have stayed together. I love that you’re always here for me when I need you – you’re like my protector. And that’s so, so fucking sexy...”

It really was. I could feel how turned on she was getting from her own words, and it was affecting me, too.

“So what?” I groaned, driving deep another time and making her squeal. “You think I’m going to leave you? You’ll always be my sister, Kim – no matter what.”

Her cheeks reddened. “You’re going to college,” she whispered. “Then you’ll find some girl, I know it. After that, you’ll be taking care of her instead. But if you come inside me, if you put a baby in my belly, we’ll be linked. Our souls will be entwined together, you and me, making something beautiful. I know you’d be the best Daddy ever, Daniel. And if you put a baby in me...you’ll never leave. You’ll always take care of me – and him or her, when the baby comes. And I’ll always take care of you...just like this...”

Her hips started to rock, fucking me back with a slow, steadily building intensity. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she had no intention of stopping – this was it, the point of no return. She was going to keep on until I shot deep inside of her, made her pregnant. My own stepsister, my lover – the girl that thanks to my new powers I knew almost as well as I knew myself.

“Would that be so bad?” she asked, putting a hand on the back of my head and using it as leverage to lift herself up and kiss me. She covered my mouth with hers, then slid her face to my ear and teased the opening with the tip of her tongue. “I’ll be such a good wife for you, Sir. And such a good Mommy. I promise I’ll do anything you want – I’ll let you fuck me every time you get a big, hard boner that won’t go away. I love you, Daniel – you’re so fucking hot, you’re so fucking amazing and I want to be your girl forever...”

The words were like ambrosia. My hips suddenly thrust forward, meeting her stroke for stroke, and the two of us were moving in time. She locked eyes with me, understanding passing between the two of us in an instant. Kimberly tossed her head back and laughed, pure joy and relief in one blessed moment, then kissed me again.

“Come in me,” she begged, making that naughty face my sister always pulled when she was trying to get me to do something mischievous. “Blow your load inside me, bro. Aren’t my walls nice and snug around your dick? Don’t all those wet, tight ridges just make you want to fuck me harder and harder until you explode all over my walls?”

They did. They really, really did.

“I can’t stop,” I told her, grabbing her hair for leverage as I pumped even deeper inside of her. The head of my cock was in her core now, grazing her cervix with every thrust, and there was no doubt in my mind that this seed was going to be planted right in her fertile womb.

“Don’t stop!” Her hips were a blur, fucking me back with the same intensity I had for her. “Come in me, bro – shoot for me! Make me a mommy!”

The world went white as I reached the edge and sailed right over. Explosions fired behind my eyes as Kimberly cried out in triumph, embracing me as my cock erupted inside of her womb. She rode me slowly, milking my fat cock dry, teasing every drop of sweet cream from my balls as I painted her inner walls white. At some point I felt her cunt clench around me, sucking me in as her own orgasm fired off in response to mine. She buried her head in my chest, panting and moaning my name as she felt me fertilize her, breed her, bind her to me.

It was exactly what we both wanted.

Later, as I lay there holding her, she turned to me with a sly little smile. “So spill the beans,” she whispered, gently stroking my chest. “How are you doing this?”

“Doing what?” I asked, too immersed in afterglow to see what she meant at first.

“Those images you sent into my head,” she said, that pouty little expression back on her face. “I’m pretty sure those were your sexual fantasies, not mine. And that thing last night where I was masturbating and suddenly started choking myself and talking about how hot I find my brother...that was you, wasn’t it?”

I didn’t know what to say. She took my silence for many things, among them an affirmative.

“It’s okay,” she murmured, resting her head on my shoulder. “I’m not upset. I love you – and honestly, all you did was pour gasoline on a fire that was already burning. I’m so happy that this happened between us, Daniel – you have no idea.”

I was stunned. “You...you mean that?”

She nodded. “Yep. Besides, I remember what it was like growing up – Dad and Mom. He had the same power, didn’t he?”

I stared at her for a long moment. “Yes.”

“I thought so. There was always something about him...I could never figure out what it was. He was like that guy, the one who hypnotized the entire Russian court and made the czar’s wife fuck him.”

“Rasputin,” I said, the knot in my gut unclenching.

“That’s right,” she said, punching my shoulder. “You’re Rasputin, bro. And I’m Rasputin’s perv sister.”

“I’m down with that,” I said, grabbing a handful of her ass. “If you are.”

“Oh,” she moaned. “Definitely.”

We’d been lying there for a few more moments when she asked: “so I’m guessing you knocked Mom out so you could have me all to yourself, too?”

I grinned. “Nah. That was all her.”

“Oh.” She sounded a little disappointed. “I thought you’d been fucking her already.”

“What?” Now I really didn’t get it.

“I just mean, you should control the entire court, right? Or the house, in this case.” She grinned at me. “If we’re going to be doing this more often, you’ve got to get in Mom’s head and make her cool with it, at least. And I know the way you look at her. You’ve got a crush on her – a mommy-crush. You know I might be into that, right?”

I had no idea. And even as I held my sister, the love of my life, in my arms, I started to wonder. Could I have more?
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“What is going on up there?” Mom asked, sounding annoyed. “The show is about to start!”

I bit my lip to keep from crying out, my fingers tangling tighter in my sister Kimmie’s hair. “We’ll be right down,” I said. My toes dug into the carpet as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me, sending chills of pleasure down my spine.

Kimberly pulled back and stroked me hard, gazing up in to my eyes. “She’s totally going to catch us,” she giggled, licking her lips. “She’s gonna come up here and see us...”

“She’s not going to catch shit,” I grunted, sliding the head of my cock between Kim’s lips. “Hurry up, I’m almost there...”

The two of us were standing at the top of the stairs, looking down into the entranceway to the kitchen and living room. Well, I was standing: my stepsister Kimberly was on her knees, sucking my cock like a seasoned pro. She’d been doing that a lot lately.

As she bobbed up and down on my dick, I opened my mind and gently pushed into hers. My special power allowed me to see into the minds of those around me and control their thoughts and emotions: it was something I’d inherited from my father. Right now I was using it to stroke the pleasure center of Kim’s brain, making her dizzy and wet like my cock was buried inside her cunt instead of her throat. Kim groaned with recognition as I tugged, spreading her legs wider so I could send the sensation of fucking and licking through her clit. She shivered with bliss, going faster around my cock, determined to get me off before Mom noticed anything was wrong.

God, its so much nicer to not have to hide this, I thought, bringing Kim’s body right to the edge as mine reached its peak. It’s so much more fun this way...

In the end, I hadn’t had to confess my powers to my stepsister: she’d figured everything out all by herself. Considering my first use of my powers had been to make her masturbate to incest porn while choking herself and screaming that she wanted to fuck her brother, I’m surprised it took her as long as it did. But Kimberly loved me no matter what, and the revelation that I could alter mental states had been a constant source of naughty ideas for her pervy mind. Sucking me off on the stairs had been her idea, although the sensations I was sending through her body to make her come at the same time were 100% me.

Suddenly my own pleasure shot into the stratosphere. I gripped Kim’s hair with both hands, using her like a receptacle for my seed as I thrust between her lips hard and fast. I sailed right over the edge and pulled her right behind me, the two of us coming in perfect, incestuous bliss. Kimberly drank my seed eagerly, twin trails of wetness dribbling down her thighs to stain the carpet as her pussy boiled over.

“Are you alright up there? Do you need me for anything?”

Kimberly let out a little gasp as she sprang off my cock. “No, Mom! We’re coming!” As if to punctuate her statement, a final little jet of seed shot from the tip of my cock and splashed across her face. She giggled and scooped it up, sucking her finger.

“Literally,” I said with a grin.

“You’re so bad,” she said, her face flushed with after glow. “Meanest brother ever!”

“So what do you think?” I wanted to know how her experiment had gone. “Was it better, a guy coming in your mouth right when you did?”

“It was...interesting,” she admitted, taking my offered hand and rising to her feet. “It definitely felt better, but I was so busy coming I couldn’t really taste it.”

“For most girls, that’d be a plus,” I said.

She punched my shoulder. “I’m not most girls. I like the taste of my brother’s cum. You know I like having it it my mouth,” she added in a whisper.

“Almost as much as I like putting it there,” I snarked as we reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Oh mi gawd, shut up!” Her face paled. “If Mom hears you...”

“Mom will only hear what I want her to hear,” I said, putting a hand around Kim’s waist for a moment. “And I’m thinking tonight is the night we do that thing you’ve been talking about, anyway.”

Kim froze. She cast a nervous glance at the living room, where my step-mom Kelly was waiting for us. “Doing to her what...what you did to me? Are you sure?”

“I’m totally sure,” I said, pinching her ass. “I want her. How many times have you told me you want to see me fuck her while you were riding my cock, sis?”

Kim still had the temerity to blush. “Saying something because it’s hot when you’re fucking and actually meaning it are two different things, Daniel.”

I stopped a few feet shy of the doorway, gripping Kim’s shoulder. “Do you want me to do this or not? Because I plan to make us all one big happy family tonight, Kim. Are you not going to be happy if I do that?”

She glanced back at the living room, and I felt an echo of the girl who’d stood in front of my bedroom door that first night for ten minutes, debating whether or not to open it and give in to the fantasies filling her head. Kimberly hadn’t given in that first night – she’d waited to come to me until the next – but that time, I’d let her be her. I hadn’t given her a mental push...

“You’re in my head,” she said in a small voice.

I pulled back instantly. “Yeah,” I said. “I was.”

I felt ashamed of myself, but Kim just sighed and nuzzled close to me. “Okay,” she said, pressing her face against my chest. “I guess. Just...be gentle with Mom, okay?”

“Oh, I will,” I assured her. “Trust me, our tight-ass Mom is going to be a completely different person once she gets a good dicking...”

I trailed off as we entered the living room. Kelly sat on the plush, comfy couch, doing her nails with the bottle of polish on the coffee table. She was dressed in yoga pants and a tight little athletic top, but both Kimberly and I knew she hadn’t been to the gym: this was just for show. There was probably a post on her social media with a sweaty-looking selfie and a ‘gym body’ hashtag, but Mom was all about keeping up appearances more than anything.

“Where were you two?” she snapped, glancing up from her glossy nails. “The movie’s about to start.”

I sighed, and heard Kimberly sighing behind me in almost the same moment. Of all of Kelly’s ridiculous traditions, ‘family movie night’ was by far the one we both dreaded the most. It was something Dad had started in one of his “bring the family together” moods, but nine times out of ten he’d barely been able to make it through the opening credits before disappearing upstairs with Mom for an hour. Now that I was older, I knew exactly what he was doing to her: using his power to take her upstairs and fuck her brains out.

I was eager to reestablish Dad’s tradition.

“Ugh, really?” Kimberly made a big show of rolling her eyes as she settled down on the center cushion of the couch. “That movie is for babies.”

Mom clucked her tongue. “We all know you’re just going to stare at your phone the whole time, anyway,” she snapped. I refrained from saying that pretty much every time we’d done this it was Kelly who spent the entire movie staring at social media – it wouldn’t matter after tonight.

“Plus, its free on on-demand this month,” she added, returning her attention to her nails. “We can at least pretend to be a family for an hour and a half once a week!”

Oh, we’re going to be doing way more than that, I thought, gripping the back of the couch.

There was a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table. I grabbed a handful and settled in on the opposite end of the couch, with Kimmie between us. A quick glance confirmed that Mom wouldn’t be able to casually see what I was doing, but I didn’t want to risk anything.

As she queued up the movie, I closed my eyes and pushed into her mind.

It was so much easier than entering Kimberly’s thoughts, even after a week of practicing on my sister’s mind. Mom hadn’t been the sharpest knife in the drawer at the best of times – it was clear Dad had chosen her for her looks and fertility instead of intelligence – and years of Dad’s control had worn her down into a giggly, vapid bimbo. Entering her mind wasn’t all that much different from sitting down on the couch: a warm, well broken-in couch that was oh-so-comfortable.

As the movie started, I dialed down Mom’s awareness of her surroundings. The only outward sign was a bit of glassiness in her eyes, but by the time I was finished she wasn’t paying attention to anything around her. I hyper-focused her on the movie, to the point that it would take a sharp shove or the smoke alarm going off to break her concentration.

When I was done, I pulled out of her mine with an audible sigh of pleasure. Fuck that feels good, I thought. Exercising my control always left me feeling energized – my cock was straining in my pants from the rush.

I leaned to the side and patted the cushion in front of me. “Come here,” I whispered to Kimberly.

Her eyes widened. She glanced over at our mother and bit her lip. “Are you sure?” she whispered.

“It’s fine,” I assured her. “I’ve got her. Come snug.”

With a naughty little grin, Kimberly pressed her body against mine, resting her head on my chest as she tangled her limbs in mine. The feeling of her warm, soft skin against mine was so good – it felt great just to hold her, to have her female body all over my male frame. Her knee slid up my thigh, grinding against the head of my hard cock, and I put the back of my head against the couch and groaned.

Kimberly glanced back at Mom, frowning. “She really can’t hear us?”

I chuckled. “I’ve got her so focused on that stupid movie. I could fuck your brains out and she wouldn’t notice a thing.”

Kimberly’s cheeks flushed, and her hand closed on the bulge in my pants. “Prove it,” she whispered, daring me to.

Did I have the balls to fuck my sister right in front of my unaware mother? You’re damn right I did. A grin spread across my face as I reached between Kimberly’s thighs and slid my fingers under the hem of her pajama pants.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, arching her back as my digits slid into her sopping wetness.

“You’re a bad girl,” I growled, my lips against her ear, my fingers a blur between her thighs. “Are you getting off on the thought of fucking me right in front of Kelly?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “That’s so fucking hot,” she panted. “Please fuck me, Daniel – please?”

I’d been planning to brainwash Mom first – but this was too tempting an offer to resist.

“Spread your legs, bad girl,” I grunted, standing up and grabbing Kimberly’s hips. I turned her around so that she was on all fours on the couch, her hands pressing into the fabric and one foot on the floor. Glancing back at me with a wink, she raised her other foot until her slender ankle rested on the big back of the couch, spreading her wide. I could see her pussy dripping, smell the feral musk coming off of her needy cunt, and when I looked past I her I could see Kelly staring at the TV, oblivious to what her daughter and stepson were doing.

My boxers were down to my ankles in a flash. I brought one hand down on Kim’s ass, grabbing a fat handful of it as the flesh reddened beneath my fingers.

“Ah!” She clapped a hand over her mouth, but it didn’t matter: Mom couldn’t hear us. My sister’s loudest screams would be like a slight buzz of static in her ears; not enough to make her look away.

With a savage grin, I smacked her ass again. “You like a little pain with your pleasure, don’t you Sis? I can see your cunt quivering every time I slap you – you love getting used, don’t you?”

In response, she looked over her shoulder at me, tossing her hair over the other.

“Remember that first night,” she teased, her face red with excitement. “When you made me choke myself while I masturbated?”

How the fuck could I forget? My cock throbbed against her thigh as the image filled my mind’s eye.

“That,” she admitted, “was the hottest fucking thing that’s ever happened to me-”

I cut her off with a thrust of my hips, the head of my cock spreading her folds and driving deep into my sister’s cunt. I filled her with one smooth stroke, watching as her face collapsed into an expression of pure bliss as I bottomed out inside of her. Her eyes rolled back into her head, only the whites showing as they fluttered. A low cry of pleasure erupted from her throat as her inner muscles clenched around me.

“Fuck that’s so good ohmigawd...”

Kimberly twitched like my cock was a taser, the full girth sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She slid up it, down it, then suddenly flushed crimson as every muscle in her body drew taut. I reached out and pushed into her head, finding exactly what I’d expected: a tidal wave of pleasure. One stroke had been all it needed to send her over the edge – my darling sister was so excited from the wrongness of being in front of her Mom that she came instantly.

“Jesus,” she panted, puffing out her cheeks as she came down from her peak. “Your cock is so fucking good, Master...”

I pulled out of her oh-so-slowly, teasing her clit with the head of my cock as I exited her warm, dripping channel. Aftershocks of pleasure rocked her young body, but she frowned with confusion as I pulled out of her completely.

“What are you doing?” she asked, bewildered. “You haven’t come yet – you’re still so hard...”

“I know,” I said. “I think it’s time to introduce Mom to this dick.”

Kimberly’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she scooted off the couch.

“You’re really going to do that?” She didn’t sound displeased – in fact, the tone of her voice implied she was already ready to go for a second round. “Are you sure you want to do this, bro?”

“More sure than I’ve ever been,” I grunted, giving my cock a stroke.

She looked at Kelly, flushing deeply with arousal. “How are you going to do it?”

“Just watch me.”

I sat down next to Kelly, my naked body pressed against the thin fabric of her athletic top and yoga pants. Still grinning, I pushed into her head. Mom hadn’t noticed anything was wrong – she was still hyper-focused on the stupid movie, exerting a concentration my bimbo mother had never been able to keep for anything other than the domestic chores Dad had placed inside her head.

I dialed her awareness all the way down – and then, gently, snipped the thread completely.

There was no physical change in Mom. The fact that she was no longer even seeing the movie didn’t reach her head – she continued to stare straight at the screen, like someone in a trance. She was blind, but she wasn’t seeing blackness – I’d was more like I’d transformed the entirety of her eye into one big blind spot.

As soon as it was done, I rose from the couch and turned off the movie. Mom frowned slightly, the sudden lack of dialogue tickling something in the back of her brain, but she didn’t rise out of the trance I’d placed her in.

“Let’s just switch this,” I whispered, fiddling with the remote. “And...there.”

I’d switched from our cable box to the server I had connected to the hard drive in my room. I could stream any video I had on my computer to the screen, and I knew exactly the one I wanted to show Mom.

After all, it and I had a lot of history.

There was a glitch as the video buffered, and then began to play. It was the same video Kimberly had been watching the night I’d first pushed into her mind; the one I’d put on in my room in the background as she gave me her virginity, letting me be the first man to shoot inside of her sweet, tight cunt. I didn’t bother with the preliminaries – I skipped right to the good stuff, the actress sucking off her ‘brother’ on the couch while whimpering over how good his cock tasted.

At the same time, I reached out and dialed Mom’s awareness back up. She gave a jerk as she became cognizant of what she was watching, almost breaking out of the trance.

“Shhh, relax,” I commanded, putting a hand on her shoulder. The anxiety in Mom’s stomach uncoiled at my touch, a mewling whine leaving her lips that was almost animal-sounding.

“It’s okay, Mom,” I grunted, sliding a hand around her slender shoulders. My fingers reached out to tug down the hem of her top, exposing one breast. She whimpered, trying to get me to stop, but she was fixated on the screen, unable to tear herself away. I could literally feel her starting to get wet, and feel her shame at getting wet – and it was impossible to tell which one turned me on more.

“That’s right,” I murmured, stroking her nipple as I slid deeper into her mind. “It feels good, doesn’t it, Mommy? It feels right. Totally natural...”

Mom was moaning now, her tits heaving as she clenched her thighs together. If she was allowed to move, she’d have been clawing at the cushions, back arched as she rode wave after wave of shameful pleasure. But thanks to me, she could do nothing but sit there as the tide pulled her under. She was losing herself, and there was nothing she could do about it.

“Isn’t what they’re doing so hot?” I growled, pointing at the screen. Then I leaned in close and whispered in Kelly’s ear. “That’s what Kimmie and I do while you’re asleep, Mom.”

The jerking was more violent this time. Mom knew something was wrong, was trying to desperately claw her way out of my trance, but it was like trying to scale a sheer rock wall. She couldn’t get a mental handhold to pull herself out, and I made sure she kept slipping deeper.

“Your daughter is such a good cocksucker, Mom,” I said with a little chuckle. “Honestly, I wonder where she got it from. I wonder if it runs in the family.”

A single tear dribbled down Kelly’s cheek, staining her mascara.

“Just do it,” Kimberly pleaded, tucking her legs underneath herself on the couch. “Please. Make her love it. You’re hurting her, Master.”

I laughed and shook my head. How could Kimberly understand? Kelly’s tears weren’t from fear or pain: they came from somewhere much deeper, a primal part of her brain that had only been touched before by my father. Kelly’s core recognized that touch, and as soon as I reached into her it sang out with pure bliss at being owned again, at having those well-worn trails brought back to life.

Mom might have been fighting me, but deep down she was crying tears of joy. She wanted to be owned again.

“Fine,” I said, putting a hand on top of Kelly’s head. “I’m so fucking horny anyway. I can’t wait to have both of you...”

Then I concentrated my will, sending it down into my fingers, and forced myself into Mom’s head harder than I’d ever dared use my powers before.

This time she did arch her back. Mom twitched and writhed like I was filling her with electric current, her head tilted to the side so she could keep her eyes on the screen as her mind exploded with pure, filthy pleasure. All the old commands Dad had given her: to be a bimbo, to keep her body pristine and ready for fucking at all times, to serve and worship her man – lit up in her brain like Christmas lights, sending multiple orgasms cascading through her hot MILF body. It turned me on even more just watching her.

I held Mom at the peak long enough to make sure I had complete control, then slowly eased her back down. She collapsed into the couch cushions, sweaty and glowing, and spread her legs wide as if conditioned to. There was a dark spot on her yoga pants, growing like a fucking puddle between her thighs. Her tongue lolled out of the side of her mouth for a few more seconds before she could get it back under control.

Mom finally turned away from the screen – I was no longer focusing her – and stared at me. Her eyes went wide, filling with love and devotion as she gazed at the face of her new owner.

“Master,” she whimpered, the very word something I could feel right in my balls.

“Yes,” I said, nodding. “That’s me, Mom. The man of the house.”

She bit her lip, glancing between me and Kimberly with an almost comical nervousness. “I...I think deep down, I always hoped you’d have the same ability as your father,” she confessed. “I missed....I miss being a little bimbo slave so much...”

“You’ll be my bimbo slave forever,” I told her, watching her melt. “Now get on your knees and show me where Kimberly got that sweet little mouth from.”

With a look of pure rapture on her face, Mom slid down to the floor. She tugged my pants down one leg at a time, the incest video still playing behind her head on the screen.

“I can’t wait to taste your cock, son,” she purred, her eyes shining with manic intensity. “Oh fuck, I haven’t had a nice hard dick in my mouth in so long...”

She tugged down my boxers next, and my fat cock sprang free. I was more than primed from fooling around with Kim – the shaft was coated in a sticky layer of precum, a big vein in the side throbbing a little faster as Mom stared.

“Fuck,” Mom groaned, moving forward. Then, inches away, she stopped. I wondered what the hell she was doing when she looked up at me and erased all doubt.

“May I please suck your cock, Master?” She asked, pursing her lips like the bimbo Dad had trained her to be.

Always make them say please, I thought with pride, slapping the head of my cock against Mom’s cheek.

“Ask again,” I said, hearing the excitement in my own voice. “I want to hear you beg for it, Mommy.”

“Please let me put in my mouth,” Mom whined, her voice sliding upward into a dumb, ditzy octave. “I need it so so bad! I want to milk your balls dry, son – I want every drop of that hot, creamy load right in Mommy’s throat...”

I’d heard more than enough. God, I wanted this.

“Suck my cock,” I panted, my own throat suddenly dry. “Suck me off until I come, and don’t stop, Mom!”

Kelly made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and brought it down over the tip of my cock. Warm wetness enveloped me as she slid down the shaft, taking the whole thing in her gorgeous mouth like the words ‘gag reflex’ were a foreign concept. Her eyes closed in rapture as her tongue caressed my shaft, her flawless glossy lips taking me all the way down and nestling in my short pubic hair. In moments I was completely in her throat, her tight muscles gripping me as her tongue swirled around the head, and I was in heaven.

Mom gasped a bit and pulled all the way off, her face flushed. She licked her lips, nearly shaking wth excitement.

“You taste so...amazing,” she groaned, her eyes rolling up into her head. “Fantastic. Delicious. Fucking sinful...”

Before she could continue praising my cock, I grabbed the back of her head and forced her back down on it. Surprise showed on her face for a moment, then she moaned as I forced my way down her throat. She was used to this, too: she craved being dominated, treated like a common whore the way my Dad used to.

“I don’t want any more words out of you,” I groaned, my shaft on fire with pleasure. “Just sucking.”

Mom eagerly complied. In moments she was bobbing back and forth like a cork, inhaling my thick shaft with her lips like there was nothing else in the world. I watched her work for a few moments, spellbound by the sight of my manhood sinking into my mother’s mouth, then looked over to see Kimberly fucking salivating as she watched Mom go.

“This is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” she whispered, meeting my gaze.

“Come here,” I commanded.

She slid over and I took the back of her head with my other hand and covered her mouth with my own. She was warm and yielding, her young body melting against me as we made out. I tore her shirt off with a single motion, manhandling her breasts hard enough to bruise them. I didn’t care, all that mattered was my own pleasure. It felt good to squeeze her while Mom sucked me off – it made everything feel even more pleasurable. 

Breaking the kiss, I turned my attention back to Kelly. “Look at your daughter,” I commanded, forcing her eyes upward. “Check out the topless little minx you brought into this world, Mommy. You made a perfect little slut for me to fuck, and now her holes are my absolute favorite...”

Mom moaned, only the whites of her eyes showing as my compliment sent a flood of pleasure through her body. I wasn’t about to leave it there, though – I wanted to tease her more. Really twist the knife.

“I’ve been fucking her every night,” I confessed. I swear I felt Mom’s lips suck me even tighter as she heard. “Every night after you go to bed, she crawls into my room and spreads her legs for me. We don’t ever use protection, either – I’m pretty sure I’ve already gotten her pregnant, Mom. What do you think of that?”

Kelly pulled off of me, stroking me hard as she calmed down enough to speak. “I’m so happy,” she whispered, her voice filled with religious ecstasy. “My daughter and I should be pregnant for you all the time, Master – we should be constantly swollen with your babies. You shouldn’t even have to wait – as soon as Kimberly has hers, you should mount her and pump another brat right into her fertile pussy...”

I grinned. Now she was getting it. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do, Mom,” I growled, sliding my hand between Kimberly’s thighs. “Your lives are over now. That little bit of freedom you got back after Dad left – gone. You two are my full-time slaves now. My submissive female breeding sluts. A happy family harem, serving the man of the house...”

Fuck, every word sounded hotter than the one before. I could feel myself getting close.

Mom giggled and stroked me harder, as if she knew exactly what was going on in my balls. “I hated freedom, anyway,” she purred, grinning like a cat. “All I wanted was to be someone’s mindless little bimbo again. I know Kimberly’s going to love it too...”

“I do, Mom.” My fingers were deep in Kimberly’s cunt – if it weren’t for my control, she’d be writhing and shuddering as she dripped all over them. “I love Daniel – I want to marry him and make us a real family. I want to fill this house with babies!”

“Oh sweetie,” Mom said with a grin, “you don’t need to be married to have babies! You’ve just got to ride his dick...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore.  A growl left my throat as my hips bucked forward, losing all control.

Mom’s mouth dropped open as the cock in her hand spurted, erupting like a geyser all over her face and tits. The feel of it sent her over the edge into climax – another of Dad’s old implanted triggers – so I got to experience the amazing sight of my stepmom coming her brains out while my cock shot streak after streak of thick seed all over her make up. By the time I was coming down from my peak she was dripping – glazed like it was three guys instead of one depositing their loads on her.

“Oh mi gawd son!” Mom scooped up a big gob of seed and lapped it up. “Fuck, you came so much...”

“Ahhh, I couldn’t help it!” I leaned against the back of the couch, shading my eyes with my forearm. “The shit you were saying was so fucking filthy! You’re such a whore, Mom!”

“Mmmh, you know I’ll be your whore whenever you want, son.” Mom bent down and started cleaning my shaft with her tongue, bathing it as she licked up every drop of my virile load. “I love you, baby. You’re my Master, now and forever.”

“Damn right,” I groaned, Mom’s tongue sending aftershocks of pleasure through me.

Mom kept working, then glanced up at me a few moments later. “So you’ve bred my daughter. That makes me so wet, Daniel...and jealous. Do you have any idea how badly I’ve wanted another baby in my tummy?”

I shook my head.

“Every night I prayed for your father to come back and fuck me,” Mom confessed, giggling like this was the most normal conversation in the world. “I begged for it to happen on my most fertile day, so that I’d be sure of getting all big and swollen with his babies. And guess what today is, son?”

Now it was my turn to look surprised. “No fucking way.”

Mom bit her lip. “I still keep track. Right now, you have the best chance of breeding your mother, Master. Will you...would you please fuck a baby into me?”

“I would be honored,” I said, relaxing into the couch. “Get on top of me, Mom. I want to see those big tits bouncing in my face as I breed you.”

With a girlish squeal that sounded more suited to Kimberly, Mom climbed into my lap. Instantly I could feel the warmth rolling off her cunt: Mom wasn’t kidding about this being her fertile day. She was like an oven!

“I’m fucking dripping,” she panted, grinding her cunt on my leg as she prepared to straddle me. It left a streak of her juices, and I ran my fingers through it then brought it to her lips.

“Taste yourself,” I commanded. “I’m going to make you do the same thing after I’m done fucking you.”

Mom sucked my fingers like they were her favorite treat, groaning as she tasted her wet, feral pussy. 

“You seem ready,” I told her, grunting with need.

“I’m so ready,” she whimpered. She wasn’t wrong: I could feel her thighs quivering with excitement, the tip of my cock pointing into her folds like the ‘x’ on a treasure map. “Please breed me, son. Make me a Mommy again...”

I put both hands on Kelly’s ass and squeezed, then pulled her to me. My cock slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, filling her tight channel and stretching her walls around the shaft. It was an instant orgasm for Mom, who screamed with joy as I bottomed out hilt-deep inside of her.

That must have been another trigger, I thought. My cock will always make you cum. God, I can’t wait to discover what other dirty little suggestions she’s been loaded up with...

Mom recovered quickly and showed me what a decade plus of experience can do when contrasted with her daughter. She wasted no time; grinding my cock like piston against her g-spot as her hips flexed, taking me deep. Her big, soft tits bobbed in my face and soon I was squeezing them, twisting them, pressing them together to see what they’d look like in a tight little bodice.

Out of curiosity, I pulled one into my mouth and sucked at her nipple – and almost shot inside of her as a flood of warm, creamy milk coated my tongue.

“I thought you might discover that,” Mom panted, working up a sweat as she gave her son the fucking of a lifetime. “Your Dad decided he liked me lactating so much that I should stay that way all the time. He used to have my tits with his coffee for breakfast...”

I’ve got to try that, I thought, drinking deep. Mom’s milk was as warm as her cunt, less sweet than the department-store stuff and fuller-tasting somehow. I sucked greedily at one tit then moved to the next, jackhammering in her cunt as I rapidly approached the edge.

“I’ll be such a good mommy,” Kelly whimpered, able to feel me reaching my peak. “I’m so full of milk all the time – I’ll take such good care of your babies. And you! Shoot in my pussy, Master – make me your pregnant bitch!”

I didn’t want to come yet, but Mom’s pussy was just too good. Instead I fucked harder, faster, coming right to the point of no-return and sailing right over. My hands dug into her ass as I buried myself as deeply as I could, wanting to waste not a single drop of my seed. The head of my cock grazed her cervix as I let go, aimed like a cannon at her fertile core.

“Yes! Yes! Come for Mommy! Come for me, baby, shoot all your stuff...”

Mom came yet again as I erupted inside of her, the walls of her cunt clenching around me as tight as a glove. Somewhere in the back of my mind I knew this was another trigger designed to make impregnating her easier, but the greater part of me couldn’t focusing on anything except pumping my load deep into her womb. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I rode wave after wave, each one as powerful as an orgasm as I filled Mom’s cunt to the brim and then some.

When it was finally over, I slid out of her and replaced my cock with my fingers. I shoved them deep, Mom’s walls gripping them and sucking in my load as I finger-fucked my seed deeper into her cunt. Once I was well and truly satisfied that she’d been bred, I removed my fingers from her cunt and rammed them into her mouth.

“Taste them,” I commanded, sounding savage. “Taste your freshly-fucked pussy, Mommy. Taste your heirs.”

It was only when the sharp tang of my seed hit her tongue that Mom had her third, most devastating orgasm. I left her convulsing with pleasure on the floor, every inch of her body concentrating on fertilizing her womb, and curled up with Kimberly on the couch.

I was spent. But I’d done what I set out to do: turned both Mom and Kimberly into my devoted, bimbo slaves. Neither of them would ever leave me – and soon our little family was about to get much, much bigger.

I couldn’t have been happier.
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I'm the man of the house, I thought. I should be able to do something about this. I need to do something about this.

I watched as my step-mother Cheryl listlessly unpacked the groceries I had brought in, a worried frown on her face. Mom was a beautiful woman, but lately that face was the only one she had been making around the house. It had been two weeks since Dad was redeployed to Afghanistan, and the blanket of sadness that had settled over the house showed no signs of lifting any time soon. The smiling, laughing, vibrant woman my Dad had married five years ago had disappeared the day he left. I didn't know what to do – if there was even anything I could do to cheer her up.

“Let me help with those,” I said, putting down the last of the heavy paper bags and stepping between her and the refrigerator.

“No, of course not,” Mom said, her voice sounding frazzled. “You bought them, I put them away – that's the deal.”

She reached out to take the bag I was holding. Only after a few seconds of standing there did she realize I wasn't going to hand it to her. Her gaze met mine, and tears appeared in the corners of her eyes.

“Oh, give me those,” she said, snatching the bag away. “I feel so goddamned useless around here.”

My hand touched her shoulder. It felt warm and soft under my fingers – my mind flashed on all the times Dad had calmed her down in just the same way. “Mom, I know it's hard. You're worried about Dad.”

“Worried, anxious, hell – every adjective in the book,” she said, wiping her eye with the back of her hand. “Ever since your father left us again, I...I feel like a different person. I mean, look at me.”

It was true – Mom was usually a fashion plate, but she'd let her clothes and makeup go all over the place – but saying that wouldn't help anything. “It's what's inside that counts,” I said, giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze. “But...let's face it, Mom – you've been a zombie lately. I've noticed it, and Megan's definitely noticed it.”

That was also sort of a lie. Megan was my older sister – my step-sister, from Mom's previous marriage. She was a year or two older than me, and already had one foot out the door. Mom probably could have been walking around on fire without her noticing, but I wasn't about to say that.

“I know, sweetheart,” Cheryl said, pulling me into a hug. “And I know it isn't fair to you or Megan. I'm not being the sort of mother you're used to having. But, there's nothing I can do about that. I just need the two of you to give me a little more time.”

But more time wasn't what I had. You're the man of the house, now, Dad had said as he left that fateful morning. Take care of Cheryl and Megan, exactly like I would.

I couldn't do that – I wasn't Dad. Dad always knew exactly how to handle things with the “girls”, as he jokingly called them. But maybe there was something I could do...

“Mom,” I said, pulling away, “There's something I want you to let me try. I think it really might help you a lot.”

She looked me over and nodded. “Of course, baby. Anything for my little Jeremy.”

This was it. The moment I'd been thinking about, planning for – hell, dreaming about ever since Dad left. “I want you to let me hypnotize you.”

Her reaction wasn't as bad as I had feared – but it wasn't exactly great, either. “Hypnotize? Honey, that's silly – you can't hypnotize people.”

“Actually, Mom...you can. I can.” I had rehearsed the lie a dozen times, looking in the mirror to make sure I looked sincere. “After Dad got home from being deployed the first time...I did it to him.”

She was equal parts intrigued and wary. “Wait. You did what to Frank?”

“He didn't want me to tell you,” I lied. All of this was bullshit – my Dad didn't know hypnosis from hydroplaning. But I knew that, in his own way, he'd approve. “After he got home...things were kind of bad with him for a while, remember?”

She nodded. Her face remained impassive, but the way her skin went a shade whiter betrayed that she was thinking about the bad old days. “Yes, dear. I remember.”

“I helped him through some of that,” I said. “I don't know if you'd call it PTSD or what, but remember? He got better really fast.”

He 'got better' because he quit drinking so much a week or two after he got home, but of course Mom didn't know about that. She thought it over, and slowly began to look less like she didn't believe me.

“Really.” She looked at me as if she were seeing me for the first time. “You...hypnotized Frank? And helped him with his...issues?”

“It was like therapy,” I said, sounding more confident then I felt. “And I can do the same thing for you, Mom – if you'll let me. I think it would help with your anxiety, calm you down, help you enjoy life while Dad is gone.”

She paused, thinking it over. I couldn't tell which way she was leaning, so I decided to tip the scales one final time:

“You know it's what Dad would want, Mom. He wouldn't want you suffering like this the whole time he's gone.”

Her eyes flashed, and I knew I had won. “You're right, honey. Of course you are. God, I hit the jackpot when I married Frank.” She ruffled my hair. “I got a wonderful man and a loving son in the bargain. I'll give it a try, honey – but I've got to warn you, I don't think I'd be a particularly good subject.”

“That's okay, Mom,” I said quickly. “Dad didn't think so, either.”

She shook her head in bewilderment. “Where did you learn all this, by the way?”

“Oh, here and there,” I said slyly. “It's sort of a hobby of mine.”

Mom finished putting the last few groceries in the fridge, turning her back to me as she did so. I couldn't help but sneak a peek at her ass when she did – even in those frumpy clothes, it was fine and round. She hadn't been slacking off long enough for her body to start looking like her clothes.

And if all this works out the way I think it will, she'll be wearing something way more appropriate soon, I thought with a secret little smile.

“Can we try it now?” I asked, a little too eagerly.

“Hmm, I don't know – I don't know that I'm up for it right this instant, sugar. What about tonight?”

Shit. “Tonight's no good,” I said. “Megan's going to be here.”

“So?”

“I'm worried,” I confessed. This time I didn't need to lie. “I'm afraid she might not understand what we're doing.”

“Why, what's there to be ashamed of?” she asked, then patted me on the shoulder. “Okay, we'll try it this afternoon. How about you give me an hour or so to decompress, take a shower, and then I'll give this therapy thing of yours a shot?”

Success! “Sounds great, Mom.”

“Wonderful. Now if you'll excuse me,” Mom said, pulling a beer from the fridge, “I'm going to go relax a bit. Try and work on this anxiety, just in case my wonderful son can't magic it all away.” She walked off, her slender hips giving the slightest wiggle as she headed for the stairs.

An instant later, I was off. I had to get things ready – I had lots of work to do.






Chapter Two

––––––––
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There was one other lie I had told Cheryl downstairs. I told her hypnosis was my hobby. It was more like my obsession.

I went up to my room and booted the computer, loading up all the folder I'd stocked with all sorts of materials about hypnosis over the last few months. I knew most of it by heart, but my eyes still drank it in, fantasies of hypnotic dominance and control playing in my mind's eye all the while.

God, Cheryl was a hottie. The fact that she was my Mom didn't matter – she was still a sexy older woman, and for a guy at the age where anything with boobs causes an instant boner, having a choice piece like Cheryl walking around the house in yoga pants and a tight workout top has led to many, many wet dreams. I'd had my share of girlfriends, of course – I wasn't a complete nerd – but Mom remained my number one fantasy, my unattainable dream fuck. I couldn't even count the number of times I'd fantasized about her offering to “teach me” how to please a girl my age.

But of course, acting on my fantasy had always been impossible – for one thing, Mom was head-over-heels in love with Frank. They tried to be quiet about it, but even at their age I could hear Dad most nights, banging Mom against the headboard and making her moan his name. For another, there was no way Cheryl would agree to it, 'step' son or no. She thought of me as her real son – and if I was being honest with myself, I thought of her as my real Mom, too.

But then two things happened at once, and suddenly my dream didn't seem so insane – Dad got his orders to re-deploy, and I discovered the powers of hypnosis. I'd spent the months leading up to his departure researching, watching videos, and practicing my craft, preparing for the day when Frank would leave and make me the 'man of the house.' When it would just be Mom, me, and a big, empty house.

The way I figured it, I had nothing to lose. If I started the hypnosis and it obviously wasn't working, I'd abort the whole thing – let Mom believe she was right, that she just wasn't a “good subject” for the whole thing. But if it worked...

If it worked, I was going to be relieving her stress in an entirely different way.

My cock was throbbing in my pants, but I ignored it as I scanned documents, familiarizing myself with some last-minute details. Taking a break now could ruin everything; while success would mean the end of having to pleasure myself.

Just after I satisfied myself that I was prepared, I heard Mom's voice from upstairs: “Jeremy? Mom's ready, baby.”

I felt like I was walking on clouds as I made my way up the stairs. 

I pulled open the bedroom door – and froze for a moment, struggling to gain control of myself. Cheryl had taken a shower, alright, and her hair was still wet. She'd wrapped herself in a terry-cloth bathrobe I couldn't remember seeing, and it must have been very old – it covered less of her thighs and hips than a mini skirt would've. Between that and the cleavage peeking out at me from above the knotted sash, it was plain as day she wasn't wearing anything underneath it.

Fortunately, Mom didn't recognize the look on my face – or she mistook it for anxiety. “I'm ready,” she said with just a hint of nervousness. “I thought we could do it in here – is there where you and your father had therapy?”

I weighed the pros and cons of saying yes, then realized I had no idea whether that was a good idea or not. Fuck it. “Yeah. That's a good idea. Why don't you lie down on the bed – make sure you get into a comfortable position, one you wouldn't mind lying in for a while.”

She shrugged and settled down onto the bed, smoothing out the bottom of her robe to keep it from bunching up.

“Alright, I'm plenty comfy,” she said with a girlish little laugh. “What now?”

“Now,” I said, reaching behind my back, “you put these on.” With a flourish, I produced a large pair of headphones Dad had bought me just before his first deployment. They were top of the line, noise canceling; perfect for my purposes.

“Headphones?” A worried look crossed Mom's face. “How am I supposed to hear you with those on, sweetie?”

“It's okay,” I said with a little smile. “I have this.” I held up the microphone. “It transmits directly, so you'll be able to hear everything I say.”

Mom nodded, obviously impressed. “Well, alright.”

A few moments later, a pleasant thrum of bass from the earphones let me know Mom was plugged in and slowly drifting away. I had found the audio tracks on the Deep Web, on a page that had taken days of link-chasing and messaging to find. They contained subliminal messaging that made the listener more susceptible to hypnotic commands. I had tried them on myself, and had definitely felt something – I was praying it wasn't just the placebo effect.

“Mmh, this is nice,” Mom said after a minute. Her arms and legs relaxed, spreading out on the bed like she was making a snow angel in the comforter. Her head lolled back on her neck; her eyes were growing more glassy by the second.

“That's right,” I said, testing the mic. “It's so nice to just lay there and not worry about anything. It's so nice not have to have to think.”

“Uh huh,” Cheryl whispered.

Time to test it. “Say it,” I commanded her.

She frowned. “Say what?”

“That it's good to not think.”

“Oh.” A relieved smile spread across her face. “It's so nice not to think. I feel so relaxed, Jeremy. This is wonderful.”

“It is,” I agreed. “It feels so good. In fact, the less you think, the better it feels. Letting go is wonderful – it's bliss. All your anxieties, everything you're worrying about, the more you let go of it, the better you'll feel.”

There was no response for a few moments; just the pounding bass of the subliminal track in Mom's earphones. Suddenly she inhaled her breath in a hiss, the muscles in her slender throat went taut as her back arched.

“Oh, wow,” she said, and I knew more than enough about girls to know what kind of feeling was behind those words. “That is amazing. I feel so...I...”

Something was wrong. Her face was turning as red as the shag carpet in our first apartment. Instead of lying there contentedly, her body rolled back and forth and fidgeted.

“Mom?” I forced the worry out of my voice. “What's wrong? What are you feeling?”

“This is wrong,” she gasped. “It's embarrassing – I'm your mother, you shouldn't see me when I'm...feeling good like that.”

Oh. So that was it. Well, I had just the remedy for that.

“Nonsense,” I said with an indulgent smile. I plopped my ass on the side of the bed and stroked the top of her hand. “There's nothing wrong with that. In fact, you're not worried about it at all.”

“I'm not?” She asked – then repeated it, and it was no longer a question. “I'm not.”

“Exactly. You feel amazing – no worries, no cares. In fact...” An idea just occurred to me. “What would you be doing right now if Frank were here? If you didn't have a care in the world?”

Her lips pursed in a pouty little smile. “Oh, I don't know. I'd probably be sitting by the pool, getting a tan. Frank loves it when I get some sun for him.”

“Yeah?” I was smiling now, too. “What's his favorite part?”

She bit her lip. “When he gets me in bed later and takes my clothes off. Seeing tan lines around my pussy and my tits just drives him wild, it's like he turns into an animal...oh God! I'm so sorry, Jeremy – I know that must embarrass you. I just feel so relaxed right now. Like I could tell you anything...”

I nodded. “Perfectly fine, Mom. In fact, why don't we take this outside? Go get your bikini on and we'll hit the pool.”

Her lips parted in surprise – and, a moment later, delight. “Why, that is a fantastic idea. I think I will...”

She stood up, still in a trance, and made her way to her dresser. The cord between the headphones and the mic stretched until the headset slipped off the back of her head and landed on the floor. For an instant, I was worried – then Mom began to hum the melody of the tune, bobbing to it as if there was an invisible radio only she could hear. I laughed with relief: these tapes worked even better than the people on the internet said they did. She wasn't doing anything I didn't want her to do.

As if I wasn't even there, Mom stripped off her clothes and began rummaging in the dresser for her bikini. When she turned, I had a side-view of her everything I could have wanted to see. It was a little odd, being treated like I wasn't in the room, but my cock didn't care – the sight of Cheryl's firm, heavy tits and neatly shaved mound had me dripping precum in my boxers. It took everything I had not to order her to drop to her knees and blow me – patience, Jeremy. The last thing I wanted to do was ruin this.

Mom slipped on her bottoms and tied her top, then turned to face me. If her flashing me bothered her, she didn't show it. “Alright,” she said with a smile, “let's go.”

A few minutes later I was lying out by the pool, staring at my Mom as she rubbed suntan lotion onto her cleavage and belly. The pool was nice; Frank had given it to Cheryl, Megan and I as an absentee Christmas present when he was deployed and it was built to spec, with a marble enclosure and a privacy wall around the backyard. Mom could easily have gone topless back here and dispensed with the 'tan lines' if Frank hadn't liked them so much.

“Hey, baby,” Mom said, snapping me out of my reverie. “Can you give me a little help with this?”

She motioned behind her, the suntan lotion clasped in her hand. I was more than willing to help.

I took the bottle and glanced down at her. “Lay down on your stomach and I'll rub it on your back, Mom.”

She did so, lifting her legs and crossing one ankle over the other like she was posing for a magazine as she stared out over the water. “Thank you, baby. It's so nice having someone to help with that. I haven't had time to get out here lately.”

“I'm sure,” I said absentmindedly. My fingers were against her skin, rubbing the lotion into her back, and she was warm and soft under my hands. They wanted to undo the bikini top, to dig beneath the thin fabric covering her ass...but I resisted.

“Would Dad be doing this, if he were here?” I asked.

Mom snickered. “For about two seconds – then he'd have his hands all over my ass. Your father is such a horndog – I've never met a man who goes so wild over ass cheeks before.”

“I'm more of a tit man myself,” I said, my fingers running over the strap of her top. “Sorry if that was TMI.”

“Oh, not at all,” she said, laughing. “That's really interesting, actually. I should have realized – both of the girls you've brought home were certainly well-endowed in the chest department...”

I couldn't take it any more. “Let me see them,” I commanded.

She rolled halfway over and froze, looking up at me. Her eyes were glazed over, her mind still locked in trance – but there was still a flicker of her will in there, resisting me. Damn! Next time I'd have to put her under longer.

I realized, with glee, that I was already thinking of a next time.

“Baby, I don't know,” she said. “Mom's don't go topless around their sons, dear.”

“Come on.” This time I was less forceful, more persuasive. “It's just the two of us back here. Besides, you said it yourself – you don't have anything I haven't seen on my girlfriends before.”

“Well...”

“It will feel good,” I said. “The more clothes you lose, the more relaxed you are – the better everything feels.”

The resistance drained out of her. “Alright,” she said, her voice a little flat. Reaching behind her, she undid the knot that held her top on and discarded the whole thing.

“So, what do you think?” She asked after a moment.

I couldn't tear my eyes away. Cheryl's tits were mouth-watering, but if I told the truth about the things I wanted to do to them, she'd slap me and I'd have fucked up my one chance. “Very nice,” I said. “Dad has good taste.”

She blushed. “This is so wrong. You're my son...”

“Step son,” I reminded her. “And you don't look like you're particularly upset. Now come here.”

Her brow furrowed in confusion. “What for?”

“I've got to get some lotion on those – you don't want them to burn.”

“Oh, silly me – of course,” she said, thrusting her tits at me with a smile. “You're such an attentive son.”

“I live to serve,” I said, taking her tits in my shaking hands. The flesh was soft and yielding under my fingers. I cupped them, squeezed them, ran lotion-covered hands over her nipples until it looked like someone had come sunscreen all over her breasts and my cock was about to explode in my boxers.

Mom, meanwhile, was definitely beginning to feel something. She let out little groans of pleasure as I ran my thumb over her nipple and gave it a little squeeze. “Oh...oh shit. Oh, Jeremy, that feels so good...”

“You want me to stop, Mom?”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “No, baby. I wouldn't want them to get sunburned...”

I grinned and went back to work. This was amazing, more than I had hoped for when I first began to research hypnosis – but I still wanted more.

“It's so lonely around here without Dad, isn't it?” I asked. 

She bit her lip and nodded. “So lonely...”

“You're so lonely without Dad here. So starved for affection. So deprived of contact...”

“Mmh hmm,” she groaned, leaning into my hands as they caressed her breasts. “You're so right, baby. You really know how to cut right to the heart of what I'm feeling.”

“What do you do when Dad isn't here?” I asked, barely believing the words were coming from my mouth. “When you get really lonely?”

I was worried – but Mom was already too far gone. “I touch myself,” she said without hesitation. “I have a...oh...a toy...”

A toy? Now that was interesting. “What kind of toy?”

She flashed me a naughty grin. “You and your sister aren't the only ones your father buys gifts for when he goes away.”

“Show me,” I commanded.

It was hell losing the feeling of those wonderful tits beneath my fingers, but it was worth it. Mom made her way back into the house and came back a minute later, smiling guiltily and holding the biggest vibrator I have ever seen. It had to be close to a foot long. It was shaped vaguely like a cock, with a fat, angled head, but also had ridges and bumps all the way down the side. I tried to imagine it inside my sexy MILF of a mother and couldn't.

“So, this is it,” she said, as unselfconsciously as if she were showing me some cool new gadget she'd bought. “Pretty neat, huh?”

By now I wasn't interested in banter. I wanted action. “Lay down in the chair,” I commanded, “Show me how you use it.”

“Yes, baby,” she said. As she began to sit, inspiration struck me:

“And from now on, you call me 'Master',” I blurted.

This didn't shock her; she just nodded. “Yes, Master.”

I couldn't believe it. As I watched, my darling mother spread her legs, slid her panties to the side and ran the head of the huge vibrator over her folds. She bit her lip and groaned as she switched it on; it began rapidly shaking against her clit. Her legs quivered with pleasure as the huge dildo did its work on her pussy, making her moan and ache.

“Fuck, that's so hot,” I said. I couldn't hold back any longer – I'd lost all rational powers of thought. The dark, animal part of my brain took over, and it could care less about words like 'family' or 'mother'. All I cared about was getting my cock wet in her tight, welcoming slit.

I pulled down my boxers and took her vibrator away, tossing it back towards the house. Before her panties could move back over her soaking slit, I was inside her. She was primed and ready, left wet, tight and inches from coming by her jilling off. It was heaven for my cock.

She raked the front of my shirt with her nails as I fucked her, pounding her into the chair. She was gone, lost in trance, loving every second of it.

“Yes, baby, fill up Mommy's pussy! You're such a good, hard little boy for Mommy, make Mommy come please she wants to feel you blow inside her...”

I couldn't help it – I was so excited. The thrill of finally being inside Cheryl, combined with her utterly filthy mouth, sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, my balls exploding with pleasure like depth charges, and then I flooded Mommy's womb with my hot, sticky seed.

“That's good baby, that's so good!” Mom was holding me close now, rocking back and forth on my cock. “It's been so long since I felt a man come inside me, baby – it feels so fucking good...”

Without warning, Cheryl began to shudder. She let out a muffled cry, then I felt her pussy clench as her own orgasm tore through her curvy frame. She sobbed with relief as the feeling of my come inside her – filling her, showing her she was desirable, making her feel like a real woman – sent her over the edge.

I looked down as my pleasure faded and my head cleared, grinning like it was Christmas morning. “Wow, Mom – that was amazing. It was even better than I thought it would be...”

Something was wrong. Cheryl's eyes weren't glazed, they were clear. And full of horror.

“Jeremy...” She pulled away and raised a hand in a feeble effort to cover her breasts. “I...”

“Mom?” Shit, I had to reestablish the trance, now. “There's nothing wrong with this,” I began. “You...”

“Baby, I'm not mad at you,” Cheryl whispered. “But...what we just did? Oh god, fuck...this is so wrong. We, we can never do that again, Jeremy.”

“Mom, please, just listen to me...”

“I...I have to go.” She stood up, trying without much luck to cover her heaving tits and her dripping snatch at the same time. “I have to think about this. You should go to your room, and....and forget this ever happened.”

“But, Cheryl. I...” But she was already gone.

Dammit! I fucked up. I should have put Cheryl deeper into a trance – should have given it a few sessions before fucking her. But I couldn't help it. I'd wanted it; and I'd wanted it for her, as well. Dad told me to be the man of the house, and I was just doing what the man of the house would do – making Mom happy.

I stared at the pool for a while, watching the movement of the water until I calmed down. What should I do?

After a moment, I nodded. I was the man of the house now. And there was one thing I wasn't going to do; give up. Mom might be full of regret now, but she hadn't been a few minutes ago. And I still had lots of tricks up my sleeves.

We'd see how long it was before she started seeing things my way.





Serve The Man Of The House (Taboo Trance Part Two)
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“What the hell did you do to Mom?”

“Excuse me?” I slid my sunglasses down my face, wincing at the brightness of the afternoon sun. Just in front of me, the wind sent gentle waves across the pool. I'd come out here to relax, but had accidentally fallen asleep – and now Megan was standing over me, looking like she wanted to slap me.

“You heard me.” She crossed her arms in that way that always made me think of a stern teacher lecturing a student. “Something weird is going on with Mom. What did you do?”

For an instant, I was tempted to tell her the truth. Well, sis, I fucked her. It almost would have been worth it just to see the look on her face. “Nothing,” I said. “I have no idea what you're talking about.”

“Bullshit.” My step-sister Megan was not the sort of person to take 'no' or 'I don't know' as an answer. Her Mom's original divorce had made her tough and self-reliant, with a tendency to treat men like they were disposable. She was on her second year of college and she'd left a trail of broken hearts and bruised egos behind her. She was a little bit nicer when it came to me, her step-brother, but only a little.

“Seriously,” I said, sliding my glasses back over my eyes. “If you think something's up with Mom, why not just ask her?”

“She won't talk to me.” Megan crossed her arms and shot me a worried look – I could understand why. Mom and Megan were thick as thieves, thanks to a long period of it being them against the world before they met my Dad. Unlike most Moms, Cheryl wasn't tight-lipped about anything around her daughter – everything from birth control to boys to Mom's early days as a pot-smoking flower child were fair game for discussion. For Mom to freeze Megan out completely, something must have been seriously wrong.

Of course, I was in the unenviable position of knowing exactly what was wrong and being unwilling to tell her. A few days ago, I'd finally pulled the trigger on a fantasy I'd had since our parents had gotten married – I'd hypnotized Mom, watched her play with her pretty little pussy with a vibrator, then fucked her until I dumped a thick, creamy load in her womb. Mom had been completely willing – hell, once I was inside her she'd been begging me to fuck her harder – but once she came, it was as if the scales dropped from her eyes. We hadn't talked about it since, but that was only because we hadn't talked about anything since – she was steadfastly avoiding me. She'd said she wasn't mad, but it was clear that whatever attraction she might confess for me while under a hypnotic trance, she still had too many hangups to enjoy and accept fucking her own son.

With my eyes covered by dark sunglasses, I was free to let my gaze roam over Megan's body. She was almost the picture of Cheryl twenty-five years ago – I'd seen old photographs of her, and the two could have been twins. Megan dyed her hair a darker shade than Mom, but other than that, her firm body could have been Mom's long before her first marriage. The two looked so much alike...

Maybe they were alike in other ways, I thought. Maybe Megan was just as susceptible to hypnosis as Cheryl. It was an interesting thought. I'd never thought of my older sister in quite the same way as I always had about Cheryl – although there were plenty of nights I shot my load all over the bed picturing the two of them worshiping my cock – but if she had the same mental relation to being tranced, she could be a way to test some new hypnotic techniques before I tried them on Cheryl.

She could be my second chance.

“Hello?” Megan scoffed and rolled her eyes, then snatched my glasses and prepared to chuck them in the pool. “Did you fall asleep?”

It was worth a shot. Dangerous, but worth it. “I know what's wrong with Mom.”

Her hand froze mid-toss. Her gaze turned to me, searching and wary. “You do?”

I was treading on dangerous ground here. I needed to tell her enough of the truth to convince her, but not so much that she called the cops on me or something drastic like that.

I frowned, trying to seem like someone who felt terrible, who was harboring a dark secret. “I made a mistake,” I said.

To my surprise, this didn't inflame my sister's anger. She put the glasses down on the table next to me and stared down, a confused look on her face. “What kind of mistake?”

“She's depressed. I don't know if you knew that. Ever since Dad got redeployed, she...”

I let myself trail off. Her eyes hardened a bit. “Well, duh. All of us are – it sucks not having him here.”

“Not like that,” I told her. “Like, clinically. You're almost never here to see it – she's like a zombie, going through the motions. You ask her a question and she gives you a one-word answer. She sits on the couch all day trying not to cry-”

“Okay,” Megan said. She held up a hand, thought for a moment, then pulled up another deck chair and sat down next to me. “I get it. What mistake did you make?”

Moment of truth, Jer. “I was just trying to help. I thought I could cheer her up, make her happier. I tried to hypnotize her, Meg.”

What happened next was not at all what I had expected. Instead of getting angry, Megan burst out laughing.

“Oh, Christ,” she said. “I thought you were going to say something awful. You tried the 'Amazing Jeremy' routine on her?”

I winced, remembering the old performances I'd put on as a kid, trying to get a laugh out of people. Even then, I'd been obsessed with hypnosis, even if I hadn't realized it. “Something like that.”

“I hate to burst your bubble,” she said, “but you're an adult now, so I guess you should know – the Amazing Jeremy never did have any 'amazing powers'. Hypnosis isn't real, it doesn't work.”

It doesn't work because afterward I make people THINK it didn't work. But I couldn't say that.

“Look, humor me for a second,” I said. “Pretend I know what I'm talking about. I hypnotized mom to try and cheer her up, cure her depression – but I think I just made it worse.”

Her lips made a thin little line as she pondered. “Okay, I'm pretending. But I still don't see how you could do a thing like that.”

I dropped my voice until it was practically a whisper. “By making her think of Dad.”

That took her aback. “Oh,” she said flatly. After a moment, she nodded. “That might do the trick, actually.”

“Look,” I said, “I know I can do this. You think it's bullshit, let me prove to you that it isn't. I can fix what's going on with Mom – I just need another shot at it. A little bit more practice.”

But Megan was already shaking her head. “Bro, I'm sorry, but hypnosis is bullshit. You can't make someone do something they don't want to do-”

“Do you think Mom wants to be depressed?” I let my voice get louder, a little bit more emotion slipping through. “You think she doesn't want to stop worrying about Dad every minute of every fucking day?”

“No, of course not,” she said, a little shocked at my forcefulness. “I didn't mean it like that.”

“Sis...” This was it, the moment where I'd either convince her or I wouldn't. I reassured myself that if I failed here, I could always try and contrive some way to hypnotize Cheryl again. She couldn't hold out forever. “I'm asking you to trust me, for once in your life. I know trusting men isn't something you or Mom does easily, but you do know I care about her just as much as you do, right?”

She was quiet for a long moment. “I know,” she finally said.

“I can do this. I can prove to you that I can do this. Let me hypnotize you, just once. If it's bullshit, fine – we haven't lost anything except an afternoon. We'll get Mom an appointment with a doctor and they'll put her on pills that make her feel dead inside for the rest of her life. But I need you to give me a chance, Megan. I need you to trust me, just this once.”

There was a long pause – so long, that I was sure she was going to say no. But finally, she nodded – first with hesitation, then firmer.

“Okay,” she said, sounding like she didn't quite believe herself. “I can't even fathom why I'm saying yes to this, but okay, you can try hypnotizing me. We can give it a shot. The Amazing Jeremy rides once more, I guess.”

And that was how sis became the second woman I ever hypnotized.






Chapter Four
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“Yes, Master. I will do whatever you command.”

Success! I pumped my fist in the air and lay back with relief, wiping the sweat off my forehead. It had taken the better part of a half-hour to bring Megan under trance, but she was finally under, just like Cheryl had been. A gentle, hypnotic backbeat thumped in time as she lay on my bed, eyes glazed over and mouth slightly open.

My darling sister, I thought, my absolute slave. She'll do anything I want...

I had to be careful, I reminded myself. The last thing I needed was to stick my cock in Megan, then watch in horror and dismay as orgasm snapped her out of her trance. If that happened, I'd have wasted my second chance at this just as bad as I had the first.

“Megan,” I said slowly, trying to put as much natural command in my tone as I could muster. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes, Master.” Her tone was curiously blank, like a sheet of paper with no writing on it. The sort I would choose to write on her mind would be far too dirty for polite society. “I can hear you.”

“Good,” I said. “You are completely under my power. Relaxed – oh so relaxed. Nothing can hurt you here, nothing can touch you.”

Inwardly, I swore. I could tell I was just stalling for time. How was I going to make this work? I had to get Megan down deep, so far that she couldn't find her way out with a map – otherwise I could kiss my dream of having a household full of women devoted to my pleasure good bye.

A fucking map, I thought, grumbling – then stopped myself short. It rattled through my head for a moment, running up against half a dozen doubts. But it could work. I chuckled.

Surely it can't be that easy, can it?

I guided Megan through it. First, I had her picture a maze – the deep, ancient sort you only saw in old movies and myths. This, as it turned out, wasn't hard at all – that old kid's movie about the little girl lost in the labyrinth had always been one of her favorites, after all.

“The outside is burning with light,” I told her. “On the outside of the labyrinth, you feel like you're just a few inches away from the surface – oh so close to slipping out of this wonderful trance you're in. But in the middle of the maze, it loops in on itself, into deeper and deeper darkness...”

I led her into the maze, watching with glee as she described the twists and turns – a right here, a left there, until I felt curiously like I was playing a video game. No matter how many turns I made my sister take, there were no dead ends – just long, unbroken stretches of maze, sloping downwards deeper into trance. 

Finally, satisfied that I had gone on long enough, I told her to take a series of dizzying turns and twists through the maze. I watched as she grew progressively more confused, my own glee increasing.

“Left,” I said. “Then another left, then right. There are stairs leading down – you can see them in your mind's eye. Do you know where they lead, Megan?”

She shook her head. I could see how hard she was struggling to hold it all together. Even with the increased power of concentration my trance gave her, a labyrinth was a lot for a college girl to hold together. She'd only need to remember it for a few more moments.

“No, Master – I don't.”

I smiled. “Down here, the path leads forward a bit – and then ends.”

She let out a little hum, like someone finally getting a difficult trick right after trying a few times. “Okay. Now what should I do, Master?”

I watched her tension, feeling my own between my legs. Soon she'd drain that for me – again and again, whenever I wanted.

“Now you turn around and find your way back out.”

Her face scrunched up – for a moment, it almost looked like she might have been able to calculate all the twists and turns I'd taken her psyche through, working in reverse like a drunk trying to recite the alphabet backwards.

“Master?” Her tone was hesitant. “I...I don't think I can. I think I'm lost.”

“Of course you are,” I assured her. “There's no need to try and remember those nasty directions now, pet. Let them fall away. Relax. It's impossible to find your way out.”

“Oh,” she said, then slower. “Ohhh.” Her word became a sigh of relief; I watched as the confusion on her face dropped away. “I'm so lost.”

“That's right,” I said. “You'll never find your way out alone. No matter what happens. But remember: I can bring you out whenever I want. I just have to wave my hand and you'll be right back – but without me, forget it.”

She nodded. “Yes, Master. It's so dark here. I feel so...”

I waited a moment. “Yes?”

She smiled. “I'm so happy, Master.”

“That's right,” I said. “Serving me feels good. It feels good to be under my power – in fact, all that wandering has left you incredibly turned on, hasn't it?”

Her back arched almost imperceptibly. Twin spots of color appeared on her cheeks. “Ohmigosh,” she breathed, “Wow.”

“You're incredibly horny,” I told Megan. “You can't remember the last time you felt this turned on. It doesn't matter that I'm right here, it wouldn't matter if every man in your life were watching – you've got to touch yourself, right now.”

“I...” Megan's fingers fidgeted, drumming on her thighs like they couldn't wait to slip between them. “Can I, Master?”

Of course. I had almost forgotten – nothing without my permission, after all.

“Yes,” I said. “I want to watch you touch yourself.”

Megan's thighs parted; in a flash her jeans were down around her ankles. Her panties were gray and white, striped like an old polo shirt I'd used to have – not the sexiest thing in the world, but she hadn't been expecting to show off for a man today. Soon I'll make sure she's wearing more fitting lingerie all the time, I thought. My erection ached in my boxers.

She slid her panties to the side and rubbed her folds with her fingers. The flesh was warm and yielding, and I could already see beads of moisture glistening on her innermost sex. She panted with the need to show off as her fingers found her clit, spread the flesh around it (showing it off to the invisible congregation), then began to rub.

“That's right,” I said. “Everything feels better when I command you to do it. You're completely focused on your own pleasure – no outside world, just you and my voice. There's no one else here at the center of the maze, Megan – just you and your cunt.”

“Just me and my cunt,” she repeated, then let out a little moan of delight.

She lay back against the pillows and raised her knees up, bringing her cute little ass backwards enough that her fingers could fully enter her snatch. Both hands were working now – the one totally devoted to her clit, and the second with fingers flexed into a point thrusting between her walls. She whimpered with each contact of the knuckles, sighing happily.

A sudden thought occurred to me. “You like knowing I'm watching you, don't you?”

“Yes, Master,” she said quickly. “I love putting on a show for you.”

“You're making me hard,” I said. “Your own brother. How does that make you feel?”

“I love that my body turns you on,” she giggled. “I don't care that you're my brother – in fact, it turns me on even more. It's so wrong for you to be watching me this way, but I can't get enough.”

The idea came into full blossoming. “Hold on a second,” I said. “Keep frigging yourself, but don't come – I have something for you.”

I was gone for only a minute or two – when I came back, Megan had slowed down considerably, probably holding back to keep from coming. I realized with a start that she couldn't really see me – her eyes were glazed in trance – so I decided to ease up the restrictions a bit. It was time to see how far I could push things without resistance.

“Open your eyes,” I commanded her, though hers were already open. “You me, the house, the world – all of it is in the center of the maze with you. You can see all of it, interact with all of it, and never leave my power.”

Her eyes unclouded. She looked around the room as if seeing it for the first time, her face almost childlike with wonder.

“Th-thank you, Master,” she said, as if I had given her a great gift. Then her eyes settled on what I was holding. “What is that?”

“This,” I said with relish, “is a vibrator.” I tossed it on the bed next to her. “Use it on yourself.”

She was only too happy to comply. A moment later, it was humming against her cunt – leaving her legs shaking and her mouth open with pleasure. There was no holding back now – my darling sister was trying to come, and knowing I was watching her just made it hotter.

“Do you know where that vibrator was, just a day or two ago?” I asked.

She shook her head, barely able to pay attention.

“In Cheryl's cunt. In Mom's cunt.” I grinned. “I made her put it there. Then I took it out and replaced it with my cock.”

She arched back into the bed and let out a cry of passion; I knew instantly that she was coming. God damn, she looked beautiful.

“Oh fuck, little brother, please,” she begged. “Please tell me more, Master.”

I would. I'd tell her everything. But first...

“I want to come all over that pretty face,” I said.

That was a command Megan was only too happy to comply with. She removed me from my pants, crawling across the bed on all fours like a supplicant. She took my cock out and stared at it like a holy relic, thick and throbbing. I gave it a few pumps – a few pumps was all that was needed, after the show I'd just witnessed. My knees went weak and then I was shooting my seed, coating Megan's face as she stared up at me with love and adoration in her eyes, as she waited patiently for me to drain my balls all over her like a cum rag. 

“Thank you, Master,” she said when I was finished. “May I clean you?”

My voice was hoarse, shaky from orgasm. “Yes.”

With a care that was almost dainty, considering the mess on her face, my sister slid my dripping cock into her mouth and sucked it clean. The sensation was so pleasurable that after a minute I felt another orgasm rock my body, with a few more spurts of come down Megan's throat. She groaned appreciatively, savoring the taste as she cleaned me.

When she was done, I looked down at my sister. She was still in trance – she'd had a bed-shaking orgasm, let her brother come all over her and sucked his balls dry. At this point, I was pretty damn sure the trance had worked.

“Remember what I said about Mom?” I asked her.

She frowned – an especially funny gesture with a face full of come. “Yes. You fucked her, and made her your slave, just like me.”

I pulled a face. “Not exactly like you. I need your help, sis. We need to get Mom back into trance, otherwise she'll never be truly happy. Not like you. Will you help me?”

She grinned and snuggled up next to me. “Of course, Master. I'd do anything for my sexy little brother.” Her hand closed on my cock, which slowly began to harden again (two hard comes hadn't stopped it a bit with a girl this hot next to me).

She looked over at me, her eyes perfectly submissive and innocent. “What would you like me to do, Master?”

Fuck it, I thought, Cheryl can wait a little bit longer. I had to feel that sweet little pussy before we made Mom our slave.
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Chapter Five

––––––––
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“I don't care that you're my sister,” I said. “As far as I'm concerned, you're nothing more than a wet little hole to fuck. You walk around here like a slut, I'm going to treat you like a slut. You love hearing that, don't you?”

Megan groaned and forced herself harder against me, trying desperately to get my cock inside her. She was bent over the kitchen table, her mini-skirt hiked up to the waist. Her breasts pressed against the table, peeking out from her sides as she used them as leverage to press her perfect, heart-shaped ass against me.

She struggled, but I wasn't about to fill her sweet little pussy just yet. I ran the head of my cock around her slit, sighing with pleasure as it left her knees shaking and her pussy gushing warmth. She was wet and primed for me, hot as an open oven, begging for my cock. Holding her back took a hell of an effort, but it was worth it – I wanted to hear the right words spill out of her mouth before she got to ride me.

I had lied to Megan just now, of course. I'd said that it didn't matter that she was my sister, that I didn't care a bit about it. The truth was, that was a lie: the many years I'd known her, the closeness we'd allowed ourselves to have as siblings, every chaste little sibling hug and shoulder squeeze and chance touch along her tits and ass – all of them made this so much hotter. It was all tied up in my head with the urge I had to thrust my cock inside her and keep fucking until I was satisfied; and I knew it was in her head, too. After all, I had put it there. 

“You came downstairs wearing something like that? Around your own brother?”

With a smirk, I lifted the hem of her dress up around her hips. It was so tight, I practically had to peel it off her ass. When it rose over the heart-shaped crease between her ass cheeks, I got a surprise: at some point, my darling little Megan had gotten herself a tramp stamp. There was a dark, ornate pattern on the small of her back – after a second, I recognized it as one of those french-looking flowers, a fleur du lis. I ran a thumb over it, familiarizing myself with the pattern until I could form a clear picture of it in my mind's eye. I owned Megan now, and I wanted to know every inch of her body – as my possession, it was my right.

“Please, bro,” Megan whined, spreading her slender legs even further and rubbing her ass against my cock. “I want you so bad. I wore this dress because I knew you'd like it – because I knew you'd have to rip it off me and fuck me-”

Without warning, I pulled my hand back and slid a thumb into her asshole. She broke off mid-sentence, letting out a cry of surprise as I penetrated her tight little pucker. She tried to pull away, but I wasn't having it – I gripped her hips tighter, until she was caught in quite the bind: pull away and try to get free, or push it deeper and get my cock inside of her?

“Ah!” She froze for a moment, then pushed towards my thumb, letting it slide deeper inside her.

“You're so tight back here, sis,” I said. “If I didn't know any better, I'd say you've never let a man fuck you in the ass before.”

“Never,” she gasped, her face contorting with exquisitely filthy emotions as she let my fingers fill her ass. “I've never let any guy do that – it's so dirty.”

“You'd never let any guy take you back there, would you?”

She bit her lip and whimpered. “Maybe...m-maybe my husband...”

“You were saving yourself for marriage? I don't believe that. When did you get this slutty little tattoo, sis?”

“I don't...please, I can't think...”

I was inclined to believe her. Megan ground against me without thought – like an animal in heat, begging to be bred. She needed cock soon, or that pretty little bimbo brain of hers would overheat and meltdown, leaving nothing but a babbling, horny mess. And I didn't want to wait any longer. I could feel a thick, creamy load bubbling in my balls, leaving them heavy with need. I wanted to drain them into my sister's ass, filling her up exactly the way I wanted.

My thumb left her ass. Megan's face turned for an instant into a mask of relief, just before her mouth dropped open. My other hand encircled her thigh – I slid two fingers into her dripping snatch, finding her clit and rubbing it in hard, fast circles. She reacted like I'd touched a live power line: her eyes rolled back in her head and her back arched like a bow as sweet, filthy pleasure filled her.

“Oh, shit...” she groaned, spreading her legs to aid my fingers deeper into her folds. “That's so good, bro, that's so fucking good...”

“Goddamn you're so tight,” I said.

Her groan turned into a laugh. “Yes...I'm so tight and wet for you.”

The crown of my cock moved from her slit to her ass. I could feel her tense up for an instant, unsure of my intentions.

“That wasn't what I was talking about,” I said with a smirk.

She had the briefest of instants to realize what I was talking about, then the head of my cock slipped between her cheeks and spread the pucker of her asshole wide. She groaned with mingled surprise and delight as I filled her, her mouth opening wide as if she couldn't believe the sensations that were filling her.

All the while, my fingers kept moving at her clit, stimulating her, forcing sinful, filthy pleasure through her body.

“Oh my fucking god, bro, that's so big,” she said, her voice heavy with effort. I slid inside her an inch at a time until I was buried within her tightest entrance, her walls stretched around me to the hilt. 

“Fuck, you're so tight,” I whispered. I shook my hips from side to side gently, feeling her ass practically suctioning around me. “Are you ready to have your cherry popped, slut?”

“Yes!” Megan cried.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Master! Fuck my ass like you own it!”

With a grunt, I began fucking her. At first every thrust was a struggle that left Megan panting with pain and pleasure, but soon a mix of my pre-cum and the juices coating everything below her waist left my cock slick; able to slide inside her tightness with ease.

For a long time there was nothing but the sounds of fucking in the kitchen: my balls slapping against Megan's ass, the scrape of the table slowly moving across the room, the mingled grunts and groans each of us made as I pounded her ass and fingered her clit. Then a new tone entered Megan's voice: one of wonder.

“Oh...oh shit,” she said, pressing until her back made contact with my chest, until she was pinned between my body and the table. “I...I think I'm going to come like this!”

“Isn't it so sweet and filthy?” I asked. “Being fingered by your own brother?”

“Yes, of course Master, but...” Megan's eyes were disbelieving, her face slack with shock. “It feels so good...back there! I don't know what you're doing to me, but it feels like my fucking asshole is going to come!”

“A little post-hypnotic suggestion I slipped in your mind when you weren't looking,” I whispered harshly into her ear. The motion pinned her harder against the table, making her hand slip so that she was helplessly stuck as I fucked her. “Now come for me, Megan. Make that ass nice and tight for my cock.”

Megan's cries reached a crescendo as I fucked her into her climax. Her body shook like a leaf in a high wind as pleasure coursed through her body. Her pussy and ass clenched with the force of the orgasm, causing her walls to grip me like a vice. Her channel collapsed around my cock, but I pushed through, fucking her ass even though it was nearly too tight to bear.

I felt my own climax approaching and grabbed her hips, thrusting into her roughly. My pleasure reached the boiling point and went nuclear, leaving my knees weak and my body singing with sweet release. I came in a flood, filling Megan's tight asshole with cream, spilling burst after burst until it trickled from her tight pucker and made luscious trails down her inner thighs.

My fingers slowed as we both came down from our highs. After several minutes of slow, tiny motions to milk every last drop of pleasure from my cock, I removed myself from her and let the hem of her miniskirt fall back down. It still didn't cover her – if anything, having a bit of fabric hanging over her freshly-fucked asshole just made her look filthier.

Megan gave a sad little whimper as I buttoned myself back up. She made no move to get up.

“What's wrong?” I finally asked.

“You didn't put it in here,” she said, reaching between her legs and spreading the folds of her pussy. As I watched, she gave me a pornographic view of her slit, showing off her pretty little pussy.

“So?”

“I'm never going to get pregnant if you don't fill my womb up,” she protested. “I want to get all big and swollen with your baby, little brother.” She ran a hand between her breasts and over her stomach. “What do you think Mom would say to that?”

Wow, she is filthy. I think I've created a monster. Knocking my sister up wasn't something I had ever considered as part of my plan – I hadn't really been thinking much further than the “hypnotize family, make them suck and fuck me whenever I want” stage of control. But Megan's words hit me like a freight train – they touched something deep inside me, something primal and animalistic. What better way to show the world I owned my sweet little sister than to fill her up with my seed, to use her as a brood mare to bear my heirs? The thought of her belly swollen with my seed, her breasts heavy and filled with milk – it made my head swim. It felt right.

My cock began to twitch and harden in my boxers. The thought of impregnating her did that to me, made me want to plunge right back inside of her.

Instead, I ran a hand across her taut little belly, grinning as her muscles quaked at my touch. “You're not on birth control?”

She shook her head.

“Well, then,” I said, leaning forward so that she could feel my hardness against her, “since you've been such a bad girl...”

When this didn't get the reaction I wanted, my eyes moved from Megan's breasts to her face. She was staring over my shoulder, eyes the size of saucers, skin pale as milk.

I glanced back over my shoulder. My mother Cheryl stood in the doorway.






Chapter Six

––––––––
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“Did you enjoy the show?”

Looking at Cheryl's face, I honestly couldn't tell what the answer to that question might be. Her eyes darted from me to Megan and back again, full of shock: but I couldn't help but notice the way her gaze clung to the bulge in my pants, to the sight of her daughter's exposed, dripping pussy.

I gave Megan's hips a little squeeze. “Calm down,” I whispered.

“Mom?” Megan's voice was tentative. “I thought you were still asleep...”

I pulled her to me, holding her tight to show who was in charge. “This is what I talked about,” I said, breath hot against her ear. “I need your help, sis.”

She stiffened for a moment, then nodded.

“Hey, Mom.” In contrast to just a few moments ago, Megan sounded relaxed and pleased – the voice of a girl who'd just gotten fucked on a kitchen table, for sure. “Want some breakfast? I was just about to fix Jeremy some-”

“You two,” Cheryl said. Her cheeks had gone red as apples – from arousal, anger or a combination of the two, I had no idea.

It was time to take the initiative.

“Yeah,” I said, “Us two.” Taking Megan by the hip, I pulled her into a standing position and held her close. “I fucked her. And I'm going to keep fucking her, until I knock her up.”

Mom's legs shook – the battle in her mind must have been deliciously intense. On the one hand, she was watching an abomination, her own children fucking like animals...but on the other, I knew from the suggestions I'd left in her mind that every atom of her body ached for me to do to her exactly what I'd just done to Megan.

“Dad told me to be the man of the house,” I said, stepping forward. “And that means I'm supposed to treat you exactly like he would.”

I closed the distance between us; I could feel the heat radiating off her body. I knew without having to ask that Mom had never been this horny before – she'd never felt like this, so fertile and wet and helpless, and it was frying the last few brain cells of free will left in her head.

“But I don't know,” I said, snaking a hand around and grabbing a handful of soft, toned MILF ass. She gasped, instinctively leaning into the contact.

“I don't think Dad ever fucked you as hard as I want to fuck you,” I whispered into her ear.

She let out a whimper and collapsed against me. Her heavy breasts pressed against my chest – I could feel the nipples stiffen under her dress. Her fingers were on me, moving beneath my shirt, searching out the hardness she so desperately needed.

“Oh, baby,” she groaned against my neck. “I need you so bad...”

I grabbed her by the wrists and turned her to face me. She slunk down gently until she was practically on her knees, looking up at me. Her eyes were full of desperation, helpless under the force of my masculinity. She was a slave to her programming, and I'd programmed her well.

“Who am I?” I asked her.

There was a pause as she tried to figure out what I meant. “You're...you're Jeremy, my son...”

I ran a thumb down the hollow of her wrist, grinning as she bit her lip. “And what am I?”

Her breath came in heaving gasps. I wanted to rip her dress down the front and set those amazing tits free.

“You're the man of the house,” she said in a tiny, submissive voice.

“That's right,” I agreed. “And what else do we call the man of the house?”

Understanding came into her eyes. Her lip twisted in a wry little smile. “Master,” she said, the word giving her physical pleasure as it left her mouth.

“Exactly. Now serve your Master, Cheryl.”

I thought I had seen every conceivable emotion pass over my mother's face – if not before than certainly after I'd fucked her. But I'd never seen her bashful before.

“Of course, dear...I mean, Master,” she said, blushing. “How should I do that?”

“Get on your knees,” I commanded.

With a whimper of submission, Mom did as I asked, sinking to her knees. This brought my thick, juicy cock straight to eye level, and it didn't take any prodding to get her to start working off my belt.

“You want to suck my cock,” I said, stroking her hair as she worked me free. “Just like a Mother should.”

“Of course, Master.” She looked up at me as my cock came free, lying atop her lips like an offering. “It's only right to serve you.”

“You want to taste your daughter's pussy and ass all over my cock,” I said. “You can't wait.”

“Yes, Master. I want to taste my daughter's juices.”

“And when you're done sucking me, you'll take my load inside you, deep in your womb. You want to get pregnant – nothing makes you hotter than the thought of you and your daughter with matching baby bumps. Both full of my heirs.”

“Oh, God,” she groaned, running her tongue down my shaft. “Baby, yes, please breed me...”

She needed no more coaxing to go to town on my cock. She licked and slurped my shaft like a seasoned pro, working me with a blowjob I knew was better than any she'd given Dad. After a while, I both sides of her head in my hands and began guiding my cock inside of her, letting her go hands-free as I fucked her throat.

“Shh,” I said, running my fingers over the tops of her ears. “Just relax. Take it all like a good little MILF.”

Mom gagged a little but didn't protest. I could feel my own pleasure building up inside my balls, my body already primed for another knee-shaking orgasm, when a scraping sound caught my attention. I turned to see Megan, her ass on the edge of the table with her skirt hiked up, running three fingers in circles over her clit as she watched. 

“Come for me,” I commanded.

Instantly Megan let out a cry of pleasure, climaxing immediately. Her pussy clenched around her fingers as she sunk to the floor, stupefied and stoned from the overdose of pleasure my command had sent through her mind.

“First you,” I said, turning back to Mom, “then her. I'm going to have some fucking explaining to do when Dad comes back, both of the women of the house walking around with big baby bumps. But you know what? I don't care.”

“Oh, fuck, baby, please!” Mom begged. “It'll be okay – I'll help with everything, I'll convince your father somehow...just for God's sake don't stop fucking me until I'm pregnant!”

I was fucking her with blinding speed now, filling her pussy with every thrust. So close to coming...

“You want that, Mom?”

“Yes!” Her nails raked the front of my chest. “God, it's been so long – I want to feel like a real woman again. A fertile, fuckable woman. You make me feel that way, son – don't stop, okay? I'm going to come!”

“I'm going to right now,” I said, straining inside of her. “Gonna shoot all that thick white seed in you, breed you like a little whore...”

“Yes, Master! Come for me, please come for meeee...”

In the end, Mom came first. I felt her pussy clench around me as a thin cry escaped her throat, followed by several gasping sobs as pleasure invaded her body, turning her psyche inside out. The feeling of her climax sent me over the edge, then I was pumping my seed inside of her, filling her to the brim with my incestuous load, grunting with pleasure as each burst sent shockwaves of pleasure from the tip of my cock to the balls of my feet. 

“Oh, Master,” Mom said, lying back on the kitchen floor, skirt around her waist. She no longer cared what parts of her I saw – if anything, she wanted to be a little slut for me now. “Thank you. It feels so much better now that I don't have to think.”

I laughed as I lay down next to her, letting my hands roam around her sexy, mature body. “All those contradictions gone, then?”

“Oh, you know it,” she said with a grin. “You're the man of the house, and your sister and I serve you. It's so simple – it's the way it was meant to be. Before your father left.”

That was right, I realized with a start. Dad was still out there. He could be back any time – wars didn't last forever, after all. Someday soon he might walk through that door to see his wife and daughter on their knees on either side of the recliner, serving me with their bodies. Their bodies that would no doubt be heavy with my heirs – their breasts full and firm and leaking milk with every touch...

Damn. I was getting hard again already. I decided I could handle that when I got to it – after all, if Mom and Sis were susceptible to hypnosis, who was to say Dad wasn't, either?

Who was to say the neighbors weren't, I asked myself. Or my teachers, or my favorite pop star...

“Mom?” I asked, staring up at the ceiling.

“Yes, Master?”

“I'm going to take a few days off from school.” It wasn't a question. “You'll explain anything that needs explaining from the superintendent.”

“Of course, Master. Are you going to stay home and breed us?”

The thought made me smile. “That's part of it,” I said. “But I was thinking the three of us should take a little vacation...”
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I had no idea which of my fares had left the glasses.

I was at the gas station when I found them, tucked in the space between the backseat and the door. From the look of them (sleek, black, thicker than you'd expect) there was only one customer they could've belonged to: the guy in a business suit who'd spent the whole drive chattering into a cell phone. But he wasn't wearing glasses then. So where'd they come from?

I tucked the mystery into the back of my mind and headed back to work. This lunch break had been particularly productive, with four completed fares in my hour out of the office. I wasn't a cabbie by trade – I worked for a small firm that managed accounting software for businesses – but in this economy, you did everything you could to help make ends meet, and that included turning my car into a taxi cab during my lunch break. So far the money had been pretty good, good enough for me to eat a sandwich at my desk and spend my lunch hour driving people around. My job already being in the heart of downtown didn't hurt, either.

The glasses were still there where I'd left them at the end of the day, a glint of light reflecting off them as they sat in my cup holder. I'd just about forgotten about them, and regarded them with something a little bit like suspicion. I pulled out my phone and scrolled through my e-mail, checking to see if any of my fares had registered a complaint or sent a request for the glasses to the company. There weren't any.

“Huh. Well, finders keepers, I guess,” I said, turning them in my hands. Maybe whoever had lost them hadn't realized it yet. In that case, I told myself, they must've been mighty well-off. The glasses looked expensive.

I held them up at arm's length, glancing through them. The dashboard of my car looked the same – no distortion, no things suddenly getting bigger. Even reading glasses would have magnified the view. Maybe these were just vanity glasses, a pair with plastic frames designed to make the wearer look more intelligent.

“I bet that's it,” I said, starting my car. “Whoever lost them knows I know they're fake, and they're too embarrassed to ask for them back.” It wasn't the most logical of guesses, but it worked to assuage my guilt.

I tucked them in my pocket and drove home.

The glasses weren't really on my mind – it was hard for any one thing to be when I was so broke – so I didn't think about them again until I plopped down on the couch forty-five minutes later, beer in hand. For a while I was alone in the apartment – my girlfriend Kimberly would be home a little later – and I liked to use the time to decompress a bit while switching gears from work to home. But sitting down, I felt something sticking into my thigh. It was the glasses. I had brought them home with me, almost without realizing it.

“Oh, shit,” I said aloud. Dimly, I wondered if I could get in trouble for trying to sell the things. If I could find the store they came from, I could pretend I'd bought them and return them.

I held them up, looking through them again. “I forgot about these,” I said.

I glanced through the lenses – and frowned. The world looked different somehow. The light coming through the window had a greenish tint, and there was something...wobbly about the image. I looked closer, and eventually slipped the glasses on.

Things did look different. It was almost like looking at the world through an Instagram filter. The apartment looked sharp, film-quality...

A single word floated in my vision. “Calibrating...”

My eyes widened. The word was floating in mid-air, blocky and white. As my eyes darted around, the word moved along with it, staying directly in the center of my vision.

“What the fuck...” I whispered.

The words blinked out. In their place, boxes began to grow, stretching out along the flat surfaces of my apartment. Most of them contained things I didn't understand – lines that looked like computer code, logos from different tech companies, an unreadably tiny copyright scrawl in legalese. But there at the bottom, sitting on the floor in an ornate box designed to look like a wrought-iron fence were the words:

MasterGaze – Prototype 1.0 – Use Any Command To Continue

I stared at it, completely floored. Two thoughts bounced around my head: one, that this was no ordinary pair of glasses, and two, what the hell did 'use any command' mean?

I glanced around, wondering if some sort of...I didn't know, command console would appear, like an on-screen keyboard. The words wobbled along with my view, but remained fixed to the screen.

What the hell had I stumbled into?

“Hey babe,” a voice said. “What are you doing?”

I snapped out of it with a start, flailing on the couch. The words and boxes I'd been staring at disappeared, leaving an unrestricted view of the apartment. Standing just inside the doorway was my girlfriend, Kimberly, looking exhausted. I hadn't heard her come in.

“Me?” I felt suddenly guilty. “Uh, nothing much – just kicking back.”

“Sounds like a great idea,” she said, walking into the kitchen. I heard her open the fridge and rummage around. “I could go for a beer myself. You wouldn't believe the patient I had today...”

Kimberly was a physical therapist – it was how we'd met, actually. A friend of mine was injured in a car accident and had been assigned to her. At the time I thought she was a miracle worker: in the six months since we'd started dating, I learned just how much work went into the miracles.

She walked into the room then stopped halfway to the couch, looking at me with a quizzical expression. “What the hell are those?” she asked.

“What, these?” I spent a frantic moment wracking my brain for any kind of lie that sounded believable, then decided to go with the truth. “I found them in the back of my car.”

“What?” She twisted open the bottle of beer and took a sip. “Who's been in your car?”

“I was doing the thing,” I said, “you know. Where I pick people up on my lunch break.”

She gave me a worried look. “Again? You know I don't like you doing that, Stephen.”

It was a fight we'd had before. Kimberly thought me moonlighting as an amateur taxi driver was a good way to get some crazy person who tears up the car – or some psycho who murders me. Which is why I only ever do it in the middle of the day.

“Babe, the money is too good,” I said.

She shook her head. “You said you wouldn't any more. I don't want to come home one day and find you with a black eye – or worse – from picking up some drunk.”

“That's why I'm only doing it on my lunch break,” I said, launching into my well-trod justification. “I...”

After a few seconds, she gave me a worried look. “What?”

The screen inside of the glasses had lit up like a Christmas tree. Somehow it must not have been noticeable. There was a faint gold outline around my wife, like an aura, and a little box floating next to her head that said:

“It looks like you're navigating a tricky conversation. Would you like some help?”

Shit yeah, I would. I'd do just about anything to get out of a fight with Kimberly – she was vicious when she got angry. I glanced around, looking for any kind of command prompt.

“Hello?” Kimberly looked at me with concern. “Are you okay?”

I snapped back to her. Now that I was looking over, I could see a prompt – something like a green check mark, with a red 'x' floating next to it.

“Yeah, I'm fine,” I said. “I kind of just zoned out there.”

She sighed heavily. That was never good. “Stephen,” she said, her voice becoming heated, “you promised me you'd cut that out. The fact that you didn't...”

I focused on the check mark and blinked once, hard.

In an instant, the anger was gone from her voice. “The fact that you didn't...makes me so proud of you, Stephen.”

What? Proud? “Huh?” I asked.

“Doing a thing like that is so dangerous,” she said. “It means a lot to me that you're willing to risk yourself like that just to help make a life for us. It really shows initiative.”

I was flummoxed. I hadn't really expected anything to happen. Was this real? “Um... thanks.”

“I'm serious,” she said, putting a hand on my thigh. “I want you to know I admire you so much. Thank you, baby.”

“You're welcome,” I managed to stammer.

She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “Anyway,” she said, standing up, “I'm going to take a quick shower. Then how about we fix some dinner. Stir-fry sound good?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That sounds great.”

I watched her retreat down the hall, practically skipping as she walked away. My mouth dropped. As soon as she was out of sight, I ripped the glasses off and stared at them.

“No way,” I muttered. It had to be a coincidence. I just happened to be wearing the glasses the one time Kimberly decided to let me win a fight.

But...I turned them over in my hands. She turned on a dime. Normal people didn't do that.

Experimentally, like I was afraid they were going to bite me, I slipped the glasses back on. I had to know what else they could do.

A few minutes later, I heard the shower turn on. I was already lost in thought, my eyes darting around the glasses' operating system. Most of the functions were completely unknowable to me – collections of symbols and signs that looked like they were made up of Russian letters – or didn't make any sense. Like, what was CODE PINK OVERDRIVE supposed to do? Eventually, though, I found something that seemed self-explanatory.

“Command Mode,” I whispered, reading the words off the center of the screen.

I decided I'd try a test. Walking over to the full-length mirror between the living room and the kitchen, I stared at my reflection. Huh, I don't look half bad in these, I thought.

A shimmer appeared around my reflection. After a few moments, it turned a deep honey-gold. I glanced over at the Command Mode prompt, noting with a little chuckle that my reflection did as well, and blinked to turn it on.

“Okay,” I said. “Lift your left arm-”

My arm jerked up, fingers stabbing skyward in a crazy salute. I took an involuntary step backwards, unable to believe it. Had my arm shot up of its own accord, or had I secretly wanted to lift is? Was I just psyching myself out?

I had to know. I put my hands behind my back, clenching my fingers. “Okay...” I said, trying to come up with a command. “How about you jump-”

Thud! I lept into the air and came down. I snatched the glasses off, terrified of what I might do to myself without even thinking.

“Honey?” Kimberly's voice came from the bathroom, muffled. “Is everything okay?”

“Yep,” I said, trying to keep the panic out of my voice. Inside my head, words were rolling through in a rush: holy shit this is real holy shit it really works

I stared at the glasses, regarding them with awe. How powerful were they? What else could they do?

Before I could reach a conclusion, Kimberly came up behind me. She'd changed into a faded old t-shirt and a pair of very short jean shorts. She never wore those – she knew I liked them – was this part of the glasses' power, too? Did she choose to wear them because the glasses told her to let me win a fight?

She put her hands around me and hugged me from behind. Her hair was up in a towel and it felt slightly damp against the back of my head.

“Love you,” she said. “Ready to make dinner?”

I had to know. I knew if there was one chore Kimberly hated, it was fixing dinner alone. Prank or no, there was no way she'd agree to that. “Actually,” I said, putting on the glasses, “I think you should fix dinner by yourself tonight.”

To my surprise, she grinned. “I was just about to suggest that myself,” she said. “You've had a really long day. Why don't you relax for a bit and I'll have dinner ready in a little while?”

“Sure,” I said, plopping down on the couch. “And by the way...”

She turned. “Yes, babe?”

I held up the empty beer bottle. “Can you bring me another one of these?”

She laughed. “Sure thing.”

That sealed it. There was no way Kimberly would have done either of those things, even on her best mood, without the slightest bit of pushback or resistance. It was the glasses. I had heard about augmented reality before – but these things were taking it to a whole new level!

She came back out, a fresh beer in hand. “Here you go,” she said. “Dinner'll be ready in a little bit.”

She walked off with my empty. I watched her ass as she walked away in those tight little jeans, a telltale bulge starting to rise up in my pants. I was sure of it now – there was nothing I couldn't make her do.

Nothing.

She was facing away from me as I walked into the kitchen, focused on placing a pot on the stove and dripping some oil onto it. I heard her humming some tune from the radio as I got closer. Her curves were amazing: she was a definite hottie, and not one of those girls who was a cold fish in the bedroom, either. I played over her good qualities in my mind as I came up behind her: she was funny, and kind, and always there when I needed her. In fact, she was almost the perfect girlfriend.

Still, I thought with a smile: why settle for almost?

“Turn around, baby,” I said, making sure Command Mode was switched on.

She spun around, a smile crossing her face as she saw me. “Hey baby, what's up? You still wearing those things?”

“You love the way I look in these,” I said.

A broad grin split her features. “I was just about to say. They make you look kinda sexy-”

“Drop to your knees and give me a blowjob,” I commanded. “Right now.”

A confused look crossed her face, then she fell to her knees on the linoleum. Staring straight ahead, she unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock – which was already stiff as a board. She looked up at me, as if in expectation.

“Make it good,” I said. “The best one you've ever given.”

Just like that, I was buried in her to the throat. I let out a moan and tangled my hands in her hair as she slid me into her over and over, letting me feel the ridges of her throat. I was amazed: usually Kimberly hated giving blowjobs; they were typically saved for 'special occasions' like my birthday. And her gag reflex usually kept her from doing anything but kissing and sucking the head of my dick when she did blow me. This girl on my cock was practically unrecognizable: she worked her tongue around my shaft before taking it all the way down her throat, like a pornstar. Dimly, I wondered where she'd learned all this from.

“Yeah,” I said, pulling her off my cock enough for her to look up at me. “You like that?”

A look of confusion crossed her face. “I...I don't know!”

This was interesting. “Then why are you doing it?”

Her mouth moved silently, like she was searching for an answer. “I don't know...you told me to do it, and I did. I just felt like I had to, like it was the only right thing to do.”

I smiled with relief. This was a problem I could easily fix. “You did it because you love doing it,” I told her.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she shuddered. “That's right,” she whispered, as if remembering something she'd forgotten. “I love sucking your cock.”

“You love sucking my cock whenever I want it, because it feels so good.”

“God yes,” she said, taking me all the way down her throat before pulling me back out again. “It feels just as good for me as it does for you.”

I took her by the back of the head and looked her in the eyes. “You will suck my cock whenever I tell you,” I said.

Her aura glowed for an instant, then went back to its normal radiance. “Of course, baby,” she said, teasing the tip of my dick with her tongue. “I would never want my big, hard man to get blue balls, now would I?”

I couldn't take it anymore. I grabbed Kimberly by the neck and forced my cock deep into her mouth. Taking her by the ears, I ground against her until I was practically fucking her throat.

“You're going to swallow every drop of my come,” I said. “You love the way my come tastes.”

She couldn't speak, of course, but I heard her gasp her assent in a muffled voice, Either way, it didn't matter, because I was about to come. I could have given less of a shit about anything else – I wanted to coat my girlfriend's throat in hot come, and nothing else mattered.

With a groan, I let go. Kimberly immediately stopped her deep throating and moved to milking every drop of pleasure out of my cock, twirling her tongue around my head as burst after burst of hot, sticky come filled her mouth. I always came more than usual from Kim's blowjobs, just from the rarity of them, but I had had no idea I could shoot such a huge load. She took it gamely, without spilling a drop.

When I was finished, she opened her mouth to show me what I'd deposited inside of it. With a smile, she put her lips together and made a theatrical swallowing motion, her grin widening as she drank down my load. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen her do.

She stuck her tongue out, mouth open. “See? All gone!”

Fuck. Just the sight of her was making me hard again. I wanted to do nasty things to this girl, things she'd have been shocked and appalled to even think about before I'd taken her will away.

Kim obviously noticed it too. “My, you're still so hard,” she said, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. “That come was so good, Master – I mean, Stephen. Actually, would you mind if I called you Master from now on? At least while I'm on my knees for you, I mean.”

I smiled. “Of course, pet.” I watched with pleasure as her body shuddered with ecstasy at hearing me call her that. “In fact, I command you to call me 'Master' whenever we're alone. I suggest that you love doing it.”

“I do,” she moaned. “Master.”

Looking down at my girlfriend, transformed almost in the blink of an eye into a submissive slut, I felt a strange combination of lust and shame. Lust for all the things I wanted to make her do – the fact that she'd never given me anal before was foremost on my mind – and shame that I was, well...taking over her mind. Turned her into a slave, a toy, a fuckdoll. I felt a little bit guilty about that.

“Babe,” I said, “there's something I've got to tell you.”

She was already standing up, letting me know by obvious signs that she wanted me to follow her to the bedroom. “Yes, Master?”

“I just wanted you to know,” I said, cursing myself under my breath, “these glasses I found...they're special.”

“They look so great on you, Master,” she said with a big grin.

“It's not just that – they have some kind of power. I...made you do these things. Am making you do these things. The way you're feeling right now – I'm making you feel it.”

She frowned, looking a little confused. “Master – Stephen – do you think I'm upset?”

“I don't think you have the capacity to be upset anymore,” I said.

Surprisingly, she laughed. “Why would I want to be upset, Master? I love being a submissive slut for you. I've never been so happy in all the time we've been together. I...I love you, Stephen. Master.”

She was looking at me with a mixture of gazes – the love Kimberly had for me along with the uncontrollable lust I'd made her feel. Maybe I was selfish, maybe I was being an asshole, but I looked into those eyes and I saw peace. Happiness. An eagerness to explore each others' bodies, to fulfill each others' deepest, darkest fantasies. I mean, sure, her fantasy was now fulfilling my fantasy, but what was so wrong with that?

“Alright,” I said. “Just checking.”

“Come on,” she said, taking me by the hand. “You keep those sexy-ass glasses on and you can tell me all about those things you've been secretly wanting to do...”

I said a silent prayer of thanks to whoever left me those glasses. Life was never going to be the same.



Augmenting The Co-Ed
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I rolled over in bed, blinking my eyes. It was morning, and a faint light streamed in through the curtains. My girlfriend Kimberly lay snoozing beside me, wrapped up in the covers. I felt sluggish and exhausted – but it was a pleasant kind of exhaustion, blissful. I must've gotten laid last night, I thought.

It all came back in a rush. Finding the glasses in the backseat of the car, using them on Kimberly. Having her give me the best blowjob of my life over dinner, then taking her back into the bedroom and fulfilling every nasty fantasy my normally shy, reserved girlfriend was too timid to act out.

I sat up in bed, lifted the corner of the covers and folded them over my girlfriend. She was naked from the waist up, still wearing the bottom half of a French maid's outfit I remembered telling her to change into at some point. A shiny pair of handcuffs hung from one of her wrists, as if to say this was real – you totally introduced your girlfriend to bondage last night and she loved it.

Of course she did. She'd get wet for anything I told her to, because of the glasses...

The glasses!

I reached out, in a momentary panic. Where had I put those things? Without them, my new life would be over before it could really begin. My fingers searched over the nightstand until I felt the cold, pliable frames. I let out a sigh of relief.

Slipping them on, I found that whatever operating system they ran on was still open and active. The battery life hadn't decreased a bit – I wondered if they were solar powered, somehow. They flashed, displaying a range of options and possibilities in my field of vision. I felt giddy, lightheaded. This was insane.

But it was true. The glasses had the power – the power to change things. To change my life, even. I could do anything. I could, I thought, walking to the window, take the first girl I saw when I left my apartment this morning and turn her into my quivering, airheaded fuck doll. But why stop there? I could have bank tellers handing me the money in their registers, or the girl at the car dealership down the block tossing me the keys to a new Lexus with a wink and a smile. I could do anything I wanted.

I pulled back the shades, looking down into the courtyard of our condo apartment complex. There, laying out by the pool, was a girl I had never seen before. She was tall and tanned, with long blonde hair and a dark pair of sunglasses covering her eyes. She had pink, pouty lips, a flat little belly, and breasts that nearly overflowed from the tight little red bikini top she wore, along with a pair of cropped denim shorts.

I could have her, I realized, my cock already stiffening in my pants at the thought. I could go down there and fuck her, right now.

Well, why not? What a great idea.

I went back to bed and kissed my girlfriend's forehead. She gave a cute little moan and rolled over, her eyes opening a crack. She smiled. “Good morning baby – I mean, Master.”

“Baby is fine,” I said. In the light of a new day, the whole 'Master' thing looked a little silly – but I knew I'd be telling her to do it again the next time we fucked. “You can go on back to sleep, Kim. I just wanted you to know – there's a girl down there by the pool, and I'm going to go fuck her brains out.”

I had no idea how she'd react to this, but it turns out she just smiled and nodded. “Alright, baby. Have fun.”

“Thanks,” I said. “You're the best.”

She rolled back over and was almost instantly purring like a kitten, blissfully asleep.

I had one more thing to do before I headed downstairs: call out sick at work. There was no way I could spend all day sitting in a cubicle with this kind of power at my fingertips. Unfortunately, the glasses didn't have any kind of power to work their magic over the phone, so I got an earful from the secretary in charge of scheduling.

“Are you sure you're too sick to come into the office?” she asked. “You know it's crunch time on the Luhrmann files. Whole system needs to be upgraded to DDAD compliance in...”

“Yes, I'm sure,” I said, cutting her off. Any second, that leggy blonde might decide she'd had enough tanning for the morning. “I'm very sick, trust me.”

She scoffed. “Well alright,” she said. “But you know Donna isn't going to be happy.”

Donna was my bitch of a boss. She had it in for me – fortunately, she also had it in for about half the people on my floor. I went to make some lame excuse, then stopped myself. What did I have to be afraid of? I had the power to put Donna in her place, right here on my face.

“You let me handle Donna,” I said confidently.

Something in my voice must've convinced her, because she just wished me well and hung up. Now, I thought, to go check out what's downstairs by the pool.

I left the apartment and got into the elevator. Halfway down, the display in my glasses lit up. It looks like you're about to attempt a seduction, it projected on the elevator doors in a nice-looking serif font. Would you like to activate HEAT?

“What is HEAT?” I asked out loud. In response, a flurry of pop-up windows and explanatory prompts filled the shiny space where the elevator's doors were. They glowed faintly in the dim light, adjusting until I found them easy to read from a slight distance.

I scanned the instructions with a critical eye. “Huh,” I read. “'The HEAT system will send a constant low-level signal to the target's brainwaves, increasing arousal and suggestibility while decreasing inhibitions. Within a few minutes of conversation, the target will be consumed with the desire to go to bed with you – without even knowing their behavior has been altered. If you want to cancel HEAT, you can blah blah blah...”

I looked over it and nodded. “Okay,” I said. “I want to activate HEAT on that blonde girl by the pool. Will you do that?”

A green check mark appeared in the top-right corner of my screen, along with a tiny decal of a sun. Obviously whoever programmed these things liked visual puns.

The girl was still by the pool when I got to the courtyard. She lay on a deck chair, arms stretched over her head and body as straight as a board. I had no way of knowing if she was awake or not.

Her aura, or whatever it was the glasses assigned to her, was a deep forest green. Gradually, it began to lighten to the pale gold I'd seen around Kimberly when the system started affecting her.

My thoughts were interrupted when the girl sat up a bit and took off her sunglasses. Her eyes were a pale, brilliant blue. “Hi there,” she said with a smile, looking me over. “Did you come down here to swim?”

I hadn't thought of an excuse as to why I was there – and, I realized, I didn't really need one. “No – I saw you sunbathing and decided I wanted to come down and get to know you.”

“Oh.” I could tell this wasn't what she expected, might in fact be the sort of thing to set off alarms in her head normally – but her aura was already changing. She looked at me confusedly for a moment, then smiled. “I guess I'm going to take that as a compliment,” she said, not displeased.

God damn, I thought. This thing was amazing. “I haven't seen you here before,” I said. “Did you just move in?”

“Oh, I don't live here,” she said, blushing. She held out an impressively-manicured hand. “I'm Mackenzie, Connie's daughter. It's Spring Break: I'm staying here for the weekend, then heading down to the beach with a couple of friends.”

Connie's daughter? Connie was the building's landlord: not a bad looker, especially in a MILF-y way, but holy shit she'd birthed a stunner. Something inside of me fired off a warning at the idea of messing around with my landlord's daughter, but I was already too into the power and the awesomeness of the glasses.

“Connie never told me she had a daughter,” I said. “Especially not one as lovely as you.”

“Yeah,” she said, staring at me quite openly now. Her aura had passed pale and was going into a bright, shining gold – must've been HEAT doing its work. “She never told me she had any tenants who look like you, either. Otherwise I'd have told her she had to hook up with you.”

“Well, I'd hate for that to be the case,” I said, reaching out and gently stroking her tanned thigh. She shuddered gently in response, lips parting and eyes fogging over with lust. I could already tell she was mine. “I wouldn't want to already be attached when you came around.”

She gave a little moan at my words, her eyes going unfocused. “That...that's okay,” she said. “I wouldn't mind. She needs to get laid, anyway.”

Did she? That was interesting. “Hmm,” I said, my fingers going up up up, snapping open the catch on her daisy dukes, “and what about you? Do you need to get laid?”

“Oh fuck,” she whispered. “Please...”

My fingers slid beneath the waistband of her shorts. I noted with pleasure that she wasn't wearing any panties underneath. Her sex was shaved and her slit was already dripping with wetness. I found her clit and gave it a stroke, savoring the feeling as her whole body clenched beneath my touch.

“You didn't answer me,” I said, stroking her gently. “Do you need to get laid, Mackenzie?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “I really, really do. Please...”

I slid two fingers deep inside of her, loving the high little squeal of pleasure she made at it. She arched her back, trying to get me as deep inside her as possible.

“No,” I said, shaking my head, “I don't think you need to get laid, Mackenzie. You need to get fucked.”

“Ohmigawd yes,” she said, the words coming out in a rush. “I need you to fuck me like a bad little girl. I need to feel your cock inside of me.”

My fingers picked up their pace – she was groaning in time with them now, riding my hand like a wild little filly. “I'm going to be rough with you, Mackenzie. You think you can handle that?”

“Yes,” she groaned, “oh my god I'm so close, please don't stop...”

“I'll give you the fucking you need,” I said, “if you'll do one thing for me, Mackenzie.” Despite having nearly limitless power through my glasses, I was a bit concerned about bringing half the apartment block out when Mackenzie came. “You have to come without making a single sound. Can you do that for me, Mackenzie?”

As I spoke, I started slowing the movements of my fingers. I could feel her frustration as orgasm moved further away, but still achingly close.

“Yes,” she whimpered.

“You promise? You'll be a good little girl for me?”

“Yes Master,” she said – I don't think she even noticed the word slipping out. “I promise I'll be a good little girl oh my god-”

My fingers were back to full speed, bringing her to climax. Mackenzie grabbed my wrist and bore down, shaking with pleasure. She bit her lip, eyes rolling back in her head as she struggled to contain the cries of passion she so desperately wanted to scream to the world. I felt her whole body clench up as she came: finally she could take no more and leaned into me, letting a muffled cry loose into my chest. Fortunately, it was quiet enough that no early-morning tenants came to investigate.

“I'm so sorry,” she panted, clinging to me. “I couldn't stay quiet – it felt so good.” She looked at me with obvious confusion. “Nothing's ever felt that good before – not even with other boys. How did you do that?”

I grinned, savoring my triumph. “You don't get to ask me questions. Not after you couldn't keep your promise. You know what this means, don't you?”

She looked at me, wide-eyed and full of dread.

“You have to be punished, Mackenzie.”

In an instant, all her worry dropped away. A huge smile crossed her face. She really was worried I wasn't going to fuck her, I realized.

“Okay,” she said, “but not here. Too many people who could see.”

“I couldn't agree more,” I said.

I was about to suggest my apartment – Kimberly would've been just waking up and that could be fun – but instead she took my by the hand and stood up. “Come on,” she said, “my Mom's letting me use one of the empty apartments.”

One of the empty apartments turned out to be a suite on the top floor of the complex, much swankier than the rank-and-file flats people like me were living in. It had a big bay window with a gorgeous view of the city. That view was my first bit of inspiration.

As soon as we were inside, she was on me, kissing and licking my neck, grinding herself against me with obvious need. We crossed the room this way – she started pushing me towards the bedroom, but I kept us moving forward. “Over there,” I said, motioning towards the window.

She gave me a confused look but let herself be carried away. Any thought of resisting was gone from her mind: the glasses had done their work. She was truly a bitch in heat now; wet and warm and open to doing anything I wanted. As we passed the kitchen, I grabbed a chair from the bar top seating and placed it a few feet from the window.

“Come here,” I said, sitting down.

In a flash, she was on her knees, kneeling before me. “What do you want me to do?” she asked. “You want a blowjob?”

As much as the thought of her cute little mouth wrapped around my dick turned me on, I had different plans. “No,” I said. “Take my pants off.”

She frowned but complied, undoing my belt and sliding off my black pants, leaving them in a heap on the floor. Next my boxers came off, leaving my erect cock sticking up like a mast. Despite what I'd said, Mackenzie couldn't help leaning down and sliding it into her mouth as she disrobed me. She gave it a few quick sucks and a kiss on the head as she pulled away.

Finished, she looked over her shoulder at me, a questioning look on her face. Framed against the mid-morning light of the city like that, she was a vision. A lusty young goddess, rising with the sun to drain her man's balls and conquer the world.

“Now you,” I said. “Let me see those curves. Take your clothes off – slowly.”

She smiled and began to disrobe, swaying slightly like she was giving me her own private show. First her top came off with a few pulls, exposing the ample mounds of titflesh within. Her nipples were diamond-hard, and she knew just how bad I wanted to take them into my mouth. She teased me as she worked off her pants, exposing her bare slit to the cool air of the apartment. She was still dripping with juice from her last orgasm, and I could tell she was ready to be fucked.

“Turn around and cross your legs,” I commanded her.

She grinned as she realized what I meant to do. “Ooh, you want me to be nice and tight on your cock, is that it? Wasn't I tight enough already when you fingered me?”

I gave her a quick spank on the ass: she squealed with a mix of surprise and delight. “Shut up and get on my dick,” I said, leaning back. “I want to see what you can do with that tight little pussy.”

“Yes, master,” she said, turning around. She bent at the waist, presenting her delicious pussy and firm ass, then crossed her legs like a fashion model showing off a new pair of panties and slowly slid down into my lap. My cock was practically throbbing with anticipation as I felt her warm, wet opening engulf me.

“Oh shit,” she breathed. “That's a big fucking cock...”

Gravity did the rest. In a moment, I split her wide open, stretching the tightened walls of her slit around my cock. She came to a rest in my lap, with me buried inside her to the hilt.

“Fuck, that's sooo tight,” she whimpered, arching her back. “I almost can't handle you in me, Master.” She worked her hips, bouncing in my lap like a naughty little schoolgirl.

“Yeah, that's right,” I said, taking her by the hair and giving her a not-so-gentle tug. “Show me how tight you can make yourself around me.”

She squeezed her thighs together as she rode me, making her already tight little teenage slit nearly unbearable. Even the anal I'd had with Kimberly last night hadn't been this tight, or felt this good. She rode me with skill and grace, groaning with passion as we fucked.

I stared out at the city, excitement coursing through my veins. Out there was a whole world of people – people who had no idea they could be subject to my every whim. “You're going to be one of so many girls I do this to,” I told her, groping her tits. “How does that make you feel?”

“Honored, Master,” she gasped. “I'm proud to be worthy of your cock in me! Please fill me up with your load!”

I was getting ready to, feeling the familiar tug that let me know I was going to be spraying Mackenzie's walls down any minute now. Just a few more-

“What the fuck do you think you're doing!?”

Mackenzie froze mid-grind, her ass inches above my crotch. Only the very tip of my cock remained buried in her pussy. We turned in unison to see Connie, the landlord, standing in the doorway looking like a volcano about to erupt.

“Stephen?” she asked, storming into the room. “What the fuck do you think you're doing with my daughter, you pervert? I'm going to kill you-”

There was no time for subtlety. I switched the glasses to Command Mode with an eyeblink. “No you're not.”

She stopped in her tracks, a confused look spreading across her face. “I'm...not?”

“No. In fact, you're not even mad.”

She looked thoughtful. “I'm...not mad.”

“Exactly.” Mackenzie was giggling now, so far into HEAT that what I was doing to her mom seemed normal. “In fact, watching me fuck your daughter makes you crazy hot. Like, more aroused than you can ever remember yourself being.”

A groan escaped her lips. I watched her gaze travel over me, and her naked daughter. Mackenzie relaxed, her cunt sliding down over my cock and filling her up with a little squeal of delight.

“That looks like so much fun,” she said, helplessly.

“It is,” Mackenzie said. She was full on fucking me again, apparently undisturbed at the interruption. “Being Stephen's slave feels better than anything else, Mommy. I know you're going to love it!”

“Why don't you start touching yourself?” I asked. “I mean, this is really turning you on, after all.”

With a sound of relief, Connie thrust her hand underneath her dress, completely unashamed to be masturbating in front of her daughter and tenant. Her eyes rolled back and she licked her lips, shuddering with pleasure. I'd always found her attractive, and there's nothing that turns me on more than watching a woman experience genuine, unfeigned pleasure, so the whole situation had me wanting to explode.

“I'm about to come,” I announced. “Why don't you come over here and help your daughter share the load?”

She came rushing over as if being given permission was what she'd been longing for since she walked in the door. Mackenzie slid off my cock and took position kneeling before me; her mother did the same. I was so close to orgasm that all it took was a couple pumps from Mackenzie's lithe little fingers for me to blow.

And blow I did. I don't know if it was the power fantasy or if the glasses were somehow augmenting my semen production, but ever since I'd put them on I was coming like like a fucking pornstar. Burst after burst of hot, sticky come shot from the head of my cock, coating mother and daughter in sticky-sweet jizz. Nearly every inch of Mackenzie's nude face and breasts were covered, and Connie's dress was soon stained to a degree that taking it to a dry cleaners would have been an exercise in embarrassment. With a look of awe on her face, Connie leaned forward and stroked every last ounce of pleasure from my cock, producing several wonderful aftershocks.

I looked down at the pair, coated in my semen, kneeling before me. Beyond them, the city slowly came awake – and all of it was mine for the taking. I have so much work to do, I thought with pleasure.

Work...that opened up all sorts of exciting possibilities. Maybe I should make that my next stop...

“You two can get up now,” I said, relaxing against the chair. “You should take a shower and get cleaned up. I suggest you do it together, to make it as fun as possible.”

Both of them chuckled at the word fun – they knew exactly what I was talking about.

“Will you fuck us after, Master?” Connie asked.

“Later tonight, maybe,” I said. “I have a lot of errands to run today. World's not gonna hypnotize itself, after all.”

I was halfway to the door, listening to the sounds of Mackenzie helping Connie out of her dress, when I had a thought. “Hey,” I said, turning.

Both girls instantly snapped to attention.

“Since I'm doing you such a solid by providing you with the hard fucking you need – I can stop sending you those rent checks, right?” I felt a lopsided grin stretch my face.

Connie laughed as if this was the funniest thing anyone had ever said. “Don't worry about it, Master.”

I smiled and withdrew. It would've been fun to stay and play, but I had a job to get to, after all.
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I took a taxi to work.

The irony wasn't lost on me: it was only a few days ago that I was the one driving the taxi instead of riding in it – leaving my job on my lunch break to make extra money shuffling fares around downtown. It felt like a lifetime ago. My worries were far behind me now, thanks to my new glasses.

I'd found them in the backseat of my car, waiting like a genie in a bottle for me to slip them on. They gave me powers – the power to change things, change people. I was still trying to figure out everything I could do, but there was no denying what I had done: turned my girlfriend, my landlord and her daughter into my slaves. They were back at my apartment, competing to see who could send the sluttiest, naughtiest selfie to their new Master. I got a new text every few minutes, and each one was more scorching hot than the last. Some of things my formerly shy, reserved girlfriend was doing to herself looked practically illegal.

I was looking at the latest series of images, feeling a stir of desire trickle down my spine when the cabby let me know we were at our destination. I paid him twice his usual fare and left him behind, looking over my place of employment with new eyes.

My job. God, I hated this place. My department was an unending series of demeaning chores and pissing contests, headed over by a woman with a God complex and a hatred of any employee who made less money than her. I had a tiny list in my head of my coworkers I'd like to see added to my harem, and she was right at the top of it.

Our receptionist Judy stared at me as I entered the building, her mouth agape. “Stephen?” she asked. “What are you doing here? I thought you were sick?”

I smirked, looking her over behind my dark glasses. The operating system was bringing up pop-ups, offering to reprogram our receptionist in a variety of nasty ways. I avoided them, though – Judy's a friend. Moreover, she already has a man at home she gets along with – she didn't deserve to have me upend her life like that.

I shrugged. “Got better, I guess.”

She studied my face for an instant, then looked behind her to see if anyone was nearby. When she turned back, she held a hand to her mouth and whispered. “Honestly, if I were you I'd turn right around and go back home,” she said quietly. “Donna's on the fucking warpath.”

Ah, Donna. Images of my boss flickered through my memory: berating me, chastising other employees publicly, humiliating them for her own amusement. I was looking forward to seeing her.

“What's got up her ass?” I asked.

Judy looked taken aback – no one normally talked about our boss like that. “The Damon files,” she said. “She's was supposed to send the finished report to the partners an hour ago, but half the files are missing and the ones that are there have something wrong with them, I don't know what exactly. Really, Steve, you should go. She's looking for a scapegoat, and we both know how she feels about you.”

I smiled and repeated the words I'd said to her over the phone a few hours before, when I'd called in sick while I was balls-deep inside my girlfriend's ass. “You just let me handle Donna.”

Judy shook her head. “Okay. Your funeral.”

As I was walking away, I heard her ask: “What's with the glasses, by the way? I didn't know you wore glasses.”

“I usually wear contacts,” I lied. “Couldn't be bothered.”

“Oh.” She looked me over and nodded. “It's a good look on you. You should wear them more often.”

“You have no idea how right you are,” I said, leaving her with a confused look on her face.

My department was a short flight of stairs away, but it was like walking into another world. Where the entrance was sedate and orderly, my floor looked like there had been an earthquake just a few moments ago. Papers littered the floor, covered desks in unruly stacks. As I sauntered in leisurely, two people came racing by: first one, then the second, as if they were chasing each other. A few people I recognized stood crowded around the water cooler, huddled together like the last survivors of a disaster. The place was a mess.

“What the hell is going on?” I announced to no one in particular.

I could hear muffled swearing from a cubicle a few aisles away; it stopped at the sound of my voice. With a rustle, someone emerged from behind the wall – it was Donna, looking as angry as I've ever seen a woman.

Even furious, I had to admit – she was hot. She may have been a snake sent straight from the bowels of hell to torment us all, but there was no denying that every man on my floor secretly dreamed of taking out their pent-up frustration directly on her lithe little body. Her temper was short, but her legs were long – and her love of yoga pants and tight tops as business attire seemed calculated to make her subordinates horny even as she emasculated them in front of everyone. Even as she advanced on me, face red with anger, her tits bobbed in a way that said look at me, look at me!

“What the fuck are you doing here,” she said in an accusatory tone. “Jody said you were 'sick'.”

Normally I would have been cringing, but behind my new glasses I had no fear. “I heard there was some catastrophe going on,” I said breezily, “and I came to see if I could help out.”

“Help out? You?” She held out a sheaf of old papers, hand shaking. Even so, I could see the wheels in her head turning, planning on how to turn this event to her advantage.

She scoffed, her voice full of scorn. “I'm surprised you bothered to come back. This is all your fault.”

I knew damn well I had nothing to do with Donna's problem – but more than that, I knew the game she was trying to draw me into. I'd been tripped up by it before. She wanted me to go on the defensive and make excuses, never realizing that by doing so I was buying into her narrative – everyone watching would assume it was all my fault.

I decided to refusing to play would be the best move – plus it would make her angry as hell.

“Where's the last place you remember seeing the files?” I asked.

She looked at me with fake confusion and real disgust, shaking her head. “Are you kidding me? Are you stupid or something? Those files were your responsibility, Stephen!”

She was yelling loud enough for the entire floor to hear – which was exactly the point. Normally this would be a winning play, but unfortunately for her she had no idea the game had been flipped on its head.

The glasses displayed a helpful tooltip in the corner of my vision: It looks like you're trying to win an argument. Would you like help with that?

I snickered and selected 'yes'. Why not see what my new toy could do?

Meanwhile, Donna took my response as being directed at her. She reacted as if she'd been slapped: her whole body stiffened, eyes widening in shock. How dare one of her peons not cower before her?

She stepped close, shaking with rage. She jabbed my chest with a finger. “You listen to me, Stephen,” she said, her voice full of rancor. “If you don't give me those files in the next thirty seconds, you might as well pack up your desk. You are incompetent, lazy, and now I can add 'insubordinate' to that list. I would love nothing more than to have security throw you out of this building like the worthless piece of trash you are.”

You could have heard a pin drop. Every set of eyes in the office were on us. Even with the power of the glasses, I felt a little tingle of panic run down my spine.

Just then, a message appeared in my field of view, projected in tiny letters across Donna's cleavage: The documents your opponent is referring to were deleted from her e-mail, apparently by accident since they were removed along with several spam messages. I have replaced them in her Inbox! Next to it was a tiny smiley face.

Oh, that was too good.

“Go ahead and stare,” Donna said, her voice tinged with scorn. “This is the last time anyone in this office ever sees you again.”

I laughed. I could feel half my coworkers cringe at the sound, thinking I had just dug my own grave. “Come on, Donna,” I said breezily. “We both know I have nothing do to with that project. You're looking for a scapegoat to cover up one of your screw-ups, like you always do.”

Her mouth dropped open. I watched with glee as her face turned a deep crimson. Apparently that cold heart of hers really did have the ability to feel shame.

Abruptly, she took control of her self. When she spoke, her voice was as calm as if we were discussing the weather. “Alright. That's it. Get out of here. You're fired, Stephen.”

“You can't fire me,” I said with a shrug. “Only a senior partner can fire me.”

“That's right,” said a new voice. I whirled around, caught off-guard. Standing in the entrance way, dressed to the nines in a power suit and heels was Lisa Adelstein, the middle-aged maven who called the tune we all danced to. I took a moment to appreciate the way she radiated utter professionalism: there wasn't one hair out of place or speck of dust in her entire ensemble. She was just as sexy as Donna, if in a more intimidating way.

“Miss Adelstein,” Donna said, suddenly all smiles and politeness. “I was just about to call you...”

“Why am I firing this man?” Lisa cut right to the chase. I liked that about her.

Donna was dumbfounded for a moment. The emergence of a senior partner threw a wrench into her plans. There were two options now; she could double down on her accusation, or blow the whole thing off.

She doubled down.

“I'm so sorry you had to come down here. This agent,” she said, nodding at me, “was in charge of the Damon files. Thanks to him, they've disappeared.”

“Not a bit of that statement is true,” I retorted.

Lisa shook her head. “Look, I could care less about your pissing contest. There is a report that needs to be faxed to LA an hour ago. Someone is either going to get me that report, or face the consequences.”

Donna gave me a triumphant look, as if to say well? What are you going to do?

“I'm sorry, I have to be frank,” I said. “I can't take it anymore. Donna, you're an idiot. I'd bet any amount of money those files are in your e-mail right now.”

If Lisa hadn't been standing right there, Donna would have lunged at me. Even with a senior partner in the room, it was a close thing.

Lisa turned to Donna, her gaze cool and impassive. “Open your e-mail,” she said.

“What? I'm not playing along with him! I never had those files-”

“Fine, then I'll do it,” Lisa said, pulling up her cell phone. She stared at it for a few seconds, scrolling and flipping through screens.

“You can do that?” I asked, a little amazed.

“Yes,” she said. “Here we go: Damon File 1 of 2, Damon file 2 of 2. First two things in your inbox, sent from your subordinate two days ago.”

Donna went white as a sheet. “That's not true,” she stammered, flailing for her phone. “It's not in there – he put it there somehow...”

“Somebody sent this goddamn report,” Lisa said. Then, with a finger outstretched directly at Donna, “You. Office. Now.”

Donna gulped audibly. All the fight seemed to have gone out of her at once. In an instant, she went from the hell bitch who ran the place to a meek, submissive follower. She blew out her cheeks. “Alright.”

I turned to put the pair of them in my field of view. “Hey, can I come with? I actually had some questions for you both, if you didn't mind.”

I had switched on a new feature I'd noticed during the taxi ride there: a Persuasion Mode. It wasn't quite the same as Command Mode – people didn't snap to attention and carry out your orders like they did when you commanded them, but it made my words pretty damned compelling.

Lisa nodded, and even Donna seemed cowed. “Sure. Why not – I could use your input on this thing.”

The floor above ours was nearly empty. Here, peace and quiet reigned supreme: this was an area segmented out into lavish boardrooms and meeting spaces, a home base for the senior partners to host visitors and conduct deals. We were pretty much never allowed up here – in fact, before today I'd had only the vaguest idea of what it looked like.

Lisa unlocked one of the conference rooms and we followed her inside. Donna pointedly refused to make eye contact with me. Inside, the room was dim and cool. An ancient but well-stocked tray of alcohol bottles and glasses stood in one corner.

“Well,” Lisa said without preamble, “what should we do about this?”

I was already prepared – I had switched on Command Mode during the elevator ride up. I had a plan for Donna and Lisa. It would have been the easiest thing in the world to take them both as my eager hypnotic slaves, right then and there. But something about that rang hollow. I didn't particularly want Donna as my slave: as hot as she was, I didn't like her all that much. And changing her personality to one that was friendly, bubbly and submissive didn't seem like enough of a punishment.

She deserved something a little dirtier.

“I think,” I said, fixing Lisa in my sight, “that she deserves to be punished.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Lisa said with a wicked little grin. Donna was looking from one of us to the other, confused.

“You thinking what I'm thinking?” I asked. It was a rhetorical question; I knew the glasses were doing their work making sure I was understood.

“Oh yeah,” Lisa said wickedly. “This should be fun.”

“What are you guys talking about?” Now Donna sounded both confused and a little frightened. “If you're going to have my job, I'd prefer to just get it over with.”

“You're not going to lose your job,” Lisa snapped, “as long as you do exactly what I say.” She gestured to the stately conference table that dominated the room. “Bend over this table.”

Donna, looking more horrified with each passing second, put her hands on the table and slowly bent at the waist, thrusting out her pert little ass.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“You're going to be punished,” Lisa said. The glasses kept sending me pop ups, letting me know Command Mode was doing its work on her brain. The thing was so advanced, I hardly needed to speak: it knew exactly what I wanted. “A lying little tramp like you needs a good, hard spanking.”

“What!? I can't...” Donna let out a heavy sigh, trembling with anxiety. “Okay. If that's what'll get me off the hook, spank away.”

Without warning, Lisa smacked Donna's ass, hard. She let out a yelp of pain as her shapely rear jiggled with the impact. “Your punishment is just beginning,” Lisa said, slapping Donna's other ass cheek.

“Oh my God,” Donna said in disbelief.

Lisa snickered and took a step back. “Stephen,” she said, “remove all Donna's clothing beneath the waist. I don't think she's feeling her spanking enough.”

“Are you serious!?” Donna said, her voice edging into panic. “You can't be serious.”

“Oh, I am,” Lisa said. “Do you want to keep working here or not?”

Donna let out a whimper but was otherwise quiet. In a few moments, we'd removed it all: her yoga pants, the sleek black thong panties she'd worn underneath. Her naked ass lay bare to us, the mound of her pussy clearly visible just beneath. Of course a girl as appearance-focused as Donna kept herself perfectly shaved, I thought.

“Much better,” I said approvingly. Lisa gave me a quick, conspiratory smile.

As if that was her cue to begin, Lisa began swatting Donna on the backside, shockingly hard. First one ass cheek, then the other, turning them red. Donna let out tiny gasps of pain as my gorgeous boss abused her, letting her know exactly how much trouble she was in.

After a few smacks, a new quality entered Donna's moans. I'm not sure how much of it was the glasses and how much was Donna herself, but it was impossible not to notice how much she was starting to enjoy it. Her pussy was practically sopping wet, and she was starting to arch her back into the blows, as if eager for them.

Lisa stopped, looking over her handiwork.

“Please...please...” Donna sounded like she couldn't figure out whether she was begging Lisa to stop or to keep going.

Lisa let out a cruel little laugh and palmed Donna's pussy, causing her to stiffen up with shock. She explored Donna's slit with a finger, savoring the little moans and gasped the now thoroughly humiliated manager made.

“God, you are so wet,” Lisa said. “You must really be enjoying this.”

“Unh, fuck!” Donna let out a moan as the fingers made contact with her over-sensitive clit. “Please don't stop!”

“Well, you've definitely satisfied my requirements,” Lisa said with a smirk, “but I'm going to hand this one over to Stephen. What do you think we should do, sir?”

Hearing her call me sir, to talk to me like an equal instead of a peasant was a little thrill all its own. “I think,” I said, switching to Command mode, “that I should get to fuck that tight little pussy. And I think she should eat your cunt while I do it, just for the trouble.”

“Perfect!” Lisa was practically rubbing her hands together with delight. “That should teach her how to serve others.”

Donna let out a low moan. I knew the rational part of her brain was terrified at the turn this had taken, but I'd hit her with enough of the glasses' power that she was incredibly turned on, unable to think rationally. Her body trembled at the idea of what we were going to do to it.

With a pert little hop, Lisa jumped up on the table and spread her legs, moving her panties aside with two fingers. Her cunt looked incredibly inviting – I made a mental note to find out just how inviting later.

“Come here, bitch,” Lisa said, leaning back.

With the glasses making her submissive and horny, it was a treat to watch my bitch of a boss crawl over and put her face between the big boss' legs. Lisa let out a girlish squeal of delight at Donna worked her tongue around her boss' warm, wet slit, teasing her with expert skill.

“Fuck, you're good at this,” Lisa groaned. “I can tell you've done this before. Are you a little bi-curious, Donna?”

Whatever she said in response was too muffled to hear.

I watched them go for a few seconds, cock tenting in my pants. Donna's ass was exposed, bent over the desk like it was begging for me. As I watched, Donna reached behind her and spread her slit with her fingers, letting me know she was ready for me.

I pulled out my cock and let it tease her entrance, running along the edges with the tip. I savored the groan of frustration she made as I pressed gently against her cunt, sliding myself into her inch by delirious inch. She arched against me, trying to coax me in, but I let it happen slow – I wanted her to feel me slide into her, filling her up and stretching her walls.

I wanted her to feel me dominate her.

“I can tell she likes it,” Lisa said. “She can barely focus on me all of a sudden.”

That was all I needed. I grabbed her by the hips and buried myself inside her, feeling my cock penetrate all the way to her g-spot. The contact was like an electric current: I felt her writhe and thrash in my grip, a slave to the pleasure that coursed through her body.

I fucked her savagely, mercilessly, pounding her pussy like a jackhammer. She groaned into our boss' cunt, shaking with pleasure. I could tell she was about to come – I raced up the mountain towards climax, grinding her with hard, fast strokes that punched against her g-spot.

Just before she came, she pulled out from between Lisa's legs and howled with pleasure. “Fuck me, Stephen,” she begged, all rational thought gone from her head, “fuck me fuck me fuck me! Oh my god I'm going to come so hard I'm going to fucking cummmmm-”

I exploded inside of her, letting out a harsh cry of triumph as burst after burst of hot, sticky come flowed from my cock into her throbbing pussy. She clenched around me, the feeling of it sending her over the top into her own orgasm. I drained my balls inside her, loving the feel as she came around my cock, sobbing and panting and crying out my name.

Finally I pulled out, leaving a thick sticky mess oozing out of her freshly-fucked pussy. Donna collapsed, spread-eagle across the boardroom table like a woman in a coma. A quiet, satisfied groan of contentment escaped her lips.

“Well,” Lisa said, crossing her legs and hopping down from the table, “I'd say you've suffered enough, Donna. All is forgiven. Stephen?”

I looked over my boss' body, covered in sweat and come. “Yeah,” I concluded with a smile. “I'd say so. I think she can go back to work – but, she needs a new attitude. No more shaming coworkers in public or blaming them for her own mistakes. In fact, I think she should start giving everyone at the office the same treatment she gave us today. What do you think about that, Donna?”

I had thought she was comatose, but she stirred enough to gently rub her clit with her fingers. “Yes...” she whispered, like a subject in trance. “I'll serve whoever you want, Master. I can't wait to show the entire office what a dirty girl I am...”

“Well, if you're satisfied, I am,” Lisa said. “Why don't you take the rest of the day off, Stephen?”

“I would love to,” I said. As much as part of me wanted to go for seconds with Lisa right then and there, this experience had opened up my eyes to a whole world of possibilities. I couldn't stay here and bang my boss when there were so many people my ability could help. There were thousands, probably millions of people like Donna out there, tiny tyrants in people's every day lives. I had used my powers to make a harem, sure, but I could be doing so much more than that.

It was time to give back. I couldn't wait.
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“Holy cow, Stephen!? Is that you?”

I turned, surprised. I knew that voice. Standing two people behind me in the checkout line was Heather, my ex-girlfriend. Just the sight of her dredged up all sorts of emotions I struggled to stamp down.

“Hey!” I said, shocked and a little flustered. I'd been in the middle of something, after all. “I didn't know you shopped here.”

I didn't. As far as I knew, Heather had moved out of state shortly after we'd broken up. I wasn't here for her; I was trying to help out the cute cashier, a co-ed who had confessed to me a couple of days ago (with a little help from my glasses) that her boss was sexually harassing her. Ever since I'd turned my job upside-down, making my boss and my boss' boss into my eager, naughty sex slaves, I'd been trying to lay low. Their new behavior had become the talk of the office, and even garnered a little bit of media attention when “a company official” made sexual overtures to several students during a routine speech at a local college.

So I was doing what I could to stay out of the limelight. The last thing I wanted was for whoever made these glasses to catch on that they had been found and were being used for my own enjoyment. I didn't want that enjoyment to end.

But there she was, my ex-girlfriend, looking even better than she had when we broke up a year ago. Her hair was a little longer – nearly down to her waist instead of shoulder length – but still the same curly chestnut locks. She looked like she'd been working out: there was definitely a hint of muscle beneath her curves. Along with her new body had apparently come confidence: she was showing way more of that tanned, luscious skin than I remembered seeing when we were together. I had never seen her go out in less than capris and a blouse, but now she was walking around in a backless top and a pair of tight khaki shorts that ended at mid-thigh without a hint of worry.

I couldn't get a good look at her ass from where I was standing, but I was sure it was fantastic: it had always been her best feature.

She was so hot, and the sight of her triggered so many memories that I thought I had forgotten, that the very last thing I noticed about her was the huge, criminally expensive wedding ring on her finger.

She saw me see it and coughed gently, a little embarrassed. “I just moved back here a month or two ago,” she said, “with Brent. You look great!”

“Thanks,” I said, still trying to get my head on straight. “You too.” I jerked a thumb over my shoulder. “I don't want to hold up the line. Maybe...”

“Oh, sure,” she said, stepping a few feet away. “How are you doing?”

“I'm...” What could I say? Certainly not the truth: that a few weeks ago I'd found a pair of glasses in the backseat of my car that could make women my slaves, glasses that I was wearing at that very moment. “I'm good. Really good.”

She laughed. “When did you start wearing glasses? I don't remember you needing them.”

“Oh, these old things?” My glasses were, in fact, trying to vie for my attention at that very moment, letting me know that they could turn Heather into my slave in an instant. For some reason, though, the thought of flipping her brain off like a light switch didn't appeal to me. I had the inklings of a better idea in mind. “They're new. I hadn't had my eyes checked in years.”

“Oh,” she said, looking me over. “They look really good on you.”

They did. And weeks of using them on people made what I did next practically second nature. I flipped open the options with an eyeblink and turned on a very low-level version of the Seduction Mode I'd used to make my landlord's daughter beg for my cock. I wanted her to stay interested in me for a longer period of time, long enough that she would barely notice how attracted to me she was getting.

“Thanks,” I said. “So...Brent?”

She laughed awkwardly. “Yeah. We met not too long after...well, the stuff that happened with us. He's um, he's a good guy. He got a job offer downtown and we got an apartment a while ago.” She gave another awkward little laugh. “Yeah, so, I'm married now! Surprise, I guess?”

“No, that's great,” I said. “Really, I mean that. That's awesome. I hope he's great.”

“He is,” she said. “You'd like him, I think.”

There was no way in hell that was true, but I didn't dwell on it. “Hey, there's a little cafe right around the corner,” I said. “Did you want to – after you check out, I mean – did you want to grab a cup of coffee and catch up? Just for old time's sake?”

Without the glasses, it would've been a coin-toss as to whether she'd have said yes or no. Things between Heather and I had ended badly, with infidelity (on her side) and throwing things (on my side) and horrible, skin-peeling fights (on both sides). But, with the glasses already doing their work in her subconscious, I was sure she saw it as a way to finally bury the hatchet and put that part of her life behind her.

Little did she know that part of her life had just begun.

“Sure,” she said with an indulgent grin – as if she was the one doing me the favor. “Let me get these and I'll meet you over there.”

––––––––
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“So, Kimberly, huh?” Heather took another sip of her coffee – her second cup – and sat back. “Tell me all about her.”

“There's really not much to tell,” I said. “A friend of mine got in a car accident about eight months ago, and she was his physical therapist. We started seeing a lot of each other, and things just went from there.”

“She sounds like a wonderful person, helping people recover like that,” Heather said. “I'm glad you found someone. She at work?”

“At home.” What I didn't tell Heather was that Kim was at home being eaten out by my landlord and her daughter, or that the trio were filming the whole thing to put on in the background while they pleasured me. I kept that part to myself.

“Oh,” she said. “Do you need to text her? Is she going to be missing you, or...?”

“She'll be fine.” Honestly, I found her concern cute. It was obvious that my glasses were starting to have their intended effect on Heather. Her smiles were more genuine, her laughter at my jokes was unfeigned, and every so often I'd notice her hand brushing up against mine whenever she reached for her coffee. Even if the idea of cheating on her spouse with me was still something she would never do – for now, anyway – the thought that she could was definitely on her mind, and I could tell she found it exciting.

“What about Brent?” I asked. “If I was him, I'd never let a girl like you out of my sight.”

She reddened a little bit. “He's at work,” she said. “Always working late. He wants to be the head of the company by the time he's forty, but I hope he manages it a little sooner than that: I'm already tired of eating dinner alone. And he's going to miss my fertile day...”

“Your what?” I asked.

“Oh, shit!” She blushed, a mixture of shock and delight at breaking the 'rules' on her face. “I seriously should not have said that. In fact, forget I said anything.”

“Oh, come on now, you can't say something like that and not explain,” I said.

She giggled nervously and bit her lip. She was warming up to me, alright. “Oh, God...alright. Brent really wants to have kids. Sooo, we're trying. Well, we just started trying, actually.”

“And you want them, too?” I asked.

She looked at me for a second, then nodded. “Yeah, I do. I stopped taking my pills and everything. I think I'm ready – at least, as ready as anyone can ever be.”

Oh, this was too good. Really. I wanted to be good, I was trying so hard, but to have an opportunity like this fall into your lap...

“That's awesome,” I said. “Really. I think you'll be a great mother.”

“Thanks, Stephen,” she said, eyes shining. “That means a lot.”

“So where is Brent?” I asked. “I mean, this is your day, right? When it has the best chance of going down, I mean?”

She nodded.

“So why aren't you two in your apartment, uh...well, you know!” I said as she broke out in laughter.

“Honestly, I don't know,” she said. “I've been fucking texting him all day. It's like I can feel how fertile I am. I don't think he really takes this whole fertility tracker thing seriously yet, but I can tell you I do – I'm walking around like a cat in heat.”

The Heather I knew would never say these things out loud to her ex-boyfriend, but the Heather I knew was slowly being warped by the Seduction Mode in my glasses. It was definitely reaching its peak; she was bent over the table, making no effort to hide her fabulous cleavage, and her skin was flushed with heat. All she needed now was a little push.

I flipped the Seduction Mode from 'low' to 'high'. “God, remember how we were when we were alone in our apartment? Shit, we were barely older than kids then – just out of college, but the college wasn't out of us yet.”

“Yeah,” she whispered, her eyes taking on a glazed look. I knew she was looking inward, thinking about all the hot sex we'd had in that apartment before things went south. “I do...”

“Remember that one time you were really drunk,” I said, putting my hand on hers and stroking it gently. “We'd gotten a couple of bottles of wine for dinner, but I got home late...”

“...and I had drunk the whole thing,” she finished. “God, I remember...”

“You were so drunk, and angry,” I said. The memory made my cock stiffen in my pants. “You came at me the second I walked in the door, and before I knew it we were on the kitchen table, just pounding each other like animals. All that anger and aggression just made you want it more.”

I heard her foot slip out of her high heel; it came up between my legs and pressed gently against my cock. “God,” she whispered, “you're so hard.”

“Remember that time we pulled over in the middle of the night and fucked right on the side of the highway? I picked you up and put you right on the hood of my car. You told me you were afraid someone might drive by, but from the way you shook when you said it you were really hoping someone did...”

“Oh, fuck!” She let out a little moan and squeezed her thighs together. Her foot was straight-up massaging my crotch now, leaving the head of my cock slick with pre-cum.

“You want me,” I said. “That attraction we have between us – it's never left. You still want me to fuck you the way I used to.”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “God, it's so awful, I'm a married woman now, but I still want you.” In an instant, her face got serious. “Go to the bathroom, and I'll follow you in a minute.”

Fucking in the bathroom of the cafe sounded nice, but it wasn't what I wanted. “You and I both know that's not what you want,” I said.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, a how did you know? tone in her voice. “Okay, let's go back to my apartment.”

“That sounds more like it,” I said with a grin. I wanted to see this apartment – more than that, I wanted to fuck Heather right in her bed, on the same sheets she slept underneath with her new husband.

The ride there was a blur. We took my car, and Heather could barely take her hands off me the entire drive. She rubbed me through my pants as I drove, then unbuttoned me and gave me slow, hard strokes until her fingers were slick with my pre-cum. At the turn to her apartment building, I looked over to see her licking her fingers, shameless in her utter need for me.

Her apartment was nicer than the one we had had, although it wasn't as nice as the suite I had convinced my landlord to give me the keys to. As soon as we were inside, she was in my arms, kissing me like she was drowning and my mouth was the only place she could get air. I grabbed her beneath her ass and carried her across the living room to set her down on the couch. It put her head at the level of my groin, and I wasted no time in getting my pants unbuckled the rest of the way.

“God, you're huge,” she said, taking me out of my pants and stroking me. “You're so much bigger than Brent. Why did I ever leave this cock?”

I smiled cruelly. “You should make it up to it,” I said. “It's missed you.”

She gave me a naughty grin. “That always was your favorite, wasn't it? Me on my knees, sucking your fat prick until you drained your balls down my throat? Does Kimberly do that for you now, baby?”

“Not as good as you,” I said.

“Oh, I've gotten even better,” she said, staring at the head of my cock with a hungry gaze. “Let me show you.”

I groaned as she slid the fat, purple head of my shaft into her mouth and began sucking, working her tongue across my most sensitive areas with deft, practiced strokes. As good as that felt, it was only a prelude to what she could really do, which was take me all the way down her throat like a champion cocksucker. I could count the number of blowjobs Heather had given me during our time together on one hand, but they were always mind-blowing, and this one was no exception. She welcomed my cock back with the best blowjob I had ever had.

After a few minutes, I pulled away from her mouth, keeping her from following it. “Shouldn't you let me finish?” she asked. “I mean, there's probably so much come in those balls right now, you should probably drain them...”

“That's not what you want,” I said.

“No,” she said with a little whimper. “It isn't. Oh Jesus...take me to the bedroom, Stephen. Please?”

I picked her up like a doll and carried her into her own bedroom, then lay her down on the bed and kissed her passionately. In no time at all her dress and pants were discarded, leaving her wearing nothing but a skimpy pair of panties. Her tits were just as firm and beautiful as I remembered; I traced a line of kisses down her neck and took a nipple in my mouth, sucking and biting it the way that I knew drove her wild.

I parted her thighs with my leg and mounted her. She groaned beneath me, tracing her fingers down my chest. My cock was pressing against her, separated from her slit by nothing but a thin piece of fabric, one I was about to tear off with my teeth if she didn't move them to the side.

“Wait...” she whispered, hugging me closer to her. She nuzzled her face against my shoulder, her breath hot and fast. “You need to put on a condom.”

I laughed; a harsh, commanding bark. “You don't want me to wear a condom.”

“God...” her hands were tracing my back, raking them with her nails. Her hips ground against me, pressing my cock against her slit.

“No, I don't want you to,” she finally admitted. “I want you to come inside me.”

I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her from my shoulder. Her entire body tensed with a mix of pain and pleasure as she groaned.

“Say it again,” I whispered teasingly into her ear.

“I want you to come in me!” She cried, grinding her hips against me. “I want you to shoot your seed inside me, fill me up with your come!”

“You want me to make you pregnant,” I told her.

“Oh please! Please make me pregnant!” She was practically sobbing now, begging me to fuck her. “If I'm going to get all fat with a man's seed, I want it to be yours, Stephen! You're so much better than Brent – I can't believe I ever left you! Please knock me up, baby!”

In response, I peeled her panties down her thighs. They were dripping with moisture as I tossed them to the floor. Underneath, her pussy was as hot as an oven, trimmed and shaved for what she had thought was going to be her impregnation by her husband.

She grabbed me by the ass and coaxed me inside her. I let the head of my cock rest at the entrance to her slit for a moment, driving her nuts, then filled her up to the brim. She let out a cry and arched her back as I filled her, stretching out her walls around my cock. Even with so much time having passed since we'd broken up, I still remembered every inch of her pussy.

When I was all the way inside her, she wrapped her hands around my shoulders and whispered in my ear: “Fuck me like you used to, Stephen.”

I did.

She was right about one thing: she was definitely in heat. Every inch of her body, from her innermost curves to the tips of her fingers was focused on one thing – getting me to come. She felt hot, fertile, like a freshly-plowed field just begging for seeds. I pinned her to the bed and fucked her savagely, but every thrust just moved her closer and closer to her goal. I could tell she was already on the verge of coming, and the feeling of my hot seed spraying inside her was what would send her over the edge. I didn't hold anything back; I fucked hard, thinking of nothing but how good it was going to feel to fill my nasty ex's cheating pussy with my come.

“Please, please make me pregnant,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Come in me baby, come for me now. Don't you want to come in me?”

Oh, I absolutely did. It wasn't going to be long now; I could already feel my balls tightening in that sweet, tingly way that moved up my shaft.

“Doesn't my pussy feel good enough?” Heather asked, goading me into coming. “Don't all those little ridges feel so good around your cock? Doesn't it feel like coming home when you fuck me, Stephen? Take me home, baby! Show me how it feels to have a real man come inside me!”

That was all I needed. I squeezed her like the world was ending, like I was trying to milk her hot little body for every drop of pleasure it could give me. Burst after burst of come shot out of me, filling her, painting her walls with my seed. Just as I had thought, the satisfaction of feeling me come inside her sent Heather over the edge – she raked my back hard enough to draw blood and bit down on my lip as she came, crying against me and shaking like a leaf. Finally our movements slowed, becoming languid and sleepy. I pulled out of her and lay back, looking at the ceiling of her apartment.

She rolled over and snuggled up to me, putting an arm over my chest. “God,” she said, satisfaction evident in her tone, “I haven't been fucked like that since we broke up.”

I laughed.

“Was I better than Kimberly?” she asked, tracing her fingers down my chest.

“Hmm,” I said sleepily. “It's a close thing. I'd have to try you both one after the other to be sure.”

“Oh, stop,” punching me gently on the shoulder. “You horndog.”

“Hey,” I said, “she's kind of kinky. She might actually be into that.”

“Really?” She looked thoughtful. “Well, that might be interesting.”

We lay there for another few moments, enjoying the feel of each others' bodies. Then she slowly sat up.

“You should get going,” she said. “Brent'll be here in an hour or two. I've got to take a shower before he gets here.”

“Alright,” I said. I watched as she got up from the bed, completely unashamed of her nakedness, and fished in her dresser for new clothes to wear after her shower. Her ass was perfect; I wanted to spank it. Next time, I told myself with a little smile, I would.

“Hey,” I said suddenly. “You should give me your number. Just in case, you know, this doesn't take.”

“This doesn't...oh,” she said, blushing a bit. “Yeah. We might need to try a few more times.” She took my phone and put in her number. “You sure Kimberly isn't going to find that and get all suspicious?”

I wasn't about to tell her Kimberly would probably masturbate over the news – not yet, anyway. That would come a little later. Next time we fucked, I'd let the Kim-bomb slip. Then came the threesome. Soon, she'd be leaving her precious Brent behind and joining me in my harem. Because, for all her faults, Heather was right about one thing.

I did miss fucking her.

“I'll be in touch,” I told her, watching her perfect ass as she headed into the bathroom.

After a second, she stuck her head back into the doorway. “Oh, hell,” she said. “Why don't you join me? It'll be a while before he gets here.”

I grinned and stood up from the bed, following just behind her. “Absolutely.”
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“Good morning, Master.”

I rolled over in bed, smiling as a beam of warm sunlight passed over my eyes. I felt something rustling at the foot of the bed – and then something warm there as well, parting my thighs. With sleepy fingers, I lifted up a corner of the covers to see who it was: this morning it was my girlfriend, Kimberly.

I suppose I can't really call her my girlfriend anymore. Fucktoy might be a better descriptor.

My fucktoy slid down my boxers, where my cock was already stiff as a board, afflicted with the age-old condition of morning wood. It perked up at the sight of her parted lips, her breasts peeking out of the top of the low-cut t-shirt she wore.

“My, you're so hard this morning, Master,” she said with a smile. “I can't wait to taste you.”

I grinned and lay back on the bed, resting my head against a pillow and closing my eyes as Kim engulfed my member in her mouth, beginning to suck. God, this was my favorite way to wake up.

A month ago, Kim would've never considered doing a thing like this, unless maybe if it was my birthday. While she was definitely the hottest girl I'd ever been in a relationship with – a physical therapist who could do magic with her fingertips – she was normally shy, reserved – prudish, even.

All that changed when I found the glasses sitting in the backseat of my car. I put them on, and they changed everything – they were some prototype by a company I had never heard of, some kind of new 'Augmented Reality' lenses...except they actually changed things. Since I'd started learning how they worked, I'd turned my girlfriend Kim, my landlord and her co-ed daughter, and even my ex-girlfriend Taylor into my submissive, eager slaves. I fucked them all regularly, with no protection – they wouldn't hear of it. Ever since they'd become aware of each others' existence in my harem, it was like they were competing to see which of them could get knocked up from my seed first. I didn't mind, of course: the competitive streak they seemed to have (my ex, especially) just made the sex hotter.

In fact, I was a little surprised Kim continued to suck me, instead of mounting me once I was nice and slick off her juices like she normally would've. Ah, well, I thought, snuggling deeper into my pillows, this is pretty fucking great by itself. Fertility wasn't the only area where my harem had gotten competitive: lately I could tell they'd all been watching the same porn movies found by scouring my computer, trying to be the slut who satisfied me best. Kim's gag reflex had disappeared with a flash of my glasses, and now her dick-sucking game was A1.

I felt my balls go tight as she brought me all the way inside her throat, stretching it as she took me to the base. “Oh fuck,” I muttered, my voice still groggy with sleep, “I'm going to come...”

With a low groan, I felt sweet release tingle its way up my body, sending burst after burst of hot come inside Kim's waiting mouth. I held the back of her head gently with my fingers as I arched my back against her, draining my balls directly into the back of her throat. Satisfied, I lay back and opened my eyes.

Kim pulled back the covers to give me a pornographic view of her splayed across the foot of the bed, licking and sucking my cock clean while she massaged the last few drops of come from my balls.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, her voice full of that submissive, reverent tone I'd fallen in love with over the past few weeks. “Would you like another?”

I was just about to tell her yes when something happened that made me stop cold. I had just reached out to the dresser by the bed, the place where I always left my glasses before passing out every night.

My fingers touched nothing but the hard oak surface of the table. There was nothing there.

“Kim?” I sat up, catching her by surprise. Her head snapped up, leaving just her hand gently stroking my cock.

“Yes, Master?”

“Did you move my glasses?” I was already scanning the area, looking for any sign of them. Had I left them somewhere else before I went to bed? Had I given them to whoever I was with – Taylor, I suddenly remembered – for safekeeping?

“No, Master. I would never touch them without your permission.” Her stroking grew harder, more insistent. “Would you like to fuck me now?”

“No, I'd like you to help me find my glasses,” I said, throwing my legs over the edge of the bed. “Look under here – maybe they fell.”

Somewhat reluctantly, Kim slid off the bed and onto her knees, bending down on all fours to check under the bed. She was naked beneath the waist, and her gorgeous ass jiggled gently from side to side as she felt around under there. The sight of it made me stir in my boxers again, and normally I'd have mounted her right there except where were my glasses?

“They aren't down here, baby.” Kim's voice was muffled beneath the covers. “Maybe they fell behind the dresser?”

I reached behind the dresser (there was nothing there) and froze, something making the hair stand up on the back of my neck.

“Stop,” I said, quietly. It took a second for Kim to understand I meant stop moving instead of stop searching. “Did you hear that?”

I heard it again. The sound of muffled conversation coming from the living room. I did a quick mental round-up of my conquests: Connie was overseeing the delivery of some drywall for one of the condos, Mackenzie was in class, pretending to pay attention. Taylor and I had a lunch date to fuck like animals in hotel suite I was renting with my boss' expense card. There shouldn't have been anyone here but Kim and I.

“Who the fuck is that?” I asked, already heading for the door. I was still wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts.

Kim slid out from underneath the bed, waving her arms frantically. “No, Master, stay here! Let me please you-”

I swung the door open. I don't know what I expected to see, but it wasn't what was standing there waiting for me: a young, blonde woman in a power business suit, a cell phone held against her ear.

Her back was to me – she was staring out the window at the lovely penthouse view of the city – so for a moment I stood there in shock, listening.

“Yes, extraction went fine,” she said to whoever was on the other line. “I'll be back shortly once I've deprogrammed the girlfriend and gotten a list of everyone else he's augmented. What? Yes, she's in there right now, softening him up.”

“No she's not,” I said.

The woman whirled around, her gaze betraying nothing. She looked as cool as if she'd just told me to hold on a second while she took a call. “I'll call you right back,” she said into the phone.

Now that I had a good look at her, I was impressed. She was surprisingly young – if she was old enough to drink, I'd eat my hat. She wore a sleek black business suit, but underneath her curves pressed against the fabric in all the right places. The caveman part of my brain couldn't help but wonder what lingerie she might be wearing underneath it. If I'd seen this woman on the street, I'd definitely have considered adding her to my harem.

It took a second to notice what she had in her other hand: my glasses.

“Master, I'm so sorry,” Kim said, entering the room behind me. “She made me!”

Suddenly all the pieces fell into place. Woman in a suit, with the ability to override my programming? Who knows about the glasses, and is discussing them with someone on a phone somewhere? Whatever amoral corporate entity that had created my glasses had finally taken notice of me, and it was time to pay my due.

For obvious reasons, I couldn't let that happen.

“Hi there,” I said with a smile I hoped didn't look forced. “Sorry I didn't put on something nicer – I wasn't really expecting guests-”

“You must be Stephen.” She cocked an eyebrow, looking me up and down. To my surprise, she gave a small noise of approval.

“That I am,” I said. “And you would be...?”

“Who I am is not important,” she said, shaking her head. “You've been a very naughty boy, Stephen.”

I laughed. “Don't I know it.”

“Master.” Kim sounded frantic, as if she couldn't stop the words from flowing out of her mouth. “You have to forgive me – she made me give her the glasses and not tell you about it. She's not normal, Stephen.”

She gave a short, harsh laugh. “I wouldn't call anyone in this room 'normal'.”

“You seem to have made some kind of mistake,” I said, sounding more confident than I felt. “Those are my glasses.”

“These,” the girl said, shaking my specs, “are property of MasterTech. And the gentleman who left them in your car was an idiot to misplace them.”

“Never heard of it,” I retorted.

“You wouldn't.” She gave a small, secretive smile, then her gaze slid past me. “Come here, Kimberly.”

Kimberly inhaled sharply, like she'd just put her hands on a hot stove by mistake. For a second she stood still, rooted in place, then began to walk forward, ambling mechanically like a malfunctioning robot.

“Kimberly, stop,” I called after her. She slowed down for a second, but didn't stop.

“You're tearing her apart when you do that, you know,” the woman said. “Poor girl's brain is going into overdrive trying to serve two masters. You really have no idea what you've been doing to these women, have you?”

She looked up at me. “How many more girls have you augmented, Stephen? Tell me now and I won't hurt your girlfriend.”

“Hurt her?” My vision went red.

“I need their names and locations,” the woman said coolly. “If you do that, I promise no harm will come to either of you.”

“Oh yeah? You'll just let us go?”

She scoffed. “Of course not. I have to deprogram the suggestions you've put into this girl's head, then erase both of your memories of the incident. It'll be like you never found these glasses at all – just the way it should be.”

My heart sank. Not only was I going to lose my glasses, but my memories, too? The last two weeks I had lived like a king: I'd gotten revenge on my boss and my bitchy ex-girlfriend, and I'd turned a bevy of gorgeous girls into my 24-hour fucktoys. I'd finally had a taste of the good life, and this woman wanted to make it so that it had never happened.

I was furious. That couldn't happen. I had to find some way to keep it from happening.

The woman saw the change in my eyes. “Don't even think about it,” she said. “You have no idea how much psychic torment I can put Kimberly in. You've only scratched the surface of what's possible with this prototype-”

Just as Kim reached the woman's side, she suddenly stumbled. She tumbled into her, leaning against her hard and throwing her off-balance. It only lasted an instant, but an instant was all Kim needed – whatever control the woman had over her slackened. She brought her foot down on the woman's ankle – hard.

The woman did what anyone does when someone crushes their foot: she let out a cry and grabbed the injured limb with both hands. It's instinct – no amount of company policy can change that.

I was already in motion, racing forward as the glasses tumbled out of her hands and fell towards the ground. My glasses. My ticket to a world where anything I wanted was mine for the taking, where no one could ever boss me around or cheat on me or tell me what to do, ever again.

I caught the glasses an inch from the ground and stepped back, sliding them over my eyes. The woman lunged forward but Kim was already there, tangled around her like a human net.

“Don't move,” I said, flipping Command Mode on.

The woman's eyes went unfocused for a moment, then she shook her head vigorously. “Nice try,” she said, “but I'm immune to those. Why don't you take those glasses off?”

In an flash it was in my mind: the compulsion, almost overwhelming, to take the glasses off. No: more like the urge to rip the glasses off my face and toss them across the room, getting them as far away from me as possible.

“Do it,” the woman commanded, her a tiny shard of worry worming its way into her tone. “Give them to me now!”

“Suck my fucking cock!” I cried, flipping Command Mode all the way to maximum. This time she just smiled, not even phased.

“Never in a million years, loser,” she said. “That shit doesn't work on me. Now take the glasses off, and give them to me. Then tell me the names of everyone you used them on.”

I was slipping. I could feel my hands, moving as if they had a mind of their own, up towards my face. There was nothing I could do. Whoever made these glasses obviously trained their agents to resist its power: Command Mode didn't do a thing.

The worst part was, she could easily have walked forward and taken the glasses away from me. She wanted me to do it, to hand them over to her – to prove her power over me. It was sadistic; and I'm sure in her mind it was just what I deserved. As I felt my will slide away, I wondered whether she got off on it.

Got off... That was it!

“Kim,” I managed to gasp. “Make out with her!”

A look of confusion stole over the woman's features, just before Kim grabbed her face in both hands and kissed her deeply. The vice grip on my will snapped free – my hands dropped back to their sides. I could feel a smug grin rising on my face. They'd trained their agents to resist the glasses' commands, but there was no way to guard against everything they could do. And I had spent the last month using them for one thing: to cause and receive pleasure. In a way, I was the most experienced person at using them on the planet.

“You're horny,” I said, switching the glasses' focus back to the nameless woman. “You love the feeling of Kim's lips on you.”

The woman struggled, pushing against Kim's grasp. My girlfriend was a marvel – she was somehow unbuttoning the woman's top, working her fingers against her panties and giving her the makeout session of a lifetime, all at once.

“Get off me!” The woman cried, pulling away. Her face was flushed with heat, and I knew not all of it was from the fighting.

Kim already understood the game. Thank God for that girl. “What's wrong,” she asked coquettishly, pulling up the fabric of her shirt to expose her taut, firm belly and the underside of her breasts. “Don't you want me to please you, Mistress?”

The woman shook her head, struggling for control. “Stand back,” she commanded Kim. “I'm here for the glasses...Christ, I don't even like girls...”

“Yes you do,” I said, focusing the glasses' power straight into her brain. In any other circumstance I'd hold back, let them seduce her with agonizing slowness, but right now my objective was to get her under my power as quickly as possible.

“No...stop,” the woman said. Her eyes started to assume a glazed tint. Kim pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor, leaving her naked and inviting. Her nipples stood achingly erect – I noticed with glee that the woman couldn't take her eyes off them.

“You love the idea of fucking Kim,” I said, my voice going smooth. “You've never wanted anything more in your entire life. You can't think of anything but fucking.”

“That's not true,” she pleaded. “I'm on a mission...”

“What's your name?” I asked.

She hesitated for the briefest of moments. “Lauren,” she said.

“Lauren. What a beautiful name.” I glanced at my girlfriend. “Kim?”

With a naughty smile, Kim stepped forward, pushing aside Lauren's weak attempts to ward her off. She slid open the front of the woman's suit, exposing a lacy black bra that showed off a ton of mouth-watering cleavage. Not the most practical thing to wear on a 'mission', I thought with a smirk.

Kim slid one of the bra's cups down and brought her mouth to Lauren's nipple. The girl let out a high, heart-rending cry of frustration as my girlfriend started sucking the spot, licking and nibbling at with her teeth.

Lauren's hand came up and grabbed Kim by the back of the head – but instead of pulling away, she pressed the slut harder against her breast.

“Tell me who sent you,” I asked.

“Unnh, oh my god, that's so good,” Lauren said, lost in her own private universe of pleasure.

“Tell me what I want to know, and I'll let Kim do to your pussy what she's doing to your nipples right now.”

Lauren let out a low moan, no doubt imagining how wonderful that would be. “MasterTech,” she said.

“I'm guessing they want these back,” I said.

She nodded, a sharp cry spilling from her mouth as Kim bit the skin of her breast, soothing the wound with her tongue.

“Well that's not going to happen. Are there more agents on their way now?”

“No,” she panted. “They're expecting me to check in within an hour. When I don't...”

“Then the SWAT team shows up,” I said. Great. “Well, that gives us a little time to play. Kim, go ahead and start moving lower, babe.”

Lauren let out a cry of relief as Kim's mouth moved down her belly, letting button after button fly free. She moved down to her waist and yanked her pants off in one smooth stroke, revealing a tight little pair of see-through purple panties, already dripping with wetness. Lauren was more turned on than anyone I'd ever seen in my life: I wondered how much of that was from having the tables turned on her so dramatically. It was always the control freaks who turned out to love being dominated.

As Kim moved between Lauren's thighs, I started working on the opposite end. I leaned down, staring her full in the face with the whole force of the glasses' power.

“Lauren,” I commanded. “Look at me.”

Maybe under normal circumstances company training would've kicked in and she'd have resisted, but these weren't normal circumstances. Delirious, in the throes of passion from having her pussy eaten, all of Lauren's training fell away. She stared up at me, complacent as a deer in headlights.

“You belong to me,” I said, gazing down at her like the sun.

“No...” she protested weakly. “I'm not...oh fuck...”

“Every bit of pleasure you're feeling is pushing your will down deeper and deeper, sinking it to where you can't reach it. You can't pull it up, no matter how hard you try.”

“Oh God,” she whispered. I didn't know if it was out of fear or pleasure.

“Feel your body relax,” I said. “Give in. It feels so good to let all those thoughts go, to not worry about anything except the mouth on your cunt, to lose yourself. I want you to lose yourself now, Lauren.”

“I...what?” Her voice was filled with confusion. Even so, her hand reached down to gently stroke the top of Kim's head as she continued her gentle, loving slurps.

“That's right,” I said. “It feels so good to let you. Let go of everything – your job, your life, everything you worried about when you were Lauren – and let it sink, deep down. It feels so good to watch it sink away, so far you can't possibly reach it now. It's going, Lauren. It's going away, and it feels so good.”

“It feels so good,” she repeated. Sweat stood out on her forehead.

“In a minute, you're going to come for me,” I said. “Don't do it yet. No matter how good you feel, you can't come until I say. When you do, all those nasty things I've told you to drop are going to disappear. You'll never see them again. You'll be free. Are you ready, Lauren?”

She let out a whimper.

“Come for me, Lauren,” I said. “Let everything go.”

I've seen some orgasms before – ever since I'd gotten these glasses I'd been seeing more of them then I was used to – but Lauren's was one of the all-time greats. If I'd had a camera, I could've made a mint. She cried out, bucking and thrashing against Kim's hungry mouth as she cried out my name, over and over again, but that wasn't what had my cock so hard in my pants that it hurt – it was her eyes. I could feel the light in them going out, could see my will replacing hers. More than that, I could tell she saw it too, even as it was happening.

And she loved it.

When it was done, I pulled my cock out of my pants and let it hang just in front of her face. The way she started salivating for it was almost comical.

“Lauren?” I asked.

“Yes, Master?”

“You told me a few minutes ago that you would never suck my cock in a million years. How do you feel about that now?”

Any trace of resistance in her was gone. “Of course I'll suck your cock, Master. My body belongs to you.”

I slid my cock into her mouth, where it was accepted eagerly – greedily, even. Lauren's gag reflex was totally gone, and she wasted no time in taking me deep in her throat, stretching her out in ways that made her neck bulge out with my girth.

Normally I would've taken my time, but my hour was almost up – and anyway, this wasn't purely about pleasure. It was about dominance, teaching a lesson. One Lauren would never forget.

I came down her throat spectacularly, my shaft already primed and ready to go from the thrill of breaking Lauren's mind. Burst after burst of come drained from my balls, directly down Lauren's throat. Throughout it all I showed her no more heed than I would've tossing my trash into a dumpster – while I was already the center of her erotic world, to me she was just another conquest, someone who needed to be shown the error of her ways.

After I was done, I zipped up and grabbed my cell phone off the table. “Both of you get dressed,” I commanded. “We're getting out of here.”

“Master, I know of several places we could hide,” Lauren said, piping up without permission. I'd have to teach her about that. “There are several safe houses on this side of town, and MasterTech rarely keeps them fully staffed-”

“We're not hiding,” I said with a smile.

“Oh. Then where are we going?”

“We're going downstairs,” I said. “Then you are showing us where you parked.”

“I don't understand,” Lauren said, a pained expression on her face. “MasterTech is coming for you. Where are we going?”

“You're going right back the way you came,” I said, slipping my glasses off. I was never going to lose these things – ever. If they wanted to take them from me, they were in for a hell of a fight. “You're going to drive the three of us right back to your headquarters. I have some functions of this prototype I think your bosses would be very interested in a demonstration of...”
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“Undress for me.”

She let her business suit fall to the floor, treating the expensive fabric with no more care than a bundle of rags. The blouse she wore underneath was next, going over her head to be tossed in the corner of the palatial office, in a heap. Her fingers trembled as she let it go; shaking with need, with the overwhelming urge to do what she was told. She burned to be a good girl for him.

She unhooked her bra with an audible sigh of relief, relishing the feeling of his eyes on her as her breasts came into full view. Men had bought and sold companies just for the chance to see those breasts; now they were naked and on display, the nipples diamond-hard and begging to be sucked, pinched, licked. She knew he was imagining the same thing – maybe even thinking how good it would feel to slide his cock between her slicked-up orbs and fuck her titties until he covered them with his come. The very thought of it made her shudder with lust. She had never felt so naked before, so helplessly on display – and she loved it. She already wanted more.

Biting her lip, she turned her attention to the pencil skirt she'd selected that morning. Before the man arrived, with his glasses and his words of command (words that were so simple yet felt so right) she'd thought the skirt too skimpy, too tight – a necessary evil to entice the powerful men she competed with on a daily basis. Now all she could think was how much better she'd look out of it.

She slid her ass to the edge of her desk and spread her legs, giving the man and his female companion a tempting view of what was underneath. With a lithe little bounce, the skirt was around her knees, then her ankles – then sailing through the air, forgotten. Her panties, already soaked through with moisture, followed suit. She put the hem of them in her teeth and stretched them before snapping them across the room, already addicted to the feeling of her bare pussy exposed to him, ready for the taking.

God, she'd never felt so horny before. So ready to be fucked, so fertile. She wanted him in a thousand ways, and she could see in his eyes that he wanted her. Why wouldn't he? She was gorgeous – the combination of good genes, rich living and all the plastic surgery being one of the wealthiest women in the world could buy.

But now, her memories of that life were fading, as swiftly as a bad dream. All she wanted to do, all she could think about, was doing exactly what this man told her – to follow his every command and whim.

As her last shred of clothing hit the floor, she moved along with it, her knees coming to rest on the plush carpet of the office. Her high heels stuck straight up behind her. She focused on the man, on his dark glasses that hummed and beeped and filled her mind with dirty new thoughts.

Slowly, agonizingly, she bowed her head, thinking one thought; Please let me worship you, Master...

––––––––
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One Hour Earlier

“What do you mean you lost them? No, really, what the fuck does that mean? Define 'lost' for me, Carlos!”

I felt a smug smile spreading across my face. Even through the ornate, paneled oak door, I could hear her going crazy. Elizabeth Cuban, one of the ten richest women on the planet (at least according to the Wikipedia article about her I'd perused on the way over), faced with a situation even she couldn't control: the disappearance of her company's greatest creation, the MasterTech glasses. They were closer than she thought – in fact, they were on my face at that very moment.

I'd learned so much about them in the last hour – Lauren filled me in on everything she knew during the drive over. They were an experimental prototype, a pair of “augmented reality” glasses with the power to actually augment reality, bending anyone in their field-of-view to the user's whim. According to Lauren, MasterTech had been salivating over the near-limitless number of uses they could be put to once fully tested: industrial espionage, a takeover of the political system, even advertising. They were going to revolutionize the world – Elizabeth's world, in any case.

From what she told me, the designers hadn't even thought about using them for sex. That was where I'd come in – the very first thing I'd done with them when I found them sitting in the backseat of my car had been to turn my normally shy, reserved girlfriend into a slutty nymphomaniac, eager and willing to fulfill my every fantasy. From there I'd seduced my landlord and her daughter, gotten revenge on my bitchy boss, convinced my snooty ex-girlfriend to leave her husband to join my harem, and finally turned Lauren into my latest sex slave when she broke into my apartment on MasterTech's orders, trying to steal back the glasses.

I won't lie: that last part scared the hell out of me. In a sense, I'd been crazy lucky. If MasterTech had decided to send a SWAT team into my building instead of a single agent, my glasses would've been about as useful as a white flag. And as soon as they figured out I'd turned their agent, that's exactly what they'd do.

Which was why I was here.

For a supposed seat of so much power, MasterTech had been surprisingly easy to gain access to. The whole place was under-the-radar, camouflaged in a group of unrelated office buildings. The decor was luxurious and expensive, but not ostentatious – it was obvious they didn't want to attract a lot of attention. I guess when you're working on mind control glasses, you want to stay out of the public eye as much as possible.

Anyway, I had Lauren's credentials, and I had two gorgeous hypno-babes on either arm, and that made it easy. The guards who couldn't be swayed by Lauren's badge were easy to distract with a faceful of eye-candy, followed by a direct application of my glasses. When questioned, they wouldn't remember a thing.

I had just been finishing up dispatching the two guards in the penthouse when I heard Miss Cuban screaming behind that fancy door.

“I don't care what laws you have to break,” she said. “Getting the prototype back is Priority One, do you understand?”

Whatever the other person on the line said in response was too quiet for me to hear.

“Yes, that is what I mean, Carlos. No, I will take full responsibility.” She let out an exasperated sigh. “As far as I'm concerned, you can mark down that little twerp and his band of sex slaves as expendable. Fully expendable.”

I froze. This woman was signing my death warrant.

“No, I suppose you're right. We should try and re-secure Agent Lansdotter if possible. But honestly, Carlos, this is past the point where we need or even want a full list of everyone he's compromised with the prototype. We already know the fucking thing works. Just bring them back, and I'll handle the fallout.”

I heard the click of a receiver. I guessed that Agent Lansdotter was Lauren, which meant that at least she was important enough to spare, but the rest of us? Elizabeth Cuban had just authorized some fixer to put bullets in our fucking heads.

Well, not my head, I suddenly thought. Probably the chest or stomach, so as not to damage these glasses.

I had to stifle a laugh. It was awful to think of something so dark with humor, but it was the only thing keeping me from curling up in a little ball and freaking out. They want me dead! Dead! For their fucking glasses!

I'd give her back her glasses, alright.

I motioned for Lauren and Kimberly to cover the elevators, then pressed my ear to the door of the office. I could hear low muttering from within, followed by the clinking of a glass being poured.

I pressed against the door with the tips of my fingers, letting it swing open soundlessly.

Elizabeth had her back to me, a glass of something pale and rich-looking in her hand. She was staring out the window, watching the bright lights of the city and scowling. It was the worst time possible to be thinking about clothes, yet hers threw me for a loop: from the waist up she was dressed in what was obviously the most expensive power suit I'd ever seen, but beneath that she wore a pencil skirt and fuck-me heels. It looked less like she was trying to dress like a businesswoman and more like she was dressed like a powerful businessman's fantasy of a businesswoman, which I supposed made strategic sense if you looked at it a certain way.

She hadn't noticed me yet; she was still muttering to herself as she took a sip of liquor. “That stupid fucking kid,” she said, shaking her head. “Five years of R&D and he uses it to bang sluts...”

“What should I be using it for?” I asked.

She whirled around, her face gone white with shock. To her credit, she didn't spill a drop of her drink, and in an instant her face went back to its normal cool, in control look.

“Stephen,” she said, for all the world as if she'd invited me here. “It's nice to finally meet you. Care for a drink?”

Before I could respond, she turned to the drink cart in the corner and leaned over it, twisting out of the glasses' field of view an instant before they were able to lock onto her. I could only imagine the panic that was spiraling through her head as she stood there, determined not to expose herself to my power.

“Followed the yellow brick road,” I said.

Despite herself, she chuckled. “Does that make me the Wizard or the Wicked Witch in this analogy?”

“Depends. Are you going to call Carlos and tell him to call off your kill order?”

I watched her shoulders sink a fraction. “You heard that.”

“Yeah, I did.”

Her tone was flat. “Are my men still alive?”

I was a little surprised at the question. “They're fine. I wouldn't bother questioning them, though: they don't remember a think about the last half-hour.”

She nodded – an impressive feat with her back to me. “Alright. I'll call Carlos and rescind the orders to kill you. In fact, I'll call off the hunt entirely. Then, we'll sit down and discuss the future of those glasses like adults. Does that satisfy you?”

I thought about it for a moment, then shrugged. “Sounds fine to me.”

“I'm just going to move across to my desk,” she said, moving sideways slowly in a crab-like motion. “My phone is right over-”

I saw it coming an instant before she moved. It was depressingly obvious – for one thing, I hadn't heard her put her phone in her desk after she hung up, so why would it be in there? She must've been going for something else – like a gun, or a Taser.

Which she did.

She spun around in mid-word, a pistol gleaming in her hand. But fortunately for me, the shock of me entering her office unannounced had caused her to neglect a few things. Like the fact that three walls of the room were glass, and I'd been able to see a reflection of her face from the moment I'd walked in. She was glowing green in my crosshairs and didn't even know it.

“Freeze,” I commanded.

She stood there, pointing the gun at me. After a moment, her lips peeled back in a snarl as she strained against my mental control. It did no good.

I couldn't help savoring the moment. “If you could move your finger a millimeter, all this would be over,” I said.

A single tear beaded in her right eye and began trickling down her cheek.

“Put the gun on the table,” I said. She did so, quickly and without resistance. “Now, call that man back and call off your orders. Do it in a way that he won't suspect anything is wrong.”

With my hooks in her, she could no more say no than she could put that gun against her own head and pull the trigger. She reached into her jacket, pulled out the biggest cell phone I've ever seen and hit speed dial.

“Carlos, hi,” she said, her voice betraying not a trace of my dominance over her. “I've changed my mind. Don't shoot to kill. We can't afford a PR disaster if this gets out.”

There were murmurs on the other line. “Absolutely,” she said. “In fact, call off the search entirely for now. The next prototype will be ready in three days, anyway. We'll fight fire with fire.”

New prototype? Now this was interesting...

“Yes. He won't know what hit him. Alright, thank you.” She hung up the phone and slid it back into her jacket, then stared at me, waiting for my next command.

“Are you going to let me go?” Her voice, once so powerful and commanding, was now little more than a pathetic squeak. I was amazed, and more than a little turned on.

“Oh, don't sound so upset,” I said, unable to contain a note of triumph from my voice. “You tried to kill me, after all. I could do lots of horrible things to you – but I'm going to be merciful. In fact, by the time I'm done with you, you won't want to leave my control.”

I heard someone enter the room behind me – Lauren, from the sound of her heels. She looked on in bemusement.

“Well?” Elizabeth said. “Aren't you going to do something?”

“It's already begun,” I said, watching the counter on my glasses' Seduction Mode slowly rise. I could see the flush rising slowly on Elizabeth's cheeks, even through her ruddy Latina complexion.

“What...what are you going to make me do?” She asked. She sounded terrified – but also a little turned on. I knew she'd be much more than a little turned on very, very soon.

I smiled. “Undress for me.”

––––––––
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“Please, let me worship you, Master.”

I could tell Elizabeth didn't mean those words entirely, not yet. There was a little core of resistance inside of her, a proud shadow of what she used to be that would fight back against what I was planning to make her do. I was really looking forward to burning it out of her.

For the moment, however, the scene couldn't have been prettier: the sultry, statuesque CEO on her knees for me, legs spread, eyes up-cast and staring at me with devotion.

“I don't know what I think about that, slave,” I said, flicking off Seduction Mode. I didn't need it anymore- she was in my power, if not fully than more than enough to where she couldn't break away. Instead, I focused the glasses on her arousal, pushing it to unbearable levels. If I didn't grant her some relief soon, she'd be grinding herself into the carpet like a bitch in heat.

“What's wrong?” Her voice was as innocent as a schoolgirl's.

“You tried to kill me,” I said with a smirk. “You were willing to see me dead to get back your precious glasses. I don't know that you've earned the right to pleasure your Master.”

“Oh, Stephen,” she said with a giggle, “that was the old me. I could never even think of harming you now. Let me make it up to you...”

She was crawling forward; I put a hand against her forehead and pushed back.

“Stay where you are,” I said coldly. “I never told you you could touch me.”

“Master, please!” I heard something desperate enter her tone. As we'd been talking, her legs were slowly spreading, bringing her pussy closer and closer to the floor. She was dripping wet; I'd never seen a woman so aroused. Only the fact that I held her in my thrall kept her from jumping my bones and raping me.

One glance at the level of arousal hormones the glasses were pumping into her bloodstream and I could imagine how agonizing it was for Elizabeth. She wanted my cock with a desperation that made junkies look dignified. She'd kill her best friend just to get in my pants, of that I was sure.

But would she do what I really wanted?

“You have to prove you're a good little slave,” I told her. “Then I'll reward you with my cock.”

Just the word set her off even deeper: her mouth parted and sweat broke out on her forehead. I swear she was drooling at the thought of pleasing me. “Anything, Master. Please, let me prove how much I love you. I'm begging you!”

“Very well,” I said, relishing every syllable. “I want your company.”

Even under the spell of the glasses, I had no idea how she'd take this. Turns out, it was like I'd punched her in the gut. Her mouth dropped open and her flushed face went white. “My what?”

“MasterTech,” I said slowly, like I was explaining something to a child. “I want it. All of it.”

There it was – the core of resistance. I knew someone as strong-willed as her would have it. Deep inside her eyes, her will warred with the lust coursing through her body. I could see the emotions pass over her face: confusion, anger, desperate need, and something I can only describe as cock-thirstiness.

“I...it's not that simple!” She protested, bowing her head. “I can't just give you the company – there are checks and balances...”

In response, I glanced over at Lauren. “Yes you can, in a sense,” she said, as if she was reading from a manual. “You can resign as CEO effective immediately and name Stephen your interim replacement. The board will have to vote on a successor, but by then I don't think they'll be any doubt as to how they'll decide.” She looked at me with a gentle smile. “He is the Master, after all.”

Elizabeth's mouth worked silently. “N-no...” she stammered. “I can't. I've worked so hard...my whole life...”

I took a step forward. She shuddered, suppressing the urge to close the distance and mount me. As she watched, unable to tear her eyes away, I undid my fly and released my cock. The entire escapade (capped off with seeing one of the most powerful women in the world on her knees begging for me) had me stiff as a board. The tip of my cock was already leaking a fat drop of precum, which Liz looked at like it was ambrosia.

“Please, master...please...” Who or what she was begging for, I didn't know. “It hurts...”

“I know, Elizabeth,” I said soothingly. “It hurts to have your mind stretched this way. There's an easy way to fix it. Let go.” I glanced down at her, turning the full force of the glasses on her naked body. “Give in. Forget your old life, and take the one you really deserve.”

She was crying now, grinding herself against the floor, helpless to stop herself. “It's my company,” she begged.

“You think its yours?” I laughed harshly. “How could you run a company? That's something smart, self-reliant girls do. Not nasty little whores like you. You're such a slut, you can't even stop yourself from humping the floor, even though people are watching.”

“I'm so ashamed,” she panted, still unable to stop herself. Her ass jiggled as she pressed her pussy against the carpet, grinding it like she was auditioning for a music video. “Please help me...”

“I can help you,” I said, giving my cock a gentle stroke. “Just say 'yes'. Say you'll give me your company.”

“I...I...” Something high-pitched and breathless came into her voice, matching the pace of her strokes. “Oh my god!”

With a high, keening cry, Elizabeth Cuban came. Her back arched like a bow as she rode the throes of orgasm, her eyes rolling back in her head as climax engulfed her. Something inside of her broke, like a dam bursting: there was a relieved quality to her cries now, a thankful, sleepy quality that wasn't there before.

I had won.

“Take it,” she whispered, a smile stretching across her face. “I don't want it anymore. All I want is you, Master. Please let me worship your cock.”

I took her word for it – we had plenty of time now, time to dot the t's and cross the i's later. I took Liz by the hair, yanking her out of her post-orgasm bliss, and turned her around so that she was bent over her own desk, spread and helpless atop the symbol of her former power.

“You think you're important?” I whispered in her ear as I spread her thighs with my hand. “You think you're powerful?”

“No, Master,” she gasped. Whatever the glasses had done to her had put her on a hair trigger: she'd come less than two minutes before and was already wet and ready to go for another round.

“That's right.” Without warning, I brought my hand down on her ass cheek, hard. She winced and let out a little cry of mingled pain and pleasure. “You're nothing. You're just a hole that feels good to drain my balls in. You're a dumpster for my fucking come.”

“Yes, Master.” She was dripping wet, warm as an oven, and I was throbbing with the desire to be inside her.

“Say it,” I commanded. “Admit what you really are.”

“I'm your come dumpster, Master,” she repeated. “Just a hole for you to – oh!”

With one smooth motion, I buried myself inside of her. She let out a groan as I filled her up and started grinding herself against my shaft, harder than she had dared fuck the floor earlier. I fucked her on top of her own desk, showing her exactly what her knew place in the world was. The fucked-up thing was, I knew she'd never felt so good before.

I was so close – I could feel my balls tight against her, slapping her hole with every thrust. I was going to blow any moment now, and she knew it – she was doing everything she could to coax me into climax.

“I'm going to make you wear a collar,” I said, bringing my hand down on her other ass cheek. “All the other girls will get treated better than you. I'll be good to them, and the whole time I'll be dragging you along behind me like a dog, using you whenever I get horny. Would you like that, slave?”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck yes, fuck me Master!” It was hard to believe this woman had once bought and sold the monetary value of nations. “I can't wait to be your fucktoy!”

And I'll knock you up, too, I thought suddenly. Fucking you with no protection, until you're big and swollen with my seed. And everyone will know it was me who did it, me who owns you...

The thought pushed me over the edge. Elizabeth let out a wild cry as she felt the first blast of my come hit her walls, immediately going into milking mode to try and get every drop out of me she could. The world went white as I filled her up, draining every ounce of pent up fear and aggression I'd been carrying around directly inside of her trimmed, perfect pussy.

When I finally snapped out of it, I was greeted by a little message in the corner of my glasses: reprogramming complete! Have a nice day!

“Alright, go ahead and put some clothes back on,” I said when I was finished. “You're going to need to look somewhat respectable when you resign.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, bending down to retrieve her clothes.

“But,” I said, stepping close, “I don't want you to ever think you deserve to wear those clothes. That's not the real you – those are just a costume I'm making you wear. The real you is on her knees, wearing a collar, taking my cock.”

She shuddered. I could tell she was picturing it, and it drove her wild. “Yes, Master.”

As she got herself presentable, I looked out over the city. This suite was mine now – if I was going to be CEO, I might as well make this my office. With Liz under my control, taking the rest of the company was a foregone conclusion – my glasses made me powerful enough. They'd given me everything, I realized, staring out over the city. They'd changed my life for the better. I barely recognized the person I'd become, and I knew the Stephen who was driving a taxi around a few months ago wouldn't have either. What could I possibly do now, with all my wealth and power?

Silently, I slipped my glasses off and looked down at them. I can give something back.

Elizabeth had said it: there was going to be another prototype rolling off the assembly line in a few days. Another pair of glasses exactly like mine – or maybe even better. And after that, there'd be even more following. All of them were mine.

I stared down at the city, focusing on the streets below. Among the lights, something stood out, coming clear in my vision – a small, 24-hour shipping facility.

“Slave,” I said without turning.

Liz looked up from getting dressed. “Yes, Master?”

“After you're done filling out the paperwork for the transition, I have another task for you.”

“Anything you want, Master.”

I smiled, thinking of all the fun I'd had with my glasses My favorite toy. I had no idea where they'd be going, and I didn't particularly care – I'd have Liz pick out somewhere nice. And once they were out and about, they'd fall into someone else's hands. Of course, by then I'd be swimming in prototypes, and safe. But the lucky guy who picks these up...

I set the glasses' GPS program to ping me periodically, then set them on the desk. I didn't need my glasses any more. But there were oh so many guys out there who did. At least one of them was going to get very, very lucky.





Part Two: Return of the Magic Glasses
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Augmenting the Girl Next Door
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This wasn't my package.

It was sitting on the steps like a little lost puppy, waiting for me when I opened the door. I looked up from it just in time to see the delivery truck speeding around the corner, well out of shouting range. I waved my hands and yelled anyway, but it didn't do any good – the driver didn't see me.

I sighed. I had been waiting for days for my new guitar to arrive. The company's tracking system, which I'd been refreshing obsessively ever since I placed my order, said it would be delivered today: and here was my package, as promised. Only this couldn't be a guitar – a guitar was typically big, and heavy, and at the very least two or three feet long.

This was barely the size of a paperback book, so unless I'd accidentally ordered the world's smallest guitar, there had been a mix-up somewhere.

As I stood there, I heard the sound of a door swinging open. It was Monica, picking a package off her front porch. She turned in my direction and looked at me over her dark glasses.

“Hi, Spence!” She waved. Just the sight of her stirred all sorts of conflicting emotions in me. I wanted to run and hide – but I also wanted to stand there all day, drinking in the sight of her young, gorgeous body. Today she must've been doing some yard work, because she'd stripped down to a tight white tank top and a pair of cutoff jeans. I loved nothing more than to catch a glimpse of her in the backyard, bent over a piece of equipment with her firm, round ass in the air, or laying out back tanning with nothing more than a flimsy piece of fabric covering her mouth-watering breasts. It was hard to decide which was Monica's best feature, but I'd spent several sleepless nights trying to decide ever since I'd come home for Spring Break. She was my fantasy girl, and I wanted nothing more than to get a chance to see exactly what was underneath that tank top and jeans.

Which was why I'd bought the guitar, actually – I'd seen on Facebook that she had a thing for musicians. Her last three boyfriends had all played guitar, and I'd been hoping to get an in and be the fourth.

I waved back with a smile I hoped didn't seem forced. “Hey Monica! Nice day!”

“Yeah, it's lovely.” She held her package up with a grin, as if to say okay, gotta take care of important stuff now. “See ya!”

I stood there, my hand frozen in a wave, as she went back inside and closed the door.

I was fuming as I walked back inside. This was stupid! A girl like her wouldn't even give me the time of day – I was sure that in her own social circle back at college, nerds like me were discussed and laughed at. I tossed the package on the couch and went to get a beer.

Briefly, I considered going to the computer and blowing off some steam with some hypnosis porn. It was a little embarrassing, but lately all my fantasies had been trending in that direction. I'd found some pictures a few weeks ago while looking through a blog site of women being hypnotized – girls in skimpy schoolgirl outfits and professional attire with spirals in their eyes, on their knees for men or bent over spreading themselves wide for the taking. The pictures had been captioned and usually had stories attached, too. Looking at them had been like someone had flipped a switch inside me – I imagined it was sort of like discovering what you were into for the first time. I was into this, in a big way – and all I could think about was how good it would feel to do the same thing to Monica, to have her on her knees calling me her Master, to have her willing and eager to do anything I wanted. To have anyone I wanted willing to do that.

I sipped the beer. My cock was stirring in my pants, but before I took care of myself I wanted to see exactly what was in that package I'd received. Part of me held out hope that this was somehow going to work out in my favor: maybe my guitar had gotten swapped for a fancy tablet computer, or a diamond ring, or something else that was worth a lot of money. Maybe I could sell whatever it was and bu a guitar. The pawn shop downtown was only about a half hour away...

I tore one end of the package open after struggling with the flap. I flipped it upside down and watched as two items dropped out and onto the cushion of the couch – a pair of glasses and a piece of paper. Glasses?

Shit, I thought. I've got some guy's prescription eyeglasses. Somewhere some poor guy is staring at my guitar thinking, 'but I can't see!'

I turned the glasses over in my hands, looking them over. They were matte black, sleek and slightly heavier than I'd have expected. Glancing at the lenses at an angle, they did that blurry rainbow refraction thing that 3D stuff did when you weren't looking at it at the proper way. I'd never seen glasses do that before.

If I had been hoping the paper would make things clearer, maybe even give me the name and address of the person this package was intended for, I was mistaken – the page was completely blank except for a small, handwritten note:

“Put them on. ~S.” I said the words out loud, frowning. This didn't make the slightest bit of sense. What optometrist would leave a note like that?

Curious, I slipped the glasses on.

The world went black.

Before I could scream or rip them off, the display – part of me already realized this had to be some kind of interface device – exploded with color, bringing the world back in bursts. My living room was overlaid with bright blue, then red, then green. Primary colors, some part of my brain said. Then the thing finally settled down. I was staring at my living room, and everything looked exactly the same through the glasses except that there were now words floating in mid air, written in old-school command prompt font...

Booting complete...

Operating system loaded...

User Synchronization 100%!

Welcome to MasterTech!

The lines faded out as my eyes passed over them, as if the glasses were keeping tabs on what I was looking at. Which, I realized with a start, it was.

Please point the glasses at a flat surface.

I blinked a few times, then did what it said. The words faded out as I walked over to the wall facing Monica's house. I remembered hearing about stuff like this before – augmented reality glasses that let you do things like surf the net and take pictures while wearing them, but I had no idea they'd come so far so fast. Were these some company's prototype, something that'd be on store shelves next Christmas?

I felt the glasses hum gently, settling against my nose. Then words appeared on the wall, a couple paragraphs of them, seeming to rise up out of the plaster like the embossing on a wedding invitation. The effect was seamless; if this was the work of some company, I was already impressed.

I read over the words, eyes widening after the first few words. Then I read them again.

Spencer,

Thank you for activating your MasterTech augmented reality glasses. You have been chosen to receive these because of your interest in hypnosis, as well as because I just felt like it. You remind me of myself a few months ago, and I'm excited to see where your journey takes you.

I've installed some helpful tutorials to get you acclimated to the glasses' features – you can access them by glancing up at the “MT” symbol in the top-left of the display at any time. It might seem like the learning curve is a little steep, but you'll get the hang of it. You wouldn't believe how long it took ME to figure everything out without them!

I'd recommend giving Seduction Mode a try first off. It's a good 'un. How about you turn it on and go have a chat with Monica?

Oh, and sorry about the guitar.

~Stephen

Like any young man caught out on his porn habits, my first reaction was shame. How the hell does he know I'm into hypnosis? I thought. Then, wait...Seduction Mode?

I glanced over at the logo in the corner, which was conveniently beamed onto a section of the wall. Stephen, whoever he was, was right – the glasses responded smoothly to commands. This was a pretty advanced piece of hardware.

“Seduction Mode” popped up in pale pink letters, followed by a series of short instructions embossed on the wall beneath:

Hello, and welcome to Seduction Mode! Instructions are as follows:

1Target will auto-select when in field of view. Blink to confirm activation of mode.

2Engage target in conversation. The Seduction Applet will automatically amplify target's brainwaves and emotions.

3Like all applets, you can control the level of Seduction Mode via the small gauge in the bottom-left corner of the screen. Gauge appears once Seduction Mode active.

I read over the instructions, and again as soon as I was done they faded out. That was a pretty cool little trick – and suddenly, I was wondering what other kind of tricks they could do.

“No way.” I took the glasses off and held them in my hands, staring down through the lenses. The few words on the display twisted as I glanced at them, jumping from surface to surface. “This has to be some kind of prank...right?”

There was only one way to find out.

Monica was busy when I got to the short chain-link fence that separated our properties: she was bent over adding gasoline to her lawn mower. The fabric of her jeans stretched against her thighs, letting me know exactly how the pose would look if she was naked. Which, if these glasses were real, she might be soon.

I put down the six-pack of beer I'd grabbed from the fridge and twisted one open, taking a swig. When I looked back, there was a pale white rectangle around Monica, floating in mid-air.

Activate Seduction Mode?

Oh what the hell, I thought. Got nothing to lose. I blinked once, hard, and the rectangle disappeared. A small circle faded in just on the edge of my view, like the speedometer on a car. It was currently set to LOW.

At first, nothing happened. Then, after a few seconds, Monica's head jerked upwards as if she'd heard something. She turned around and saw me standing at the fence, just as I raised an arm in greeting.

“Oh, hey Spence!” She wiped her hands on her jeans and stood up. “How long have you been standing there?”

It was a line I normally would've responded to with an awkward apology – but for some reason, I was filled with confidence. “Long enough to tell you could use a brake,” I said. “Want a beer?”

“Sure.” She strode to the fence and leaned over it, her breasts pushed up by the metal and nearly spilling out of her top. I handed her a beer and she immediately downed half of it in a single stretch. A tiny rivulet of liquid ran down her neck and in between her breasts as she drank.

“Thanks,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Didn't realize how thirsty I was getting.”

“No problem.” In the corner of my vision, the little counter had shifted from LOW to MED.

“So...” I struggled to think of something, anything to say. “Yardwork, huh?”

To my surprise, she laughed as if I'd just made an extremely funny joke. “Yeah. Gotta do something to earn my keep around here. Mom and Dad wouldn't believe me if I told them I was studying.”

“I hear that,” I said, popping open two more beers. I continued to sip my second while she gulped hers greedily, sweat beading on her forehead. “So what was that package you got today?”

She leaned back, a naughty little grin spreading on her face. “Why don't you tell me what your package was?”

“Yeah?”

“Sure.” She poked my chest with a finger, then traced it up to my chin and gave it a gentle flick. “I'll show you mine if you show me yours.”

“Actually, I got these,” I said, tapping the side of my glasses.

“Yeah, I was wondering about those,” she said, pointing at them. “I've never seen you wearing glasses before.”

“These are those new things,” I said with a grin. “You know, they're like a smartphone but you wear them?”

A look of recognition passed over her face. “Oh! I've heard of those.”

“Totally brand new, not even on the market yet. Got 'em special.”

“I didn't even know they still made them. I thought people got mad about their privacy or something...” Suddenly her grin deepened. She bit her lip and looked at me with mock-horror. “Wait, you're not recording me right now, are you?”

“Why, would you like that?”

Her mouth formed a little 'o' of surprise. “Oh, you are bad!” She clapped her hand on my shoulder as if to scold me, but left it there, giving my muscles a squeeze. As she did, the gauge went from MED to HIGH.

“Hey, I wanted to ask you something,” she said, leaning forward. Her voice dropped to a whisper as her mouth came inches away from my ear. I could feel her pressing against me through the thin metal of the fence. “You don't have to answer if you don't want. It's a little personal.”

The feeling of her hot breath against my ear made my cock instantly perk up in my pants. For a second I was afraid she'd feel it, then remembered what was going on  - she'd probably be flattered if she did. “Go ahead.”

“It's just...I see you, you know. Watching me, whenever I'm out here working, or tanning. I can tell you're watching me, looking at me the way boys look at girls.” Her smile made everything that implied perfectly clear.

Normally I'd have been running away right now. But I knew with the glasses, I was in complete control. “Yeah? How could I not?”

She let out a throaty laugh, obviously pleased by my answer. “What I wanted to know was, which part of me can you not keep your eyes off of when you watch me? Is it-” she leaned back, pressing her breasts together - “my tits, or-” she twisted, giving her ass a little wiggle - “my booty?”

“Excuse me?”

“What I'm trying to say is,” she said, pressing up against me and bringing her lips oh so close to mine, “are you a breast man, or an ass man? Which do you think is my most attractive feature?”

I hesitated for a moment, then slipped my hand over the fence. She didn't resist – in fact she leaned in closer as I slid my hand down her back to rest at the crest of her ass.

“I'd say both are just about perfect,” I said, giving her ass cheek a gentle squeeze. She let out a low moan and went up on her tiptoes as I did. “The only problem I have with either of them is that neither of them belong to me.”

She leaned forward and bit my lip, hard. “Well I think we can fix that right now, stud. What do you think?”

I chuckled and glanced back at my house, then looked over at hers. “Your place or mine?”

“Come on,” she said, jerking her head back towards her place. “My parents aren't home.”

Before I could say anything, she was walking to the back door, her ass jiggling with every step. I couldn't even wait long enough to go around – I vaulted the fence, scrambling over it and catching up as fast as I could.

The instant we were inside the house and the screen door was closed, Monica pulled her tank top up over her head and tossed it to the floor, pulling me into an embrace. Her nipples were diamond-hard against the thin fabric of my t-shirt, and it didn't take long before I was down to my boxers and she wore nothing besides the tiny pair of thong panties she'd had on beneath her cutoffs.

“God, you're so hot,” she panted, stroking my cock through the fabric of my boxers. “Feel how wet I am for you.”

She took my wrist and slid my fingers beneath the elastic of her panties. Underneath she was wet, and warm, and freshly shaved. Every touch of my fingertips on her most sensitive area jolted her with the force of electrical contact; before long she was groaning and grinding against me as I fingered her right in the middle her parents' kitchen.

After she'd had her fill of teasing me, she pulled my fingers out from her panties and sucked them, working her tongue around my fingertips in a slow motion while she stared at me. “Let's go upstairs,” she said.

I said nothing, just shook my head. She looked at me with confusion for a second, then squealed with delight as I picked her up underneath her ass and deposited her on the edge of the granite countertop. In an instant I was on my knees, my face between her spread thighs, applying that same gentle yet agonizing pressure my fingers had been giving her moments ago.

“Oh my gawwwwd,” she cried, her voice sliding up an octave. “Oh, that is so fucking good, Spence. The way you eat pussy is amazing! I can tell you're going to be trouble the way you spoil me, baby!”

Oh, you have no idea, I thought.

“That feels incredible,” she said after a minute, “but I need you inside me right now, Spencer. I bet that big cock is so hard, knowing that my tight little pussy is right there for you! Have you been getting me all nice and wet just so you can fuck me good and proper?”

That was enough – much more talk like that and I'd be blowing my load before I even got a chance to get inside her. Not that it mattered, I realized with a start. These glasses really worked! Monica was mine, my wet little fuckdoll. I could tell her any dirty fantasy and she'd do everything she could to make it happen.

Standing up, I grabbed her calves with either hand and spread her legs wide, leaving her tight little slit parted and ready for me.

“Do you want me to take my panties off first?” She asked.

I shook my head, not trusting myself to speak.

“Oh, you are a dirty little boy,” she said with a naughty smile. “You want to fuck me while I'm wearing my panties, Spence? You want to get me all sloppy and dirty with your come?”

I was past speaking. I slid her panties to the side and thrust inside her, burying myself inside her sweet wetness to the hilt. Monica wasn't the first girl I'd had sex with, not by a long shot, but I'd never felt anything like this before. I'd never fucked a girl who was so ready for me, who focused absolutely every part of her attention on my pleasure. It was the kind of sex you could only get from a million-dollar prostitute or someone who was madly, passionately in love with you. Or, I thought, a hypno whore.

I knew the words were right there on her lips; she'd been dying to say them since the moment she'd stepped in the kitchen and started disrobing. Now, fucking her with jackhammer force, watching my cock slide in and out of her as I spread her like a gymnast on the kitchen counter, the words tore out of her, ragged with lust:

“Fuck me, Master! Oh fuck, it feels so right to call you that! You don't mind if I call you that, do you, Spence?”

I shook my head and pounded her harder.

“Yeah, why would you? Oh fuck, that's so goddamn good,” she said, coaxing me closer to orgasm with her dirty talk. “It's so good to ride your cock and call you Master, baby. 'Cause that's what you are, isn't it? You fucking own me, Master – you own this pussy. How does it feel to fuck your pussy, Master?”

God damn! I was going to blow. “So good,” I gasped between thrusts.

“Yeah? I can feel how hard you are inside me. Your balls are getting all tight up against my slit – I know you're about to come in me! Fucking drain your balls inside me, like your little whore! You know I'm not even on the pill, right?”

I did not know that – but it no longer mattered.

“I don't even care – I want it so bad. I need your fucking come in me, Master! My cunt needs your cock, it needs you to fuck me and come inside me! Please come inside your slave, Master, please ahh please...”

That was it. With a cry, I shoved myself as deeply as I could inside Monica's cunt a final time. Just as the first shudders of orgasm tore through my body. I could feel myself filling her up, shooting burst after burst inside her well past the point I had thought possible. Never has a whore gotten a more deserving spraydown, and Monica milked every second of it: grinding against the sensitive head of my cock slowly, gripping me tight and whispering words of devotion into my ear, doing everything she could to coax the biggest possible load out of me. God, it felt good.

Finally we were finished; she lay back and collapsed on the granite countertop with a happy sigh, stretching languidly.

“Okay,” I said, my voice thick. “Now we can go upstairs.”

She laughed long and loud, her voice echoing across the huge kitchen. “Are you already ready for round two? God, I must be good.”

I leaned down and kissed her deeply, our tongues moving against each other as she writhed against the surface of the countertop. “The best,” I said.

She lay back, staring at the ceiling. “God, I've never been fucked like that before, Spencer. That was incredible. It was...it was like I left my own body for a while there.”

Suddenly she sat up, her face reddening. “Oh Christ. That thing about calling you 'Master', saying you owned me...I just got carried away in the heat of the moment. I'm not even really into that kind of stuff...”

“It's okay,” I said. “I kind of am. I really liked it.”

“You did?” She looked surprised, then a sly grin spread across her face. “You would. Perv.”

“Hey, I'm not the one lying naked on my parents' kitchen counter with come leaking out of me.”

She laughed. “Fair enough. Hey...did you really want to go upstairs?”

For a second, she looked unsure of herself. “Oh yeah,” I said. “I definitely want to do that again.”

“Me too,” she said with a grin. “Well...look, I've got some stuff up there. Nothing super-fancy, just some handcuffs and a vibrator. But...would you handcuff me to the bed? And maybe tease me some with my own toys? You know, make me beg for it.”

I nodded, cock already stiffening in my boxers. “Definitely. As long as you call me 'Master' when you do it.”

“Oh, don't worry about that,” she said, working her tongue around her lips. “I get the feeling I'm going to be calling you that a lot from now on, Spence.”

She had no idea how right she was.
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“Are you watching, Master?”

I lay back against the pillows, stretching in the narrow dorm room bed as I watched the show unfolding in front of me. On the foot of the bed my laptop lay open, a chat window taking up the whole screen. It showed a room that could have been twin to mine, other than the fact that on the bed was a smiling young woman looking expectantly into the camera.

“Oh, I'm watching, Monica,” I said, a lazy smile spreading over my face. “It's good to see you, babe.”

“It's wonderful to see you, Master,” she purred. With a slow, sensual motion, she slid her tank top over her head and tossed it just to the side of the camera, causing it to block the view for an instant. When it was clear, she was on all fours, looking into the camera, wearing nothing above the waist besides a tiny blue bra.

“It feels so good to do this for you, Master. To know you're watching me!”

It felt good to watch. The fact that we were on separate campuses didn't bother me as much as it should have – hell, until a few weeks ago the only thing I'd been able to do with Monica was watch. She was the girl next door, the painfully hot co-ed who starred in my naughtiest fantasies, but never more than that. I'd been practically speechless with nerves the few times I'd tried to speak with her.

That had been before I got the glasses in the mail. Glasses that could change people, could turn a hot co-ed from ambivalent to begging to go to bed with me in about three minutes. Glasses that were a few inches away from me right now as I watched my new girlfriend put on a show for me over Skype.

As I watched, Monica executed a slinky slide that would've put a stripper to shame and rolled up into a sitting position, unlatching the catch at the front of her bra.

“Do you want to see my tits, Spence?”

I nodded. She smiled and pulled the fabric apart, exposing her amazing tits to the camera, large and firm without the slightest bit of sag.

“I wish you were here, Master,” Monica teased. “I'd love to slide that big, hard cock between these puppies. I bet they'd make you feel so good.”

“Mmh,” I said, not making any motion to hide the throbbing erection making a tent of my boxers. “I'd love that. I'd also love to see that little move you did a second ago, but from the back this time.”

She laughed. “You are so bad, Spencer.” She fumbled with the catch of her cutoff jeans. “Give me a second to get these off and I'll show you whatever you want.”

As Monica slid off her jeans, biting her lip as she saw me seeing that she wasn't wearing any panties underneath, I breathed a silent prayer of thanks to whatever mysterious benefactor gave me these glasses.

“You like that?” Monica leaned forward, thrusting her pussy at the camera. She cupped it, then spread her lips with her fingers and ran a digit around the edges of her clit, giving a little moan as she did so.

“I miss you so much,” Monica said. “My cunt needs your cock, Master.”

“I know, baby,” I said. I gently started rubbing my cock through my boxers. I hadn't been planning on coming during this chat, but then I hadn't known that Monica's whole intent in video chatting me was to give me this strip tease. I was curious if I needed to wear these glasses every time I talked with her – it seemed like once they were used to seduce someone, they stayed seduced. The fact that I was still able to give commands even without them on (not to mention the fact that she was still mad with desire to fuck me) had settled that issue.

“It'll just be a couple days until the weekend,” I said. “Then you can come over and we'll be together. I can't wait to show you around campus.”

“I can't wait to see the inside of that bedroom,” Monica said, squeezing one of her tits and giving me a lopsided smile. “I don't think you're going to have time to show me campus.”

“That's so far away,” I murmured, staring at her body.

“I know,” she said, pouting. “I wish you'd just let me drop out already.”

When the time had come for us to go back to our respective colleges to start the semester, Monica had been adamant that she wasn't going: she wanted to stay with me, to be my personal whore. I had had to order her to go. It's not that I didn't want her – all I could think about was banging her most days – but I didn't want to fuck up her life by ruining her studies. And I would never finish college with a sex-crazed hypno slut on my cock, begging me to cut class and fuck her.

Monica seemed to have followed my train of thought while I sat there, ruminating. “Well,” she said with a wicked little smile, “if I can't have your cock inside me, I might as well have the next best thing.”

She reached off-screen and came back with a bright red vibrator, long and slender and thicker at the base than the tip. As I watched, she went on all fours again, holding herself up with one hand and looking into the camera. With her other hand, she slid the vibrator between her thighs and cut it on. I could hear the bass rumble through my laptop speakers.

“Oh...oh...oh fuck,” Monica whimpered, rocking back and forth as she fucked herself on her vibrator. “I love putting on a show for you, Master. Do you like watching me fuck myself for you?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, rubbing myself harder. Pre-cum was starting to leak through, leaving a wet stain on my boxers.

Monica saw it and grinned. “Oh yeah, I'll say you do. I bet you want to bury that cock in a tight little pussy right now, don't you Master?”

“Fuck yes I do,” I said.

“Then why don't you?”

The question caught me off guard; so much so that I stopped pleasuring myself and just watched for a second. Monica had the elated but slightly embarassed look of a teenager who just yelled a swear word in the middle of a crowd.

“What?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, closing her eyes as she rode wave after wave of the vibrator's pleasure. “I want you to, Master. You shouldn't have to sit there with that big hard-on when I'm not there to make you feel good. I want you to find some little slut and tackle her pussy until you shoot all that pent-up come inside of her.”

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. “But...but you're my girlfriend,” I said. Girlfriends usually didn't say things like that.

She gave a throaty laugh. “Of course I am, Spence. I'm not asking you to be monogamous – I'm just asking you to pound me like a little bitch when I get there.”

I was aghast. “You want me to cheat on you?”

That provoked more laughter. “You're my Master. How could you possibly cheat on me? You couldn't...you...”

Monica's eyes glazed over and her entire body tensed up.

“OhfuckpleasetellmeIcancome, Master!” Her voice was a rush.

“Come for me,” I commanded. “Come for me right now.”

She let loose with a roar that I was sure every other person in her dorm had heard. Her arm shook, barely able to support her weight, as pleasure tore through her body. She sobbed as her thighs clenched the vibrator, calling my name over and over again. I felt my cock straining in my boxers, yearning to be let free. All I could think was: she told me to. She told me I could fuck anyone I wanted.

Well, why not? The glasses would make it easy, after all. And I did have permission...

Monica lay back on the bed, exhausted. “Thank you so much, Master.”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, my mouth dry.

“Are you okay? I wish I was there to please you, Spencer.”

“I know. I, uh...I think I'm going to do what you said.”

A broad smile came over her features. She clapped her hands together and squealed with glee. “Awesome! I can't wait to hear all about it. I love you so much, Master!”

“I love you too. Talk to you tonight?”

“You better believe it.” She rolled over, getting into a more comfortable position on the bed. “I'm going to take a nap. Can't wait to hear all about your adventures later!”

The chat window closed. I wonder if she even goes to class, I thought.

Well, that was settled. I glanced over at the glasses, a black glossy blot against the white of my comforter. They really worked. They'd let me take over the mind of any girl I wanted. And college was a smorgasbord of hot babes – cute little preppy chicks in short skirts, hot Middle Eastern girls free of their strict parents for the first time wearing bangles and not much else, cheerleaders...

Cheerleaders, I thought, imagining what I could do with a member of the campus cheer squad. Sexy. Blonde. Tanned and Athletic. Already slutty, so you know they know how to please. Flexible...

I snatched up my glasses and slid them on. I knew exactly where I was headed.
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[image: image]



xXx

––––––––

[image: image]



The football field was only a few blocks from my dormitory. It was a flashy building, built just a couple of years before during a rush of construction that cemented the campus' hold over the rest of the city. There had obviously been ungodly sums of money poured into every aspect of it, and likewise nothing had been spared in selecting the athletes who would compete there – or their cheerleaders.

When I got inside, there were only a handful of second-string players practicing tackles, ramming stuffed dummies and grunting with the effort. I looked around, wondering if I'd wasted my time, when I spied with pleasure exactly what I was looking for: a squad of cheerleaders, running drills on the other end of the field.

I sat down to watch the show. The whole walk there, I'd been consumed with the thought that any woman I saw along my way: the preppy girls, the rich girls, the artistic girls with tattoos and crazy hair colors could be mine with a few words and a smile. Looking at the squad, though, I was glad I waited.

They had obviously been practicing for weeks. Their movements were fluid, graceful, almost like something that belonged on a ballet stage instead of a football field. As I watched, they took turns doing cartwheel runs, their tanned legs twirling over their heads, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of what was under those too-short skirts. It didn't take me long to pick out the star of the show: there was one girl who was always in front, always at the head of every formation.

She looked every inch the stereotype of the blonde cheerleader goddess, from her tight, supple body to her long hair and perfect smile, to the insane feats of gymnastic prowess that turned my mind to how they could be put into practice in the bedroom. As she did the splits, effortlessly and practically without even thinking about it, I couldn't help but imagine how good it would feel to spread her body underneath me just like that.

After a while, the formations broke up and the cheerleaders scattered, going for their bags or phones. I was already up from my seat, taking the steps two at a time, feeling the soft grass underneath my sneakers. The girl who'd been so adept at attracting my attention was now distracted, her face buried in her smartphone, and didn't notice me until I was right in front of her.

“Oh,” she said, looking up. “Hi. Can I, uh, help you?”

“Hi.” I stuck out a hand – and at the same time, switched on the Seduction Mode within the glasses. “I'm Spencer. I just wanted to say, you girls are amazing.”

She relaxed, taking my hand and giving me a beaming smile so rehearsed I was sure she practiced it in front of the mirror every morning.

“Why thank you! What a nice thing to say! Now, if you'll excuse me...” She turned away, sliding her phone into her bag.

“Hey, wait!” I said, a little too loudly. Frantically, I blinked to turn Seduction Mode all the way up. The little gauge in the corner of my vision went from LOW to MED.

She turned back, staring up into the darkness of my sunglasses. For an instant, she looked confused – then another dazzling smile crossed her face. “Yes?”

I had to think of something to fill space – to give the glasses time to work. “Uh, I was just wondering...”

She cocked her head slightly. “Yes?”

“When's the first game this season? I can't wait to be up there in the stands, watching you all go.”

To my surprise, she giggled, patting me on the shoulder. “You're silly. It's this weekend. How could you not know? I bet you're just coming up with excuses to talk to me, aren't you?”

“Why?” I asked with a smirk. “Can you really blame me?”

She gave another girlish giggle and seemed to be on the cusp of saying something else when a sound behind us caused her mouth to snap shut. Her eyes widened.

“Hey,” came a voice from just behind me, “is this nerd bothering you, baby?”

I turned – and came face-to-chest with a heaving slab of muscle. A finger, stuffed in a tight athletic glove, stabbed me in the chest.

“You better step away from my girl, douche.” It was a football player – from the looks of it, one of the ones whose job it was to bash into the players on the other team as hard as he could. He practically blotted out the sun.

He could hurt me, I realized. He could hurt me really, really bad.

“Hey, babe, it's okay,” the cheerleader pleaded. “Really, he wasn't...”

“Shut up, Stacy,” he said flatly. “I saw you hitting on my girl. What, you think she's going to put out for you? Dude, she likes men, not scrawny little nerd boys.” He jabbed me again with that finger. I already didn't like that finger.

“I think she likes me fine,” I said, turning the glasses back on her. It was a stupid thing to say, but I couldn't stop myself: the glasses filled me with confidence. As she looked at me, hesitantly and then with a naughty smile, the dial in the corner of the screen went from MED to HIGH.

For an instant, the football player went still. “Holy shit,” he said quietly, almost sounding impressed. “You did not just say that.”

He reached out and gave me a gentle shove. Unfortunately, this was a gentle shove by his standards, so I immediately flew backwards several steps and almost collapsed down onto my ass.

“Oh, Derek, no!” She tried to hold him back, but was shoved out of his way with less effort than swatting a fly. “Don't hurt him!”

I staggered to my feet, the world around me darkening as the giant jock stepped between me and the sun. Almost as an afterthought, my glasses brightened to compensate, then a small message appeared in mid-air:

It looks like you're about to get into a fight. Would you like help with that?

“Fuck yes I would,” I muttered, selecting yes.

The glasses hummed briefly. Thank you. Activating hand-to-hand combat module...

Seconds clicked over as Derek advanced on me. “I'm going to fuck you up, you fucking perv...”

Analyzing probable attack patterns. Dodge in indicated direction when arrow turns red.

A big red arrow appeared in mid air, for all the world like some kind of cartoon hologram. It twisted slightly along with Derek's stance. Was this the result of complicated computer program?

Just as Derek lifted his arm to hit, the arrow flashed red. I dove like I was trying to outrun an explosion, coming down on all fours on the ground. Behind me I heard a whoosh of breath and a thump.

I stood up and turned around. Derek was down on one knee, caught off-balance and looking stunned.

Weakening target, the glasses said. Keep target in field of view for maximum effect.

“What's the matter?” I asked, smirking. Derek stood up, murderous rage in his eyes. The arrow was back, flashing left, then right, then up and to the left. An instant later, it flashed blood red.

I dove.

As it turned out, I moved in the exact instant that Derek decided to charge. He ended up racing past me, close enough that I felt a breeze against my cheek. He turned, huffing and panting like he was struggling to stand upright.

Target Weakening nearly complete, the glasses informed me. Prepare to strike.

I stood there, savoring the look of shock on Derek's face. I could almost see him trying to work it out: why can't I hit him?

“I'm going to kick your ass, dude,” I said with a chuckle. “Then, I'm going to fuck your girlfriend.”

From behind Derek, Stacy gave a little squeal of delight – and I knew all he could see was red.

“You're fucking dead!” He raced straight at me, arms outstretched like he was just waiting to strangle the life from my body. I froze like a deer in headlights, watching him close the distance to pulverize me.

Suddenly, a red box appeared, in the spot between his neck and shoulder. Attack now! The glasses screamed. They screamed at me!

I struck out without thinking, blindly following instructions.

The side of my hand connected with bone, and I heard a wet, gurgling, wheeze come from Derek. He looked stunned, and a little confused, as if wondering where that had come from. Then he toppled, hitting the grass with a hard thud. My glasses were already suggesting weak points, places to strike for follow-up damage, but I was done. He was down – and Stacy was watching, staring at me in awe like I was some kind of golden god.

“Oh my wow!” Her voice had shot up an octave in the last few minutes. “That was incredible! You really laid him out, Master....um, can I call you that?”

Blood pounded in my ears like the roar of waves. Between the shock and the adrenaline high, the world had shrunk to fuzzy impressions on the edge of my vision. All I could see was Stacy.

I gave the stripe of fabric covering her shoulder a hard yank, pulling it off her in one motion. I slid the black, lacy bra underneath to the side and brought my mouth to her nipple, licking and sucking at the sweet flesh. It stiffened around my tongue and Stacy gave a sharp moan of mingled surprise and pleasure.

“Oh, Master!” Her hand cupped the back of my head and pressed me into her bosom. “That feels so good!”

The fact that we were in public ceased to matter. I didn't care; anyone who had a complaint could be reprogrammed later. I coaxed her to the ground; gently at first, then harder with my fingers in her hair.

There wasn't time to get her clothes off, so I didn't bother. Her skirt was already criminally short, and in another instant her panties were down around her ankles, being tossed carelessly onto the grass.

When she was on all fours, I positioned her so that she faced towards where Derek lay prone, groaning in pain. My cock throbbed at her entrance, begging for release.

“Tell me what you want to do,” I groaned, giving her hair a harsh pull so that her back arched like a bow.

“I want you to fuck me! I want you to fuck my pussy right here, right now!” She was grinding against me like a bitch in heat.

“What about him?” I said, indicating the bewildered Derek.

“Oh, who cares! You're my Master – you're the only man I want!”

That was all I needed to hear; I slid inside her with one smooth stroke and started pounding away, using her like a doll. She groaned and thrashed in the grass, dirt getting all over her pretty uniform, all over her face when she pressed it against the ground.

Derek began to stir just as I felt the first stirrings of climax in my loins, drawing me tight up against Stacy's wet, sweet core. He looked at us like he wasn't sure if he had gone insane or we had.

“Baby?” His voice was plaintive, small – ruined. “What are you doing?”

“I'm fucking my Master,” she said, voice thick with lust, “and it feels so good! He's fucking my tight little cunt the way I've always wanted!”

“I told you,” I said as I buried myself deep inside Stacy. “I told you exactly what I was going to do.”

He passed out. It was just as well.

“I'm going to come,” I announced to Stacy.

“Oh, please come in me, Master! Please spray your thick hot seed inside me, please! Derek always uses condoms and I want to feel what its like to have a man explode inside me with no protection!”

I gave her exactly what she wanted. With a final cry, I dove inside her with a series of hard, final thrusts – one, two, three. Each was a wave I rode into the stratosphere, heightening the power and length of my orgasm. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I wondered if the glasses had something to do with that, too, but dismissed the thought.

When it was over, Stacy pulled away and splayed out on the ground, next to where Derek lay – almost as if they had been the ones fucking in public.

Actually...

“That's not a bad idea,” I said aloud to no one in particular. After all, no one would believe the real story – and, to be honest with myself, I was already a little done with Stacy. This had been the equivalent of a quick fuck: humiliating Derek had been fun, but I had no intention of adding his girlfriend to my harem.

Wait, did I want a harem? Ah, decisions, decisions!

I strode away, humming to myself happily. Before I did anything else, I had to tell Monica all about this. Maybe she'd put on another little show to celebrate.



Augmenting the Stewardess
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“Tell me again about the cheerleader, Master.”

“We really have to go,” I said, my heart not really in it. The blankets on the hotel bed were plush, warm with the heat of our bodies, and Monica's flesh was so soft and supple against mine. “We're going to miss our flight.”

“Shh, no we won't,” she said, putting a finger against her lips. “We have plenty of time.”

“No, really,” I said, flipping onto my back. “It takes like, a gazillion hours to get through the security screening.”

“So we'll take another flight,” she said, sliding a hand between my thighs. “A later one. My parents won't mind waiting. Nobody minds doing anything you tell them to do, Master.”

I was about to tell her it didn't really work that way, that even with the mind-altering power of my augmenting reality glasses I couldn't change airport policy, but then I felt her hand wrap around my cock and nothing else mattered.

'Oh, look how hard you are already,” Monica said with a girlish giggle. “Just talking about it got you all excited.”

“Being next to you gets me all excited,” I said, tracing a strand of her hair that had come loose with my finger.

She bit her lip. “So take me.”

Before I could react, she was on top of me, guiding my stiff cock between her legs. I sighed contentedly, laying back against the pillows. We were going to be late – but what did it matter, really? Another romp with Monica was more than worth a few hours of waiting.

A few months ago, Monica hadn't been like this at all. She hadn't craved sex constantly, hadn't worn skintight outfits and trashy makeup in public, hadn't thought of me as anything other than her dorky next-door neighbor. That all changed when I got a pair of glasses in the mail – an experimental prototype of “augmented reality” glasses that actually augmented reality. The first thing I'd done with them was turn Monica, my number-one sex fantasy for years, into my horny, perfect girlfriend. Now she was madly in love with me, willing to put out at the drop of a hat, eager to try each and every naughty fantasy I could think of. Even though we'd been separated by our colleges for the past few months, she'd put on shows for me over Skype and encouraged me to use my glasses to enslave other girls, to build a harem to keep me satisfied. I'd used the glasses on a few girls this semester, but coming back to Monica had felt like coming home – and the time apart had made her hornier than ever.

We'd decided to book a hotel the night before we were supposed to fly back home for the holidays together, and we'd practically worn out the room. But even after a night of rough, passionate fucking, Monica was wet and ready for me. Her thighs straddled my groin as she lowered the heat of her pussy over my cock, tits thrust in my face like offerings. I couldn't resist – I licked a nipple then bit down gently, savoring the sharp cry of mingled pain and pleasure that came from her throat.

“Tell me,” she said. The head of my cock was pressed gently against her lips, parting them ever so slightly. I was so hard it hurt.

“Tell you what?” I asked, confused.

“About the cheerleader,” she said with a smile.

“Oh, right.” I grasped the back of her head and pulled her towards me, feeling her shudder with lust as my ran my tongue down her neck. “First, I want to feel you on me.”

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned, and came down on my cock. I slid inside her with an easy stroke; she was dripping wet, and warm, and snug around the throbbing base of my girth. Fuck, that felt good.

“I fucked her right there on the field,” I groaned into Monica's ear. “Right in front of the entire football team.”

“God, that's so fucking hot,” Monica replied, hips working in furious rhythm. “I wish I could've been there to see it.”

“She was so tight and wet,” I said. “Just like you.”

“I bet her boyfriend was crying as he watched a real man take control, wasn't he?”

Stacy's boyfriend had been too dazed to do much of anything while I slammed his girl's pussy – the glasses' combat module had seen to that – but in the heat of the moment, embellishing a little seemed like a victimless crime.

“Yeah,” I said, thrusting my face in-between her offered breasts, “he was crying and begging me to stop. He was so humiliated, watching his girl take my cock in front of everyone, put on display for my amusement.”

“Mmh, I bet he wasn't the only one crying and screaming,” Monica said, her breath hot in my ear. “God, you're so big, babe – I love feeling you stretch me out every time you fuck me! I bet you blew that tight little cheerleader's mind!”

“She fucking loved it,” I said. “Not as much you, though.”

“Did you come inside her, or did you pull out and spray her down?” This question wasn't coincidence; I was getting close to coming and Monica has an almost supernatural ability to tell when I'm about to get off.

“I came inside her,” I groaned. My balls were tight against her, I could feel precum leaking inside her tight slit already.

“Oh man, with no protection! I bet she loved that, having a real man blow his wad inside her.” Her hips rode me with rapid-fire precision, coaxing me into climax. “It feels so fucking good to have you come in me, Spencer, it makes me feel like a real woman like your girl like your slave come inside me right now Master...!”

I obliged, my cries of passion muffled around her breasts as I drained my balls inside of her. She slowed her hips in time with mine, riding out every last drop of pleasure. Monica never missed an opportunity to get some hot, sticky come from my cock, and she was adept at making me come harder than any girl ever had before.

“There you go, baby,” she said when it was over, cradling my head against her breasts. She leaned in and kissed me deeply. “Wasn't that worth being a little late?”

“Definitely,” I rolled away, relaxing. She tossed an arm over my chest and nuzzled my neck.

“I love you, Master.”

“You'd better,” I said with a lopsided smile.

She laughed and pulled her end of the covers back. “Well,” she said, “I suppose we should take a shower and head to the airport.”

“Mmh, sounds good,” I said sleepily. “Except for that 'shower' part.”

She turned from the end of the bed, where she had gotten into a half-standing position, and looked back over her shoulder at me, mouth open with faux-outrage. “No shower? But I'll be filthy!”

“I know,” I said, giving her ass a gentle swat. “That's just how I like it.”

“I – oh damn, that feels good,” she groaned. “Don't make me come back down and fuck you again. What if they want to search me? What if-” her eyes narrowed with a naughty smile, “they do a full body cavity search?”

“Then they'll discover you've been a very naughty girl indeed,” I said.
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As it turns out, they did not make any discoveries at the airport – though it wasn't through lack of trying. Even with the power of the glasses at my command, my abilities were limited in a building so big and crowded: the MasterTech software can only affect one person at at a time, and any major disturbances (or the little bits of fun I had to keep reminding myself not to pursue) would certainly be noticed. Still, I greased a few wheels to make the trip through the airport as easy as possible, especially when being escorted by a half-naked co-ed practically dripping with lust. I could feel the disappointment coming off the security friskers when I talked the woman at the kiosk into waving the pair of us through.

Then we were on the plane. I had never flown first class before, but thanks to the oh-so-selfless donations of a few of the wealthier members of our campus' alumni society, I would never have to settle for anything else. The seats were arranged into plush cubicles shared two or three to a row; in a stroke of good luck Monica and I had one all to ourselves. I was still tinkering with all the options (and tinkering with Monica a little bit beneath her tank top) when a lift in my stomach and a pop in my ears let me know we were airborne.

Monica was looking at me with a worried expression. “What's wrong?”

“I've never been on a plane before,” she said, her voice quiet. “I didn't realize it would be so...”

I smiled gently, fixing her in my frames. “You're not scared,” I assured her. The glasses did the rest of the work for me; I was getting increasingly good at making them do exactly what I wanted.

She relaxed visibly. “You're so right, Ma-...Spencer,” she said. “There's nothing to be afraid of.”

“Absolutely,” I said, a naughty little thought taking root in my brain, “in fact, you find the thought of being up here so high in the air to be exciting...”

“Excuse me,” came a voice. My hand shot off Monica's thigh in a move I hoped looked natural. “Would either of you care for a drink?”

Monica's face lit up like a Christmas tree, so I already knew I was going to see something good when I turned around. Even then, the woman before me was stunningly, jaw-droppingly hot. From the tips of her high heels to the flowing blonde hair stuffed jauntily under her stewardess' cap, every inch of her ignited my desire. I had to wonder: did they save the girls like her for first class?

“I'd love a drink,” I said, trying to keep my eyes on the stewardess' face, and not the tantalizing glimpse of cleavage peeking out from her jacket as she leaned forward. “I'll take a Jack and Coke, and she'll have the same.”

Unexpectedly, a flicker of irritation passed over her face. I was confused for a second before the reason snapped into place: she was peeved that I'd ordered for my girlfriend. Interesting. I was tempted to turn my glasses on right then and there, but I held back. There were stereotypes about young, attractive girls who waited on powerful men on airplanes; but surely I couldn't get away with seducing a stewardess while she was in the air, could I?

I was tempted to find out.

“She's pretty,” Monica said as the stewardess walked off to procure our drinks. Slowly, her hand closed on the crotch of my pants.

“Oh,” she said with mock-surprise. “You think so, too.” She began kneading me gently through the fabric, biting her lip like the naughty girl she was being.

“I do.” I leaned back into the seat, loving the feeling of her fingers on me, even through my pants. “I think I might have some fun with her.”

“I can't wait,” she replied.

A minute or two later, the stewardess appeared from the front of the cabin, bearing two small glasses on a tray. “Here you are,” she said cheerily. Any trace of her former bitterness had been cleverly hidden. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

“Hold on a second,” I said, just as she turned to go.

The faintest flicker of irritation passed over her face. “Yes?”  

“I was wondering,” I said, flipping on one of the glasses' many modules, “why you looked upset earlier when we ordered our drinks?”

She looked a little confused; or, more accurately, like someone pretending to be a little confused. “I don't know what you mean, sir..”

“Tell me the truth,” I said, smiling. Now that I'd said it, she couldn't help herself – the module I'd activated was called Direct Command Mode. It dispensed with all the hoopla of increasing pulse and turning on dirty thoughts and went straight for the jugular: anything I said, the target did. It was great for escaping awkward situations – or humiliating one very shocked stewardess, as I was discovering.

Her mouth dropped open as if she couldn't believe the words that were tumbling out of them. “You said 'we' – but it was just you ordering the drinks. I hate that macho, patriarchal bullshit.”

As she finished, she clapped a hand to her mouth, her face gone stark white.

“Relax,” I said, and the hand came down instinctively. I had to be careful with this mode – it was easy to give commands without meaning to. If I was to sarcastically tell someone 'go jump off a bridge', I realized, they would, wouldn't they?

“I'm not mad,” I finally said. “I was just curious, and I also like to cut down on the bullshit. You didn't find that little gesture romantic? Answer me truthfully.”

“Of course not,” she said, again looking shocked as the words tumbled out of her mouth. “People treat that stuff as gentlemanly but it just makes my skin crawl. Treating a woman like she can't make up her own mind is such an...”

I was enjoying myself immensely now. “Yes?”

She was struggling to stay silent, that I could see. But her resistance only lasted a moment. “Ownership,” she finally blurted. “It's like you're saying you own your woman.”

“Oh,” I said, miming confusion. “I think you misunderstand. You see these glasses?”

She nodded, her lips a thin, nearly invisible line.

“They let me do anything I want,” I said, tapping the frames. “They're why you can't stop yourself from answering my questions, and why you can't seem to make your legs walk away from me.”

As she watched, her confusion turning to panic, I slid my fingers underneath of Monica's dress, stroking the fabric of her panties and the warm, yielding flesh within. She inhaled sharply and moaned, rolling her shoulders back against the seat.

“So yes, I do own her,” I said with a smile.

Her silence was terrified. I could see sweat beading at her temple, and when she spoke it was with a faint tremor in her voice.

“Alright. You've...you've made your point. I'm sorry, just let me go, please.”

Her hands trembled gently. I felt a smug, evil smile spread across my face. “Sure,” I said. “You can go. In fact, I think honestly you can go fuck yourself.”

Her face filled with horror as she realized exactly what I had meant. The tremble in her hands stopped; they clutched the fabric of her dress for a moment, then dipped deeper...

“Please, no,” she whispered, fighting the urge to scream. Such decorum, even when faced with a trickster like me. “Not here...”

Begrudgingly, I had to admit she was right. It was really too bad my glasses couldn't convince everyone in the flight that a stewardess jilling herself off in the middle of an aisle was an everyday occurrence.

“Fine,” I said, as if I was presenting her with a gift. “Go wherever in this plane you can find a spot of privacy. Make yourself come – and don't you dare take off those panties while you do it. I want you to bring those to me when you're done, as a gesture of submission.”

Rage and disgust filled her face...but something else was there, as well. I knew the feeling of helplessness the glasses caused in its victims could be an aphrodisiac – there were enough girls walking around with rape fantasies that being forced around by a college student with magic glasses could bring an illicit, if shameful thrill. If I was right about this stewardess, it wasn't the first time she'd fantasized about being completely in the power of a strong-willed man.

“And two more of these,” I said, tapping my glass. “After all - we're drinking the same thing.”

I winked as she walked away, her steps quick and full of trepidation.

Monica leaned over close enough that her lips were hot against my ear. “That was mean, Master.”

“I know,” I said, rubbing her clit through the fabric of her panties, “but it felt good. Come for me.”

Monica gave a cry that she just barely managed to strangle – she hadn't expected me to say that. I felt her clit throb with pleasure as her interior world exploded; she quaked against the plush back of the chair like she was having a seizure. More than one passenger turned to look, but I was able to calm these folks down with a glance – the glasses can handle one or two.

When Monica was finished, she pressed herself against me in the closest thing to a snuggle a first-class seat could manage. “That was wonderful, Master. Now how can I please you?”

“You can watch what I'm about to do,” I said.

A minute or two later, our stewardess came back, bearing two more drinks on a tray. A tiny part of me had wondered if I'd see her again – I was a trifle worried the orgasm might've shaken her loose of my programming – but I needn't have worried. The compulsion to carry out my will was too strong.

Between the two glasses was something small and lacy, bundled up like it was disguised as a rag: the stewardess' panties. As she approached, she pulled them off the tray and deposited them in Monica's lap.

“There,” she said, her tone halfway between shame and defiance. “It's done, and two more drinks. Are you satisfied?”

“Oh, come on,” I said, chiding her. “You loved it.”

For a split-second, a look of frustration came over her face. I could practically see what she was thinking: oh no, not again... Then the command hit her, and she relaxed, all the hard angles in her face going soft.

“It had been a while,” she admitted with a shrug.

“Come have a seat with us,” I said. “It'll be fun. And tell me your name – I didn't catch it before.”

“Elizabeth,” she said, looking over our seats with a frown. “This is the strangest thing, I feel like I should be screaming and calling the Air Marshal right now but I'm not. And sitting with you two sounds like the best idea I've heard all day. Only there's nowhere to sit...”

I patted my lap. “Here is right where you want to sit.”

She made a little 'ah', as if to say why of course, then primly slid into our aisle and into my lap. Almost immediately I gave the back of her skirt a tug, letting the firm flesh of her ass grind against my crotch. I risked a quick glance around; if anyone noticed anything untoward they were keeping it to themselves.

“So,” Elizabeth said, boldly taking a sip from Monica's drink, “what's your story?”

“Not important,” I said. Now that she was so close, I didn't want to wait. I could feel the heat of her pussy, fresh off her orgasm, gently pressing its wetness against my crotch. In an instant my cock was out of the zipper and throbbing between us.

Elizabeth's mouth stretched into an 'o' of surprise. “I'm not wearing any panties,” she said, as if just now realizing it.

“Oh, I know,” I said, and then I was inside her.

She let out a sharp cry of surprise, which I quickly stifled by sliding an arm around her waist and pressing her down, getting the full length of my member inside her. Her legs slid apart instinctively; her skirt rode up, just barely hiding what we were doing. Another few inches and any passenger who cared to look would be able to see my hard cock sticking out of her spread pussy.

“Act natural,” I said. “Pretend like there's turbulence.”

She did, rocking gently on my cock, riding me as hard as she dared in the middle of a crowded airplane. It was far from the most athletic fuck I'd ever had, but the frustration made it wonderful: I could feel that both of us wanted to go into full-bore fucking, constrained only by the presence of others.

I pulled her to me and traced my tongue down the nape of her neck. “This feels amazing,” I said.

It was just a comment, but it also hit her with the force of command. “Oh God, it's so good,” she whispered back, biting her lip to keep her voice quiet. “I've never done anything like this before.”

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

She shook her head, suppressing a groan of delight. “No,” she whispered. “I'd never even touched myself up here before until today. Until you made me.”

“I'm going to make you do something else,” I told her.

“Please, no,” she whimpered. “They'll hear – I'll lose my job...”

“I command you to be perfectly quiet,” I said. My cock was throbbing inside her – every furtive contact was driving me wild, knowing how extreme what we were doing was.

Her mouth snapped shut; her eyes rolled back into her head as her rocking became short, hard thrusts onto my girth.

“Come for me,” I commanded.

All I can say is – thank God for hypnotic conditioning. If I hadn't locked down poor Elizabeth's vocal cords, she would've had them checking her out all the way to the cockpit. She writhed, she bucked, her face turned a bright shade of crimson – all side-effects of having to put a tamper on that luscious inferno of pleasure. The self-love I'd commanded her to perform for me was nothing compared to this.

In an instant I was coming as well, thick ropes of come shooting from my cock and coating down her walls, filling her until I knew it would be dripping from her slit, marking her legs and calves as she served the other passengers. I held her on me tightly as I finished; grinding every last drop of pleasure from her sweet little pussy.

“Holy shit,” she whispered when it was all over. “I can't believe we just did that.”

Monica smiled, having enjoyed the show immensely. “Master will have you believing all kinds of things you hadn't before.”

She slid off me with an effort; my cock lay against her thigh, dripping the last bits of come all over her.

“I've never experienced anything...that was incredible,” she whispered, frantic with excitement. I smiled, watching her go. It was always fun to see them once their internal defenses finally went down for good.

“This is the last flight on my shift,” she confided. “I'm off for the weekend after this one lands. Where are you two staying tonight?”

“Ah, ah, ah,” I said, gripping her gently around the waist. “I think we've had our fun...”

“No, please,” she said. Her tone made me think of first love, of being young and seeing something you spend the rest of your life trying to get back to. She was trying to keep us from slipping away.

“I...I need to see you again,” she confessed. “You, her, the glasses...please. This can't just end here.”

“That's usually what happens,” I replied.

“I...” Her face turned bright red, almost as bright as it had been in the throes of passion. “I think I might be able to call you Master. I could learn. In fact, I think I kind of want to.”

She bit her lip and glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Please don't leave me.”

Well, what could I say to that?

I shrugged. “What do you think, Monica?”

“I think Master can do whatever he wants,” she said sultrily.

I let the silence stretch out for an agonizing moment. “Alright,” I said. “Meet us at the gate after landing.”

If she could have gotten away with fist-pumping, I believe that she would've. “Thank you, oh thank you so much,” she said, babbling a bit. “I'm looking forward to spending more time with you...Master.” She giggled. “Oh, that feels good to say.”

“Go on,” I told her. “People are starting to get suspicious.”

She nodded, then stood up and headed down the aisle, the smile on her face real for once. She was already fantasizing about her new life.



Augmenting the Hotwife
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“So I was thinking you should have an affair.”

Mrs. Beldam looked up at me over the rim of her glass of chardonnay (her third) and, quite unexpectedly, blushed. “You're kidding. Me?”

“Why not?” I said. “You told me Mr. Beldam isn't exactly burning up the sheets lately.”

Her mouth worked soundlessly as she worked out a response. For what felt like the hundredth time since I'd started this social call, I glanced down at the table where my glasses lay neatly folded. The temptation to put them on was great, but I resisted. I'd done a lot of prep work with Mrs. Beldam over the last few days, and I wanted to see how far I could push things without resorting to extra help.

“I mean,” Mrs. Beldam was saying, “sure I said that, but...”

She laughed. “You're just so young, Spencer. You'll understand better when you've been married as long as I have.” She took another sip of her wine and smiled.

“Speaking of which,” she said, “how are things with Monica? Starting to think about picking out a ring?”

Changing the subject, I thought, unfolding my glasses. Clever. Mrs. Beldam wanted to know how things were between me and my new girlfriend. She'd never believe that right now Monica was across the street in my bedroom, tongue-deep inside of Elizabeth, the naughty stewardess we'd picked up on the flight back home. But then again, Mrs. Beldam never did think very highly of me until recently.

She and her husband had lived across the street from us for years; it was hard to remember a time when they hadn't been there. To Mrs. Beldam I was that awkward, nerdy teenager who kept gawking at her, and to me Mrs. Beldam was one of my nascent sexual fantasies, coming up in my brain almost as much as Monica during those long, lonely nights of adolescence. The years hadn't diminished her a bit. She was still the same cougar who set all the boys in the neighborhood to fighting over who got to mow her lawn: a tall, tanned redhead with a love of stiletto heels and tight clothes that showed off her firm ass and gigantic, mouth-watering breasts.

Normally she seemed untouchable, one girl among many who I got all red-faced and nerdy in the presence of – but that had all changed after getting my augmented reality glasses in the mail. A few minutes of conversation later, Mrs. Beldam invited me in for afternoon drinks (“seeing as you're a grown man now”) and we'd continued the tradition for the last few days, me pressing her a bit further with my hypnotic powers each afternoon. Now I was finally ready to take what I wanted.

“Monica and I are...well, things are moving along at their own pace,” I said, taking a sip of the beer Mrs. Beldam had poured for me. That pace was breakneck speed, but there was no reason she had to know that.

“Well that's good,” she said. “Honestly, I was a little surprised when the two of you got together, but it seems like you're a really sweet couple.”

“Oh, we are,” I said. “Almost perfect.”

She smiled blandly in response, then took another sip of wine.

I rubbed the glasses clean with the edge of my dress shirt and put them on. Instantly, the tiny operating system inside came to life, displaying information on every open surface and giving me a variety of options for command and control. For the moment, I ignored them.

“But why settle for 'almost', am I right?” I asked with a conspiratorial smile.

She frowned, puzzled. “I don't quite see what you mean.”

With an eyeblink, I activated one of my very favorite modules – the formal name is very long and confusing, but I like to think of it as the Belief system. When its active, anything I say to the target becomes the indisputable, absolute truth. If a politician ever got their hands on it, it would be the end of the world in a week.

“It goes back to what I was saying earlier. You only live once; why not have a bit of extracurricular fun? Expand your horizons?”

Ms. Beldam shook her head. “You really shouldn't talk like that, Spencer. What would Monica say?”

“Oh, Monica's totally into it.” She wasn't, but I could fix that in about five seconds.

She looked shocked – and, I noted with pleasure, intrigued. “You're kidding!”

“Oh come on, we've known each other forever Ms. Beldam – can I call you Connie, by the way?” Her nod gave me the permission I needed to press forward. “You know I would never lie about something like that.”

She looked like she was suddenly imagining me and Monica, the sweet neighbor kids Spencer and Monica, in all kinds of adult situations. It didn't seem to have a displeasing effect on her. “But, I mean – do you, or does she, or...?”

“Both,” I said with a smirk. She gasped, her breasts bobbing with the motion. “Can I confess something, Connie?”

She nodded, her eyes fixed rapturously on me.

This was the first declarative statement I'd made, it was about to hit her like a truck. “There's nothing hotter than watching someone you love get fucked right in front of you.”

It was like stepping into a warm bath; all at once Mrs. Beldam's muscles relaxed, her eyes going serene and half-lidded as our conversation began to turn her on. “You're absolutely right, Spencer.”

I set my beer down. “Especially when that person is a big, strapping young man.”

She gasped gently, taking a huge sip of wine to hide it.

“You've been horny for so long,” I said. It wasn't a question.

“I've been horny for so long,” she repeated, blinking. “I have. It's been so lonely lately. You don't even know...”

“You want to have an affair. You can't think of anything that would fulfill you more – emotionally or sexually.”

“God, you know me so well, Spencer! I guess I shouldn't be surprised – you are a man now, and I know you've always looked at me the way a man looks at a woman.” She was looking at my hungrily now, like a lioness sizing up its prey.

“I have.” I reached out and took a strand of her hair, relishing her sudden stiffness at the contact. “I've wanted you for so long, Connie. You're going to cheat on your husband with me.”

What happened next was something I had never expected.

“No,” Ms. Beldam said flatly. “I can't.”

I frowned, confused at the momentary lack of control. “You're going to take off your blouse-”

“I can't,” she said, interrupting. Her face was taut, drawn in harsh angles, eyes suddenly haunted. It was like she was a piece of metal being tugged between two very large magnets, the force in danger of tearing her apart at any moment. “I...I...”

“Connie?” The seductive tone was gone from my voice. “Tell me what's wrong – I command you.”

Her face had gone white as a sheet. “I can't...m-my husband...”

“Okay, okay, calm down,” I said, forgetting everything for the moment. She had begun to tremble like she was on the verge of a seizure, and honestly it was starting to scare me. “You don't have to have sex with me.”

She relaxed visibly.

What the hell? I was in uncharted territory. No one had ever had this reaction to my glasses before.

“Mrs. Beldam, I want you to forget we had this conversation.” I was back to using Mrs. Beldam for the moment, all thoughts of being inside Connie out of my head. “The alcohol has made you tired. You're going to go upstairs and take a nap.”

Without a word of protest, she set her glass down and headed upstairs, like a marionette being guided by strings. I stared at the place she'd left for a long time after she disappeared, trying to get a grip on the situation. What had gone wrong? Everything had been perfect, right up until the moment I'd told her she was going to have sex with me – commanding her to do so through the power of the glasses.

She said she couldn't cheat on her husband, I thought. Had I reached some unexpected limit in the glasses' programming? It seemed a little backwards morally. If the glasses could be used to turn my next-door neighbor into a nymphomaniac or a snooty stewardess into my eager slave, it seemed silly for it to get tripped up on something as simple as adultery.

Shaking my head, I resolved to give it some thought later. I was still horny, frustrated from my failed seduction of Mrs. Beldam. I decided to interrupt Monica and Elizabeth, and have them pay a little attention to me this afternoon.

The rest could wait for later.

––––––––
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“So I understand you want to fuck my wife.”

I stood in the doorway, stunned, wearing nothing other than a pair of boxer shorts. I had opened the door expecting a package delivery, or maybe Mrs. Beldam, come to apologize for whatever had happened earlier. Instead, standing in the doorway with an easy, dangerous smile was the last person I expected to see – Mrs. Beldam's husband, Frank.

“Uh...” My mind went into overdrive. Where had I set down my glasses? If I slammed the door now, could I have it locked before he broke it down?

Mr. Beldam laughed – not what I expected. “You look like you just swallowed a whole beehive, Spence.” He leaned forward, glancing over my shoulder. “What have you got in here?”

On the couch, Monica straightened up, making an absurd attempt to cover up her nakedness with a discarded dress shirt and a pillow. Next to her, Elizabeth sat smiling, topless and in nothing beneath the waist except stockings and panties – unlike Monica, she was looking at Mr. Beldam like he was an unexpected but welcome guest.

“Christ,” Mr. Beldam said in tones of admiration. “A redhead and a brunette. You really are me twenty years ago.”

My mouth dropped open. “This isn't what it looks like...”

He ignored me for the moment. “Hello there, girls.”

Monica was too shocked to speak – after all, like me she'd grown up across the street from the Beldams, so this was sort of like being caught having sex by your dad – but Elizabeth grinned and gave him a coquettish little wave.

“Hello there,” she said huskily. “Very nice to meet you. Aren't you going to introduce us to your visitor, Master?”

“Master,” Mr. Beldam said, grinning at my discomfort. “Hoo boy.”

“Monica, get my glasses,” I said, and she sprang from the couch like it was on fire, eager to be away. “Mr. Beldam, I...”

He stepped inside before I could finish whatever I had been about to say. He surveyed the room with an impressed eye, then took a seat on the couch right where Monica had been sitting. Elizabeth looked at him like she was just waiting for me to give the order to jump his bones. I understood why – Frank Beldam was a good-looking guy, no question, and all the cougars in the neighborhood found excuses to come to their property – but the apparent ease with which he'd taken control of the situation disturbed me.

“Elizabeth, this is Mr. Beldam – Frank,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. “He lives across the street.”

“Charmed,” Elizabeth said, extending a hand. He kissed it with all the ease of an old film star, then gently tugged. She came easily, until she was sitting in his lap.

“Oh my!” Elizabeth exclaimed with mock-outrage. “You're certainly very forward, Frank!”

“My wife tells me its my best quality,” he said with a wolfish grin. “Now then – Connie tells me you came by today and tried to seduce her.”

“That's not at all what happened, sir,” I said, trying to think of an excuse. “Mrs. Beldam and I, she...”

He shook his head gently. “Let's not kid each other, Spence, okay? I've known you since you were shorter than my front stoop, and you were a terrible liar then, too. You've got two half-naked women living in your house, and I'm guessing they aren't here for your winning personality.”

“Oh, I think his personality is wonderful,” Elizabeth said with a giggle.

“Of course you do.” Frank cupped her chin gently. “I'm sure you see the best in everyone, dear.”

“What I want to know is,” he said, turning back to me, “is this – how did you do it?”

“Do it?” I felt my brow furrow in confusion.

He sighed. “Hypnotize her. Connie said you didn't use a pocket watch, or cards, or any magic words. You didn't even induce her – she said you just talked and she wanted to do whatever you said.”

My mind stuttered, like a broken film reel, trying to process the information. “You hypnotized Connie?”

His laugh was long and loud. “Well, yes! I mean, so did you.”

“You...you hypnotize people. You're a hypnotist.”

“Son, how do you think I became foreman of the factory? How I convinced a gorgeous piece of ass like Connie to even look at me twice, much less wait on my hand and foot?” He looked over at Elizabeth, who was in the process of gently writhing against his crotch, and watched as she stopped, smiling naughtily like she'd been caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

“I daresay you wouldn't even have to hypnotize this one,” Frank said.

“Sorry – I'm a stewardess,” Elizabeth whispered. “We're sort of naturally promiscuous.”

“Ah.”

The world tilted on its axis. I was so confused. “You hypnotize women,” I said, with assurance in my voice.

“Yes.” Mr. Beldam seemed a little confused as well. “You seem surprised that hypnosis exists.”

“I am,” I said.

“Well, what have you been doing? Some kind of incantation, the Madame Pavlova method, something with a flame?”

“No, I...” Monica appeared in the doorway, holding my glasses. I took them and she slunk back into the doorway soundlessly. “I use these.”

Over the course of a few minutes, I explained everything to Frank – getting the glasses in the mail, using them on Monica, then the cheerleader, then Elizabeth. The three of them listened rapturously; Frank because he'd never heard anything like it and my girls because they were conditioned to.

When I was done, he nodded thoughtfully and patted Liz on the thigh, shaking his head like he was coming out of a trance. “This man who sent you the glasses,” he said. “Do you have any idea who he is?”

I shook my head. “No. To have something like this, though...and to give it all to some kid? The person who made these is either insane or the greatest genius who ever lived.”

“Well, consider yourself lucky,” Frank said. “Real hypnosis is way more complicated – and most people can't do it at all. Your method seems much less stressful...and it looks like you've got things well in hand, anyhow.”

“Sorry,” I said, putting a hand to my forehead. “I'm still having trouble processing all this...”

“Hey, don't feel bad,” Frank said. “This is great. Honestly, you're a good kid, Spence – and sharp as a whip. This couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”

I could feel myself blushing a bit. “Thanks.”

“Don't mention it. Anyway, I'll introduce you to the rest of my circle, see if anyone knows anything about this mystery inventor...but first...” He gave Elizabeth a naughty look. “I think I mentioned that you want to fuck my wife?”

I held up my hands in a placating gesture. “Obviously that was a mistake. I'm really sorry about that.”

“Hey, I don't blame you. She's fucking hot. And to tell you the truth, I'm sort of into that.” He leaned in close to Elizabeth, dropping his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “In fact, sometimes I put a couple guys under and have them go to town on her while I watch.”

“Oh, my.” Elizabeth's hand crept between his legs. “That sounds so...scandalous.”

Frank leered, not doing a thing to stop her.

I turned the glasses in my hands, thinking. “You still want me to fuck Connie?”

“Sure, why not? I bet you've been fantasizing about since you were a teenager, haven't you? Admit it.”

Those high, firm breasts, those long tanned legs...

My silence was all the answer he needed.

“So I propose a little trade,” he said hungrily. “A gesture of goodwill, let's say. I let you fuck my wife, and you let me nail one of your young hotties here. Monica is out, obviously, since I can tell she's weirded out by all this, but this little slice of pie in my lap seems like a good time.”

He grabbed Elizabeth's breast, running a thumb across her nipple. She bit her lip and stifled a cry of pleasure as he began to stroke.

“What do you say, flygirl? You seem willing. I bet you're so wet under those panties.”

Elizabeth cast a helpless gaze to me, as if begging for my permission. I could tell how badly she wanted this – yet didn't want to displease me at the same time.

All I could think about was what Frank had said – sometimes I get a couple guys to go to town on her... I imagined Elizabeth, my possession, writing in the arms of another man as her wet, willing pussy milked his cock. That was something I wanted to see – and it was well worth fulfilling my adolescent fantasy.

“Deal,” I whispered.

Mr. Beldam grinned and pulled out his cellphone. Punching in a few numbers, he held it to his ear. “Yeah, honey? Come across the street. Yes, you have my permission to fuck Spencer. Treat him exactly like he was your Master.”

He hung up the phone and immediately his hands were all over Liz: on her breasts, at her throat, tracing between her thighs.

“She'll be here any minute,” Mr. Beldam said. “You don't mind if I get a bit of a head start, do you?”

My cock throbbed in my pants. I was starting to realize that Mr. Beldam's thing was mine as well – the thought of him pounding Elizabeth while I watched had me hard in an instant. “Go right ahead.”

In a flash they were together, like they'd just been waiting for my signal. Elizabeth writhed in his lap as she started pulling at his clothes, kissing him deeply. His hands gripped her panties and yanked them down, exposing the bare shaved pussy beneath. He didn't seem interested in removing her stockings and heels – good man, I thought. I loved fucking Liz in those, too.

“You're a bad little slut,” Mr. Beldam moaned as Liz pulled his cock from his pants. “Fucking a stranger right in front of your Master.”

“He loves it,” she giggled, stroking him as she lay back on the couch and spread her legs. “Isn't that right, Master?”

“Yes,” I said, unable to do anything else.

“Why you don't show me how much you like it, Spencer – oh!” Elizabeth's head rolled back on her shoulders and her back arched like a cat's as Mr. Beldam's cock penetrated her wet, waiting pussy.

“God, you're so big,” she breathed. “Fuck, that feels good.” She looked back at me, a naughty grin wide on her face. “Show me how much you like watching me get fucked, Spencer. I want to know I'm treating him right.”

I knew exactly what she meant – I had been fighting the urge ever since we made the agreement. As I watched Liz groan and writhe against the couch cushions, I pulled off my belt and opened up my pants, letting my restrained cock free. I started stroking it, in time with Liz's groans, the sight of my devoted slave taking another man's cock driving me wild.

“Oh fuck, Frank, do it just like that,” Liz groaned. “Christ, you're like a bull inside of me! I've never been fucked this hard before. You like watching me get split open like a cheap pinata, Spencer?”

I did.

“I'll say,” she said with a groan. “Stroke that cock for me, baby.”

I was doing it – but suddenly a hand closed on my wrist. I turned to see Mrs. Beldam, wearing nothing but a smile and a pair of heels (how had the neighbors not seen?), looking at me like a puppy looks at its master when they come home from work.

“I wanted to do this for you so bad today,” she said by way of greeting – then dropped to her knees. She engulfed my member, taking it into her throat with no problem – she was either naturally talented or had been trained incredibly well.

I took her by the hair and ground my cock into her throat, fucking her face as I watched Elizabeth, the girl I'd already started to fall for, get savaged by Frank's cock, her wicked little tongue saying every naughty thing she could think of to make the pair of us horny and happy.

Finally, I couldn't take it anymore – I pulled Connie off my cock and turned her around, putting her doggie-style. Her face was inches away from Elizabeth's as the stewardess rocked and rode Frank's cock. Connie's slit was dripping with wet and warm as an oven – it parted for my cock as easily as a silk curtain.

So that was how we ended up: the Beldams, Elizabeth and me – as a sort of human horseshoe – the girls making out and fondling each other's tits as they bounced and giggled on our cocks. It turned into a sort of race – a race which Liz won easily, shrieking in orgasm and biting Mrs. Beldam's lip so hard it bled.

After what felt like hours of fucked-up, adulterous pleasure, I came. The world went white as I achieved the goal teenage me would've done anything for – to blow my unprotected wad right in Connie Beldam's aching, wet cougar slit. I had more come in my balls than I had thought possible – when I came out of it, I was treated to the sight of Frank pulling out of an exhausted Liz and shooting his load all over her face and tits, like an animal marking its territory. I wish I'd thought of that, my bleary mind managed to think.

After our makeshift orgy, pleasantries were exchanged, beers were drank, and we enjoyed the sight of Mrs. Beldam cleaning Elizabeth off with her tongue, the girls sharing the load between them like it was ice cream. After they'd gone, Liz and I were too tired to do anything except go to bed, happy and sated.

It wasn't until I woke up the next morning that I realized my glasses were gone.
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“Master, I think you need to see this.”

I opened my eyes to see Monica, wearing nothing put a pale blue pair of panties and fuck-me heels, standing in the doorway with a concerned look on her face. Normally, the sight of my girlfriend looking like that first thing in the morning would have had me commanding her to climb into bed and receive the pounding of a lifetime, but I was already occupied. Underneath the covers, a shape bobbed gently – Elizabeth, the third member of the little harem I'd put together since getting my glasses, waking me up with a morning blowjob.

Six months ago, Monica walking in on me like this would have meant the end of our relationship, at least – and more than likely the start of a brutal beating. Thankfully, things had changed ever since I'd gotten a strange package in the mail – a pair of augmented reality glasses that I soon learned could actually affect the world around me. Since then, I'd turned my next-door neighbor Monica into my eager, slutty girlfriend, and added a bevy of achingly hot ladies to my harem. Most went through the revolving door of our bedroom and went right back out again, but the stewardess we'd met on our flight home became just the third-wheel our sexual fantasies needed. Monica would never begrudge me fucking her – hell, she probably wouldn't bat an eye if she opened the door to find me banging Swedish triplets. Life was fucking great.

“Can it wait?” I asked, rolling my shoulders back against he pillows. “Liz is almost done.”

As if in response, the shape underneath the covers began bobbing faster. Under that fabric, Elizabeth's mouth was a honey-sweet 'o' of pleasure, slurping my cock like it was a lollipop.

“It's bad, Master,” was all Monica said.

Damn, I thought. What could be so awful? I could smell the savory odor of bacon cooking from the kitchen – Monica had been in the middle of cooking the three of us breakfast – and the smell, more than anything, made me decide to check things out.

“Alright,” I said, rolling to the edge of the bed. “I'll see what's going on.”

Behind me, Liz tossed the covers over her head, revealing a shock of strawberry-blonde hair and a frustrated expression. Like Monica, she was dressed only in panties, stockings and high heels: it had become sort of an unofficial uniform, allowing me to squeeze tits, admire asses and slide their panties aside for fucking whenever I wanted.

Elizabeth shot Monica an angry look and blew out a frustrated breath. “This had better be important,” she said. “I need my daily shot of Master's come.”

Monica led me into the living room and pointed wordlessly at the television. On the screen, a white Maserati sped down the highway, pursued by twin police Interceptors. A little note in the top-right corner of the screen let me know this was happening live.

“A car chase?” Liz's tone dripped venom. “You interrupted fellatio for a car chase?”

“It's not just any car chase,” Monica said. “Watch.”

As I watched the pursuit in process, the voice of a young female reporter cut in over the sound of engines. “As you can see, we've got the Channel 9 weather copter monitoring the chase in process. Police tell us the man behind the wheel is wanted for a number of crimes committed over the previous night, and the list is almost too crazy to believe: indecent exposure, public drunkenness, conspiracy to rig a sporting event, terroristic threats and grand larceny. Detectives are currently working on discovering just who this man is, but it seems as if he had a night many won't soon forget.”

As I watched, intrigued, the Maserati executed a skilled twist, turning off the highway and onto a thoroughfare. One of the cop cars spun out attempting to keep pace; but the other held on, closing in fast. An arm snaked out of the passenger seat and shot the helicopter cameras the finger.

“It looks like he has some sort of accomplice, Jane,” another newscaster said. “Wonder how many of those crimes she helped him commit...”

Elizabeth rolled her eyes and snaked a hand around my waist, gently rubbing me through my boxers. “I don't know why we're wasting time on this, Master.”

“Stop,” I commanded. Her arm dropped.

“What's wrong?”

I knew that arm – the manicured nails, the perfect, flawless skin, the achingly hot body it was attached to. No, I told myself, panic rising inside me like a wave, there's no way. They wouldn't...

“Monica,” I said, my own voice ringing hollow like it was coming from the bottom of a well. “Where are my glasses?”

Tears welled in my girlfriend's eyes. “I searched the whole house for them, Master. They're gone! He took them – I knew we shouldn't have let them in the house...”

“Oh, look at that!” The newscaster shouted. “It looks like the suspect's car has stopped...he's out of the vehicle, running on foot...the police are right behind...alright, they have him! The suspect is down, police are surrounding the vehicle. The disposition of the other passenger, we're waiting on that...”

“Oh, no.” I said, my voice curiously dead. “No no no...”

I watched the figure, the driver of the car, writhe under a steadily growing mass of officers, screaming commands at them.

It was my neighbor, Mr. Beldam.

He was wearing my glasses.
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[image: image]



xXx

––––––––

[image: image]



“No, I am not Mr. Beldam's attorney,” I said, fighting to keep the exasperation I felt out of my voice. The woman I was talking too was behind a two-inch thick pane of glass, but for how much attention she was paying me I might as well have been on the moon.

“You'll just have to wait,” she said, shaking her head. “The detective will be out in a little bit, I've paged her and let her know you're here.”

“When?” I asked.

“No idea.” She snapped a piece of gum loudly between her lips. “Might not show up at all.”

I sighed and took a seat, the cheap plastic chair squeaking on the linoleum floor. The waiting area for the police department was packed, full of reporters hustling for details about the car chase. No wonder that woman didn't want to speak with me, I thought.

I had left Elizabeth and Monica behind, giving them strict instructions to stay home, keep an eye on the tube, and wait for me. Neither of them liked that very much, but I would rather be safe than sorry: Mr. Beldam was in police custody, and he had my reality-augmenting glasses, and there was no telling what he might confess to the officers about what they could do or where they came from.

I cursed myself for ever trusting him. I'd let desire get in the way – turned a blind eye to the fact that my neighbor had some hypnotic powers, in the interest of banging his wife. I had made a huge mistake, and now my glasses – my ticket to a better life, the tool that let me turn Monica and Elizabeth into my willing slaves – was gone.

I had to get them back. I couldn't even imagine a world without them.

Suddenly, everyone was at attention. Heads shot up from laptops; cellphones were dropped from ears. I looked up to see that one of the big doors along the side of the room had opened, and a policewoman was heading straight for me.

If the reporters, mostly men, in attendance hadn't been at attention before, they certainly were now. The cop making her way across the waiting room was a vision, a walking wet dream of every guy's authoritarian fantasies. Long brown hair trailing down her back, legs that could chase down anyone who tried to flee her, tits that strained against the confinement of her uniform...my hand shot into my pocket, searching for the glasses I still didn't fully realize weren't there anymore.

Goddamn, I thought appreciatively. She was exactly the kind of girl I'd have on her knees begging to worship me – if I still had the means.

She was making a beeline straight for me, avoiding the reporters and their microphones like something that smelled vaguely awful. Suddenly, an awful thought occurred to me: what if Mr. Beldam had already told them about me? What if they'd put everything together, and she was coming out to arrest me...slap me in cuffs in front of everyone! Now that I was looking for it, she was carrying a pair of handcuffs in a belt loop at her side – along with a wicked-looking sidearm.

I gulped audibly, my fight or flight response going haywire.

“Spencer?” The policewoman didn't go for her gun, or her handcuffs – she actually extended a hand to shake. “You're the neighbor, right?”

“Yes,” I said, breathing an internal sigh of relief. “Thank you for meeting with me.”

“Come on back,” she said, leading me past the now-enraged reporters. We had the next-door neighbor sitting right next to us and didn't know it! Those eyes seemed to say.

As the door closed behind us, the woman relaxed visibly. “I'm Detective Matthews,” she said, leading me down a long, narrow hallway. “You said you live across the street from Frank Beldam?”

“Yes,” I said. My eyes kept straying to the tempting curves of her ass as she walked a step ahead of me; I had to remind myself behavior like that could get me in real trouble now that I didn't have my glasses. “We've, uh, lived across the street since I was a kid.”

“Good.” She opened a door at the end of the hall and gestured inside. “Take a seat.” Beyond the door was a tiny interrogation room, with a small table and two chairs I immediately recognized as the cheapest ones in the Ikea catalog.

I looked back at her, as if to say in here?

She nodded. Part of me wanted to run, to flee before the jaws of law enforcement could snap shut around me like a shark's – but this was the only chance I had to get my glasses back.

I went inside.

Once I was seated, she crossed her arms and looked me over. “Anything I can get you? Cup of coffee, a Coke?”

“No, I'm fine, thanks...wait, actually, there is something you can do for me.”

She stopped mid-word, as if she wasn't really expecting me to ask. “Oh? Sure. What do you want?”

“Well, it's actually my glasses,” I said, not having to hide my feelings of awkwardness. “Mr. Beldam stole them.”

She gave me a long, even look. “He stole your glasses,” she said flatly.

“Yes. Those black wire-rims he was wearing when he was on the TV? Those are mine.”

For a second, I thought I had given myself away – that she was about to spring forward and slap the cuffs on me. Then she tilted her head back and laughed: a long, half-crazed laugh that made me wonder how many hours she'd been working on this case.

“Well,” she said, “that would be far from the craziest thing Mr. Beldam has done. This guy, I swear...we're looking for anything that might help us understand exactly what we're dealing with. He stole your glasses?”

“Yep,” I said, trying to sound jolly. “Right off my face, officer!”

“Was this before or after the thing at the casino?” She asked.

“Casino!?”

“Oh, I forgot – half of that shit hasn't been released to the public. Forget you heard that.” She ran a finger under her chin and hummed, obviously wondering whether she could trust me.

Finally, she shook her head. “Alright,” she said. “It's not like he could be smuggling drugs inside a pair of glasses. And if you need them to see...”

“Really, I would be so grateful,” I said, the words coming out in a rush. “It's been so hard – I'm basically walking around half-blind, trying to hide it...”

She shrugged. “Alright. If you really can't see without them, I can't see how it would hurt to return stolen property. We have plenty of evidence on Mr. Beldam, anyway.” She popped the door open and glanced back at me. “Stay right here – I'll be back in a minute with your glasses.”

Then she closed the door, leaving me alone. I wondered if I was being watched; it didn't seem like it. There were no one-way mirrors or cameras in the room. That made it less likely that they were looking for some sort of confession. As the seconds turned to minutes, my leg started shaking uncontrollably. I felt weak, and powerless, and alone. Every moment I spent sitting in the room, the more sure I became that this was all some ruse – that Frank had told them everything about my glasses, and this was just some sort of snare to catch me in the act. There was no way she was going to come back in here and just hand me the MasterTech glasses, was there?

As I sat pondering, the door swung back open.

“I'm back,” Detective Matthews announced. “Sorry about the wait – had a hell of a time getting into the evidence room...”

I wasn't even listening. There they were, right in her hand, shining gently in the harsh fluorescents of the interrogation room. My glasses.

It was a struggle not to jump from the chair and grab them right out of her hands.

Detective Matthews plopped down into her chair and put the glasses on the table with a nonchalant flick of the wrist. “There you go. A gesture of goodwill.”

I reached out to them, felt their hard edges with my fingertips, turned the glasses in my hands like I couldn't believe I was really holding them again. The few hours I'd been without them felt like a lifetime; like being thrown right back into my powerless old state. Right then and there I swore I'd never let anyone else have them. I was never going to take those fuckers off.

I slid them on and watched with glee as the operating system booted, words and system checks flashing off and on on the walls, floating in front of me. Everything was working.

“Now,” Detective Matthews said, completely oblivious, “tell me everything you know about Frank Beldam. Did he steal those glasses from you last night? Was he acting differently over the past week – engaging in megalomaniacal fantasies, playing power games, showing antisocial behavior? Have any of your neighbors ever...”

I should have just answered her questions, thanked her, and been on my way – but that was already impossible. The thrill of control – the rush of regaining the ability to do whatever I wanted filled me like a drug.. I wanted to exercise some of my power, right now.

I turned the full force of the glasses on her, smirking as a pale red targeting bracket appeared around her curves. “I'll tell you everything you want to know about Frank Beldam,” I said teasingly, “once you lock the door.”

She frowned, giving me a confused look. I could almost see the hypnotic commands burrowing into her brain, shouldering aside her resistance. Finally she shrugged, stood up and fit the bolt on the door.

“Door's locked,” she said, sitting back down. “Now-”

“I'll tell you what you want to know,” I said, the words coming out in a rush, “when you take off your top for me.”

This time there was no resistance. Detective Matthews raised her arms up like she was about to stretch, then slowly unbuttoned her powder blue uniform shirt, her breasts straining even harder against the thin fabric as it was set free. In a flash, she had the shirt on the table in a heap, her badge still clipped to the front. Underneath she wore a pale white bra – sexy but functional. She probably never expected anyone on the job to see it.

I was seeing it now. “That too,” I said, gesturing at her breasts.

With a naughty little smile (the programming was already doing its work), she unfastened her bra and let it drop. I was pleasantly surprised – her tits were even bigger than they had seemed to be beneath her uniform. I wondered how she ever managed to be taken seriously as a policewoman with a rack like that, then chuckled as I realized the irony of that statement.

“So,” she said, as if everything in the world was normal, “When was the last time you saw Frank Beldam?”

“Hmm,” I said, making a show of leaning back in my chair and tapping the tip of my chin. “You know, I'm really having some trouble with that. I might be able to tell you if you took off your pants, too.”

She nodded as if this were the most sensible, self-evident piece of logic she'd ever heard. “Of course.”

She swung her legs up onto the table, raising her shapely ass so she could wriggle out of her pants. She loosened her belt and slid the black khakis down over her hips, past her thighs and over her boots until the whole thing was in a heap on top of the table. Her legs were smooth and tanned – she must've spent at least some of her off-hours at the salon, I noted.

She leaned back into the chair, looking satisfied. She opened her mouth to ask her first question, but I was already there.

“I'll tell you what you want to know once you get wet for me,” I commanded. “Wetter than you've ever been in your entire life.”

Her grin evaporated, her lips going into an 'o' of pleasure. A gentle flush rose on her cheeks; her hands balled into fists and pressed against her thighs as she ground them together, writhing in her seat. A low moan escaped her lips. As I watched, her panties slowly darkened with moisture.

“You like that, don't you?” I asked.

“Yes...” she whispered, her voice husky with lust. “But I really need to know about your neighbor...”

“Sure, sure, we'll get to that,” I said breezily. “But first...”

I unlatched the gleaming pair of handcuffs from her pants and held them aloft on two fingers. “Put these on.”

She arched an eyebrow – it was all the resistance she was capable of. With a cold click, she closed one of the cuffs around her wrist then looked me in the eye, awaiting further instructions.

“Behind your back,” I said. “I want you powerless.”

A slow, seductive smile spread across her face. Her wrist disappeared behind her back, and with a roll of her shoulders the handcuffs clicked home.

“I'm helpless,” she whispered, “just like you wanted. Now, about Frank...”

I stood up, closing the distance between us with short, charged steps. She leaned forward, tilting with her hands behind her back, bound by the cuffs. As I moved to the front of the desk I rested myself against the edge of it and took off my belt.

My zipper came down with an audible whoosh. “Suck my cock,” I commanded.

I didn't even need to bother with promises. Detective Matthews was completely under my control; and from the look on her face she'd been wanting to suck me off from me the moment I'd turned her on harder than she'd ever been. My cock disappeared into her waiting mouth, sliding between her plump lips and stretching them for my pleasure. She sucked and slurped me down like she wanted nothing more than to make it as good for me as possible – which, of course, was exactly what she was thinking.

I cupped her chin and directed her gaze upwards, into the field of my glasses. She stared into them, awaiting my commands.

“You love this,” I said.

Her mouth slid off my cock with an audible pop. “I love sucking your cock,” she whispered.

“Serving me sexually pleases you more than anything in the world. It fulfills you.”

“Yes,” she said, stroking the underside of my head with her tongue. “I love serving you. It makes me feel like a real woman.”

Taking my belt in both hands, I slid it behind her head and pulled, drawing her back onto my cock. She took it into her mouth gratefully.

“You love me,” I said.

With an effort, she pulled against the belt, coming back off my cock with a sharp intake of breath.

“I love you,” she gasped. “I love you so fucking much.”

“Then make me come,” I said, tightening the belt.

With the leather pressed against the back of her head, Detective Matthews was forced back onto the head of my cock – but even I knew that was just a way to feel more powerful. It wouldn't have mattered if I had a belt pulling her away instead – there was nothing that could stop her from sucking me.

She blew me like a lover, like a newlywed, like the most important person in the world to her. Like there was nothing that made her happier than making me come. And that was exactly how I liked it.

As her head bobbed on me, I watched her panties drip with wetness. It seemed a shame to leave her high and dry when I was having so much fun, so...

“Come for me, but don't stop sucking,” I commanded. Her body reacted like she'd touched a live power line, every muscle clenching at once before relaxing with sweet release. She let out a cry that was muffled by my cock – good thing, too. I didn't want the other officers to hear.

With her hands behind her back, Detective Matthews gave me a wonderful hands-free blowjob. It was the perfect celebration of my return back to power.

Eventually I felt the gentle tightening in my balls that let me know climax was close. I loosened the belt.

“I want to come on your face,” I said, my voice husky with need.

She slid off me with an effort, rocking back on her heels. “Please,” she whispered, straining against her handcuffs. “Please mark me, Master. Make me yours.”

With a groan I grabbed her head and rammed my cock against her lips, grinding them against my sensitive head. It was the last bit of stimulation I needed – I felt myself let go, massive streaks of glasses-enhanced come shooting from my prick with explosive force, bathing the wet, willing policewoman in my seed. It coated her face, her neck, her breasts. Best of all, with shackles around her wrists she had no way of cleaning herself off – she had to wear the evidence of her humiliation until I decided she could clean herself off.

“That was wonderful, Master,” she said as the last trickles of come dripped from my dick. “Did I make you feel good?”

“Oh yes,” I said. Leaning back on the desk. “You made me very happy, pet. You may come again.”

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she shuddered in orgasm, a harsh cry of surprise leaving her lips. God, I missed this.

What to do now? The easiest thing to do would be to leave the fine Detective here, after telling her to forget everything that happened, and let the cops figure it out. Not that they would. I had my glasses, and that was what really mattered – I was never letting them out of my sight again.

But there was Mr. Beldam. He was a loose end, and a bad one – he knew everything about me. He probably wouldn't be believed, but...

I sighed. Better to be safe than sorry. It was going to take a lot more work and a little bit of luck, but I had both in high supply, thanks to MasterTech.

“Alright,” I said. “Show me how to get these cuffs off you. Then, after you get dressed, you're going to show me where you're keeping Frank Beldam. We've got a little jailbreak to enact.”

“That sounds wonderful, Master,” my new pet cooed. “I can't wait.”
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“Master?”

The bathroom door slid open, barely audible over the roar of the shower. Elizabeth, her hands on the tiled wall, let out a small groan of irritation and stopped mid-thrust. I turned towards the noise.

“Yes, babe?”

The “I just wanted you to know, the first guests are arriving.”

Fuck, I better hurry up, then, I thought. “Thanks, Monica. Give them some refreshments or whatever, and we'll be out in a few minutes.”

“Sure thing, Spence.” There was a pause, then a teasing edge entered my girlfriend's voice. “I could come join you in there, if Liz is having trouble getting you off...”

Before I could react, Elizabeth leaned forward, pulled back the shower curtain and stuck her head out. “Not a fucking chance. I haven't had Master to myself in days – I'm making this last.”

Monica shrugged dismissively. “Sure, if that's what you're calling it...”

“I don't believe this.” Elizabeth stuck her head back in the shower. “I'm fucking you proper, right? Tell her!”

“You don't have to say anything,” Monica said, laughing. “Let me go take care of those guests.”

“Master could come any moment he wants to,” Liz said snarkily. “He just doesn't want to because my pussy feels so good...”

The bathroom door closed.

“That bitch,” Elizabeth said, moving back into a hard, slow rhythm.

“You love her,” I teased.

She sighed. “I do. She can just be - oh, oh fuck – so combative at times.”

I smiled as I slid deeper into my hypnotic mistress. A few short months ago, Monica's reaction to walking in on me in the shower with another woman would have been very different – and a lot more painful. That was before I'd been given my glasses, the very same glasses sitting on the edge of the sink collecting a fine mist on the lenses. They were a radical experimental prototype – I still wasn't entirely sure from where – and unlike other 'augmented reality' lenses, were actually able to change things to suit my whim.

Since I'd discovered that, the last few months had been a whirlwind. Only two things had stayed constant: my girlfriend Monica, my next door neighbor who'd been the first target of my glasses, and Elizabeth, the naughty stewardess who'd just begged for us to bring her home with us. Together they were the foundation of my harem, and while they might've been a bit competitive over my affection, they were as close as sisters.

“Bring your legs together a little more,” I commanded, and Elizabeth hastened to comply. “Fuck, yeah, that's good.”

“Come for me, Master,” she said, thrusting her breasts into the shower's spray. “I want to feel it.”

My thrusts pounded inside her, distracting me from my thoughts, from the party, from everything except the tight, wet pussy making my balls tingle and my shaft throb.

“Tell me about the party, Master,” she said, coaxing me. “Tell me all the nasty things you've got planned.”

That sounded like a wonderful idea.

What should I have told her? About the bevy of strippers I'd hired from the club downtown, bribed with exorbitant amounts of cash to be tranced for the night, used for any man (or woman)'s pleasure? Should I have mentioned the fact that they'd been programmed, each of them, by my glasses – brainwashed into flipping into any number of submissive fantasies at the user's whim? I'd invited everyone I could think of, as a sort of self-congratulation for finally escaping my own circumstances, and I intended to give all my friends a show they'd be remembering (usually with their hands around their hard cocks or in their tight, wet slits) for years to come.

Just thinking about it sent me over the edge. Elizabeth let out a yell of triumph as I felt my body give way; balls pounding seed inside her tight, wet pussy. The feel of it sent her off as well – another little gift of my glasses – and soon she was quivering and biting through her lip as she struggled not to give the game away too early to our party guests.

When we were done, I stopped the shower and started to towel off. I noticed with some surprise that other than getting herself dried off, Elizabeth hadn't started making any preparations for some kind of costume.

“Don't you need to get ready, too?” I asked with a smirk.

“Oh, Master.” Elizabeth rolled her eyes. “I'm barely wearing more than this, anyway.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, just some heels and stockings. Monica's dressed more-or-less the same. You...don't mind all those men staring at me, right?”

“Oh, of course not.” I really didn't – one thing having a harem of my own had taught me that I hadn't known before: I loved showing off my women. “And feel free to use that mouth however you want. But what you've got between your legs belongs to me – remember that.”

“Of course, Master,” Elizabeth said, blushing. “I never forget that.” She squeezed her legs together and moaned gently. “God, I can still feel you in there. How could I ever forget that?”

I gave her a smack on the ass and sent her to get ready, then focused on dressing myself. I chose a smart pair of slacks, a black button-down and a jacket, all designed to accentuate my most important accessory – my MasterTech glasses. Even surrounded by my harem and with nearly every party guest pre-screened by my glasses (to make sure everyone would be alright with and enjoy the proceedings), I couldn't risk letting them out of my sight. The last time I'd done so, my asshole neighbor ended up stealing them and I'd had to go to jail to get them out. Never again.

I was just finishing up when there was another knock on the bathroom door.

“Monica?” I asked, checking out my reflection. “I'm just about ready – is everything okay?”

The door slid open. One look at Monica's face told me everything was not okay.

“What's wrong?”

“We have some...unexpected visitors, Master.” She ran a hand through her hair. She really wasn't dressed in much more than Elizabeth – about the only thing she'd added to denote her as the official hostess of our gathering was a wispy, diaphanous top that did more to enhance her tits than conceal them.

“What do you mean?”

“You should come, Spence,” she said, already turning back. “Like, right now.”

––––––––
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“What the hell do you think you're doing?”

I could hear the shouting from almost the moment I'd left the bathroom. In the large, plush living room of the apartment, the first few party guests were sitting uneasily and sipping drinks, sneaking glances at the door. A pair of strippers, too blissed out to notice the disturbance, gyrated atop a makeshift platform, topless and making out.

The source of the shouting was the front door, where Monica and Elizabeth were trying to keep someone from entering the apartment.

“You can't do this in here,” someone was saying. “There are rules, you know. Parading around like whores...”

“I can dress however I want,” Liz snapped back. “This is Spencer's house, and inside it we can do whatever we damn well please.”

I winced. At least she didn't call me 'Master'.

I reached the door and stepped in front of Monica and Elizabeth, hands already up in a warding gesture. Standing on my doormat were two people I'd seen briefly when moving in, a man and a woman. Both looked to be in their early thirties, pretty well-to-do and nicely put together. The same kind of people who wouldn't have given me the time of day before I had these glasses, I couldn't help thinking.

“What's going on here?” I asked. “There some kind of problem?”

“I'll say.” The man stabbed at my chest with a finger. “Are you the man of the house? This Spencer?”

“Yeah, that's me, and I would appreciate it if you'd retract that right now,” I said, turning the glasses on him.

His hand shot back like it had been touching a hot stove. For an instant his anger was broken by confusion, but then his wife stepped in.

“Look, I don't know what kind of neighborhood you think you've moved into, but this is not acceptable. You can't have half-naked people walking around and thug music blaring out of your speakers! My husband and I won't stand for it!”

I took a second, staring from one person to the other. Let's try decency first, I thought, switching off my shades.

“Look, obviously I think we've gotten off on the wrong foot,” I said soothingly. “My name is Spencer, and I've just moved into this building.”

“We know that,” the woman said, rolling her eyes. “We couldn't not know with that racket.”

“And I apologize,” I said, holding up a hand. “I'm just throwing a little bit of a housewarming party with a few friends. I'll make sure to turn the music down. As far as how we're dressed, Elizabeth is right – as long as we stay inside, it doesn't matter if they're half-naked – but I'll make sure everyone stays inside, alright?”

“Parading around like that...oh, Clark, stop staring!” The woman gave her husband's shoulder a little punch. “Christ, you're such a horndog.”

“I'm just, uh, being thorough, Christina,” the man said, clearly still confused.

I looked over to Elizabeth and Monica, both of whom were watching me with expectant stares. I could almost see the thought running behind their eyes: why was I trying to negotiate with these people? Why didn't I just use my glasses to make them forget all this and go about their day? They didn't understand how overusing these things had almost cost me everything. I wouldn't lose them – and I wouldn't lose my power.

So I had to be careful.

Go back inside, I mouthed to them silently. Monica nodded and withdrew, Elizabeth following after giving me a pointed look.

“Whatever – we were heading out to dinner anyway,” the woman said, slightly calmed. “Just keep it down. I hope you're not planning on making this a habit, young man – or else we're going to have trouble.”

I had to hide a snicker at being called young man so dismissively by this woman. How many women her age – MILFs, cougars, slutty older friends – had I made beg for my cock on their knees? But I just smiled.

“Not at all,” I said, already starting to shut the door a little bit. “I think you'll find things around here will be nice and peaceful...”

Suddenly, Clark made a strangled sound. “What is that woman doing?”

Before I could react, Christina pushed against the door, forcing it open most of the way. Her mouth distended into an 'o' of shock and her face went red. I turned myself, already dreading what I was going to see.

On the stage, one of the strippers had discarded the rest of her clothes (save a pair of fuck-me heels and black-and-white striped stockings I just knew she'd gotten from a Hot Topic somewhere) and had gone up to a random man sitting at one of the recliners. It was one of my friends from work, before I had turned my heartless, bitchy boss into yet another of my sex slaves. I couldn't hear what he was saying to the stripper, but the next thing I knew she was pulling down his zipper. His cock, throbbing and stiff from the show, slid out and almost immediately into her pouty, waiting mouth.

Men at the nearby couches cheered them on, clinking bottles together. Someone tossed a ten dollar bill in the air, and it wafted down into the man's lap as my new guests looked on, horrified.

Oh shit.

“What is this, an orgy?” Christina said, her voice getting nearly as loud as the backbeat pumping through the room. “What sort of perverted filth are you bringing to our neighborhood, young man?”

“This is not acceptable,” Clark said, staring at the blowjob-in-process and clearly wishing he was on the other side of it.

“You can't film pornos or whatever it is you're doing in here,” Christina said, reaching into her pocket. “I'm calling the police...”

I sighed and flicked the glasses' operating system to life with an eyeblink. I had really hoped it wouldn't come to this. I had meant to be making friends of my new neighbors, not slaves.

Suddenly, an idea began to bloom in my brain. Maybe I don't have to. Maybe the two aren't mutually exclusive.

I had a plan. But before I could start it...

“Stop,” I commanded, sending the word straight through Command Mode. Christina froze, her cell phone midway to her ear.

“Alright, let's calm down a bit,” I said, watching with a stab of pleasure as their faces and bodies relaxed. The thrill of using my glasses to control another human being, to dominate them with my hypnotic power...it was a rush that never got old, no matter how many times I did it.

Tweak their arousal first, I thought. Make them interested in the proceedings, instead of disgusted.

I selected each of them, one after the other, focusing on them with an eyeblink that made the MasterTech's cursor turn blood-red for an instant. Once they were both targeted, I switched on Seduction Mode, my old standby, and turned it up.

“Look, we're all consenting adults here,” I said, giving the pair a lopsided smile. “Nobody's getting hurt, or doing anything they don't want to do. Look, they're enjoying themselves.”

Clark and Christina's heads turned as if on a swivel, taking in the scene. The stripper had removed her mouth from my friend's cock and, while whispering what was no doubt some utterly fucking filthy things into his ear, straddled his lap and mounted him.

“Do it, Troy!” Somebody said, drunk on liquor and hypnosis. “Show that slut how a real man fucks!”

Troy grabbed the woman by the hair and gave it a yank, making her cry out in mingled surprise and pleasure. Her back arched and her pussy flattened against his lap, the wet, soft slit grinding against his hardness.

“Yeah, that's so good,” I heard him say. “Are you going to be my naughty little fantasy?”

The girl leaned back, glanced over to where I stood, shepherding the unhappy couple. I gave a brief nod, then jerked my head in the direction of the husband and wife.

“God yeah,” she said, loud enough for everyone in the room to hear. “I want to ride your dick, Daddy! I want you to pound your little girl while everyone watches!”

Clark's mouth dropped open – and in his pants, something began to stiffen and throb. “Daddy?”

“A game, of course,” I reassured them. “Obviously, no one here is related. But isn't it fun to pretend, to fantasize? To forget your troubles and let your wildest dreams come true?”

He shook his head – but in the readout on my glasses, the Seduction Ticker was climbing higher. I was glad he was focused on the stripper – I'd never used Seduction Mode on a guy before, and I'd been a little worried he might start hitting on me. Thankfully, the glasses seemed to know exactly what I had in mind.

“God, Clark,” Christina said, a dreamy tone in her voice. “You know, I've always had a thing about Daddy stuff...”

Almost as if she didn't know she was doing it, she leaned over and ran her hand over the bulge in Clark's pants.

Clark looked shocked – and also intrigued. “Yeah?”

Suddenly Christina looked ashamed, as if only now realizing what she'd said. A very attractive blush stole over her features. “Um. Maybe we should talk about that back at the condo...”

“Yeah,” Clark said quickly, clicking in on the same frequency. “Yeah, obviously you guys aren't hurting anyone here – we'll just leave you be.”

“Oh no,” I said, a little disappointed. I could practically see into their minds now. If I let them go, they'd run back to their apartment and almost immediately descend into some hard, animalistic fucking unlike any they'd had in years – but what would happen after that? Once my influence wore off, would it be time to call the police?

I couldn't have that.

“Why don't you come in?” I asked, opening the door wide. “You're obviously interested.”

Doubt warred with lust in Christina's mind as she stroked Clark's cock through his slacks. “Clark,” she whispered, “I...I want to?”

“You do?”

“I want to see what else they've got going on in here,” she said seductively. “And I can tell from how hard you are that you do, too.”

He started but said nothing.

“Wonderful,” I said. “Come on in, I'll get you a couple of drinks...” I turned the glasses on Christina. “By the way, you can do what you've been thinking of and take his cock out already. We're all adults here.”

With a little grunt of assent, Christina unzipped Clark's slacks and reached inside, pulling his throbbing cock out and stroking it gently. I could tell poor Clark was way out of his depth – the head of his cock was practically pulsing with pre-cum as she led him by the dick to one of the couches in the center of the room.

As I watched them sit down, the Seduction Mode meter ticked into maximum.

A cough behind me made me turn – it was Monica, my girlfriend, standing there with a grin on her face and not much else. Though I hadn't seen her pre-party ritual, it had definitely been as involved as Elizabeth's. Her body was tanned and shaved. She'd applied a little bit of oil to her breasts and her flat little tummy, transforming every inch of her body into a walking wet dream.

She smiled and handed me a beer, looking at me lovingly. “You did well, Spence. I'm very impressed – as always.”

“Thanks, babe.” I took a long sip and looked back at the happy, brainwashed couple. Christina was stroking Clark off with a vengeance, and his hand had snaked under her skirt to do something that made her face contort with pleasure. Both were fixed on the spectacle in front of them.

They needed something else, though – something to push them over the edge.

They needed to become part of the action.

“Hold on,” I said to Monica. “I'm not done yet.”

Walking over, I took Christina by the hand. For an instant, irritation showed on her face – but the instant she stared at my glasses, all her doubts vanished.

“You want this,” I whispered to her, leading her to the stage.

“I want this,” she said, the words becoming true. Hell, they might have been true already.

In an instant, Christina was shedding her clothes and gyrating to the music. Her ample breasts bobbed as she swayed, her nipples diamond-hard. I was impressed – someone coming to the party just now probably wouldn't have been able to tell her from the other strippers.

Clark looked terribly conflicted to see his wife the object of so many men's lust. I decided to do something about that.

“Elizabeth,” I said, calling across the room. “Get over here.”

Liz was in the middle of a lapdance, wriggling in the lap of one of my classmates as he sat by the bar, lost in pleasure. She hopped off and came trotting over, hips swaying like a goddess.

“Remember what I told you about that mouth?” I asked, sliding a finger between her lips.

She sucked it greedily. “Yes, Master.”

I motioned to Clark. “Take care of this guest for me.”

“Yes, Master.”

Clark's eyes grew wide as Elizabeth knelt before him, lips parted and glossy. He pulled back and resisted for a moment – but only just a moment. His eyes met Christina's from across the room, and his wife smiled.

“Come on, Daddy,” Elizabeth cooed, touching that nerve. “Let me make you feel good while you watch Mommy having fun.”

He leaned back into the plush stuffing of the seat as her warm, wet mouth engulfed him, leaving smears of lipstick across his cock. I was willing to bet Clark had never gotten head like this before – Elizabeth was trained and hypnotically focused, thinking only of her lover's pleasure.

On stage, a woman had her fingers in Christina's pussy – but the wife's eyes were locked on her husband. The pair were staring at each other, both fixated on the other's adulterous pleasure. For them, the rest of the party might as well not have existed.

I got the feeling that if they had never experimented with swinging before, they certainly would be now.

The whole thing filled me with the wonderful fullness of power that only hypnotic domination could bring. Inwardly, I scoffed at myself – I had intended to have a quiet, sexy trance party, not brainwash and corrupt my neighbors – but I was having too much fun to care.

And now I needed some release.

I turned to where Monica stood, looking at me with that gaze that said she knew exactly what I wanted. In an instant, she was on her knees, oiled up tits gleaming. She rubbed my cock against them, making my legs shake with pleasure, before taking me in her warm wet mouth.

With the sound and sight of hypnotic, adulterous sex around me, it didn't take long for me to blow. I pulled out of Monica's mouth and came just as I heard Christina's body quake in climax, her pussy squirting juices all over the stripper's fingers. Almost immediately after, Clark let out a low moan and drained his balls directly down Elizabeth's throat.

I led my bursts, firing rope after rope of sticky come all over Monica's breasts and face, coating her already-oiled body with my seed. It felt good to mark her, to make it known exactly who she belonged to – who held the title of Master in her heart just as surely as 'boyfriend'. I couldn't have asked for a better woman.

“Thank you, Master,” she said standing up. “That was – damn!”

I followed her gaze, my eyes widening in surprise. Some of my subjects felt sudden shame after reaching their first hypnotic climax, but not Clark and Christina – she had already climbed into his lap and the pair were fucking, raw and fast like animals.

“You've done a good deed today, Master,” Monica said, watching the pair bang loudly. “They probably haven't been this close in years.”

“I agree, but we'd better tell them to keep it down,” I said. “The last thing we need is yet another noise complaint – I can't hypnotize the entire building, you know.”

“I'm sure you could, Master,” she said with a little smile. “We'll tell them. After this.”

“After this,” I agreed, holding her close. We, and everyone else at the party, settled in to watch the show.
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“Yes, Master. I will give you an A.”

Her sentence complete, the professor's head slid back under the desk, her mouth forming a perfect 'o' around my hard, waiting cock. I leaned back in the plush office chair and grinned. So far, I'd had a hell of a good first day back at college.

“Oh yeah, that's good,” I said, one hand against the back of her head, tangled in her long blonde hair. The professor - the TA, I mentally corrected, this one is just a TA – reacted visibly at my words of encouragement, moaning with pleasure.

“Do you do this for all your students?” I asked, gently pulling her off my cock.

“No, Master,” she said, licking her lips – obviously thirsty to have my length back inside her. “Just the ones I love.”

I smiled and let her go back to work. An hour ago this woman didn't love me, didn't even know my name other than one of twenty or so on her list of students for the nine-AM session of Application Development. Now she was on her knees underneath her own desk, her head in a student's lap, blissfully blowing me and promising me a good grade in her class.

It was all thanks to my glasses – the mysterious specs I'd received in the mail a few months ago, along with a cryptic note from my anonymous benefactor. If you'd never seen them before, you probably wouldn't have been able to tell them from an ordinary pair of glasses – peering a little closer, you might think they were a pair of those augmented reality glasses that just hit the market. But no glasses a normal person could buy did the things these were capable of.

With them, I'd turned my next-door-neighbor, a girl named Monica I'd had a crush on since I was old enough to have crushes, into my loving, devoted girlfriend, erasing her inhibitions and making her into a nymphomaniac interested in bondage, threesomes and building a harem of our own personal hypno-slaves. I'd added a few to the list and dropped a few along the way, but on this particular day I was traveling alone – not that she was too pleased about that.

What had happened was, I'd decided that even with hypnotic glasses at my disposal, college was too important, and Monica had agreed. Of course, she hadn't seen her own studies that way – she'd insisted on dropping out to focus on our relationship (not to mention my harem) and there was no talking her out of it. Yet, the last thing I wanted to do after gaining the power to move people to my will was sit in a boring classroom, writing essays and taking tests.

So we'd reached a compromise. I would enroll in classes as usual, then drive to college – alone, much to my girls' chagrin. There, I'd attend a day of classes and use my glasses to mesmerize each of my professors, convincing them to just put me down as present on their ledgers and give me an 'A' for the course at semester's end. I know, brilliant, right?

And so far it had been easy – and boring. My professors were mostly stodgy old men, and turning their minds with my glasses is about as interesting as mowing the lawn. But when I saw this TA was a young blonde with a banging ass and a fantastic rack, well...what would you do, given the opportunity?

Underneath the table, the TA's tongue caressed my shaft, making my balls ache with the need for release. It hadn't taken long for my glasses to take control of her mind – I'd spent long nights researching and testing exactly what they could do, and this was the most devious module I'd yet discovered. Over the course of a ten-minute conversation, her brain went through the chemical changes of someone experiencing a lifetime of intimacy. By the time I suggested she blow me under her own desk, she was madly in love with me, the deep feelings created by a lifetime of matrimony combined with the excitement of fucking a stranger for the first time. It was intoxicating, and I was sure she would be deeply in love with me the rest of her life – whereas I couldn't even remember her name, and would probably never see her again. I made a mental note to remind her afterwards to find some guy to marry: I didn't want to accidentally condemn her to a life of spinsterhood.

“Oh shit,” I whispered, low enough to not attract the attention of anyone passing by in the hall. “I think I'm about to blow.”

She let out a low, throaty moan.

“You'd better not make a mess,” I said teasingly, pressing her mouth gently down deeper on my shaft. “I have another class right after this one.”

She slid my cock out of her mouth, gave the fat purple head a little kiss, and smiled. “Of course, Master. I want to taste it. I won't spill a drop.”

That was all I needed to hear – a few seconds after she went back into full-on deepthroating me, I felt a blissful eruption in my balls. I drained them deep in her throat, sending burst after burst into her warm, wet mouth.

She hadn't been lying when she said she wanted to taste it, either. I didn't know if she swallowed for all her guy friends or if my glasses had turned her into a cumslut just for me, but I watched her eyes roll back into her head blissfully as the sticky tang of come filled her mouth. She kept sucking greedily, milking every last drop of come from my cock. When I was finally tapped out, there was a slender thread of it dripping from the side of her mouth; as I watched, she scooped it up tenderly and sucked her finger dry like it had been ice cream.

Her eyes locked on mine, crinkling with amusement as I watched. “Thank you, Master. Did I make you feel good?”

God, I loved these glasses.

“That was wonderful,” I said a minute later as I was buckling my belt (and she was smoothing her skirt and buttoning back up her blouse).

She turned and flashed me a naughty smile. “Oh, I can do so much more than that, Spencer. Should we head back to my place or...”

She trailed off as a glazed look came over her face. “Sorry,” I said, smiling sadly. “This has to be a one time thing. You understand.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, her voice hollow. Her eyes stared into my glasses like they were the only thing in the world. “I understand.”

“You won't remember any of this – but you will put me down as absent for your classes. And you'll take care of the grade, right?”

“Yes, Master,” she said. “I will obey.”

“Good – have a great semester.” I headed for the door as she stood there blinking, no doubt trying to figure out what she was still doing hanging around an empty classroom fifteen minutes after her office hours had already started.

Outside, the spring semester was in full swing. The cool morning was turning into a nice, warm afternoon, and it felt like the entire student body was out on the green – and that meant skin, skin, skin. It seemed like everywhere I looked, there were girls in criminally short skirts, in clinging yoga tops and spaghetti straps, throwing frisbees and practicing cheers and hanging off the arm of some hunky jock. It was almost enough to make me regret blowing off the rest of the semester.

I was so distracted, I nearly walked right into the group of protesters before I noticed them.

Now, there's something I have to say here. If you're unfamiliar with a college campus or you haven't set foot in one for years, you might hear the phrase “protesters” and think this is some kind of uncommon, noteworthy occurrence. It isn't. On nearly every nice day, there's always at least one person with a sign or a megaphone making sure you can't get from one class to another without getting an earful. Maybe they're mad about their pet issue being ignored in the media, maybe they're some far-left or far-right wackos, maybe they just like trolling students. I typically try not to pay them any mind – I'm usually late enough for class as it is.

But this one was an organized group, a little rarer than usual, and I'd walked right up to them as if I was interested in whatever they had to say. Great, I thought. One class left to visit (Experimental Psychology, an elective taught by some guy named Dr. Bimbeau), and I was going to be late thanks to these girls.

Girls?

Yes, to my surprise. The group I had somehow wandered into, gathered around a table festooned with signs and pamphlets, was entirely made up of young woman – girls, really.

They looked none too happy to see me.

“Excuse me,” I said, hoping to slide by without incident. “Just passing through...”

“Oh, we saw,” one of them said, glaring at me. “Pig.”

Another one, a young brunette, turned to face me, an angry look on her face. “Staring at those women like they were pieces of meat.”

“Like they only existed for your pleasure,” the first woman said.

“Woah, now.” I took a step back and held my hands up defensively. “I wasn't doing anything – just walking to class.”

As they shifted, glaring at me, I saw that they had all been centered around a young woman sitting at the table, filling out what looked to be some sort of flier. She glanced up from it to me, then slowly got to her feet. The crowd parted, as if her gaze was moving them aside.

The sight of her made my breath catch in my throat – and not just because she was staring at me like she was about to ruin my day. She was gorgeous – it was hard to keep my eyes on her face. I've always had a thing for redheads, and her hair was wild, red and halfway down her back – which was shapely as hell. What was a girl with an ass like that doing hiding it? I dropped my gaze and scanned the pamphlets covering the table – they were covered in phrases like “patriarchy” and “microagressions” and “male gaze”...

Oh, I realized. That kind of girl.

She gave me a little smirk as she picked a flier up off the desk and handed it to me. “Were you coming over to get educated,” she asked, “or were you just checking us out?”

“Neither,” I said. “Look, I didn't mean to cause a commotion...”

“Men never do,” she said, hand on her hip. “They just barge in wherever they want, whether they're wanted or not, just assuming women will want to listen to them.”

“Check your privilege,” someone hissed.

I should have walked away. Really, I should have. I had this day in the bag. But there's something inside me that can't help but rise to insults. Maybe all the time spent wearing glasses that let me turn people into my slaves had removed some of my natural filter – or maybe I was just pissed off. Either way, I was about to walk right into her trap.

“It's a free country,” I retorted. “I can walk wherever I damn well please.”

“Free for who?” she asked, arching an eyebrow. “Insecure little boys like you? Just because you can't get a girlfriend doesn't mean every woman's body is yours for the leering, bro.”

At the end of her sentence, someone hooted like she'd dropped a mic. I rolled my eyes and tried a different tack.

“Look, you've got the wrong guy,” I said, trying to make my voice sound especially sincere. “I'm a feminist, too.”

At this, I heard several snorts of derision. The redhead who seemed to be their leader was looking at me like a mouse that just wandered into a feline shelter. Her eyes shined with delight, even as her voice dripped with derision.

“Really?” she asked. “You?”

I nodded.

“Have you ever heard of Andrea Dworkin?”

The name rang a very faint bell, but I wasn't about to go through a list of credentials. “Never heard of her,” I said smugly.

Her grin got wider. “Gloria Steinem? Bell Hooks? Anita Sarkeesian?”

“The Youtube lady?” That one actually hit the mark. “Yeah – she's okay, I guess.”

“So you're saying you've never even heard of a single modern feminist,” she continued, completely discounting what I'd just said, “but you consider yourself one. One of us.”

“Yeah,” I said, looking from woman to woman. “Why not? I mean, we're all in the same boat, right?”

To my surprise, several of the girls assembled around us looked thoughtful – some were even nodding. If I was surprised, the redheaded was doubly so. She glanced around like she couldn't believe what she was seeing.

I could practically see her decision-making process. This guy is making me look bad. Time to go in for the kill. “This is probably the longest conversation you've ever had with a girl who wasn't in a video game or a men's magazine,” she snarked.

“I have a girlfriend,” I said. “Actually.”

“And I'm sure you're just a peach,” she said acidly. “Where is she – in class?”

“No, actually she's at home,” I admitted, the humor of it twisting my mouth. “Cleaning and cooking dinner.”

The redhead looked at me like she'd just discovered a member of an alien race – one of the disgusting ones humanity needs to crush under their heel.

“You're kidding. You do know your mom doesn't count as your girlfriend, right?”

Big laughs. Girl in control. I just stood there, rolling my eyes.

“Not at all. She actually dropped out to become a homemaker, to tell you the truth. She loves it – she likes making a life for the two of us to come home to.”

Again, to my shock, women were nodding along – except the redhead, who shook her head in disbelief. “You're deluded.”

“What's so wrong with wanting to make your man happy? I make her happy in my way, she does it in hers. We have a wonderful relationship, and treat each other as equals. And we're going to keep on being happy, even if it doesn't meet everything on your checklist.”

Okay, maybe the equals part was a bit of a stretch, but something was starting to happen I couldn't explain – I was winning. The majority of the group was looking at me like what I was saying had started to make sense. Several were looking at their leader, waiting for her to respond.

“Equal? Equal?” Her tone was just on the edge of exploding, like a powder keg too close to a fire. “You can't possibly think keeping a barefoot and pregnant...bimbo under lock and key is anything like equality! You're a rapist, you know that?”

“Well no, not all the time,” I said, unable to keep a smug smile from spreading over my face. “But sometimes, if she wants me to hold her down and smack her until she babbles out the safe word, well – there's lots of girls that find that quite appealing.”

Now everyone was nodding – and not just that. Eyes were shining with lust, and several of the laughs were more of the throaty, “God that sounds good” variety. The redhead looked around in confusion, clearly seeing she was losing the argument but unable to figure out why. I couldn't help – I was just as confused as she was.

“God, I wish my boyfriend would treat me like that sometime,” one of the girls blurted out. “He's so...fucking boring in bed!”

Several girls nodded agreement.

The redhead looked around in astonishment. “I can't believe you people! How the fuck can you side with this asshole when we just saw him staring at tits and ass the whole way across the green?”

“Hey, I believe men and women are equal,” I said. “If I can stare, you can stare. I know girls are just as horny as guys, right?”

“Too fucking right,” one girl laughed.

“Yeah, you need to stop being so uptight, Claire,” said a slender Asian girl to the redhead's left.

“So you should feel equally free to check people out,” I said. “Hell, you should be free to be just as horny and demeaning to men as any frat bro is to sorority girls.”

One of the women, that slender brunette who had glared at me a minute ago, looked around in astonishment. “You know,” she said, “that is a great idea.”

All around, heads nodded in agreement. Claire the redhead looked confused, and a little frightened.

“Hey!” One of the girls called out at a young guy in a varsity jacket walking by. He turned towards us.

“Yeah?”

“Nice ass!” The brunette beamed, like she'd just discovered some wonderful trick she'd forgotten. “You packing heat to go with it?”

The boy grinned. “Hell yeah – why don't you come find out, slut?”

The brunette glanced back at Claire for an instant – but the moment the redhead opened her mouth, she was cut off.

“I gotta go, guys,” the brunette said excitedly. “Same time tomorrow?”

Before anyone could answer, she trotted off and slid her arm around the frat bro's waist, slapping his ass shamelessly.

“God, I want to do that,” one girl said.

“Why don't you?” said another.

“Yeah...yeah! Let's go have some fun!”

The crowd broke up, big smiles on everyone's faces – except for Claire, who looked so confused she might fall over. She stared at her friends as they broke off, seeking out boys and shedding clothes, like she couldn't believe what she was seeing.

“What...” her tone was despondent. “What did you do?”

“Sorry,” I said, feeling an unexpected pang of guilt. “I didn't mean to break up your group...”

“No, I mean, what did you do to us? They're all running off to get chase boys and get laid, and I...”

Taking another look at Claire, I mean really looking at her, I suddenly understood. I realized that flush to her cheeks wasn't from debating, and that feverish gleam in her eyes wasn't out of anger.

Miss feminist was horny as hell.

And suddenly I realized what must've happened – a quick check of my glasses' operating system confirmed everything. As a safety measure, I'd set the frames to automatically help me out in any sticky situations – and this had tripped it. The whole time I was debating this redheaded goddess, my glasses had been turning the entire crew onto my way of thinking.

Her included.

“I bet Debbie is getting pounded right now,” Claire said, referring no doubt to the brunette who had left us. “I bet he's savaging her – raping her pussy with his hard, throbbing cock...”

She was lost in her own little world – and unlike earlier, it didn't seem like the word rape turned her off at all.

“I bet he is,” I said, stepping closer. “And I bet she loves it.”

“It's so fucked up,” she whispered, only half-listening to me. “It's like every bad stereotype – but God help me, I want it. I want to be held down and fucked hard by a strong alpha male, who can make me feel like a real woman...”

Her gaze slowly rose to meet mine. In the display of my glasses, a small window closed around her and clicked.

“I can give you what you want,” I said.

A low moan escaped her lips. “Please...” she begged. “You can't tell anyone...I'll be ruined...”

“I'm not going to tell anyone,” I said. “I won't have to. I'm going to show them what a nasty little slut you really are.”

She sagged against me, her fingers exploring my body. One hand went up under my shirt, the other – oh, my. She started rubbing my rapidly-stiffening cock through my pants.

In an instant, her lips were at my neck, nibbling greedily, tasting me with her tongue. “I don't care,” she gasped. “Christ, I need you to fuck me. I can't wait anymore.”

I'll say, I thought. Even through her jeans, the space between her legs was hot as a furnace. She was grinding it against my thigh helplessly, clinging to me like I was her only hope of salvation.

“Come with me,” I said, taking her by the hand. She let me lead her across the green to a huge elm tree, its branches shading the ground beneath. Looking around, I could see we weren't the only ones planning a little extracurricular activity – the girls I had accidentally programmed were performing all manner of indecent acts; blowing boys and making out with each other and generally attracting a ton of attention. Maybe no one would even notice us.

Once we reached the tree I picked up Claire beneath her ass and pinned her against it, kissing her deeply. My erection ground against her warm, soft core as I felt her press against it, as if doing so could somehow get it inside her. She clung to me, dizzy with lust.

“I love you holding me like this,” she whispered into my ear. “I feel like a fucking ragdoll in your arms – this is so fucking hot.”

In response I nibbled her just beneath her chin, unable to resist the urge to mark her. I'd let everyone know, the next day when she tries to put her little group back together, just how bad she needed to be fucked.

I undid her belt with my free hand while using the other to explore the tight little tummy and achingly-taut breasts underneath her shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra, but unlike most feminists she didn't need one – her tits were as high and firm as a models. Stiff nipples met my fingers, practically throbbing at the contact.

Her pants collapsed in a heap at my feet. Her legs straddled me, her tight little pussy leaving trails of wetness on the front of my pants.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “I need to feel you inside me.”

With a little help, I removed my cock from my pants. I wanted nothing more than to bury myself inside her until the ache in my balls became a sweet wave of release, but I couldn't resist one last round of teasing.

“Are you sure?” I asked, letting the head of my cock tease its way between the lips of her cunt. “I'm not wearing a condom, after all.”

“I don't want you to,” she admitted, looking a bit shocked as she spoke. “I want to feel you come inside me – I want you to spray me down, make me feel like a real woman. Fuck, I feel so fertile – please please please please...”

Her speech had broken down into sobs, her face buried in my shoulder. With a grin, I slid myself inside her one sweet, achingly pleasurable inch at a time, savoring the thousand tiny emotions of pleasure, disbelief and self-betrayal that flickered across her face.

Finally I was all the way in. Her lips were stretched around my cock in a perfect little 'o', and the lips on her mouth had done the same. A glazed look came over her features.

“Pound me,” she whimpered.

So I did.

There, with her lithe little body up against a tree, in full view of anyone walking the green who cared to see, I fucked the leader of our campus' feminist society's brains out. Her pussy contracted around mine as I buried myself in her wetness, the first of many small vaginal orgasms that built up to the final, earth-shattering, speech-destroying climax. I had her speaking in tongues, delirious with pleasure like she'd never felt, babbling as she clung desperately to me, riding my cock like a bolt of lightening.

Christ, she was loud.

Finally I felt my balls tighten against her slit, a warm fuzzy feeling creeping up my shaft. I redoubled my effort, pressing her against the tree with such force I knew it would leave indentations in her back and ass for days.

“I want to feel it,” she whispered in my ear as I neared climax. “I want you to make me all sticky, messy, sloppy – I don't want to forget this.”

Right before I climaxed, I pulled back, letting the head of my cock grind up and down against the ridged entrance of her slit. It was warm, and wet, and tight like nothing else, and in an instant I was coming: a long, loud orgasm that filled me with bliss as my balls unloaded inside her.

Having retracted a bit, my come began to ooze out almost immediately, coating the front of her pussy with my seed – I don't know if miss feminist had every heard the term 'creampie' before, but she certainly knew she loved it. She ground down on me, forcing me back inside her as she milked me dry, her warm pussy feeling like just the place to deposit the rest of my load.

As her vision cleared, Claire's face went from dazed to a mask of horror. Her body satisfied, her mind began to realize exactly what it was she'd done.

I thought fast. “You're tired,” I said quickly. “Take a nap.”

A grateful smile spread across her face as she slumped against the tree, out like a light. I gently let her down to the ground and pulled her pants back up. Claire had given me consent, of course – full, enthusiastic consent every step of the way – but the last thing I needed was to confront her like this. And with fucking breaking out all over the green, thanks to my indiscretion, the campus police were going to have bigger fish to fry.

I gave Claire a gentle peck on the forehead. “Sweet dreams,” I said, leaving her snoozing beneath the tree. I made my way past two-and-threesomes, over bundles of clothes, heading towards my next class.

One more class to go, I thought.



Augmenting My Best Friend
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“What about these?”

I glanced down at my phone and smiled. There, on the screen, was a picture of a slender hand holding a pair of black fuck-me pumps, the heel so narrow it looked like it could cut someone.

The phone vibrated again – another text. “What do you think – too much? I don't want him to think I'm easy, but I also don't want him to think I'm a prude?”

What did I think of them? Just looking at them, I felt my cock stiffen in my jeans. The picture of them made me think of Tiffany wearing them, then Tiffany wearing them and nothing else, walking across my bedroom with a confident smile, Tiffany sliding to her knees at the edge of the bed and taking me in her mouth, looking up at me with a perfectly loving, submissive expression as I blew my load all over her face.

I sighed and shook my head. “They look great! They're perfect,” I texted back.

I was in a bad way over this girl. What had changed? I had never had these kinds of feelings about Tiff before – before, she was my best friend. My totally-platonic, text-each-other-every-day college buddy I met my first day here and have been pals with ever since. A girl who's cute as a button, barely five foot two, and has tits and ass like ripe watermelon I'd never so much as thought about in a sexual way. Until now.

What had changed? Everything.

Some months ago, I'd been back at my parents' house for spring break, and had come outside to find a mysterious package waiting for me. Inside were a pair of glasses that changed my life – glasses that let me change the minds and attitudes of everyone around me. They worked like something out a science fiction story, but the technology behind them was verifiably real: I'd used them almost immediately to turn my long-term crush Monica into my devoted, horny girlfriend. More than that, I'd amassed a harem of full-and-part-time girls devoted to pleasing Monica and I – from cheerleaders to stewardesses and everything in between. I was even using it to change my grades, to get money from strangers, in short to achieve everything I'd ever wanted. I still had no idea who'd given them to me but I was glad as hell they did.

The first time I'd gotten a text message from Tiffany, it was like the blinders that had been on my eyes since we had known each other dropped off. I saw her as more than my friend; I saw a woman, a woman who fucked. Who had gotten achingly close to me on so many occasions – and who'd cross the line from friend to fuckbuddy in an eyeblink, thanks to my new powers.

I thought I'd be able to avoid her, get onto campus and brainwash my professors. Instead, my phone had started buzzing almost the moment I arrived, full of emojis and questions about how Monica and I were doing and asking for advice about a date she was going on tonight with this guy Trent.

I envied Trent. He barely knew Tiffany; he didn't have years of friendship and all the attendant baggage weighing his relationship with her down. He was probably just thinking about the fastest way to get into her panties, blow his load and move on to the next college slut.

I shook my head. No, that was the way I had been thinking lately. It wasn't right to project like that. Not every guy was a sleazebag, and Tiffany knew how to pick a good one...

My phone vibrated again. Another text.

Bought 'em! ;)

It was Tiffany, standing outside a store a few blocks away, smiling. The camera was at an odd angle to show off her calf muscles, along with the strappy, stiletto heels she was wearing on her feet.

Oh Lord. I couldn't cope. How had I never noticed how smoking hot she was? I had five feet of walking wet dream sending me pictures of her in fuck-me heels and somehow my brain had never thought about the possibilities until now.

I'd give an arm and a leg to be in Trent's shoes, I thought bitterly. That guy doesn't know how good he has it...

I froze, stopping so suddenly a preppy-looking girl bumped right into my back before setting off, scowling at me. Slowly, like the reveal in a horror movie, I slid my glasses off and looked through them. Without the frames over my eyes, the world looked duller, less vibrant – I caught myself scanning the trees for any notifications I might have missed.

These things let me do anything. Why couldn't they let me be Trent?

I mean, obviously not physically transform me into this guy, that was a little far-fetched even for MasterTech. But, surely there was a setting to make me look different to Tiffany, right? Some kind of stealth subterfuge module originally intended for corporate espionage or some shit like that?

There were always other options, of course. I could use my glasses to hypnotize her, spend all night fucking her until she had to spend the next two days sitting down sideways, and blank her memories of it ever happening. But I didn't want that. At the same time, I didn't want to ruin our friendship. It was a fragile situation.

I needed advice. And not the amoral, pleasure-seeking type of advice Elizabeth would give me – I'm sure she'd be more than glad to drive up here, help me tie Tiff up, and enact my every dirty fantasy on her innocent little body. I needed to call my girlfriend.

I snickered to myself as I found a booth in the Student Commons and dialed her number. It wasn't all that long ago something like this would have sounded completely absurd. Call my girlfriend for advice on fucking one of my female friends? But Tiffany was Monica's friend, too, and unlike the rest of my harem, she had enough of her own brain to give me decent, truthful advice. She'd probably tell me to put it in the back of my head, to come home and let her massage out all those nasty thoughts with a night of intimate, energetic fucking. Maybe she'd even buy those fuck me pumps...

The phone rang and rang. Then there was a click, and I heard Monica's voice.

Hey, you've reached Spencer and Monica's. We aren't here right now, so leave a message and we'll get back to you as soon as possible...

What the hell? There should have been a half dozen people at my condo. I tried Monica's cell, twice, both times abandoning the call around the twentieth ring. Confused, I dialed Elizabeth's cell and got a “this number is currently not in service” message: she never was good at remembering when to ask me to pay her phone bill.

Where were my girls? I hadn't been in a situation like this for months. The irony wasn't lost on me: I'd abandoned them, if only for a day, to come to college and sort out the semester by brainwashing my professors. Now I was being abandoned in turn. I was sure nothing was wrong, but still: the fact that maybe I really didn't have my harem at my beck and call was...disquieting.

That settled it. If they were going to ditch me, I was going to take care of myself. I had a hot date tonight – not that Tiffany knew that just yet. I smiled and started sifting through menus on my glasses.

Now I just needed to figure out how to do it.

––––––––
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“Wow, Trent,” Tiffany said, a gracious smile spreading over her face, “this place is fancy! How'd you get a reservation here?”

I placed an arm around her waist and led her to her side of the table, pulling out a chair. “I have my ways.”

She flashed another perfect smile and settled into the chair. All around us, diners in fancy dress were ordering drinks and appetizers. This was one of the most exclusive, expensive restaurants in the city – one the real Trent could never have afforded, as I found out when I met him. When I said I have my ways, I wasn't kidding – I had ways of achieving my goals most mortals never dreamed of.

First I had paid a visit to Trent – who turned out to be an engineering student living on the opposite end of campus. Friendly guy, not bad looking at all; I could see why Tiffany had agreed to go out with him. There I'd gotten all the relevant information about the date: pickup time, location, etc. Convincing him to forget all about dating Tiff was a snap, thanks to my specs.

I felt a little bad about stealing Trent's hot night out from under him, so I asked him if there happened to be anyone else on campus he had a crush on. With his inhibitions removed by my lenses, he eagerly confessed his lust for the sexy cougar manning the reception desk in the lobby of his dorm. I was pretty sure the two were still banging as I sat across from Tiffany – so Trent's night turned out to be not so bad after all.

Fooling Tiffany had been much, much harder. It had come down to the wire, tinkering with the modules and functions in the MasterTech glasses, but I'd finally found a way. It was a complicated process involving sending a signal from the lenses to Tiffany's optic nerve every few minutes, in essence creating a hallucination based on her mental image of Trent. Thank God the glasses automated the whole process.

It came with a caveat, though: the glasses had to “flash” a new signal to Tiffany every couple of minutes, or the hallucination would break up and she'd realize exactly who she was really talking to. If we got separated, broke eye contact for a long period or even took a longer-than-usual bathroom break, the whole date could be ruined: the carriage I'd so painstakingly assembled for Tiffany's brain would turn right back into a pumpkin.

But for the first half-hour of our date, I let these things migrate to the back of my head, delighted with how well things were going. Tiffany was obviously into this guy, and me knowing her so well didn't hurt matters at all. I was able to steer the conversation wherever I knew it would make her smile, make her laugh, make her mouth drop open in surprise at a well-timed dirty comment. I had all the knowledge of her likes and dislikes from years of being friends, and all the mystery of a guy she was taking out for the first time – it was the best of both worlds.

Then, suddenly, the conversation turned to a topic I hadn't expected: me.

“You know Spencer, right?” Tiffany asked, setting down her glass of wine. “The two of you were in that club together?”

Oh God, the A.V. Club, I thought. How had I forgotten that? “Yeah,” I said, covering my anxiety with a bite of risotto. “Honestly, I'm surprised the two of you aren't together. He seems like a good guy.”

Tiffany let out a little titter and took another sip of her drink. She'd gotten dressed to the nines for this outing – in addition to those fuck-me heels, she wore a clinging black ensemble that might as well've been called a “fuck-me dress,” and swapped her glasses for a pair of contacts. Her breasts bobbed gently as she laughed; it was hard not to stare. Goddamn my friend was hot.

“He is a good guy,” Tiffany said. “He's got a girlfriend, though.”

“He didn't when you – I mean, when I first met him,” I said. I couldn't stop the words, they just fell out.

Tiffany frowned. “Why are you so intent on hooking me up with Spence? I mean, I like him, he's a good guy, but he's always been like a brother to me.”

I regained some of my composure and smirked. “There's some girls who are into that.”

Her face looked shocked – but her eyes shown with delight. “You are bad, Trent. You are not at all the good guy I thought you were when you asked me out.”

“I guess I'm much more fucked up than you thought,” I said.

She smiled wickedly. “I ought to slap you and walk right out of here,” she said.

“You should,” I said. “For your own safety. There's nothing brotherly about what I want to do to you tonight.”

A little tremble shot through her body. Her cheeks flushed with sudden warmth and her lips parted. I could practically see the word JACKPOT flashing behind her eyes. Was this all it took to turn my best friend on, to get her wet and interested? Being forward with her, letting her know in no uncertain terms exactly what I wanted to do to her taut, tanned little body?

Well, that and being someone else, I thought with a note of sadness.

“You know what? I will be right back,” Tiffany said, coming to some kind of a decision. She slid her chair back. “One sec.”

I watched her stride away, angling my head for better view of her ripe ass. How had I never noticed that in all the times I'd seen her walk away from me?

As the seconds turned to minutes, I began to get nervous. I checked the readouts on my glasses, making words and graphs flash along the restaurant walls, but there was no estimate of how long the glasses' power would last. What if she came back and instead of nasty, alpha-male Trent, she found boring old Spencer? Worse, “I ruined your date through hypnosis” Spencer?

Finally after what felt like an eternity, she emerged from the restroom. I caught her gaze from across the room, praying she still saw me as Trent. My fears disappeared when she shot me a naughty smile and made her way back across the room.

She slid back into her seat, her grin as wide as a freeway. There was something clutched gently in her hand, just beneath the rim of the table.

“Here you go,” she said, sliding the nameless bundle to me. “I want you to have these.”

It was her panties. Oh wow.

My breath caught in my throat and my cock instantly went as stiff as an iron girder in my pants. I stuffed the panties in the pocket of my jacket, glancing side to side to see if anyone had noticed. They were warm, and just a little bit wet.

“That feels so much better,” she cooed, relaxing.

For a moment, despite all my adventuring with the opposite sex, I was speechless.

“That was...wow.”

She laughed, tossing her head back to give me a view of her slender neck. I wanted my lips there, my teeth, right now.

She raised an eyebrow. “I guess we're about even in the fucked up department, then?”

I paused another second before making a decision. “What say we get this dinner to go?”

Her smile deepened. “How about we say fuck this dinner and you take me back to my apartment?”

In a flash I had paid and made my way back to the car. Tiffany was waiting, leaning on the hood with her legs slightly spread. As I approached, she shimmied up her skirt and let two fingers go questing underneath. Her face relaxed into an 'o' of pleasure that turned into a laugh when she saw how huge and throbbing my boner had become.

“Come on, let's get a move on,” I said, practically shoving her into the car.

As I sat down and fumbled with the keys, she clambered over and nibbled on my earlobe. “I can't wait to feel you inside me,” she whispered.

God, this was better than my wildest dreams. I was so excited, I was practically trembling. Something about the thrill of seducing my best friend, without her knowledge, and without the use of any hypnotic dominance was turning me on more than I had thought possible.

But oh how I longed to use my glasses. There was so much I could do.

The drive back to Tiffany's apartment was a blur, filled with speeding and sudden turns and hands exploring the crotch of my jeans, the hem of her skirt. By the time we got there we were both overstimulated and horny, and she was rubbing against me like a cat in heat.

“What are you doing?” she asked as I came around to her side of the car and opened the door. I undid her seatbelt and lifted her out of the car, savoring her yelp of surprise as I lifted her over my shoulder.

“You're so tiny,” I said, carrying her up the stairs. “I'm going to treat you like the ragdoll you are, Tiff.”

A low, throaty moan was her only response to that.

Once we were inside her apartment, I made good on my promises. I tore her dress off like it was a doll's, tossing it onto the couch without even looking. The flesh underneath was warm and smelled like pussy and perfume. Her nipples were diamond-hard, her cunt was helpless as I slid two fingers in and started pumping, hard.

“Bedroom,” she gasped.

“I'm not going to wait until to the bedroom,” I growled into her neck.

I hoisted her up against the wall, pinning her there with my strong arms. Her tiny frame relaxed against mine. I worked off my belt and yanked my slacks down until my hard, dripping cock stood erect. Taking each of her thighs underneath my fingers, I spread her legs like a bird, pressing her against the wall.

The head of my cock was throbbing against her cunt. She ground against me. Even if she wanted to stop, even if the technological wizardry that made me look like her date was to wear off this very instant, there was nothing she could do to stop me. She was helpless in my arms, pinned to the wall like a tapestry.

“God, I love how bad you are,” she whispered into my chest, holding me close. “I had no idea! I've wanted this for so long...”

“I wanted this the second I saw you in that dress,” I lied. It had been way before that. “I knew this was exactly how I wanted to see you.”

She kissed me hard, biting down on my bottom lip. “Use me,” she said as she broke contact. “Use me like a little fuckdoll.”

I slid inside her easily. She gave a groan as I filled her tight, tiny pussy up – her body clung to mine even tighter as I throbbed from within. It helped pin her even harder against the wall, and then I was fucking her; pounding her pussy standing up while she rode me in some strange vertical version of cowgirl. It was perfect. Her pussy rose and fell on my cock like a well-oiled machine, and I could tell from the noises tearing out of her throat she was loving every second of it just as much as I was.

I was sure whoever was on the other side of that wall could hear us, but I didn't care – I wanted to fuck Tiffany, hard.

In fact...

My fingers reached up and found her neck. For an instant she looked concerned, then relaxed as she realized I wasn't going to do anything more extreme than gently encircle her delicate throat. She leaned into it, gasping.

“I want you to scream for me,” I told her, filling her with jackhammer force. “I want your neighbors staring at you the next day, unable to believe how hard you came.”

“Yes! God yes Trent, fuck my tight little pussy!” Her cries coaxed me higher, pushing me towards climax. I lifted myself up an inch or so higher so that the head of my cock was meeting Tiffany's clit with every thrust, and suddenly her theatrical dirty talk became delirious, ecstatic moaning.

“Oh god yeah that's so good I want to come so bad...” Her fingers pressed between her thighs, stroking her clit and my cock together, adding heat to our fire.

I grabbed her shoulders and leaned in close. “I'm going to come inside you,” I growled against the hollow of her throat.

“Oh fuck I want to feel you blow in me, I'm about to come too! You're so good to me baby, just use me and come in me like a dirty little whore!”

I felt the tingle that heralded orgasm traveling up my shaft. Leaning back, I gave a harsh cry as I thrust all the way into her, filling her to the hilt. All the years, every minute I had spent with Tiffany and hadn't taken advantage of that sweet, ripe, perfect little pussy spilled out of me, frustration and delight bursting into an orgasm that left my knees trembling and my cock bursting with come.

In my arms, Tiffany was ecstatic as well.

“Oh yes baby yes, holy shit I came, oh fuck you made me come Spencer...”

Spencer? I had just enough presence of mind to think. Then it was swept away in the movement of our bodies, in the aftershocks that rocked both of us, in the way she clung to me and sobbed like the survivor of some shipwreck as I filled her lithe little body with my seed, marking her as mine.

Afterwards, we collapsed together in bed, sweaty and smiling. A few minutes later, Tiffany rolled over and cuddled up against me, laying her head on my chest.

“Good?” I asked, stroking her hair.

She smiled. “The best. God, that was so...so primal. Animalistic. If I had known you fucked like a beast, I would've taken advantage of you years ago, Spencer.”

I froze, and she noticed and started to laugh.

“You really think I didn't know? I talk to Monica all the time, Spencer. I know what those glasses can do.”

For the second time since I'd come back to college, I was speechless. “When did you...?”

“Figure it out? I was pretty sure when 'Trent' came to pick me up and was totally ungentlemanly, unlike the real Trent. I was completely sure when I came back and it was you sitting there instead of him.”

I mulled over that for a moment, too nervous to continue. “So...you don't hate me?”

She giggled. “No, of course not. I should have figured you'd try something like this – Monica told me you get pretty creative with those things. And she gave me permission to fuck you, don't worry.”

“I wasn't.”

“I just kind of wish you'd asked me out,” she said with a shrug.

“I wanted to. But you've never seemed interested in me. You even told Trent you thought of me like a brother.”

“I did,” she admitted. “And it was true...until you found those glasses. I don't know if they did something to you, or if you just unlocked something inside yourself in response to them, but ever since you got those glasses its like you're a different person, Spence. More confident, self-assured. You've got swagger, dude.”

“'Swagger'?” I said with a laugh.

“Yeah,” she said. “You were always a great guy, Spence. But lately, its been a real challenge to keep my hands off you. Do you have any idea how horny for you I've been lately? I mean, I sent you those pictures of my pumps and everything...”

I laughed long and loud. “You wouldn't believe how horny those made me.”

“Oh, I can figure.” She snugged against my chest. “We're both equal in the fucked-up department, after all.”

We lay there for a few more minutes, basking in the post-coital glow. I could tell she was up for seconds, but I had a harem to get home to.

“So,” I said as I was dressing, “given that this is all girlfriend-permitted, and you kind of came like a fountain while I used you like a ragdoll...”

She blushed slightly, the sheets sliding down her cleavage. “Yeah?”

“Can we do this again sometime? Like, sometime soon?”

She grinned. “Fuck yeah. Fuckbuddies?”

“Fuckbuddies. Shoot me a text later, we'll hang out this weekend.”

“I will,” she said. “And I'll be sure to update you on any slinky things I buy, too.”

The drive home was wonderful and relaxing. Things had ended up better than I could have hoped. Tiffany was mine, and without any need to drain her brain or add her to my harem. I smiled, thinking of how much prep work Monica had probably done with her. That girl is always thinking about me. I should really make it up to her somehow, something special...

Something was wrong when I got to the apartment. All the windows were dark. At this hour, the place should have been brimming with loud music, booze and dancing. When I got inside, the place looked like it hadn't been occupied all day.

I flipped the lights on, and only then did I notice the note on the floor, just in front of the door. I read it, then read it again, ice forming in the pit of my stomach as I did:

“Your glasses aren't as powerful as you think. We're not your meat anymore, Spencer. U'd better watch your back – if you come after us, we WILL talk! Don't fuck with us!

~Fuck you,

Your Harem”

I dropped the note to the ground and watched it flutter. My girlfriend Monica. My mistress Elizabeth. All the girls I'd acquired, brainwashed and bimboized.

Gone.
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“I'm here to see Miss Fawkes,” I said, leaning just out of the car window. “She's expecting me.”

The guard's face scrunched up in confusion for a moment, then relaxed. He thumbed a button on his console and the gate opened with a low, mechanical sound.

“Sure thing,” the man said. “Go right ahead. Miss Fawkes is expecting you.”

I nodded and drove on through, the guard post receding in my rear-view mirror.

She wasn't, of course. Farrah Lynn Fawkes, Hollywood's hottest young starlet, expecting me? Hell, she didn't even know my name. The only way someone in my income bracket could get an eyeful of Farrah was to shell out too much money for a ticket to one of the dozens of romantic comedies and blockbuster superhero action films she starred in every summer. She wouldn't be caught dead with a guy like me.

Funny thing was, I wasn't even here to see her.

The gate was a good half-mile from the mansion proper, so I had a minute to think and admire the scenery as I drove down the cobblestone road. Dense forest pressed in on all sides, providing a buffer of privacy from the outside world. Overhead, a drone buzzed, moving sideways across my view. Local security, or some celebrity gawker? Well, it didn't matter either way.

The path sloped upwards and the trees parted, giving me a view to the palatial grounds. I'd seen pictures of the place when I'd used Google Maps to get directions to the address the woman at the maid company had given me, but pictures didn't do it justice. Gossip sites claimed the place had cost Fawkes eight million dollars, and it looked like it was worth every penny. It looked like a castle out of some storybook.

Bet it's hell to keep clean, I thought with a smirk.

A black SUV roared by me as I pulled in front of the building, sparing me no more than a passing glance. I had set up my disguise well – both the late-model BMW I'd rented and the expensive clothes I'd picked out made me look like someone who could conceivably be there to pitch a film script or run an errand for Farrah Fawkes. But all of it would've been for nothing if it weren't for my glasses.

Pulling into a space, I scanned the area. Three slots down, between a Bugatti and a car so fancy I didn't even know its name, there was an automobile that stuck out like a sore thumb. Flakes of paint crumbled off the side, the fender was rusted and dented, and on the driver's side door was a large magnetic plaque that read: Trolley Maid Service.

My breath caught in my throat, heart pounding in my chest. I'd finally found her. Elizabeth was here.

It had been nearly two weeks. Two weeks since I came home from my day of college debauchery to find my new house empty, my harem gone, and an angry note left on the doorstep. I still had no idea what happened – if they'd been stolen by another mind controller, kidnapped by one of Frank's cronies, or if their programming just wore off, but either way the effect was the same. The girls, the women that I had turned in my hypnotic harem had fled, leaving behind threats not to follow them or they'd go to the press. Even then, that had made me roll my eyes – who in their right mind would believe a story like the one I'd lived for the last six months – and so far, I hadn't heard a peep from anyone in authority: no cops, no lawyers, no reporters banging down my door. A more callous guy probably would have just shrugged his shoulders and started hypnotizing women from scratch, and the thought had occurred to me more than once that what I was doing was foolish. But I couldn't let it go. Why?

I knew exactly why. Because two of the girls in my harem were more than just fuckdolls to me; they were companions, friends. Lovers. Monica and Elizabeth had slid into the roles of “girlfriend” and “mistress” incredibly easily, but both were more than that – their relationship with me was a complicated dance of competitive oneupsmanship, pushing the envelope in how extreme our hypnotic sex games could be. The other girls were disposable, one-night-stands turned into fuckdolls, but I cared about Monica and Elizabeth.

Not long after they'd gone, I realized how much I wanted them back.

And now, my searching had let me here. Both of them had left no trail to follow – they had had lots of cash – but my ability to brainwash people gave me access to to methods of investigation normal people only dreamed of. I still had no clue where Monica had run, but I'd learned that Elizabeth took a job as a house cleaner under an assumed name. This house, in fact – the house of a rich, sexy celebrity. Was that a coincidence? Or was all this part of some game I didn't understand?

My mind flashed on the possibility that I was being led into a trap. If some powerful hypnotist had taken control of Elizabeth, had overwritten my programming with his or her own, what else could they have done. What couldn't they do?

I shook my head. I'd cross that bridge when I came to it.

I exited the car and locked it with the key fob, which made a pleasant, cheerful little chirp. I'd have to buy one of these later.

The place looked even better inside than the outside made it seem. A huge marble staircase dominated the entryway, with hallways on either side. Paintings and sculptures were everywhere, pieces of art that I was sure Farrah had neither picked out or even cared how much they cost.

The sound of running water reached my ears before I was halfway to the kitchen. I came out of a long hallway to find it, a massive, modern concept kitchen that wouldn't have looked a bit out of place as backdrop for some celebrity chef on a TV show. And in the middle of the tile floor, scrubbing on her hands and knees with a damp sponge, was Elizabeth.

Just the sight of her, bent over and presenting, made my cock stiffen in my pants. Her hair was up in a bun with chopsticks and she was wearing less makeup than usual, but other than that she looked almost exactly the same as the last time we'd been together. Her outfit was even different than the ones I'd seen at her home office – she'd done herself up like a French maid, in a tight black dress and cap. Maybe she was hoping to entice some actor paying Miss Fawkes a visit; no matter the reason, she looked damn good.

After a moment, she stopped scrubbing and glanced over her shoulder. Her eyes grew large as saucers and her mouth dropped open.

“You,” she whispered.

I could see the fight-or-flight response burning behind her eyes as she weighed whether to run or attack me. I held my hands up in a gesture of surrender.

“Woah, hold on a sec,” I said. “I'm not here to hurt you. I just want to talk...”

Her eyes slammed shut; an instant later her hands were over her face.

When she finally spoke, all traces of panic were gone from her voice – she was as calm as if we'd just run into each other over dinner. “If you don't want me to scream, you'll have taken those glasses off when I open my eyes.”

I did as she said – took the glasses off and slid them into the jacket of my suit. No sense in causing a scene. The world looked a little duller without the overlay – I hadn't realized how used to seeing things with MasterTech data all over it I had gotten.

Her lips moved, counting silently to ten, then she dropped her hands. She glanced around, looking for my glasses, then I tapped the breast pocket of my jacket.

“Right here,” I said. “I wasn't kidding – I just want to talk.”

She glared at me. “What is there to talk about, Spencer? I thought the note we left you was perfectly clear.”

“I...” Now that I was here, I suddenly found it difficult to put into words exactly why I'd made all this effort. The words I wanted to say just wouldn't come.

“I wanted to know what happened,” I finally said. “Did someone steal you from me, or...”

I wasn't expecting what happened next. The angry face she'd shown me collapsed, replaced with one full of abject misery. It was like I'd kicked her puppy.

“Oh,” she said, eyes shining with sudden wetness. “No, I just...I don't know what happened, exactly. When you went to college, we were sad, of course – but we knew how to pass the time. We dressed up, we ate each other out, we practiced the things we knew you liked...we had a regular Sapphic lovefest.”

She shook her head as if dispelling a wonderful dream. “And then...one morning we woke up, looked at each other, and realized that whatever you did to us, it was gone.”

“It just wore off?” I was surprised. “I...I had no idea that could happen.”

“Neither did we,” she said. “We were so angry, Spencer. We were both hit with the full realization of how much we'd been used, all at once. But at the same time...”

Her arms came up to encircle her shoulders, a gesture I wasn't sure if she was aware of or not. “It was like being an addict, you know? One who's suddenly gotten clean. We wanted to be using again – we wanted to keep feeling the way we felt about each other – and when we couldn't, we got so angry...”

So that was it. I wanted to reach out and hold her, tell her everything was alright, but I knew if I did she'd run. “So you started cleaning houses?”

She laughed ruefully. “I lost my job as a stewardess, you know. Disappearing for two months will do that. And the money we took from you didn't last as long as we expected. Don't expect me to feel sorry about that, by the way.”

“I'm not,” I said. “I wish I'd given you more. You deserved more.”

“We blew it all,” she said. “We blew through it so fast, trying to...” She stopped, covered her mouth with a hand.

“To what?” I asked.

“To have fun. God, it hurts to admit this, but I had so much fucking fun when I was with you, Spence. That feeling you gave me, whenever you complimented me or told me how beautiful I was, how sexy...God, I felt like the most awesome girl in the world. And that was on top of being rich as hell and able to satisfy my every sexual desire.”

She laughed and shook her head.

“You miss it, don't you?”

She shot me a sarcastic look – a little bit of the Elizabeth I knew so well peeking out from behind her eyes. “I'm stuck here cleaning toilets for a rich bitch who keeps calling me Elsa. I miss it every fucking minute.”

My fingers strayed towards my pocket. “And are you still angry?”

Before she could respond, I heard the sound of footsteps, approaching fast.

“What the hell are you doing? Fernando needs that kitchen clean an hour ago so he can start cooking for the barbeque...who the fuck are you?”

Standing in the entranceway, wearing a bathrobe and a pair of dark sunglasses, was Farrah Lynn Fawkes.

She looked from Elizabeth to me, then back to Elizabeth. “What is this bullshit? Did you think you could sneak your friend in, give him a tour of the house or something?”

Elizabeth regarded her employer coolly and glanced back at me. “I am angry,” she said, jerking a thumb at Farrah, “but not at you.”

Oh.

Beneath her glasses, Farrah's face turned a bright shade of crimson. “Oh, that's it,” she said. “I'm calling security right now. You're getting fired, and you, whoever you are, you're getting fucking arrested for trespassing...”

Her voice trailed off. She stared at me, eyes slowly going glazed. In the moment of chaos, I'd whipped my glasses out of my pocket and slipped them back on, and now Miss Fawkes was in my sights.

“Actually,” I said, “I'm supposed to be here.”

“Yeah,” Farrah said, sounding dazed. “You're supposed to be here.”

“You're just going to stand right there and chill while I speak to my friend here,” I assured her. The box framing her body went green and disappeared – the sync was perfect now.

“Yeah, I'm cool,” she said slowly. “You two...you two do your thing.”

“God, I don't know how many times I've wished I could do that,” Elizabeth said.

I shook my head, looking over the dreadful scene. “This isn't for you, Liz. That's obvious. Why don't you come with me? Live the life you're supposed to have. With me and Monica.”

For a long, long moment our eyes met, and I watched a thousand warring emotions conflict on her face. It was the hardest thing in the world, to stand there knowing all it would take was one small hypnotic nudge to seal the deal, to make her mine. But I wouldn't do it. This was a decision I wanted her to make for herself.

And a moment later, I knew what the answer was going to be.

“I'm sorry,” she said, shaking her head ruefully. “Really, I am. We had so much fun together, and I really do miss it. It was a blast. But that woman you made me...she's not the real me. I've got to experience life on my own terms, whatever the cost.”

I nodded. “I understand. I respect that decision. And, for the record, it was fun as hell for me, too.”

A wicked smile crossed her face. “Well, I wouldn't be averse to a little bit of help, Spence. Just for old time's sake?”

I followed her gaze to where Farrah stood, half-tranced and completely under my control. Old time's sake, I thought with a smirk.

“Once more with feeling?” I asked.

At her nod, I made my move. “Do you know what this girl's name is?” I asked Farrah, turning the full force of the glasses on her.

She shook her head. “No. I don't.”

“Her name is Elizabeth,” I said, “and she's your mistress. You're completely, head-over-heels in love with her.

She looked past me to Liz, her eyes snapping open into trance. Her mouth dropped.

“I...I do love you,” she whispered. “God, I'm so sorry for the way I've treated you, Mistress! Please, let me make it up to you...”

“You want nothing more than to worship her,” I said. “Worship her cunt.”

“Yessss,” she whimpered, loosening the sash on her bathrobe. It fell to the floor, revealing a tight string bikini that revealed far more than it concealed. Miss Fawkes must've been sunbathing when she heard us.

“Wow,” Elizabeth said, her tone tinged with awe. “You really are the hottest woman in Hollywood.”

“Let me taste you, Mistress,” Farrah said, her voice perilously close to babbling. “Please, I swear you'll never have to work for me again. Let me work for you, please! Let me make you feel good...”

She sank to her knees, going into a gesture of pure submission. Her glasses slid off her nose and clattered to the floor.

Elizbeth grinned like a fox who'd just been made sheriff of the henhouse. She strode to the couch, slid off her panties, and spread her legs, lying back into the plush fabric.

“Well, come on,” she said icily, fixing Farrah with a gaze of command. “Get to worshiping your Mistress.”

Christ. My cock was stiff as a board in my pants. I needed release – my balls hadn't been trained by an expert slut in days, and there were two prime pieces of ass about to get down and dirty right in front of me.

Liz saw my erection bloom and gave me a lopsided smile. “Come on, Spence,” she said, patting the seat next to her. “Once more with feeling, right?”

I came around just as Farrah's warm, wet mouth met Elizabeth's pussy. Liz gave a little cry of triumph and ground her body against the couch, spreading her legs further to give me an enviable view of her glistening lips, spread by Farrah's tongue.

“If you told me a week ago that Farrah Lynn Fawkes would've been going down on me, I would've said you were fucking crazy,” Elizabeth gasped. “Mmh, Jesus that's good...you've done this before, haven't you? How much cunt have you had to eat to get film roles, you annoying bitch?”

Farrah's reply was muffled.

“This is really turning you on, isn't it?” Elizabeth reached forward and stroked my erection through my pants. “You like her? Jerked off to her movies a few times?”

“Who hasn't fantasized about her?” I asked, taking in her submissive slurping and bikini body with a gesture.

“Fuck, I've missed this cock...I've always gotten such a thrill out of splitting bitches with you, Spencer. I want to watch you show this little tramp who's boss.”

She didn't have to tell me twice. I was off the couch in a flash, zipper down and cock standing proudly in salute to the mesmerized starlet. Her thong bottom slid to the side effortlessly; my cock pressed into her hot, wet folds.

A note of panic entered Farrah's moaning. I couldn't understand what she was saying, but apparently Elizabeth could, because she let out a harsh laugh.

“Yeah, you take him bareback, you little slut. I don't care if you get knocked up – hell, I want you to. I've wanted to humiliate you like since the moment I started working for you.”

I grabbed Farrah's hair and forced her deeper into Elizabeth's cunt, jamming her tongue into her innermost folds. Meanwhile, I pounded her from behind. Her pussy was everything I could have ever dreamed of: tight, wet, intensely welcoming. You know how you never realize how hungry you are until you have a tiny bite of food? I had no idea how deprived and horny I'd been until her pussy brought me back to life.

I slid into her with long strokes, savoring the looks on both of their faces – Elizabeth's ecstasy and Farrah's struggle to breathe.

“Fuck yes! Give me that tongue, you nasty little whore! I bet you've never had a red carpet experience like this one, have you?”

Before Farrah could respond, Elizabeth's body went taut as a bowstring, her fingers digging into the couch and her head tossed back on the cushion. Her pert little ass rose up on its own as she climaxed, sweat dripping down her tits. I'd watched Elizabeth orgasm in a dozen different positions and locations, but I never got tired of watching that girl come. The sight of it thrilled me; brought me close to climax.

With her orgasm done, Liz relaxed her grip on Farrah, letting the girl slow down and lick her languidly, gasping with little aftershocks. Elizabeth's tongue was also loose – now that she'd gotten hers, she wanted to see me drive a load into Farrah Lynn Fawkes, and was willing to say anything to make it hot as possible.

“Is that little slut still tight, Spencer? Or have all those casting directors stretched her pussy out too much for you to enjoy it?”

“Oh, it's fucking tight,” I said. I couldn't choose what to focus on: Farrah's bouncing ass, her tits, or the sweaty post-coital sight of my favorite mistress trying her damnedest to talk me off.

“Yeah, I bet she's tight. She probably does all sorts of exercises to tone up that snatch. Doesn't it feel good, riding up and down on your cock, Spencer? Don't you just want to shoot your big, fat load inside her, let her milk your cock dry? Everytime you see this stuck-up bitch in a commercial from now on, you can turn to the girl you're with and say, I dominated that slut, you know that?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I panted. The world went white-hot with pleasure.

“Come in her, Master,” Elizabeth cooed. “Do it now.”

I did.

When Elizabeth said big, thick load, she wasn't exaggerating – it felt like all my pent up anger, anxiety and fear was draining from my body through my balls, turned into hot ropes of sticky, sweet come. Farrah let out a low, dismayed moan as my unprotected load filled her creamy cunt, but stayed otherwise silent, her mind locked in trance. I locked eyes with Elizabeth and watched her smile. More than anything, I wanted our relationship to last – I didn't want this to be the last woman we shared, even if it was a Hollywood celebrity.

When we'd finished, we collapsed into each others' arms on the couch. Farrah stayed on the floor.

“Mmh...that was a nice going away present,” Elizabeth said, languid and relaxed. “How long do you think she'll do what I say?”

“Probably about as long as you did,” I said, eyes roaming over her body. I wanted to remember every inch of her. “Why?”

She shrugged. “I have some plans. I'm sure as hell not going back to maid work, that's for sure. Miss rich bitch is going to make sure I never have to work again.”

She shot me one of the arch glances I knew so well. “Unless you have a problem with the morality of that?”

“I'd be a hell of a hypocrite if I did,” I said, laughing.

She laughed – then her face went serious. “Thanks, Spencer. For this-” she nodded towards Farrah, “and for respecting my decision.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Yeah.”

We sat on the couch for an awkwardly long moment, holding each other.

After a few minutes, Elizabeth gently removed herself from my arms. “Well, I have some things to take care of. It's been fun, Spence. Come on, Farrah...”

“Wait,” I said. “I need you to do something for me.”

She stopped mid-stride. “Sure. What?”

The last thing I wanted to do was ruin the moment; sour our last meeting. But I had no choice. “Monica.”

Her face darkened. “What about her?”

“I know you know where she is,” I said. “Please...”

“What, tell you where she is? So you can brainwash her with those glasses and put her right back where she was?”

It hurt, but I'd been preparing for it. “I didn't do that to you,” I pointed out.

“That's right, you didn't,” she said, crossing her arms. “But Monica is different. We both know that. And I think you realize, deep down, that you're letting me go because you have her. I don't hold that against you, but its true.”

Ouch. “Liz. I swear...”

“The answer is no, Spencer. If she wants to find you, she will. I'm sorry...”

Looking back on the moment, I realized I had been planning this for weeks. From the instant I discovered they were gone. But I'd hidden it from myself until now.

“I won't hypnotize her,” I said. A smirk gradually crept over my face as I realized what I was about to say. “I won't be able to.”

“What?”

“Because I won't have these,” I said, taking off my MasterTech glasses. “These belong to you, now.”

I thought I had seen every possible emotion on Elizabeth's beautiful face. I couldn't have been more wrong.

“Spencer, no,” she said, aghast. “Those things are a part of you...”

“I don't want them any more,” I said. “I want Monica back, and I think I can do that without brainwashing her if you'll give me the chance.”

Elizabeth wasn't looking at me; she was staring at the glasses like they were a viper. A golden, diamond-encrusted viper.

“You're serious,” she said.

“They're yours,” I said, and tossed them to her.

She caught them one-handed and slid them on her face in one motion. Her eyes widened. “New user detected, calibrating settings...” she recited, staring into the distance. “Oh, wow.”

“They look great on you,” I said. “Take good care of them.”

She wasn’t staring at me any more. She was watching icons pop up in mid-air, tutorials unfurling. A whole new world opening up right in front of her, with all her wildest dreams at her fingertips. It gave me a warm feeling of nostalgia.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered. “This is incredible...”

She turned around, grabbed a memo pad next to the phone and scrawled something on it. It was an address.

“This is her apartment,” Elizabeth said. “She moves around a lot, and I haven't talked to her in nearly a week, but that's the best I've got. Good luck.”

I gave her a hug and a quick kiss. “Thanks, Liz. You're the best.”

I left her still in shock, standing in the middle of the kitchen puzzling out the glasses' functions. I was pretty sure she'd grasp it quicker than I had, being on the business end of it so many times. I felt a sense of peace and rightness walking out the door – somehow I knew I'd started a new adventure, the same as whoever sent me the things in the first place. Paying it forward.

The mansion receded in my rear-view mirror. I had one last thing to set right.



Augmenting My World
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It looked just like any other house.

It was on a quiet suburban street, far from the highway and right on the water. All the windows were dark, giving the impression no one was there, but there was a late-model sedan sitting in the driveway that had been sitting there the whole time I'd been watching.

It was exactly the kind of place she'd pick, I thought for the twentieth time. Monica loved the water.

The address Elizabeth had given me had been a slim thread to go on, but I'd tracked her from an apartment in the city to a suburban condo, then finally here. This had to be it; if what Liz had told me about their financial situation after leaving my harem were true, she probably wouldn't have the funds to move again.

Monica was here; the girl next door. The first girl I'd seduced with the power of my MasterTech glasses.

Unconsciously, my fingers strayed to the bridge of my nose, expecting to touch my glasses. It was still strange not to have them. I missed them in surprising ways: the filters they put over my humdrum, everyday life, the information I had at my fingertips – not to mention the ability to turn women into mindless, sex-addicted fuckdolls with a few choice words.

Well, that part of my life was over, I thought, opening the car door and stepping out. I'd handed those glasses over to Elizabeth a few days ago as we stood in the kitchen of a Hollywood superstar's palatial mansion, having turned the nubile young actress into our personal sex slave. I'd changed everything when I'd tossed those black frames to Liz.

“It was the right decision,” I whispered. Monica wasn't like Elizabeth; the two had joined me under similar circumstances, sure, but Liz had asked for it. Begged us to be a part of the adventure, a member of our brainwashing crew of deviants.

Monica was different, she was both more and less than a girlfriend to me, simultaneously. I hoped that without my glasses she'd see that I was serious, that the real me cared deeply about her even without the power to make her come at my command.

The door was unlocked. I froze, wishing for a second I had brought some kind of weapon. What a stupid thing to think. Monica's on the run, hiding from what she thinks is a hypnotic monster. The door being unlocked is a damn godsend.

Inside, the living room was dark. At the back of the room, a glass door opened onto a porch overlooking the lake, letting in the only light. I took a few hesitant steps into the room.

“Monica? Are you in here?”

The lights cut on.

I held up a hand, shielding my eyes. I could see someone sitting at the kitchen table, a few feet away from the door. Were they covering all the entrances, or keeping themselves close to an escape route?

As my vision adjusted to the light I saw her, sitting behind the table as if she'd been waiting for me to show up for dinner. It was Monica, hands in her lap, and a pair of black wire-rim glasses on her face.

My glasses?

“Hello, Spencer,” she said. Her smile felt both triumphant and sad. “Don't move.”

Instantly I felt every muscle in my body tense up, eager to fulfill her command. I tried taking a step – couldn't. My vocal cords refused to produce sound.

She stared at me a moment. Whatever invisible scales she was weighing me on were a mystery to me. Finally her gaze met mine, and a look of shock and confusion came over her features.

“Your glasses,” she said. “Where are they?”

Try as I might, I couldn't answer. An instant later, Monica remembered.

“Oh. You can speak.”

“I gave them to Elizabeth.” It came out in a rush, like my throat was grateful to have its privileges back. “Who obviously gave them to you.”

She had the upper hand in every sense of the word, yet I could see my words took her aback. “You gave Liz the MasterTech glasses? Holy shit.” A sudden smirk spread across her face. “Guess it wasn't as noble a gesture as you intended.”

“I should have known she'd betray me,” I said bitterly. “I bet she couldn't wait to get them to you. How long had the two of you been planning this?”

She cocked her head. “Planning? I don't...oh!” She laughed, loud and long, and the sound made my heart sink into my belly.

“You really don't know, do you?” A teasing lilt came into her tone.

“Know what?”

“Hang on.” She stood up, walking into the kitchen. Since I couldn't move my head, she was soon outside of my vision.

“Don't go anywhere,” she said with a giggle.

When she came back, she was carrying a slender laptop. She set it on the counter and turned it on. “These aren't your glasses, Spencer.”

“Bullshit,” I said. “There's only one pair of those glasses, and I'm looking at them.”

She shook her head. “Not anymore. Have a look. You can move again, by the way.”

I relaxed my muscles with an audible groan of relief and stepped forward. On the screen was a shady-looking online website, one of those places you went if you wanted to buy knockoff purses from China or a Rolex that looks like the real thing. But there was only one item on sale.

They were an exact duplicate of the glasses on Monica's face. Of the glasses I had tossed to Elizabeth what felt like a lifetime ago.

“It went up a few days ago,” Monica explained. “No one's really sure who owns it or where it came from, but they're selling them. I bought a pair,” she pointed to her face, “and they work, Spencer. They work exactly like the ones you wore. And they weren't even all that expensive.”

My mind reeled. I couldn't accept it. “No,” I said, the words feeling like they were torn out of me. “That's not possible.”

“It is.” Now there was something like satisfaction in her voice. “You're not special any more, Spencer. Anyone with a couple hundred bucks can do exactly what you did. None of the big websites have picked up on this yet, but they will – and when they do, this site is going to go viral.” She folded her arms. “There'll be hundreds of people running around with this power. Pretty soon everyone will be wearing them, because its the only thing that can protect you from someone else wearing them.”

“Jesus.” I couldn't think of anything else to say. “Whoever did this is going to change the world.”

She made a noncommittal sound.

“Listen, I...” I froze. I was right in her crosshairs, and all the while she'd been behind my back, glaring into the back of my head. Like she was waiting for me to make the mistake.

“Before that happens,” she said, “I want you to know how it feels. To be under someone else's control, to be so lost in their power you actually think you want to be worshiping them.”

She touched my chest with a finger and gently pressed. “I want you to know what it felt like to be me.”

“It wasn't like that,” I said quickly. Too quickly.

“Shut up,” she commanded, bringing me to instant silence. She walked back to the kitchen table and hopped onto it, her pert ass bouncing on the wood. She spread her sinuous legs, giving me a view of the pale blue pair of panties she was wearing under her skirt.

“Get on your knees,” she said.

I didn't have a choice – I dropped like a stone, my knees hitting the hardwood floor with a thump that would've made me cry out if I'd been allowed to. I prostrated myself before her.

She stared down at me, relishing her power. After a moment, she crooked a finger. “Come here.”

I obeyed, moving across the floor. As I got closer, I could see that her panties were practically dripping – her cunt was as wet as I'd ever commanded it to be. She was high on the power, on the ability to exert her will over me.

Her mouth twisted in a lopsided grin. “Answer a question for me, and tell the truth. How many times in our relationship have you eaten me out?”

I answered automatically. “I don't know.”

“Was it more, or less times than you commanded me to deep-throat your cock? Because I seem to remember a long period where I woke you up that way, every morning...”

“It was less,” I blurted. “A lot less. You sucked me off way more often.”

She nodded. “I think your first act of contrition should be to help even the score a little.” She motioned between her outstretched thighs. “Eat my cunt, Spencer.”

I leaned forward, unable to stop myself – not even really wanting to stop myself. Monica was right about the imbalance in our oral sex routines, but that was more from my love of blowjobs than anything else. I didn't mind eating pussy – hell, I loved it. And Monica was wet and ripe and ready for my tongue.

Her snatch was warm underneath me as I slid her panties to the side and found her clit, encircling it gently with my fingers. I stroked back and forth, savoring the way her legs quivered uncontrollably with pleasure.

“I said eat me,” she said, “not finger me. I want it, now, slave.”

No time like the present, I thought. I leaned in, letting my tongue just barely graze the tip of her clit. The contact was like an electric shock.

“The best I've ever had,” she muttered, her voice hazy with lust. “Worship your goddess, Spencer!”

I went to work, pleasing her expertly with my lips, my tongue, even by grazing her clit with my nose as my tongue dove within her. I sort of understood what Monica had been talking about – this was unlike any pussy I'd ever eaten. Under her hypnotic power, I was totally focused on her pleasure, monitoring her little reactions so I could provide her the best experience possible.

I should have been doing this from the beginning, I realized.

As I picked up the pace, Monica's lust turned to delirium.

“That's right,” she said, taking my head between her hands and pressing me against her sex, “I want you to worship me! I want you to make me feel exactly the way I made you feel! I want you to want that, Spencer!”

I kept going, so lost in the moment that it took a surprisingly long time to realize her last words had had no effect on me. I felt no compulsion, no invisible hand pushing me forward.

“I want you to want this,” she hissed. With a jerk, my eyes were up, no longer pointed at her snatch but at her eyes, buried behind those black frames.

“I command you,” she said. “You want this. You want to serve me, for the rest of your life. You want me to come like a fountain every day, to fuck me until I beg you to stop. I want you to love me, Spencer, exactly the way you made me love you!”

I still felt nothing, no compulsion. And suddenly, I knew exactly why.

I moved without thinking, closing the distance between us with a lunge. Her look of dominance turned to one of utter shock as my lips met hers. An instant later, she relaxed against me, our bodies meeting in a mind-meltingly hot kiss. Her hands came behind my head and pulled me close, our tongues entwining.

Her glasses slid off the side of her nose and clattered to the floor.

She broke off the kiss, face flushed with arousal. “How?” she asked weakly. “You should have been frozen to the spot. My command...my power...”

“I didn't feel anything,” I admitted. “Because you were commanding me to feel things I already felt.”

Her harsh facade collapsed. Tears sprang to her eyes, and an instant later she was hugging me close, her face buried in my chest.

“It's true, oh christ it's true...” her voice was muffled but still audible.

“It is,” I said, holding her close. She'd commanded me to love her, to want to be with her forever, to have me serve her in all the ways she'd served me. And she'd just proven to herself, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that it was exactly what I wanted, too.

“I'm so sorry,” she said, wiping tears from her eyes. “I've been so stupid-”

I cut her off with another kiss. Whatever apologies she was about to make, they didn't matter.

A moment later, she was grinding against me, the already-slick warmth of her stimulated pussy pressing against my raging hard-on.

“Fuck me, Spencer,” she groaned around my tongue. “God, I'm so wet for you!”

I eagerly obliged, hands at my belt. With two pairs of hands it went twice as fast; good thing, because I was pretty sure Monica was more than willing to rip my clothes off if it would get me inside of her that much faster.

“I love you, Master,” she whispered as I entered her cunt. “I love you so, so much.”

We moved as one person, one sinuous, ecstatic mass, our hearts pounding in our chests. We knew each other so well, had touched and tasted and pleasured each others' bodies dozens of times, but never like this. I'd never fucked her without dominating her, commanding her to take my seed like a little hypno whore. I watched her twitch and shudder with a thousand different emotions, clinging to me as I filled her up again and again.

“I want to serve you, Master,” she confessed, nibbling at my earlobe as I thrust deep within her. “Tell me what to do.”

I grabbed her hair and tugged, bringing her slender neck into view. I covered it in tiny nibbled while her body bent under the force of my grip.

“I want to take you from behind,” I said.

She slid off my cock and turned around, shimmying onto the table and spreading her legs. Her ass cheeks spread as well, giving me a view of her tight little pucker and the swollen, glistening lips of her pussy.

I slid the head of my cock between her lips until it disappeared, making her gasp with pleasure.

“Yeah,” I muttered into her ear. “That's just what I want.”

I fucked her from behind, savagely. I didn't need glasses to dominate her – she wanted it. She craved being taken from behind by my hard, thick cock. It made her feel like a real woman, a real servant, a real lover.

She was so snug that in no time at all I felt my balls begging for release. Monica felt it, too, and decided that talking me over the edge would be the hottest thing she could do.

“You like that fucking pussy, Spencer?” she asked, arching her back and riding me harder.

“Fuck yeah I do.”

“Take a good look.” She spread her ass cheeks wide, letting me see every inch of my shaft as it fucked her, covered in her cream. “I want you to see exactly what you're doing to me, Spencer. I want you to feel like a real man.”

“Don't you want to come?” she purred. “Come on, doesn't my pussy feel sooo good? All those little ridges, running up and down the sides of your cock like it was made just for you, driving you nuts...wouldn't it feel so good to blow your big, hot load deep inside me?”

God damn, she was dirty!

“I'm not wearing a condom,” I said.

She laughed. “Spencer, if you ever wear a condom, baby, I will kill you. I want to feel every drop of that thick load hit my walls. Come for me now, Spencer, please baby come for me...”

I couldn't hold it back any more. Burst after burst of sweet, sticky seed poured from my cock as I came, like my whole body was being put through the wringer and squeezed dry. I came longer and harder than I ever had before, until my face was numb and my knees were shaking with every tiny motion inside Monica's cunt.

As I came out of it, I saw her slumped against the table and it took me a long moment to realize she had came as well. The streaks of dried tears ran through her makeup, giving her a trashy look that made me want to throw her down and fuck her again right then and there.

“Mmh,” she purred sleepily, laying back onto the table. “I missed that so much, Spencer.”

“I missed you too,” I said.

She slid her panties back into place – they were already getting sticky with my seed – and hopped back down to the floor. She pulled me into a hug.

“Never again, okay?” she asked.

“Um...do you mean hypnosis, or leaving you, or...?”

She smirked and punched me lightly on the shoulder. “Of course I meant don't ever leave me again, Spence. Christ, of course I want you to hypnotize me again. I love the way you make me come for you. But...”

I looked down at her. “But what?”

“Well,” she said. “Why don't we both get a pair of glasses? That way things'll be...I dunno, equal. Or at least a little bit more so. Not that I don't love you showing me all that primal, girl-on-bottom stuff,” she said with a little shudder of pleasure.

I thought it over for a moment and smiled. “Yeah. Yeah, I think I'd like that.”

I glanced past her, to where the laptop lay sitting on a corner of the table, almost on the floor. The website was still up – an order page for a pair of MasterTech glasses.

Glasses anyone could buy, I realized. I still couldn't believe it. So many people, men and women, rich and poor, were going to have the same power I had. What kind of crazy shit would they get up to? It made me grin just thinking about it.

I filled out the fields (thankfully, Monica's address was already pre-filled) and clicked ORDER.

Elizabeth was going to be so jealous, I thought.

After I was done, I picked the glasses up off the floor. Monica stared at me, obviously expecting me to put them on. To go back to being Master, instead of Spencer. To telling her what to do, how to fuck, when to come like a fountain.

And I would, I realized. Eventually. But for now...

I tossed the glasses to her, laughing at the shocked look on her face. “Come on,” I said. “Let's go on an adventure.”





Part Three: Tales of the Magic Glasses
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Oh wow, I thought, pulling into the driveway. Looks like somebody finally moved into the house next door.

The house next to mine had been vacant for so long that I had to do a double-take at the sight of a car and a smallish moving van in the driveway. So somebody had finally bought the place. I was beginning to think it would stay empty and unsold forever. 

“Guess I should go introduce myself,” I said, glancing in the rear-view mirror. I had gotten off work, but I looked good – there was a slight five-o'clock stubble on my cheeks, but besides that I still looked sharp and professional in my dress shirt and slacks. Certainly presentable, at any rate. 

I was sure we'd get along just fine. And if we didn't...

Well, the newest addition to my wardrobe sat squarely on my face: a pair of black wire-frame glasses. I was still getting used to them, having just acquired them from shady website online. But they were the real deal; I'd already tested them on myself in a mirror, even if I'd been too nervous to try them on anyone else as of yet. The things I could do with these glasses...

I smirked at my reflection. If they didn't like me? No chance of that happening with these babies.

I shut off the car and made my way across the lawn. I was staring down at the grass, thinking that it was long overdue for me to trim it with the mower, so I didn't see the woman come around the back of the moving van until I practically bumped into her.

“Hi there!” she said, her tone friendly and warm, with a hint of an accent I couldn't quite place. “You must be my new neighbor.”

I glanced up. Holy shit. 

High, firm tits, barely constrained in a tight tank top with a football team's logo on the front. Long, luscious legs in black leggings, ending in improbably tall fuck-me heels. Long blonde hair, glossy lips...wow. She must be nearly twice my age, I thought, but the hard-on I was getting in my pants didn't care. This woman was the total package.

I immediately knew exactly who my first test subject was going to be.

“I'm Cheryl.” The woman extended a hand. Her nails were long and immaculate – she must've spent nearly as much time at the salon as she did at the gym. I took it and gave it a squeeze.

“I'm Mark,” I said. “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

“Thanks.” She looked back at the house, nodded, then glanced back at me. “Real nice place – fell in love with it the minute I saw it.”

“Did you just get here?” The load on the truck was large but not that large, meaning she either traveled light or had been here a while.

“A few hours ago. I couldn't stand the thought of tackling these after such a long drive, so I took a shower and had a little nap first.” She shot my a sly smile. “And a drink.”

I should mention that all the while I was talking to Cheryl, my glasses were doing their magic. A faint white box outlined her body, and the word “Scanning” had been hovering over the center of her head for the last few moments. Finally there was an almost inaudible click, and the box turned a pale yellow. A few vital statistics appeared next to Cheryl's face before fading out – one caught my eye: arousal level. Low, it said. Recently sated.

Recently? Maybe a nap wasn't all Cheryl had needed to take care of before moving boxes.

Either way, I was about to start turning up the heat. With an eyeblink, I activated one of the modules I'd used earlier and let it run. When I'd tried it on myself in the mirror the other night, it had given me a raging hard-on in minutes, and made me hornier than I could remember being since I was a teenager. I was hoping it would do the same to her.

“You should let me help,” I said with a smile. “I'd be happy to help you get these boxes inside so you don't strain yourself.”

Her face grew dreamy for a moment, like she was listening to a sound coming from far away. A low mmmh of contentment escaped her lips. Then she snapped out of it abruptly, looking confused for a moment.

The big smile returned. “Absolutely! I'd be so grateful for the help! You sure are a nice guy, Mark.”

“Oh, no problem.” I turned, looking into the moving van. While there were fewer packages than I would have expected, there were still a good number of them – some of which looked pretty damn heavy.

“Any of these in particular you need out first?”

“Just work front to back.” I could feel her eyes on my back. “All the stuff up here goes in the living room. I'll let you know what goes in the bath and my bedroom. It shouldn't take a strapping young man like you any time at all!”

Intrigued, I glanced back over my shoulder. The box around Cheryl's body had deepened to a golden hue. It was working.

The first few trips into and out of the house went by in a blur. Cheryl flitted in and out of my vision, occasionally in the crosshairs of my glasses but just as often out of it, giving advice and encouragement. Whenever a tinier box was revealed, she picked it up and shuffled it into the house, disappearing for several minutes. 

Dammit, I thought. I was getting frustrated. Something I hadn't figured was that the glasses needed a constant bead on the target in order to work. I'd managed to get Cheryl into a bit of a flirty mood, but I was far from having her invite me into her bed for some primal, sheet-clawing fucking. I had to switch up my tactics.

The next box on the truck had BATHROOM written on the label in pink Sharpie. It was surprisingly light, so I slid it under my arm and headed up the steps into the house. After I dropped this one off, I told myself, I'd ask Cheryl for a drink. That would get her focused and in one place, and put her right in my sights. Then we'd see just how far these specs could push a person.

The bathroom was down a long hall, spacious and with a blindingly bright tile floor. A large, sauna-style shower with benches on either side dominated the far half of the room, while a full vanity and multiple sinks filled the rest. The room still carried the signs of Cheryl's shower; the air was a little warm and thick with water vapor. The whole room smelled like cherry shampoo and...

And something that made my cock harden again, instantly. The unmistakeable smell of wet, dripping sex.

I leaned down to drop the package next to the glass shower doors when something bright caught my eye. It took me a second to realize what it was, and when my brain made the connection it made my eyes widen and my cock throb in my boxers. Sitting on the bench closest to the high-pressure shower head was a long pink vibrator, shaped like a cock.

I let go of the box and leaned into the large stall. The air was thicker here, and my glasses fogged for a moment or two before vibrating gently, instantly clearing. Nice feature. The vibe was just sitting there, as if Cheryl had forgotten about it the moment she'd milked every last drop of pleasure she could get from instrument. I could just picture her pleasuring herself, making her lithe body come under the jets of hot water in her brand-new home. Had she been sitting down, or had she wanted to stand, to feel the water beat down on her ripe, heaving tits, let it run down to cool off the furnace between her legs...

A little sound behind me made me jump and turn around. Cheryl stood there, a look on her face that was somewhere midway between embarrassed and naughty.

“I was just coming in here to move that,” she said, glancing behind me. 

I let the moment stretch out – not to be a jerk, but because as I stared at her, the boxes the glasses had placed around her body deepened from gold to a bright, floral pink. As I watched, her breathing quickened, her face flushed and I could swear I saw her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric of her tank top. There was no doubt about it; being caught with her sex toys by a stranger was turning her on. Would the thrill of it have done the trick without the glasses, I wondered? Or was this all my creation? Either way, I didn't care.

A slow smile spread across her face. “Well don't looked so shocked,” she said teasingly. “It's not like you found a body in there or anything.”

“No, I was just...” Hell. She was red-hot, if I couldn't make her my fuckdoll now, there was no hope. “I was imagining bad things.”

She bit her lip. “Mmh, so was I. That drive was so long, the first thing I had to do was unpack my shower stuff and have a little quality time with Mr. Pink. I'm not ashamed of that; I'm an adult, and so are you. I bet you do it in the shower all the time.”

She stepped closer to me. I could see lust shining in her eyes.

“How do you do it, Mark? Do you stroke yourself off in the shower, or do you wait until you're in bed to do it? Or do you jerk your big cock off behind the wheel of that fancy car I saw in your driveway, because you just can't help yourself when the urge strikes?”

I could feel heat rolling off her and it wasn't from the shower. 

Instinctively, I blinked open a menu in my peripheral vision and opened up the folder marked 'COMMAND MODE'. This was the other module I'd experimented with when I first got the glasses – in fact, it had been left on what passed for a 'desktop' on this thing, as if whoever built it had wanted me to find it first. I knew that if I told her to do something while it was active, her mind would accept any rationalization to make it feel like she wanted to do it. 

It was like a genie, I thought with growing excitement. Your wish is my command.

“You know, I've been so nice to you, Cheryl,” I said, getting close enough to slip a hand around her waist and pull her to me. 

“Mmh, yeah you have,” she agreed. Her fingers slipped under my shirt, stroking the taut firmness of my belly, moving up to caress the muscles of my chest. “You've been downright neighborly. Don't think a girl doesn't notice that.”

“I think you owe me, just a little bit,” I said.

She gave me a wide-eyed, innocent look, her eyes saying I know this is a game, but I'm so thirsty I'm happy to play along. “Whatever can I do to repay you, young man?”

“I want you to show me,” I said, my hand caressing her ass. “What you were doing in there.”

Her face registered confusion. “In where?”

“In the shower, just before I got here. I don't want to have to imagine what you were doing in there. I want to see it.”

She flushed. “You want me to...perform for you?”

“Yes.”

She bit her lip. “That sounds exciting. Well, if you insist...”

Moving past me (and oh, how I loathed to let that perfect, round ass go), she slipped into the shower, brimming with nervous energy. Had she really never done anything like this before? Maybe I was bringing out a side of her she'd never known she had.

“Well, if I want to be true to what happened, first I'll have to get rid of this...”

She grabbed her tank top by the hem and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion, then tossed it at me. It soared over my shoulder and came to rest on the tile floor. When I looked back, she was grinning – and the boxes around her body were the bright red of Christmas ornaments. I toggled the display off with an eyeblink – I didn't need it anymore to know she was aching for sex.

Her breasts were better than I had imagined staring at her tank top. They hung from her like a woman half her age, with just the slightest hint of sag. Her nipples were already hard little nubs, just crying out for my mouth. The heavy air of the shower made them look juicy, so that it took everything I had not to rush forward and start sucking them.

Next came the leggings and heels, following similar arcs into the corners of the room. Her pussy was nicely trimmed, a pale blonde landing stripe above her swollen lips the only hair to be seen. Cheryl was obviously a girl who took care of herself from head-to-toe – I liked that.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” she blurted, covering it with an excited little laugh. “You're not going to start, like, filming this or anything, are you? I know how you young men are with your phones.”

The glasses were recording everything for posterity, of course, but there was no point in telling her that. I held up both hands to show I wasn't holding anything. “I'm unarmed,” I said with a smirk. “I want to see you touch yourself.”

“Well, now, it's been a long time since a man has said that to me.” She cut the water on, stepping aside from the spray as it warmed up. In seconds, clouds of steam were billowing from the inside of the shower stall – I was impressed with whoever installed her water heater.

“Can you still see me?” She asked.

“Yes,” I said, “but push yourself up against the glass a little bit. Give me a good show.”

An instant later, her body was pressed against the glass, writhing gently. She watched me watching her as I stared at the way her tits stretched against the glass, then moved down to watch the head of her vibrator teasing her slit. She let out a moan as her lips parted around the warm pink mass, sliding in against her slit and inside of her cunt inch by heavenly inch. 

I was already disrobing; she could see me doing it but said nothing. In seconds, my clothes were in a heap at my feet.

“God, you look so good,” Cheryl moaned, taking a step back and leaning one-handed against the glass. Her other hand was busy working the vibrator in and out of her pussy. 

“You want me to fuck you,” I said, and the words sent a shudder of pleasure through her. “Say it.”

She gasped. “I want you to fuck me.”

“You've always dreamed of having a young, hung guy like me give your pussy the pounding it really deserves.”

She whimpered. “Yes. Please, Mark, don't make me wait any longer.”

I stepped into the shower – it was every bit as warm as wet as I knew she was. Reaching between her legs, I pulled the vibrator from between her thighs and tossed it aside, provoking a grunt of frustration.

“Aren't you going to take those off?” She asked, looking at my glasses.

“I never take them off,” I said. The glasses refused to fog up in the hot shower, giving me a view of Cheryl as vivid as any porn film.

I sat down on the bench, looking her up and down approvingly. “You're very pleasing,” I finally pronounced.

Anther shudder of pleasure tore through her; giving her joy at serving me. 

“What would you like me to do?”

I gave her a wicked look through the torrent of water. “I know an experienced woman like you knows just how to treat me.”

She grinned. “Oh, you have no idea.”

I nodded. “Worship me.”

She sunk to her knees, not even flinching at the spray in her face. Her body fit between my spread legs like it was made for it; her mouth fit around my cock perfectly. I closed my eyes, laying back in contentment as she worked her expert mouth on my shaft.

“That's good,” I said, letting my fingers get tangled in her wet hair. “Show me how you treat a cock.”

After a few more deep, snug thrusts, she withdrew gasping.

For an instant, I was concerned; then I saw the look in her eyes. She wasn't having any trouble – she was rising to my challenge.

“Let me ride you and I'll show you exactly what I can do,” she cooed, hugging me close. Her wet, tight snatch wriggled in my lap like a hungry animal, searching for the shaft it needed. Her nails raked my chest, her lips found my neck and started kissing and sucking me with a hunger I'd never felt from a younger, less-experienced girl.

Then I was inside her, stretching the walls of her cunt with my hard cock, and I was in heaven.

Christ, she was tight! I had no idea – obviously Cheryl's devotion to taking care of herself extended everywhere. She had the pussy of a nasty co-ed and the moves of a cougar, and the combination had me fighting the urge to shoot my thick load inside her.

“Fuck me,” she begged, “harder! God, I haven't been fucked like this in years! You're so hot, and you're so big – fuck, I bet a young stud like you can fuck me all night!”

For a minute, it seemed like Cheryl might have gotten the upper hand on me – but I had one nasty surprise in store. Behind her back, clutched in my free hand was her vibrator, and as she rode me I pressed it against her back and let it slide down, snuggling its way between her ass cheeks.

Her eyes widened, but she didn't say anything. I wondered if she even could.

I guided the soaking wet tip of her vibe to her tight, warm pucker. It met resistance; then, with a gentle push, it slid deeper.

Cheryl groaned in surprise, her eyes rolling back in her head. Her rhythm changed; went from being in control to being used, fucked in two holes at once.

“Unnnh, what are you doing?” She managed to groan.

“Have you ever had a man back there?” I asked.

She shook her head, biting her lip at the mix of pain and pleasure.

“Well, young guys like me,” I said, my balls about to explode, “we expect it. I want to have your back door on command, ready whenever I want it. So we'd better get you ready back there.”

“Ohhh...yes, sir!” She shifted on the vibrator, bringing it another inch inside her. “Change is good! Mmh, that feels so wrong, but I like it! I feel so full...”

I was about to come any second. But there was something I had to do beforehand.

Fighting the tide of impending climax, I found the button that activated the vibrator and flipped it on.

Instantly, Cheryl came, bucking and thrashing on my cock, lost to the feeling of her own vibrator stretching her ass as I fucked her. I used her, made her my fuck toy – and my glasses made sure she loved it.

An instant later I felt myself let go, sweet relief filling my body. Burst after burst of come shot from my cock, filling Cheryl's tight little slit to the brim. I could feel her walls shaking with the vibration, milking every last drop of pleasure from my cock.

Finally, after what felt like a whole night's worth of pleasure, I gently eased Cheryl off me, removing the vibrator from her ass as I did. She collapsed next to me on the bench, letting out a loud sigh of contentment.

“Oh. Oh wow.” She looked at me and laughed, as if unable to believe what we just did. “I shouldn't let you see how much that took out of me.”

“Nonsense,” I said, caressing her thigh. “I bet you're already feeling like you could go again, couldn't you?”

She looked at me in confusion for a moment – then shuddered. My glasses had already restarted her arousal, removing any cooldown period she needed before another round of hard fucking. 

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “You make me feel like I'm eighteen again, Mark. And you certainly look ready for round two.”

I grinned. “This time I really want to dominate you,” I said. “You're going to show me how submissive you can be for me.”

She beamed, scooting over until she was practically on top of me.

“Absolutely,” she said, barely audible. “Whatever you say...Master.”

I smiled and pulled her back into my lap. I was going to like living next door to Cheryl.





Augmenting Her Taboos (Tales of the Magic Glasses Book Two)
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Chapter One

––––––––
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“Catherine? Is that you?”

I stood at the door of my brother's house, suitcase on the stoop next to me. He'd graciously agreed to let me stay with him and his girlfriend Catherine over the weekend because my favorite band was playing in their city and it was cheaper than a hotel, plus I hadn't seen him in forever. He was still at work, so I'd taken a taxi from the airport. He'd told me Catherine would be home to let me in – but this couldn't be her, could it?

The Catherine I knew was a sedate, mousey little slip of a girl, who had her nose in a book more than anything else. The woman greeting me, on the other hand, looked like she belonged on a billboard in her underwear, selling something.

Her face broke out in a huge smile and she pulled me into an embrace, hugging me so tight I could barely breathe.

“Amanda!” Her voice was higher-pitched than I remembered. “Oh, it's so good to see you! It's been too long!”

“Definitely,” I agreed, removing myself from her grip. “That really is you, isn't it? You certainly have a new look...”

“Come in, come in!” she said, leading me inside. “I'm sure it was a long flight, and you'd like to relax. Can I get you a drink?”

“I'm fine, thanks – woah!” I looked around the room, plainly shocked. “You guys did not have to go to all this trouble for me!”

The place was spotless. It looked like a show house, something put together to sell the place, not a home where people lived. It wasn't unusual to clean when guests came over, but...well, my brother Thomas was the furthest thing from a neat freak, and I'd never seen Catherine do a chore before. Obviously something had changed.

“Oh, pshaw,” Catherine said, thrusting a manicured hand at me. “I just like to keep the place neat is all.”

“You did all this?” I was impressed. “Damn, where did you find the time?”

Looking over Catherine, I found something new to be shocked at every time I glanced at her. My brother's girlfriend had dyed her hair a blinding, platinum blonde. Her nails were long and glossy, almost as glossy as her swollen lips. The old Catherine had preferred baggy sweaters and jackets; now she was wearing a dress so tight it fit her like a second skin. And if she hadn't had some work done to her tits, I'd buy a new hat just to eat it. I had to know what had come over her to change her so radically.

“Oh, I have all the time in the world lately,” she said with a tiny smile. “Tommy didn't tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“I quit my job, silly.”

“What!?” This was the most shocking news of all. Catherine's job at the library was her life, her passion, something she devoted hours of volunteer work to in addition to her forty hours a week. And she'd just up and quit?

“I just figured, Tommy makes more than enough money for both of us,” she said in response to the look on my face. “And besides...I'm working on a little project now.”

Her hand strayed to her belly and gave me a shy, secret smile.

“No way!” My shocked face turned into a grin. “You're pregnant?”

“Not yet,” she assured me, holding up a hand. “We're still trying. Trying a lot,” she said with a laugh. “Your brother is quite the wild man, Amanda.”

That didn't square at all with the Tom I knew. “Well, I mean...I'm shocked. I'm happy for you, I'm just surprised.”

“We need to keep in better touch,” she agreed, nodding. “We should start now, with this visit. Tommy talks about you all the time, you know.”

I still wasn't quite able to wrap my head around the new Catherine, but I gave her a hug and got started unpacking my things. After I got everything into the guest room and hung up some clothes, I took a quick shower to clean off and decompress. I was drying off and wrapping my long, unruly hair up into a towel when I heard the sound of a car pulling up.

“Welcome home, baby!” I heard Catherine's voice, muffled through the walls. I smiled. It would be good to see Tommy again.

Then I heard something else. A low, throaty moan, barely audible through the walls. Followed shortly after by the sound of squeaking cushions. Was that...?

No way, I thought. I've just got a dirty mind.

Then I heard Catherine's voice. I could just barely hear her through the wall, but the words were unmistakeable.

“I want you to fuck me hard, Master!”






Chapter Two

––––––––
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I froze. A strange smile of disbelief spread across my face. No way.

I wrapped myself in a towel and opened the bathroom door slowly, careful not to make too much noise. As it opened, the noise coming from the living room became much clearer. Any doubts as to what was going on in there were instantly cleared.

“I love you so much, Tommy! You're so big inside me, baby! Can you feel how much you're stretching me out?”

Damn, she's got a mouth on her, I thought. No doubt about it – my brother and his girlfriend were going at it like rabbits, from almost the second he walked in the door. I thought that kind of thing only happened in the movies.

I stood there, wondering what I should do. On the one hand, he had to know I was here, right? So this was totally rude. On the other, I knew from Catherine that they were trying...so what if this was it? What if this was the blessed event, and I walked in and screwed it up? Maybe Catherine had been testing herself and realized that now was the best time for them to give it a shot?

Either way, I wasn't staying in the bathroom. I crept down the hallway, being as quiet as I could, until I got to the guest bedroom. I could at least get dressed before I interrupted them. What would they think if I busted in on them, totally naked?

They'd probably think I wanted to join in, I thought with a sick thrill. The idea of doing anything sexual with Tommy held no fascination for me, but Catherine...I wasn't a lesbian or anything, but something about that girl and the way she'd done herself up just oozed sex. If she'd come onto me the way she apparently came onto my brother the instant he got home, would I have been able to say no?

Good think I don't have to answer that question, I thought, closing the guestroom door behind me.

I got dressed quickly, the sound of Tommy and Catherine's hard, primal fucking still audible through the walls. 

“Are you going to come for me? I want you to – I can feel how tight your balls are against my slit. Wouldn't it just feel so good that hot, sticky come inside me?”

Whatever Tommy said in reply came out as a muffled grunt – unlike Catherine, he wasn't screaming. She was more than making up for him.

“Oh yeah, yeah, ohfuckbabyyesIcanfeelituuuuugh...!”

Catherine's voice reached a fever pitch and spilled over as she came, uttering a torrent of profanity. Even that turned into babbling as the delirious feeling of climax overtook her. I couldn't hear Tommy, but I had to assume he was blowing his load deep inside Catherine's cunt – how could he not with all that encouragement?

I counted to sixty to give them time to get themselves back into a somewhat decent state before going out, but somewhere in the forties the door creaked open and Catherine's head peeked inside.

“I am so sorry,” Catherine said, practically giggling. Her face had that post-coital sheen that let me know she hadn't faked a second of what had been going on in that living room. She looked very, very sated.

“Hey, it's okay,” I said, holding up my hands. “I mean, it was pretty awkward, but...”

She bit her lip. “He's just...God, your brother is so hot, Amanda! He knows exactly how to treat me!”

Woah – not cool. I was about to tell her how wildly inappropriate that was when the door swung completely open. My brother Thomas, Tommy to everyone who knew him, stood behind Catherine, a satisfied look on his face.

“Hey sis,” he said, a knowing smirk on his smug little face. “Didn't know you were here.”

Bullshit you didn't, I thought. I looked at him, expecting to be pissed – but instead I was amazed. This was Tommy? In the time since I'd last seen my brother, he'd dropped a good thirty pounds, replaced it with muscle, and grown a close-cropped beard that made him look about five years older and a hundred times more mature.

On his face were a pair of black, wire-frame glasses.

“Holy shit,” I blurted. “You look amazing!”

He laughed. “It's good to see you, too. Sorry about all that out there. Catherine gets a little carried away sometimes.”

“More than a little,” I said, shaking my head. “Whatever. I'm the guest here, I should show a little courtesy.”

“Let me make it up to the both of you,” he said with a grin. God, even his voice sounded better – more mature, richer somehow. “I picked up a couple of steaks from the grocery store on the way home, and I was just about to get out of this suit and toss them on the grill.”

“Can't,” I said. “Gotta get to the concert. Hell, I'm probably going to be late already, from...”

“The stuff,” he said, making a gesture. “Well, alright, how about I put them in fridge and make them tomorrow? You're staying tomorrow, right?”

'Yeah, sure, why not,” I said. Fuck, it really was late – they'd been going at it longer than I had expected. “I really have to go, though – sorry!”

“No worries,” he said, letting me through.

Ten minutes later, pulling onto the interstate, I'd nearly forgotten about the whole thing.






Chapter Three

––––––––
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I was more than a little drunk when I got back from the concert. It was late, and the house was dark. I made my way up the driveway slowly, trying not to tip over in my high heels.

The show had been great, but for some reason I hadn't been able to fully focus on it. Tons of guys had hit on me, of course – I was dressed to the nines in a tight black dress and fuck-me heels, like I'd been fantasizing about becoming one of the band's groupies or some shit. And normally I wouldn't have been back here – I'd either be in the band's tour bus, making the thing rock back and forth, or in the bed of some stud who'd seduced me after the show with his thick cock and smug smile. But...

But every time they got close, I admitted to myself, I kept thinking about Catherine and Tom.

There was something intoxicating about my brother's girlfriend. The way she hopped on his prick the instant he walked in the door, like she'd just been waiting for it all day. Like she was his servant, his whore. Like she was built for it.

I shook my head, grinning a stupid grin. Must be the alcohol talking.

I made it to the bathroom, brushed my teeth and splashed my face, then retreated to the guest bedroom, intending to pass out at my earliest opportunity. But instead, as I relaxed against the pillow, I heard something.

I scooted closer to the wall, until my ear was practically against it. The sound was low and rhythmic, rising and falling gently. For a minute I was tempted to dismiss it and say either Tom or Catherine had left their TV on, until the quiet was shattered by a high-pitched gasp, like (I don't know why it became so immediately clear in my mind) someone experiencing the greatest pleasure of their life and doing everything they could to keep quiet.

The low voice stopped for a moment, then continued. It was definitely Tom.

What the hell? They were going at it again, weren't they? They'd been banging, and they'd heard me come home, and decided to keep hush-hush about it. I could just picture Tom now, his cock buried deep in Catherine's dripping wet pussy, his hand over her mouth as he whispered some filthy dirty talk in her ear, pressing down to stifle the moans of pleasure he was bringing out of her. 

I was on my feet before I knew what I was doing. A more reasonable part of me thought it was crazy to barge in on my brother fucking his girlfriend, but I was too drunk and horny to care. I was going to give the both of them a piece of my mind.

I stomped down the hall – if they couldn't hear me coming, they were deaf – and tossed open the door at the end of the hall. I was expecting to see Tom and Catherine in the middle of a heated, primal bout of fucking – at the worst, half-asleep and wondering what the hell I was doing.

Instead, what I saw was neither.

Tommy sat on the edge of the bed, naked except for a pair of boxers wrapped around his ankles. His cock stood straight up, stiff as a board, leaking a fat drop of precum.

Between his legs was Catherine. Her shoulders rose and fell quickly with her heavy breathing, her back slick with sweat. Besides a barely-there pair of black thong panties she was naked, kneeling before him. She wasn't staring at his cock, however. She stared up at him with a look of perfect love and submission, a beatific smile on her face.

Straight into his glasses.

He stroked the top of her head, like a beloved pet. “Come for me again,” he whispered, loud enough that I could hear.

Her body reacted like it was struck by lightning; she arched her back and let out a quiet, high-pitched squeal of delight, bucking and thrashing in place. Only the whites of her eyes were showing.

“Shh, shh,” he said. He reached down and stroked her breasts, completely unselfconsciously. She purred like a cat and rubbed against his hand. “Good girl.”

“Thank you, Master,” Catherine whimpered. “Please let me worship your cock...”

“In a moment.” His gaze traveled from Catherine up to me, fixing me with those dark, dark glasses. Instantly my mind went blank, slack...I felt so malleable, so submissive, so completely open. I had never been so naked before.

My cunt was wetter than it had ever been in my entire life.

“Hey sis,” Tommy said, but I barely heard. The world had shrunk to the size of a pair of lenses, his eyes piercing my soul right through.

“You should go get your vibrator,” he said, a mischievous note entering his tone. “I know you've got it stashed under the guest bed.”

I was halfway back down the hall before I even became aware I was moving. I couldn't think about anything else other than doing what he said. All of a sudden, going and grabbing my vibe sounded like the best idea in the world, and all I wanted to do was to get it and show him I'd done what he asked. To show him I was a good little girl.

I fished under the bed and pulled out my soft pink vibrator. I hadn't had a chance to use it yet – and some tiny part of my mind that was still free was asking if I was about to use it now. I didn't care – any thoughts beyond what I had been told to do were slippery as eels, unable to be grasped for more than a fraction of a second. 

When I came back into the bedroom, things had already progressed. As I watched, my brain pumping a mixture of fear and arousal through my veins, Catherine took Tom's cock deep into her throat and made a low sound of pleasure, sucking and slurping at his shaft.

Tom glanced up, saw me, and smiled.

“It would feel really great,” he said, “if you used that vibrator on yourself while watching Catherine suck me off.”

Oh my God, yes it would, I thought. God damn that would be so hot. I wanted to frig my cunt, make myself quake with an earth-shattering climax, and I wanted to do it while Tom watched me. While my brother watched me. It was so filthy.

Why the hell was it making me so hot?

I slid the vibrator beneath my panties and gently pressed it against my clit, parting my swollen lips. Just the feel of it against my sex made me want to jump up and down with happiness.

Then I turned it on, and I was in heaven.

Tommy smiled triumphantly. “Come over here and share,” he said.

I started to move, but something inside held me back. He frowned, the motion making me feel like I was about to break out into tears.

“I can't,” I mewed, as if the very words hurt me. “It's...it's wrong. It's filthy.”

“Keep using that on yourself,” he said, nodding towards my vibrator. That command I had no trouble with – in seconds the hot, honey-sweet pleasure threatened to overwhelm me as I stretched the walls of my cunt.

“There's nothing wrong with feeling this way,” he said, like it was the most self-evident thing in the world. “We're both consenting adults, sis. What does it matter which pussy we came into this world from?”

I groaned. I could barely think – the vibrator and Tommy's glasses robbed me of all my higher reasoning

skills.

“You think this is hot,” Tommy said with a grunt, forcing his cock deep between Catherine's lips. “The fact that I'm your brother just makes it hotter. You love me, don't you, sis? You love me and care about me and all those confusing feelings would be in your head the whole time you ride my cock. You want to serve my cock, Amanda.”

“Yes...” I whispered. Giving in felt good. Better than good – no sexual experience I had ever had could hold a candle to what I was feeling. “I want you so bad, Tommy...”

“It's natural for you to want to serve me,” he said reassuringly. “Now came let Catherine show you how it's done.

Before I knew it, I was on my knees, shouldering Catherine aside for the privilege of being in the presence of my brother's cock. It shined with Catherine's spit, standing up straighter and harder than I could have ever imagined. 

Catherine brought her face to one side of it and gave me the naughtiest look I had ever seen. “Come here, baby,” she said.

Then we were kissing, making out, tongues entwined, with a fat cock between us. With my brother's cock shared between us, I thought, sending a thrill of excitement down my spine. We passed him from mouth to mouth, working up and down his shaft, savoring the musky, masculine taste of his stiff rod.

Tommy lay back, enjoying the show. Finally, just as I felt his breathing quicken with impending climax, he pulled us apart and took me by the shoulders, helping me to my feet.

“You want to ride me,” he commanded. “Ride me until I come.”

I wanted it. I needed it. I had to have it inside me, and it had to be right now. I knew exactly what to say.

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, straddling him. 

Catherine moved to the side, fingering herself as she passively observed our primal, incestuous fucking. I might have been on top, but Tommy had no intention of letting me feel like I was in control – he forced me down on him, thrusting hard inside me with strokes that hammered my g-spot. He manhandled my tits, using me like a little fuckdoll as I rode him. I was drunk on cock, high on the thrill of fucking my brother, and blissed out of my mind on hypnotic power. 

All I could think was: why had I never done this before?

“I'm going to come in you,” he grunted into my ear. “I think I'm going to fill your little cunt up. You like that?”

“Yes, Tommy!” I wasn't on the pill, and he wasn't wearing a condom, but I wouldn't have it any other way. Just the thought of his seed coating my walls sent me over the edge, plunging me into a screaming orgasm that left me sobbing and clutching his shoulders in a white-knuckle grip.

Just then, Tommy came, firing burst after incestuous burst of come inside my wet, warm pussy. Just the feel of it nearly had me coming my brains out again – it was so warm and filling, like discovering there was a part of me I hadn't known was missing until it was suddenly there. All the times I could have done this: when I came out of the shower and caught him peeping at me, staring at my young teenage tits beaded in shower spray, in college when he cruised my campus for hotties every weekend, any time. Well, I would make up for lost time now.

Catherine and I cleaned Tommy's cock, making each other sloppy with the remains of his seed. Then he looked down at us and said something I didn't hear. All of a sudden I could barely keep my eyes open – my arms and legs felt like they were made of lead. My head was warm and fuzzy like a comfy old blanket. All I could think of was how nice it would feel to sleep between these two warm bodies...

As I passed out, I heard Catherine echo me: “Yes, Master. I am so sleepy...”






Chapter Four – Epilogue

I woke to the feeling of Tommy's hands on me.

He let his fingers run up and down my body, caressing my breasts, trailing down my taut tummy, nestling in my secret crevices. He explored me like a new possession he owned, and in no time at all he was riding me, filling me with another hot load of come.

Catherine didn't mind – in fact, I get the impression she likes to watch. Or at least Tommy likes to make her – but she's not complaining. Neither of us are. We're so happy.

It took no time at all for Tommy to convince Catherine and I that me staying was a good idea. We could get lots of money from selling my condo, and Catherine was going to need someone to help out once the baby was born – after all, Tommy wasn't going to lift a finger. Not that he had to.

Life is wondrous here. I'm so fulfilled – my new family is closer than ever, and every night I go to bed in the arms of my brother and his hot bimbo wife. Mom and Dad might not understand, but I'm sure that after a few minutes with Tommy, they'll be alright with our arrangement.

“You know,” Tommy said just today, “these glasses can alter a girl's fertility. That's how I got Catherine knocked up so fast.”

“That's wonderful, Master,” I replied.

“I think I'm going to use them on you soon,” he said with a smile. “I'm going to be fucking you twice as much anyway once Catherine has her baby, and I want to knock you up next. Maybe by the time we visit the hospital, you'll have a nice big belly too.”

I couldn't wait. 





Augmenting The Cheating Ex (Tales of the Magic Glasses Book Three)
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Chapter One

Sarah Summers is a cheating slut!

It was written on the door of every stall in the girls' bathroom, placed there with a jet-black Sharpie in letters nearly a foot tall. Underneath each, an arrow pointed to the door handles as if inviting the reader inside to see more.

“Shit,” I muttered, shaking my head. I had known Duncan was going to take our breakup badly – how could he not, given the circumstances? - but I hadn't expected it to be this bad.

I mean, I had been sleeping with the quarterback from our neighboring school's football team for months, but he should have known that – he wasn't performing the way he needed to. “Never before the big game” and all that. And when they lost, well...let's just say I ended up cheering for the other team – on the field and off.

Plus, he'd been spending so much time with that weird little nerd, Paul. I figured the two of them would go cry into each others' pocket protectors for a while and get over it. I mean, these things happen, right?

I opened up the closest stall slowly, my eyes following the big black arrow written on the front. I was sure there was something just as vile on the inside.

I read it. Then I read it again, frowning. It...it didn't make any sense.

Written at the top of the door in the same sloping, rushed hand was a short list:

THE RULES:

1) Sarah can't say no!

2) Whatever you tell Sarah to do today, no matter how illegal or disgusting, she WILL do it!

3) Teachers and other authority figures will NOT notice anything unusual about this!

4) You will NOT get arrested! You will NOT get in trouble!

HAVE FUN!

––––––––
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I was still staring at the words when I heard the door of the bathroom open behind me. It was Soojin, my second-in-command on the cheer squad. We weren't the greatest of friends – frankly, she was kind of a prude – but I didn't dislike her or anything like that. Was she part of this?

“Holy shit, I just heard,” she said. She sounded a little bit out of breath.

I sighed. “I'm guessing this is in the boy's room, too?”

She looked aghast. Sooj is normally unflappable; I'd never seen her so shaken. “They're everywhere. The bathrooms, written on the chalkboards...the whole school is plastered with them.”

“That's...” I had a sudden epiphany. “That's great, Sooj!”

“Great!?”

“Are you kidding, of course!” The wheels in my head were already turning, figuring out ways to turn this to my advantage. I'm so great! “I'm about to be the most sympathetic girl in the school. All I have to do is cry some big fake tears about my mean ex-boyfriend and I'll have the whole school cooing over me, students and teachers both.”

But Soojin shook her head. “The teachers don't care. Some of us tried to tell them...its like they don't even see it. They don't know its there.”

That was absurd. “Whatever. Where is that prick Duncan anyway? I'm sure he's gloating to the whole school about this prank he pulled...”

Slowly, a wicked smile spread over Soojin's face. I didn't like that smile one bit.

“Hey,” she said, trying to sound nonchalant, “is it true?”

I stared her down. “Is what true!?”

“The rules.” She gestured to the vandalism behind me. “Because the part about teachers not caring...its a little scary, Sarah.”

“Of course not.” I was offended that she'd even entertain such a stupid thought. “I'm sure its some way to get all the guys to come up to me and say dirty shit all day, totally trying to embarrass me. What horndogs.”

“Mmh hmm,” Soojin said, not really listening. “Hey – why don't you give me all the money in your purse?”

The effect was immediate and unbelievable.

“Here you go.” 

Before I knew what I was doing, my hand was in my purse, pulling out the cash I kept in a pocket, and holding it out to Soojin. Only fifty dollars – far from a haul – but it was all I had on me.

Sooj stared at it as if I had produced a live viper. Then she snatched it out of my hand and stuffed it under her tit with a triumphant little laugh.

Just like that, the spell was broken. I stared at her in shock, unable to believe what I had just done.

“Sooj...” I whispered. “You...you have to give that back.”

She wasn't even paying attention. “Holy shit, it really does work! God, all the times I've had to play second fiddle to you, Sarah – finally I've got you right where I want you!”

It wasn't true. It couldn't be true. You couldn't just...make a person do things like that. 

“Soojin, how did you do that? I don't understand!”

She rolled her eyes. “It's the rules, Sarah. You just read them, bitch.”

My legs turned to jelly beneath me.

“Now,” she said, a malicious little gleam in her eyes, “I think for your next trick you should...”

I didn't think; I just struck. Soojin stopped mid word, her eyes widening in shock as I shoved her aside. The counter hit her straight in the midriff, knocking the wind out of her. I wasted no time; I had the door open and was running before she had time to catch her breath.

This can't be happening, I thought. I had to get out of the building.

I raced down the hallway past row after row of lockers. I could see the big double doors in my mind's eye; they were no more than a couple turns away. Once I was past them, I'd be in the parking lot, then all I needed to do was get to my car and drive away. I'd go home, shove cotton in my ears and pretend all this never happened. I was so close now...

I rounded the corner and came to an abrupt halt. Standing in front of the doors like they'd just been waiting on me to arrive were two lanky boys. They leered at me in my uniform, looking me up and down like a piece of meat.

I turned to run back the way I came when one of the boys said “Stop.”

I froze. Helpless.






Chapter Two

“Well now,” the first boy said, a slow smile spreading over his face. “Sarah Summers. What a nice surprise.”

“Going somewhere in a rush, were ya?” That was the second boy, who I recognized with a rush of disgust. It was Zeke, a redneck guy who dressed in camo and owned more rifles than I did shoes. Now that I had a good look at the pair of them, I recognized the first guy too – Josh, a skeezeball who sold Duncan his weed. I wouldn't have wanted to run into them under normal circumstances, much less right now.

“Look, I don't know what's going on,” I said quickly. “Just, please let me go. Let me go to my car, and I won't say a word of this to anyone.”

“Oh, I don't think so,” Zeke said, sizing me up. “You see, it looks like this is our lucky day – we're the first to find you. So we ain't looking to let you go until we make the most of it.”

Zeke might have been doing all the talking, but I was more afraid of Josh: he was staring at me with a quiet intensity, like a storm was raging within him. I was terrified of what these two might do to me.

“Please,” I repeated, hating the pleading tone in my voice. “Don't do this...”

“Take off your top,” Zeke instructed.

I moved automatically, without thinking. The fabric was over my eyes for an instant, then my shirt was over my head, gliding down to the floor. Both boy's eyes followed it down, then turned right to my breasts.

Thank God I wore a bra under this today, I thought – then blanched as I realized what the very next command was likely to be. They both looked at me like they couldn't believe their eyes, like they wanted to spread me and fill me right then and there.

“Get on your knees,” Josh said.

I dropped like a stone, grunting as my knees met the floor.

Then Josh did something I didn't expect. He stepped forward, took my chin in his fingers, and pulled my face up so that I was staring straight into his eyes.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

In an instant, I was writhing. God, it felt so good! My brain went blank, a repeating loop of pleasure: holyshitholyshitholyshit...

I had never gone from zero to orgasm like that before – it was like Josh had set off a bomb between my legs. The world disappeared. From somewhere far off, I heard myself crying out in ecstasy.

I had never come so hard in my entire life.

When I came to, I was nuzzling against his hand as he stroked my face, like an animal who had done a good trick. 

“You loved that,” he said simply. “You'd do anything to feel that way again.”

“Fuck yes I would.” Without thinking, I slipped one of his fingers into my mouth and sucked it gently. Every inch of my skin was alive with sensation – just taking his finger in my mouth felt fucking terrific. It made my pussy so wet. I wanted to come again, so bad. Just like I had before.

“Dude, what are you doing?” Zeke shuffled nervously from one foot to the other. “Let's just get her to suck our dicks, man. Someone could come around the corner any fuckin' minute.”

Josh turned towards him. “Shut up. This is going to make it way hotter.”

“Man, it's plenty fucking hot already. I mean look at her! You made her come, dude. Look at the way she's breathing, those big, sweaty tits about to pop out of her bra!”

He was right, my breasts were coated in sweat. I wanted to get rid of this bra – I wanted them to see my tits, to feel them and taste them and cover them in their come. Anything to get that sweet feeling back...

Josh shook his head. “Dude, I know what I'm doing. I watch this shit online all the time.”

“Man, you need to get a fuckin' clue. Sarah, get over here and suck me off.”

I didn't need to be told twice. I scooted over, walking on my knees, until I was kneeling before Zeke. Josh let out of cry of dismay, but remained silent as I worked off Zeke's belt. His pants came down, and out popped his cock.

“That's the biggest one you've ever seen, Sarah,” Zeke said with a grin.

Wow. My mouth dropped open. How had I thought it was an average cock a second ago? Zeke's shaft was so massive and thick – I was thrilled and terrified to think of how it would split me open! I wondered if I could even fit all that in my mouth.

Only one way to find out, I thought.

Zeke let out a pleased groan as my mouth closed on his cock. It was warm and juicy as I slid it past my lips. He stiffened up even harder as I sucked him, the tip of his dick flooding my mouth with salty precum. He was practically throbbing inside me.

He pressed his hand gently on the back of my head, then firmly as he forced the full length of his member down my throat. I began to gag, and he shook his head and laughed.

“You don't have a gag reflex,” Zeke assured me. “You love taking this cock all the way down your throat.”

In an instant, my discomfort vanished, like it had never been there to begin with. I did love deep-throating Zeke's cock, and even though it was the biggest one I had ever seen, I had no trouble bringing him all the way inside me. My bottom lip grazed his balls as thrust down my throat, burying himself in me.

“Man, I was using that!” It was Josh, sounding indignant.

Zeke chuckled, the sound tinged with pleasure. “You snooze you lose, man. As soon as I get my nut on, you can have her...”

His rhythm changed, growing harder and insistent. I could barely breathe around his girth.

“Shit, looks like you're about to get a turn,” Zeke said. “Pull off me, Sarah – I want to come on that pretty little face of yours.”

I did exactly as he said, letting his cock go with a long, slow lick. I stared up at him, presenting my face as a target for his come.

Two pumps of his cock and the fireworks began. He came with a groan, shooting long strands of sticky white come. It splashed over my cheeks, coated my lips and outstretched tongue, dribbled between my outstretched, heaving tits into my cleavage. I sat there, smiling, taking it, loving it.

I heard a grunt and felt an unexpected warmth hit my forehead. Looking over, I saw Josh coming as well, his hand wrapped around his meaty cock. 

“Shit, I just couldn't help myself,” he said, talking even as another streak of come shot across my face. “Clean me up, Sarah – treat me nice, like I was your boyfriend.”

Zeke snickered. “Is that what this is about? You want to turn little miss cheater into your girlfriend?”

Josh let out a little whimper as my mouth closed on his cock and began to suck him dry. “Shut up.”

Zeke laughed. “She's going to have every guy in this school's come inside her before the end of the day. And most of the girls', too.” He looked me up and down. “If you still want her after that...”

“Why not? I've always had a crush on her,” Josh admitted.

Zeke shook his head. “Man, if you...”

A sudden sound interrupted his words. “What the fuck was that?”

Josh was distracted – understandable, since I was in the middle of licking the come off his balls. “What was what?”

“Shit, we gotta go.” Zeke was already heading down the hall. “Sarah, you stay there until someone tells you otherwise. Come on, man.”

Reluctantly, Josh let me go – then slipped a scrap of paper into my pocket. “I command you to call me tonight,” he whispered.

“Of course I will, Josh,” I answered.






Chapter Three

––––––––
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Then they were gone, hustling around the corner. A few seconds later, the noise resolved itself: footsteps. Since Zeke had commanded me to stay there until someone told me otherwise, I couldn't see who it was. But when they spoke, I knew them immediately.

“Sarah Summers?” A deep, masculine voice asked. “What are you doing on the floor?”

I breathed a silent sigh of relief. It was Mr. Wilkes, our school's History teacher. I'd taken his class last semester.

“I was commanded to stay here,” I said, unable to stop myself from answering. “Until someone tells me otherwise.”

“Well, get up,” he said brusquely. “I'm glad I found you. We've got a situation and we need to get you out of here.”

I stood up, as instructed, but I'd been free I would have cheered. I was saved! Now that I had a teacher with me, no one would try anything. It was over.

Surprisingly, I felt a small twinge of disappointment as he took me by the arm and led me down the hall.

It's over already? A little piece of my brain was saying. But I was having so much fun... Tomorrow, I would probably remember what happened between Zeke and I with horror, but for right now I felt oddly chill about the whole thing. I guess coming your brains out will do that to a girl.

“In here,” Mr. Wilkes said, leading me to the door of an unoccupied-looking classroom and leading me inside. 

At the last moment he gave me a shove, sending me staggering into the room. An instant later, he hit the lights.

The room was very much occupied. 

All of the chairs had been dragged against the walls of the room, save for one left dead-center in the middle. Surrounding it in a circle, leering at me intently, were a little over a dozen people: mostly boys, but a few girls. 

Sitting on top of the desk, grinning like he'd been expecting me to arrive any minute, was Duncan. My ex. He looked just as smug as I remembered him, but there was something new about him – a pair of jet-black glasses on the bridge of his nose. As far as I knew, he didn't wear glasses, so what was up with that?

It occupied a weird spot in my mind, even as my body tingled with fear and anxiety.

“Hey Sarah,” he said, for all the world like there was nothing weird going on. “You look like you've been busy.”

I remembered the come on my face; hot shame flooded me. That he should see me this way. 

“Oh, don't feel ashamed,” he said with a snicker. “You loved it. This is what you were made for.”

My anxiety reduced, then vanished. I felt...good. I didn't mind that a room full of strangers were staring at my half-naked, come covered body. In fact, it was starting to turn me on.

A figure stepped from behind Duncan, grinning widely. It was Paul, that weird little nerd. I didn't even mind Paul being here. It felt...right, somehow.

“It worked,” he said, a slight lisp to his voice. “It really worked.”

“What worked?” I asked dreamily. My brain was wandering, unable to focus on our conversation. It was much more interested in thinking of all the erotic possibilities the room afforded. 

“You don't remember, do you?” Duncan asked.

“Of course she doesn't,” Paul snapped, before I could reply. “We told her not to.”

Duncan laughed. “Remember now, Sarah. I want you to know exactly how hard your mind has been fucked before I give you exactly what you deserve.”

I didn't understand – and then, horribly, I did. Memories flooded back to me, kept out of my brain though hypnosis. Duncan and Paul, catching me on the way out of school last night. Looking at me, with those glasses, and whispering commands. I remembered my body aching, my pussy gushing with warmth as the triggers sunk deep into my brain...

“You did this to me,” I realized.

It was Paul who nodded. “We made the rules – well, that was Duncan's idea. When he found out you were cheating on him, he came to me, asking how he could get you back.”

“If you'd spread your legs for that asshole,” Duncan said with a snarl, “I figured you should spread for anyone who asks. I wanted to make you look the way you made me feel.”

“You did,” I said, crossing the distance between us. “But there's something you didn't count on.”

“Oh?” Duncan was close enough to touch me – and he did. His hands came up to my breasts, snapped open the catch on the front of my bra, exposed me before him and everyone else. “What's that?”

I leaned close and whispered into his ear. “I like it.”

He gave me a wicked grin – then his hands were in my hair. With a grunt, he had me bent over the desk, my tits pressed against the wood. Facing away, I could see the rest of the group. Some were just staring; some of the girls made mocking kissy-faces at me. A lot of the boys were jerking off, getting themselves ready for when Duncan was finished with me.

My pants were around my ankles before I could speak a word of protest. Everyone could see my most intimate folds; now the whole school knew exactly how I trimmed my pubic hair. It felt liberating, in a strange way. 

His cock throbbed at my entrance. He wasn't wearing a condom  - and why, I realized, should he? Condoms were for people who cared about the people they were fucking. I wasn't about to be fucked – I was about to be used. This wasn't sex, it was an exhibition.

Then he was inside me, and none of that mattered. 

He stretched my walls around him, pummeling me with rough, uncaring thrusts. My body bounced against the hard top of the desk as he fucked me, right in front of my friends and enemies.

“You love this,” he said, and I did.

He groaned, his cock growing even harder inside of me. “You're going to be a good little girl for me from now on, aren't you Sarah?”

“Yes!” I cried, barely able to speak. “I swear I'll be good for you, Duncan. I won't ever cheat on you again, baby, I swear! Just don't stop fucking me!”

I heard him snicker. “Keep talking, slut. Make me come and maybe I won't give you to all these people.”

My moan was explosive. The thought of being taken by all these people, all those rough hands on me, using me while Master watched...

“Why would I ever cheat on you? I've got all the cock I'll ever need right here! Fuck, that feels so good, baby, keep hitting me right there! Please fucking fill me up, Master, fucking fill me with your come! Please!”

With a cry, Duncan's hand came down on the top of my head, pinning me against the table. He held me there like a ragdoll as he came, firing burst after burst of hot, sticky seed in my cunt. After a few seconds, he pulled out, letting the last few splashes streak across my ass – marking me. Letting anyone else who had me know exactly who had gotten there first that day, gotten me when I was at my tightest and wettest.

I was soaked with sweat as Duncan withdrew, came around the desk and ordered me to clean off his cock. I did, eyes rolling back in my head as the wondrous taste of our mingled juices filled my mouth.

“God, you are an amazing little slut,” Duncan said as I deep-throated him. “I can see why so many guys want to fuck you behind my back.”

“I'm all yours.” I pulled off him, stroking his still-hard cock gently. “I'll only be bad for you from now on, Master.”

“And what if I have other plans?”

I looked around the room, only now remembering that we weren't alone. Dozens of people stared, their faces flushed with arousal from our performance. Some of the girls were jerking off random guys while they watched. In the corner, one of the cheerleaders had her legs spread sitting on a desk while another girl tongued her pussy. Everyone was waiting for their turn, to be told they could do whatever they wanted with me.

It terrified me. Not what might happen, but how bad I wanted it. 

I looked back at Duncan.

“It's like cigarettes,” I said. “You catch me smoking one, you punish me by making me smoke the whole pack until I get sick. I mean, that's the only way to make sure I don't do it again, right?”

He smiled. “That's my good girl.” 

As he stepped away, the rest of the crowd moved in, commands on their lips, hard cocks and dripping slits just waiting to be pleased. I couldn't say no, I had to do everything they asked. I had to be a good girl for Master.

It was going to be a long afternoon.





Augmenting the First Date (Tales of the Magic Glasses Book Four)
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“You did this to me.”

The girl braced herself against the plush back of the couch, pressing against me with ever more insistent need. Her eyes shined with fever, her lips were glossy and wet. Her clothes were in a pile on the cushion next to her, her panties the only thing between me and the sweet tightness of her cunt.

“I used to be such a good girl,” she said, raking her nails gently down my chest. “I would never fuck a guy on the first date. You did this to me.”

I grinned, grabbing her around the waist. She sounded like she wanted to be terrified, disgusted even, but was way too turned on. 

“I'm really enjoying our first date together,” I said teasingly. “You have a beautiful body, Taissa.”

“God, you turned me into such a whore,” she said. I can feel the warmth of her through her panties – her nipples are diamond-hard little nubs, begging for my mouth. “You made a cock-hungry slut. You ruined me.” Her hand caressed my cock through my boxers. “I'll never be satisfied with anything other than this big dick again.”

My fingers slipped under the fabric of her panties, moving them to the side to give me a view of her trimmed, wet pussy. She let out a gasp at the contact, arching herself against me. Begging me for it.

“Oh come on,” I said, letting her slide me from my pants, “I didn't ruin you. I've made you so much better, Taissa. You'll see. This is going to be the best fuck you'll ever have.”

Her eyes rolled back in her head as my glasses' command hit her brain. The best fuck you'll ever have was worming its way into her mind, becoming a simple, undebatable fact. Her fingers reached out and caressed the glossy black edge of my new glasses.

“The best I've ever had,” she said tonelessly, unable to stop herself from pressing the head of my cock between her nether lips. “The best I've ever had...”

I shook my head, still unable to believe my luck. Taissa was the hottest babe I'd ever had in my apartment, and she was about to suck and fuck me silly. I couldn't believe we'd met for the first time just a couple of hours ago...

––––––––
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“Here you go.” The coordinator wrote '41' on the side of a nametag and handed it to me. “Put your name right there and we'll be starting in just a few minutes.”

I stared down at it, doing a little bit of mental arithmetic. That means there'll be at least twenty girls and twenty guys, I thought. Probably closer to twenty-five of each – they like to keep these things about even.

Thanking her, I took the marker and scribbled JACOB under the “Hello My Name Is” on top of the sticker, then slapped it on my chest and walked off. My name wasn't Jacob, but she didn't know that.

The other end of the conference room was half filled with people. All of the tables had been dragged to the corners of the room, chairs placed facing each other on opposite ends. The people gathered were standing in little groups, looking nervously around at each other and talking quietly. Everyone looked anxious to get started, already sizing each other up.

As I strode to the other side of the room and leaned against a wall, a young girl looked me over, made eye contact, and made a face to herself I took to mean not half bad. She was pretty damn good looking herself; I hoped I'd get to sit with her sooner rather than later.

More for my own benefit than anything else, I ran a finger down the side of my glasses and switched the augmented display on, making sure it still worked. Instantly the world looked different, as if I'd put a fancy cinema filter over the room. I glanced back at the girl, who had already turned and was talking to an older woman; a little readout gave me her estimated height, weight and 'arousal level'. This was currently a two (out of a possible ten), but I could change it with a few simple commands. My hands tingled at the thought of asserting that control, right here and now – but it was better to wait.

A quick glance confirmed no one else was wearing glasses – at least none like mine. As you've probably figured out, these were not prescription – I'd purchased them from a shady website two weeks ago after discovering a thread about them on a hypnosis fetish forum I frequented entitled “OMG REAL Mind Control Glasses!!” I was skeptical (who wouldn't be), but my initial hesitant experiments on myself had proven they definitely did something. There was just one problem: I was terrified to try them on someone else. What I needed, I had decided, was a venue where I could experiment on several different women in a short time frame: where if something didn't work, I could move on to the next person almost immediately. 

Hence the whole 'speed dating' thing.

“Alright.” The coordinator, still beaming, came around and looked us all over. I could tell she didn't love what she saw, but was chipper anyway. “Here's how this works: you all get a piece of paper and a pen.” They were quickly handed out, I pocketed mine, knowing I wouldn't need it.

“As you might have noticed, everyone with an even number on their nametag is a woman, and everyone with an odd nametag is a guy. We're going to arrange you into two groups, and you'll spend two minutes with each person. When I say switch, you men – being that you're the chivalrous ones and all – will get up and move to the next table. We'll continue this way until everyone has had at least a minute or two to meet everyone. Understood?”

We all nodded our heads to show we understood.

“Now, this is the important part.” She held up the paper. “If any of you sit with someone and feel you want to spend more time with them, to move things further, etc – put their number down on this paper. After the meeting, everyone who received a write-down will get a text message with info for whichever people put down their number. I hope everyone brought their cell phone, right?”

Mine was on my face, but I didn't want to wig anyone out: I nodded. The next few minutes were a whirlwind of organization – I was shocked at how fast the tiny coordinator could move. 

Before I knew it, I was being shepherded to a table. A leggy, buxom blonde sat there, a little bit older than most of the mid-20's people there. She struck my fancy immediately.

“Alright,” I heard the coordinator say. “Begin!”

“Hi Jacob,” the woman said. She was all business, like this wasn't her first time cruising for younger men at these things. “My name is Melissa, as you can see-” she pointed to her nametag, placed just on the edge of her cleavage. God, her tits looked juicy. They were practically popping out of her top...

She noticed me staring and let out a dismissive little laugh. Her arousal level, which I'd noticed was at five, plunged to one. Shit.

She crossed her arms over her breasts. “So what do you do, anyway?”

In a weird way, this was perfect. She was already pissed at me – no harm in giving my glasses a try. I blinked over to the module the online thread had been buzzing about: Command Mode. When I'd tried it on myself at home, I'd instantly been forced into carrying out my own commands. If that really worked on someone else...

Well, there was no telling what I could do.

I flicked it on with a hard blink.

“Hello?” The blonde sounded practically disgusted now. “Earth to Jacob...”

“Stop talking,” I commanded.

Her mouth snapped shut. She stared at me, a look of confusion and shock on her face.

“Nothing is wrong,” I said quickly. “You're perfectly relaxed.”

Her look faded; her shoulders slumped. She sagged against the back of her chair, visibly relaxing.

Exhilaration filled me. It was working, wasn't it!? Holy shit it really worked! But there was only one way to be sure; I had to make her do something she never would have done otherwise.

I leaned forward, getting close so no one could hear. “Show me your tits,” I whispered.

Without an ounce of hesitation, Melissa leaned forward and pulled down her blouse, exposing her creamy white tits. A quick push from her nails and her left nipple was exposed, stiffening in the air conditioning. Just the sight of them made my mouth water and my cock get stiff as a board in my pants. I wanted nothing more than to bury myself between those knockers and fuck them until they dripped with my come.

I risked a quick glance around – everyone else seemed too involved in their conversations to notice what was going on. “Alright, put them away,” I said.

She complied.

“You want to see me again,” I said. It wasn't a question.

She nodded. “I want to see you again,” she said slowly. She sounded a little drunk, weirdly enough. 

“You'll do anything I say, won't you?”

“I...I will.” She sounded like she wanted to be shocked, but my control was keeping a tight lid on her emotions. “Why can't I resist you?”

“Because you don't want to,” I said quickly, making her smile with relief. “Look, we only have another few seconds. I want you to put my number down on that paper – its forty-one, you can see it right here. When this is over, you'll get my cell phone number – I want you to call me right away, okay?”

“Of course,” she said casually, as if I'd just asked her if she watched TV or went to the movies. “That sounds wonderful. I'll do exactly as you say.”

“Good.” I couldn't wait to show her what I wanted to do to those big tits in private.

“Alright, time!” The coordinator rang a small bell. “Everyone move on to the next table.”

Flushed from my success, I moved past the next few tables without ever using my glasses. I was barely able to concentrate: all that kept flashing in the back of my head was I did it. I really did it! I was going to get to fuck the shit out of a hot, luscious blonde cougar, and this was only the beginning!

Several of my table partners were obviously turned off by my lack of attention; others just weren't my type. Now that I had succeeded, I couldn't wait for this to be over – I was looking forward to getting a submissive, hypnotized phone call from my newest slave...

“Alright, move,” the coordinator said. “Just a few more left, folks – make every second count.”

I plopped down into the chair without looking, my mind still racing. There was a little gasp of recognition from the other end of the table.

“Oh, it's you.”

I glanced up. It was the girl from earlier, the total babe who had given me the once-over when I'd arrived. She looked even better close up. Long brown hair framed a heart-shaped face with pouty, glossy lips. A tight sweater clung to her slim frame, giving every guy here a clear view of her small but firm breasts. Under the table, I could see long, long legs, her toes curling in her high-heeled shoes. A pair of cutoff denim shorts were just long enough not to be scandalous. Heels, shorts and a sweater; she was a walking contradiction. We clicked instantly.

Written on her name badge in black Sharpie was TAISSA.

“Begin,” The coordinator said.

She gave me a little smirk and leaned back in her chair. “So. Your name is Jacob. I've heard a lot about you. Enjoying the event?”

I was confused. “You've heard about me?”

“Oh, yeah.” She seemed thrilled to have caught me off balance, she was practically giggling. “We're all whispering to each other when everyone's getting up and moving around. A couple girls complained you aren't paying any attention to them.”

“I'm paying attention to you.”

She smiled at that. “So you are. You seem like an interesting guy, Jacob. What do you do for a living? You in college, or...?”

“Graduated last year,” I said. “I'm a banker.”

She snorted and rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on – don't lie. It's not a good look on you.”

“I wasn't exactly lying,” I said. “A bank teller is technically a banker.”

She pursed her lips at me – but her arousal level was holding steady at six. Taissa liked me, at least a little bit. And maybe, if we kept talking and hit it off, she'd put my number down and we'd text each other and hit it off. But why take chances?

“So we're almost out of people,” she said, leaning forward conspiratorially. “How many numbers have you gotten so far?”

“Numbers?” I suddenly remembered – the paper. “Uhh...”

“Don't be a bitch, let me see,” she said, sounding pleased. She took the paper from my hand. “Wow. It's blank. Nobody here strike your fancy, Jake? Your standards too high, or...?”

“No, it's not like that,” I protested. “I mean, I sort of hit it off with Melissa...”

“You and half the room,” Taissa whispered, snickering. “That lady's a maneater.”

“Well, what about you?” I asked, suddenly defensive. “How many numbers have you written down?”

She chuckled darkly and held up her slip of paper. It was every bit as blank as mine.

“Hey, yours is blank too,” I said. “You were just making fun of me for that.”

She shook her head. “Different for girls, Jacob. I'm interested in who comes after me. Who wants to chase me down. And I'm pretty sure there's going to be no end of guys trying to do that tonight – although I haven't found anyone who strikes my fancy.” She sighed.

“This is supposed to be a two-way street,” I protested. “People put down the numbers of people they're interested in.” Why was I arguing with this girl? I didn't even care about speed dating: it was an excuse to test out my mind control glasses. Something about this girl captivated me, made me want to put her on the ropes.

“Why bother? I'm going to get plenty of men wanting to date me regardless. I mean, you're putting my number down, aren't you?”

“Well that depends,” I said. “Are you going to pick up the phone?”

She made a small, non-committal sound and shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe I'll just stay home and watch Netflix tonight.” She sighed, and I watched as all the fight went out of her. I could tell that in her own way, she hadn't found what she was looking for here tonight. It made me ache for her. I decided to make my move, before time ran out.

“It's been such a long day...” she said – and froze. She stared straight into my glasses, which had locked on like her face was a bullseye.

“Put my number down on the page,” I said.

She reached into her purse and pulled out a sky blue pen, then scrawled '41' in huge numbers on the paper, so that it filled almost all the empty space. For a moment, my heart soared, then I began to think things through.

“No,” I muttered to myself, “I want to move faster than that.” I pulled out my cell phone, careful not to let the coordinator see – we weren't supposed to have them out.

I slid it across the table to her. “Put in your phone number.”

She glanced down and tapped it a few times, then slid it back. “I put it in.”

“Good.” I put the phone back in my jacket pocket. “Now, listen to me – we don't have much time. You want to see me again.”

“I want to see you again,” she echoed.

“You're interested in me. You're insanely attracted to me.”

“I want to see you again,” she repeated, this time with something thick and lusty in her voice. “I want to feel you inside me.”

Wow. Motherfucking jackpot. I hastily scrawled an address on my own paper and handed it across the table to Taissa. Then, I pulled out my keys and handed them to her, as well.

“That's my apartment,” I told her. I could see the coordinator out of the corner of my eye, watching the clock. “I want you to go there and wait for me. Make yourself comfortable – and get yourself ready for me.”

I didn't have to tell her what that meant. Her body shuddered in anticipation, her mind already under my control. “Absolutely. That sounds like so much fun – I'll do just as you say.”

“I want you to leave as soon as the coordinator calls time,” I said. “I won't be far behind you.”

“Alright folks, time to switch!” The coordinator's blue eyes flashed behind her librarian frames. “Two more first impressions to go.”

But Taissa was on her feet even before I was, moving her chair back with an audible squeal and speed-walking towards the exit. The eyes of every man in the room followed her, more than one surely regretting his chance to get with her. The coordinator looked upset, but not particularly shocked: something like this must happen more often than not, though never for this reason.

“Alright, well, looks like we're short one,” she said quietly. “We'll manage.”

My last two meetings passed in a blur: a punk girl with tattoos who seemed friendly but not romantically interested and an odd lady who spent the entire two minutes talking about how she was something called an 'otherkin.' I only half-listened; a warm feeling of power radiating from my stomach. Right now, as I sat, Taissa was entering my home, stripping herself bare, getting on her knees in preparation of pleasing me. It was a wonderful feeling.

As I left, the coordinator looked at my empty hands and said with dismay, “you didn't find anyone you were interested in?”

I chuckled. “Oh, I did – more than you know. Thank you so much for a lovely evening.” I sent a short, hard beam of pleasure through the glasses on the last word.

Her mouth dropped open and her eyes widened. When she spoke, her voice was far-away and tinged with pleasure. “Oh. Ohhhh. Thank you. Um, come back anytime!”

It was a short walk back to my apartment: I'd chosen the place just as much for convenience’s sake as anonymity's. There were clear signs as I walked up the steps to my room that someone had been there just before me. I smiled.

The door was unlocked; opening it I found a familiar figure splayed out on the couch, waiting for me. She'd taken off her sweater but left the heels and shorts on; she wore no bra and her firm, high breasts flushed with sweat.

“Honey, I'm home,” I said, closing the door behind me.

I was there in an instant: her legs around my waist, my face buried in her breasts, my hand over her mouth and pressing her against the couch. In the past I had always been nothing but respectful and kind to the women I'd shared a bed with; now that I was in control I wanted something darker. I wanted to be rough with Taissa, to dominate her utterly.

She groaned against my hand, grinding her hips against mine with primal need. “Please daddy, please take me I've been such a good girl...”

Fuck, that drove me wild. I had her pants down around her ankles even as I thought about taking them off; her panties were soaked and she had no compunction about rubbing against me, begging me with her body to be taken. 

That was when she started in with the dirty talk.

“You did this to me,” she groaned, pressing herself against me like a cat. “You turned me into a dirty whore. You and those glasses.”

She stared straight into my lenses. “I don't know how you did it, but I keep wanting to look at them. They make me want to be a little whore for you. They make me want to call you 'Daddy'...shit, they make me want to call you Master!”

I slid her panties to the side. I wanted to leave them dirty, dripping with my come. There was already a wet, spreading stain of pre-come on my boxers; I pulled them down and tossed them across the room. My cock stood erect, practically throbbing. I needed to bury it somewhere wet, and tight, and snug until I shot every drop of seed from my balls. Taissa's tight, trimmed little pussy was everything I needed. 

I pressed against it with agonizing slowness, savoring every inch of the contact as the pulsing head of my cock slowly parted her lips and slid inside.

“You've ruined my pussy,” she whispered, raking my back with her nails. “I'll never be the same after this. I'll never be the same!”

She didn't sound like she was upset about that.

I was done playing around. I split her open with one hard thrust, grasping her throat in my fingers and gently squeezing. She coughed and sputtered as I pounded her, crying out in mingled fear and pleasure. I fucked her hard, rough, nasty. Like an object. I pounded her cunt like I'd paid for the privilege and wanted to ruin it for any man who came after me. 

For her part, Taissa was in an ecstasy I could barely understand. Spittle flew from her lips as she babbled around my hand, mixing expletives and words of devotion. She writhed, she thrashed, she cursed me for turning her into a whore in words that just made both of us hotter. 

Long before I wanted it to, I felt a tingle work its way up my shaft. I was going to come – it was unstoppable. Taissa's pussy just felt too good for me not to.

She felt it, too. “Come for me, Master,” she groaned, sucking on my fingers as I pinned her to the couch. “Shoot your fucking seed in me. Make me your slut.”

I did. The world exploded with pleasure as my balls pounded burst after burst of come through my shaft, filling Taissa's sweet little cunt to the brim. Her body bucked and thrashed, her own climax hitting her at the same instant, brought on the feel of my come inside her.

“That's a good girl,” I said, stroking her hair as the last throes of pleasure dribbled inside of her. “That's my good little bitch.” She nuzzled my hand, whimpering with pleasure like a praised pet.

Eventually, I pulled out of her, and she rolled backwards on the couch until she was in a sitting position. She moved her jaw from side to side, testing to make sure it wasn't broken – I must have been even harsher on her than I realized.

“Wow,” she whispered, looking around.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

She did – there was no resistance in her face. She was flushed and happy, post-coital: the perfect willing subject for my programming.

“That was wonderful,” I said.

She nodded. “It was.”

“I'm the best fuck you've ever had.”

She bit her lip and giggled. “You're the best fuck I've ever had.”

“You love me.”

“I love you, Jacob,” she said, scurrying over and kissing my neck. She threw her arms around me. “I love you so, so much.”

“My name's not Jacob,” I said. “You can call me Master.”

She shuddered with pleasure. “Yes, Master. I love you.”

Just then, there was a knock at the door.

Who the hell was that? “Stay here,” I told Taissa. I picked my boxers up off the floor and slid them on as I strode to the door. 

For an instant, I was worried someone had noticed everything and set the police on me – but it wasn't a stranger at the door. It was someone I'd met very recently.

Melissa stood there, wearing a long raincoat and heels. As I opened the door, she unlatched the front and let it fall open, revealing she was wearing nothing but a pair of pink thong panties and stockings.

“You told me to meet you, Master,” she whispered. “I made myself ready for you...”

Oh, wow. I was hard again in an instant. Being a harem-master was going to be so much fun!

“Of course,” I said with a grin. I held the door open and led her inside. “Come on in – there's someone already here I'd like you to meet...”





Augmenting the Tease (Tales of the Magic Glasses Book Five)
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“I hypnotized you, you know.”

“Mmh hmm.” I sighed happily and snuggled closer, the thick blankets enveloping the two of us in wonderful, relaxing warmth. It felt so good after a long day to come home, pull off my shirt and crawl under the covers next to the man I loved. I loved being in his arms more than anything in the world. Well, I thought with a blush, almost anything.

“No, it's true.” Liam rolled onto his back, bringing me up so that my head rested in the crook of his shoulder. “Really, I did. I hypnotized you. It's time I admitted it.”

“Uh huh.” This was his new thing. Liam had messaged me something about hypnosis or whatever at work this afternoon, and the fact that he was bringing it up again let me know he wanted to pursue it further. I was sure it was a prelude to some kind of kinky sex game he wanted to play – not that I minded, of course. I loved those – they always seemed to touch some hidden fantasy or fetish I'd never known I had until Liam brought it up. They were wonderful, just like him.

He chuckled. “I've got to say, you're taking this well.”

“There's no such thing as hypnosis,” I said, running an idle finger down his chest. “Everyone knows that. Aren't you going to ask me how my day went, or something like that?”

“I will if you want me to,” he said, stroking my shoulder. “But I'm not joking, Sarah. All of this: our relationship, the moving in together, you letting me quit my job to pursue music full-time – I hypnotized you into all of that. I don't want to lie about it anymore.”

“Uh huh, sure you don't.” My finger had reached his thighs; with a naughty smile I let it go further. He was already hard under the covers – who wouldn't be? Hell, I was sopping wet just being in the same room as him – and he gave a delicious little gasp as I stroked him with the tip of my finger.

“I think I know what you want,” I whispered, my breath hot against his ear. “You want to tell me all about how you corrupted poor innocent me into being your naughty little whore, right?”

“Yeah,” he breathed, his voice husky with lust. “But Sarah – that really is what I did. You were helpless to resist me.”

“Ooh, helpless to resist, I like that,” I said, stroking him. A little tingle of pleasure shot up my spine at the words. “Tell me more.”

He grinned. “Well, for starters, you wouldn't give me the time of day when we first met.”

“Huh?” I must have looked confused, because he chuckled.

“You don't remember?”

“That's not true at all,” I protested. He frowned as my fingers slowed their stroking. “I was in love with you the minute I saw you.”

“You had a funny way of showing it,” he said. “The first couple of times I tried to talk to you, you looked at my like I'd grown a second head and walked away.”

I laughed at the image, covering my fingers with my mouth. Liam was so funny. “That's not true – at least, that's not how I really felt. I was just playing hard-to-get.”

“Hard to get,” he repeated, taking my hand in his and pressing my fingers against his shaft. God, something was definitely hard. “Well, that's one way of putting it.”

“I was perfectly nice when you arrived,” I said, a little brusquely. “I even offered you a drink, as I recall.”

I remembered that day like it was yesterday; the day Liam walked through my door and changed my life forever. I was frazzled and stressed, having spent most of the previous day screaming at my cable company, going from supervisor to supervisor until someone finally promised me they'd send a tech out the next day to “look at the problem.” I had needed my internet working because I was in the middle of putting together the most important project of my life from home, getting ready to present it over Skype to our associates in Singapore. I had been far from my best when Liam first saw me; angry, more than a little day-drunk and pacing my palatial condo in a bathrobe, waiting for help to arrive.

But all my worries had melted away when I'd taken one look at him.

“Sure you did,” he said, a slight edge of humor in his tone. “You were a perfect hostess. And you were about a half-inch from strangling me.”

In response, I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and gave the sensitive skin one slow, hard tug that left him gasping with pleasure. “Like this?”

“Yeah, something like that. And when I told you it was going to take at least three hours to get everything up and running...”

My mouth dropped open. “I was a perfect hostess! Hell, I already knew exactly how we could spend that three hours...”

But Liam was shaking his head. “That was when you got worst of all. You really don't remember, do you?”

I shook my head. A thin shard of worry dug its way into my tummy. What the hell was going on? This was supposed to be a nice after-work cuddle, maybe something more. 

“Damn, those glasses really did a number on you,” Liam said, shaking his head. “You thought I was a total creep, remember?”

I shook my head, dispelling my negative feelings. I could never feel bad for long when I was in Liam's arms – snuggling closer, I found a warm core of well-being radiating from my chest.

He punched me on the shoulder. “You were such a tease,” he said.

I grinned. “Now that I do remember. I wanted you so bad; I wanted to make you feel about me exactly the way I felt about you.”

“You were really nasty,” he said. “A real teasing bitch.”

“Oh I was, was I?” There went those fingers again. Something about the phrase teasing bitch just pushed the right button inside me – I should have been angry, but instead it just made me horny.

“Mmh hmm.” He nodded. Strangely, he didn't seem displeased at all, saying a thing like that.

“Tell me about it,” I whispered, leaning over and planting a sharp, quick nibble on his earlobe. “How was I horrible to you, baby? How was I a teasing bitch?”

Oh, wow. Just the feel of the words in my mouth made me want to mount him, right then and there.

He flashed me a naughty smile and leaned back, gently pressing his hand against the small of my back until the upper-half of my body was over his chest. This brought my breasts into view, and Liam wasted no time exploiting that fact. I knew from the way his eyes followed me every time I entered a room that my breasts were his favorite feature; no matter what I was wearing his eyes were always glued to my ripe, juicy tits. Now his fingers explored them, stroking my nipples, caressing the hot, sensitive flesh of them, making my cheeks flush with heat even as I played with his cock under the covers.

“You were awful,” he said. “You told me I was a lazy little creep, then you accused me of staying longer because I wanted to gawk at you.”

“Mmmh, is that so,” I mumbled, lost in the feeling of him fondling me and only half paying attention. “I was a wretched little bitch to you, wasn't I, baby?”

“Oh, that wasn't the half of it. I mean, after all, you were sort of right – I wasn't lying about the time, but I really did want to ogle you. You're fucking gorgeous, Sarah.”

The compliment shot through me like a bolt, filling me from head to toe with a tingly, wonderful feeling. Oh God yes, I thought, suddenly delirious with happiness. Praise me. Love me. Fuck me.

“The worst was when you were playing with your bathrobe like you were going to open it for me,” he continued, the pace of his fingers increasing in time with my strokes. “You kept telling me I was scum, that I had probably never been with a woman – and even if I had, she was probably nowhere in the same league as you. You were talking about your breasts, and your pussy, and how I'd never get to see or touch them, and how pathetic I was...I think you were really getting off on it. I definitely don't think I was the first person you did that to.”

“No? Was I a nasty little tease for all the boys?”

“I think you were, before I hypnotized you. I think you liked to abuse guys mentally, people who were lower on the food chain than you. Service guys, like me, who would never be believed if they'd told anyone about it.”

“Oh, but you changed all that, didn't you Liam? I mean, you hypnotized me, right – made all those bad thoughts I had go away, replaced them with your every nasty little fantasy?”

He laughed, but it was husky. His breathing was coming faster; I could tell if I kept up the stroking he was going to come. The head of his cock was already slick with precum, it made jerking him off while we talked an easy, fun little diversion.

“I wasn't going to,” he said, “I bought these glasses off the internet...someone on a forum told me they let you hypnotize people. I didn't believe it, I bought them on a lark. They were in my car, and when you started in on me, all I could think was 'what if they really worked? What if I could turn the tables on this nasty, bitchy little tease?'”

“And you wanted me,” I said. I slid a leg over his thighs, making it feel like I was practically mounting him as I stroked. “You wanted my tight little body. You wanted to pound my wet little pussy until I was crying your name, telling you I'd be such a good girl and I'd never be such a naughty little tease again...”

Liam let out a groan and arched his back, his whole body taken by a sudden spasm. His cock exploded in my hand, firing burst after burst of hot, sticky seed all over my fingers. I milked him gently through his orgasm, savoring every little noise of pleasure he made, then brought my hand out from under the covers and began to lick it clean while he watched.

“Wow,” he said, lying back against the pillows. His eyes were fixed on me as I sucked every last drop of come from my dripping hand. “That was awesome.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. God, even his come tasted good. I loved this man so much. I loved putting on a show for him. “That was a fun little fantasy. Do you want to mount me now, or do you need a minute?”

For a moment, his mouth worked soundlessly. I got the impression he would have been more upset if he wasn't full of post-handjob bliss.

“Sarah,” he said, “that wasn't a fantasy. It happened.”

I rolled my eyes, sliding off him and cuddling back into the hollow of his shoulder. Man, that felt good. Making him come was almost better than coming myself, in a weird way – I'd never felt that way about a guy before, but there was a lot of things about Liam I'd never experienced before with a man.

“Come on,” I said. “That was hot as fuck, but you can stop.”

“It's all true,” he said.

I shook my head, more amused than angry. “No, it's not. I was wet for you the second you walked in my door. We clicked. You're hot, I'm hot – we ended up in bed together. It happens all the time, it just happened to be love at first sight instead of a one-night stand for us.”

But he was shaking his head. “That's not how it happened at all. You only remember it that way because I used those glasses to hypnotize you.”

“Alright, honey, I'll humor you. If that's what you say happened, then that's totally what happened. You used your magic powers to hypnotize me.”

He laughed and pulled me closer. “No, I used my glasses to hypnotize you. How can I possibly prove it to you? You never would have become my girlfriend otherwise.”

“Well, of course I would have,” I said with a snort. “You just had to ask. Which you did.”

“No, I told you you were my girlfriend, and you just...were.” A confused look came over his face. “You can't honestly think you'd normally date a guy like me otherwise? I mean, you're practically a supermodel.”

I had done a little modeling work in my past, but there was no reason Liam had to know that. Plus, it would have just given him more ammunition for his silly fantasy. “I dated you because I wanted to, Liam. Simple as that.”

“And let me move into your house? After we'd been 'dating' for like three days?”

I shrugged. “The heart wants what the heart wants. What else do you want me to say? Besides, your apartment was smaller than mine, and I want to be with you all the time – so why not have you move in? I mean, are you upset that you don't have your own space?”

He caught the tone that was creeping into my voice and moved to disable it. His fingers crept down my taut belly and down to the waistband of my panties.

“Of course not,” he said soothingly. “I love it here.”

I couldn't stop myself – a low moan escaped my lips. I loved it when he praised me, complimented me, told me good things. It made me feel like such a good girl for him.

“So, see?” I asked, letting a little bit of the old tease back into my voice. “You haven't proved anything, except that you're a hot stud and I'm your perfect little...little...oh christ baby that's good...”

“You like that?”

As I'd been talking, his fingers had stealthily snuck between my thighs. Now he was stroking me through the thin fabric of my panties, and they were already soaked.

“Yes,” I breathed. “I want you inside me, Liam.”

“Soon, my pet. First: you don't think there was anything strange about you agreeing to quit your job a week after we moved in?”

“I never liked that job anyway,” I said. The world swam; it was tough to hold onto any particular thought for too long. Liam's fingers on me just felt too good. I wanted them inside me, stroking my clit – then I wanted him inside me. His cock was already hard again, what was he waiting for?

“You made more money in a month than I did in a year,” he said, massaging me skillfully beneath the waist. “You told me you practically lived that job before you met me. And you gave it all up just like that?”

“Yes,” I protested. “Because I wanted to.”

“You wanted to wake me up with a blowjob every morning, too? Because you told me you never sucked dick before you met me.”

Christ, his fingers felt so good. I wanted to stop this conversation, mount him right there, but I stayed where I was like a good little girl. 

“I love sucking cock now,” I said. “Maybe I hadn't found the right one yet. Maybe I wasn't in love before. Maybe there's just something special about you that makes your come taste so fucking good. Did you think about that?”

He chuckled darkly. “Blow me, Sarah,” he commanded. “Suck me off right now.”

“God, I thought you'd never ask,” I muttered, sliding down the bed. In an instant his hard cock was in my mouth, still covered in the remains of his come from the handjob I'd given him earlier. I sucked it clean eagerly, taking it down my throat just the way I knew he loved.

“You see, right there!” He stroked my hair as I blew him, treating me like a beloved pet. I loved it. “I commanded you to blow me and you did. You'd never have done that if I hadn't hypnotized you.”

I pulled back and let his shaft leave my mouth; running it along my lips. “Maybe I wanted to blow you,” I retorted. “Maybe all this talk about hypnosis has got me wet and wanting a dick in my mouth. Maybe blowies are my favorite sex act and you just gave me the excuse I needed.”

“Okay, fair enough,” he said. A thrill filled me at being right; I immediately dove back down and went back to slurping at the head of Liam's cock. 

“But...”

I rolled my eyes, swirling my tongue around his head. “But what?”

“What about letting me have threesomes with all your friends? You weren't exactly into sharing before you met me, as I recall.”

“Oh, whatever,” I said, stroking his cock. “Maybe I know I've got a good thing going and I want to share it with my friends. Maybe I like being an exhibitionist in private. Maybe I'm a little bit more bisexual than I'd like to admit and threesomes are a good way to explore that outlet in a safe way. It does not mean you hypnotized me.”

“God, that's so good,” he groaned. “Get on top of me. Ride that fucking cock. I want to see your tits bounce while you straddle me.”

“Thank you,” I said in tones of utmost relief. I climbed on top of him, pulling his boxers down the rest of the way. “Panties on or off?”

“Leave them on,” he said, his hands around my waist. “I like the contrast.”

So did I. I loved watching his fat cock split my lips, while my black panties struggled to contain what was going on. I slid them to the side and spread my opening with two fingers, making myself ready for him.

“Fuck me,” I groaned.

Then he was in me, and whatever remained of our argument slid right out of the back of my head. Riding him was ecstasy, it was better than any drug, it was like being elevated to a higher state of consciousness. How had I ever lived without this man? I rode him with expert skill, pressing my tits together and thrusting them in his face as he fucked me. His mouth came down on my nipple, filled me with heaven.

“Remind me,” he said as he pulled back, gripping my waist oh so tight. “Which one of us was it that suggested we start filming the sex?”

“Um...Uh...fuck oh wow...I, uh, I think it was you?”

“It was me,” he said. “I came up with the idea to make money, so that we could still live in this big condo and I could pursue my music dream. I told you you'd love being on camera, fucking and blowing me and having hot lesbian sex with all your friends, and you did. Because I told you to, with these.”

He reached over to the nightstand and slid on his glasses. 

“That is so silly,” I said, barely able to form coherent words at this point. “Just because I'm pro-pornography doesn't make me a hypnotized sex slave-”

“Come for me,” Liam commanded.

Oh Christ! My back arched like a bow as my body exploded in pleasure, orgasm filling me from head to toe like sweet, delicious honey. My pussy gushed as he pounded me deeper. I could tell he was about to blow.

“I made you this way,” Liam said. My sweet boyfriend was still beneath me, pounding away, but there was something darker behind those eyes. “I made you a filthy little whore for me. I made you quit your job, ditch your old life and fuck all your friends in front of me. I made you a porn star. Admit it. Admit I own you.”

“Yes, baby!” Nothing else mattered; the world had shrunk to the nine inches of cock about to explode in my warm, wet pussy. “I'm your hypno slut! You made me your little whore! Come in your pussy, baby, fill it all the way up!”

With a series of harsh, hard grunts, Liam came. He leaned forward, grabbing me around the back and sticking his head between my tits as a harsh cry escaped from his lips. His powerful cock fired for the second time that evening, and if there was any less of that sweet man juice in his balls than before I certainly couldn't tell – I felt so full. So glazed. So complete.

After an eternity of holding him close, riding him through his climax, he looked up at me, exhausted and smiling. “Believe me now?”

I chuckled. “Not really. You can't hypnotize someone to do something they don't want to do, Liam. It just doesn't work that way.”

He shrugged and kissed me. Everything was perfect.

Our reverie was broken when the doorbell rang. “Oh, shit,” I said, giggling. “That must be Jessica. I totally forgot we have a shoot today.”

“Shit,” Liam said languidly. “I already blew my load in you twice today.”

“Well, that just means you'll be able to go longer with Jessica and me,” I said, raking my nails down his chest. “We have an audience paying us for these videos after all, dear – we can't leave them waiting.”

“You are still such a tease,” he said, laying back against the pillows. “Go get the door and get Jessica warmed up, I'll get the camera ready and be there in a few minutes.”

“Sure thing, Master,” I said with a teasing lilt in my voice, already heading to the door to let Jessica in. She would be surprised to find me already used and come-covered no doubt, but she'd find it a nice surprise. Maybe we could start the new video with her licking me clean, I thought. Boys would like that.

Or maybe we could do a hypnosis thing, since Liam seemed to be into it lately. God, hypnosis, I said, opening the door. What a silly idea.
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Chapter One

“We're sorry – due to overwhelming demand, this item is currently sold out! Please check back later!”

“Sold out!?” I stared at the screen in disbelief. Stubbornly, I clicked the ORDER NOW button, then clicked it again. The screen flashed and reloaded, leaving me staring at the exact same message. Sold Out.

I moaned and ran a hand through my hair, glaring at the computer. How stupid could I be? I had waited, I had checked things out online, read reviews...and now I'd missed my chance.

“Damn it,” I said bitterly, closing the window. “Now I'm never going to get those glasses.”

When I'd first heard about the MasterTech glasses from a friend of mine, I'd assumed they were some sort of prank. I mean, control other people's will with an experimental pair of augmented-reality glasses? It sounded like viral marketing for some sleazy company, a ploy to separate nerdy guys from their money. I told my friend he was an idiot and forgot all about them.

But then came the testimonials. The blogs that wrote glowing, raving reviews about how they really worked. The videos, always quickly taken down for “third-party copyright infringement,” that showed some guy putting on a pair of glasses at a club or a sports bar or the DMV and just having women all over him, begging for him. It was insane, unthinkable: but it really seemed to work.

So of course, the very night that I get my paycheck and finally have enough in the bank to order a pair, they're sold out.

I shook my head, cursing my terrible luck again. I could ask my friend to borrow his pair, but its pretty unlikely that he'd let me – he's been using his to nail half the cheerleading squad at our school for the last two weeks, getting away with all of it right under the faculty's noses. Taking a sip of my beer, I switched over to one of my favorite pornographic sites and did a search for hypnosis videos, already feeling the faint tug of arousal cutting through my disappointment. 

I wanted that power, I thought, scrolling through the latest uploads. That was another thing the MasterTech glasses had done to me, without me even touching a pair: it was like just hearing about them, that they existed and worked, set off some switch in me I'd never known I had. I started looking at porn where the women were hypnotized, brainwashed by a powerful guy into doing whatever they were commanded – perfect submissive bimbo whores. Just thinking about it sent a shudder through me. I wasn't a loser or anything, I was reasonably popular and had had a couple of girlfriends, I just... I wanted to be that guy, and the MasterTech glasses were my chance at that. To be something more than I could be on my own, someone who everyone fell all over themselves to please and make feel special.

I scrolled to the bottom of the “New Releases” list...and froze. There was a brand-new video, just uploaded thirty seconds ago. Normally this would be great news, but the title made my blood run cold.

The newest video on the site was called “WATCH ME, RANDALL.” That was me. That was my name.

It had to be a coincidence. It wasn't like I was the only Randall in the world, after all. There was one easy way to prove it – I clicked the link, fully expecting it to be some generic hypnosis-themed porn. What the hell else could it be?

At first, I thought nothing was happening: the screen was blank, flanked by a banner advertising local singles (in my area!) and some advertisements on the side. Maybe the site wasn't working. Maybe this was just one of those nights where nothing was going to go my way...

Then something appeared in the center of the screen. An 'M' and a 'T' joined together, on a black-and-white-spiral background. The MasterTech logo.

“Hello there, Randall,” a voice said.

“Jesus!” 

I nearly jumped out of my seat. It's the video, I told myself, just the video. Still, that scared the hell out of me. I could feel my heart pumping in my chest. What the hell was this?

“This is a pre-recorded message, so I'm just going to assume you said 'hello' back.”

The background didn't change. I realized it was a static picture, along with a backing track – some kind of audio message, intended for 'Randall'. The question was: me Randall? or some other guy with the same name?

“Yes, I mean you,” the voice said, as if it could read my thoughts. Whoever it was, they sounded like they ought to be a radio announcer: they had a deep, melodic voice, with a hint of sarcasm underneath it. Whoever had recorded this message had enjoyed doing so.

“Sorry about the audio quality – this was sort of slapped together at the last second,” the voice continued. “We weren't really expecting to do anything like this. My name is Stephen, and while the two of us have never met, you have heard of me. I'm the CEO of MasterTech.”

“What the fuck?” I whispered. I needed a second to think about this. I went to pause the video, but the mouse cursor didn't move. I hit the escape key on my keyboard – it, likewise, wasn't responding. I had no control over my screen. I felt a stab of panic – what if someone walked in and saw me staring at a porn site?

“As I said, we weren't really expecting to do anything like this – but we weren't expecting to sell out of product quite so quickly, either.” The voice had a note of proud satisfaction in it. “There were a few people who, for one reason or another, didn't have time to place an order and as such missed out on snagging a pair of our glasses. People who missed out on their destiny, you might say. People like you, Randall.”

I felt my fingers digging into the arms of my chair.

“Oh yes, I know all about you – corporations know everything,” Stephen said. “But never fear, this is a good surprise, not the other kind. I've been watching you for a while – saw you make it all the way to the ORDER NOW page a couple of times and back off, then spend a little while watching some videos that might as well have been made with my glasses. Always right on the cusp of committing, but never quite there – isn't that right, Randall? And now you're paying for it, unfortunately.”

“You Willy Wonka motherfucker,” I muttered under my breath, “who do you think you are?” I glanced underneath my desk, looking for the power cord. Not buying a product was one thing, but I wasn't about to let the guy who ran the company gloat to me – if he even was who he said he was, which was something I was still in doubt over.”

“But never fear, Randall,” the voice continued, oblivious to my searching beneath the desk. “I have a special something for you. Like I said, I've been keeping an eye on you – you remind me a little of myself before I started my journey. Hungry. Frustrated. Feeling like there was some world just out of reach, full of promise, so close you could almost touch it with your fingertips...”

Suddenly, my computer made the loud 'pling' sound it made whenever a new piece of software had been downloaded. “Ah,” Stephen said, “there we go. You can look now, Randall.”

I froze, then slowly backed out from under the desk, wondering what horrible thing was going to be staring at me from the screen. But it was my desktop, looking just the same as it had a few minutes ago. All my icons and programs were there...and, I realized with a start, there was a new one. It was a tiny version of the MasterTech logo, with the words 'Control Console' written beneath.

“I think, in the end, you'll find this much more enlightening than any pair of 'magic' sunglasses,” Stephen said smugly. “It won't be much longer until those go out of style anyhow. My sources tell me hackers are already hard at work, ripping the guts out of my beautiful creations, putting them into watches and earrings and video games...but I digress. Fire it up, Randall.”

I couldn't stop now. I had to see how deep the rabbit hole I'd fallen into went. I double-clicked the icon.

Immediately, a window appeared. There was no loading bar, no waiting: whatever Stephen had installed on my computer, it was in deep. I was staring at a wireframe suspended in space, with a host of options and modules along the side of the screen in a little row of buttons. It instantly reminded me of one of those games where you build a house or a city and manage it. There were about a dozen glowing objects suspended in the wireframe, most of them connected to each other. I noted that all of them were connected to one icon at the bottom, stamped with the MasterTech logo. I stared at it a few seconds, trying to make sense of what I was looking at, before it clicked.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

I was looking at a map of our house's Wi-Fi network – the invisible ether that let all of our phones and computers connect to the internet. The icon that was pulsing with light as I stared at it was my sister's phone, the twin icons on the right of the screen were the TVs in the living room and my Mom's bedroom, and the icon at the bottom...

...At the bottom, tied into absolutely everything, was my computer.

“This is a small-scale version of a project we currently have in beta,” Stephen said, sounding for a moment like a preoccupied professor. “The technological and neurological theory behind it is beyond me, but basically it allows you to remotely push commands similar to those of my glasses through any device connected to the host computer. In essence, it turns any screen in your house into the lenses of my glasses. Anyone looking at them will be effected. I'm sure your mind is already crackling with the possibilities, yes?”

You're god damned right, I thought, a thrill shooting down my spine. All I would have to do is get a girl to come into the house – just for a second, to look at my phone or the TV or an iPad – and I could make her mine. My fantasies of controlling the women in my life with a magical pair of augmented reality glasses evaporated, replaced with the idea of turning my house into a harem – throwing parties that turned all the girls at school into my submissive slaves. Within these walls, I was about to be God.

The thought of it made my mouth water.

“Splendid,” Stephen said, not even needing to see me to know he was right. “I was going to say – there's one other reason you were chosen for this, Randall. I think you know what it is. Why your...let's say, happy home would be the perfect testing ground for my new toy.”

My elation turned to panic. I froze in my chair, head spinning with the thought that I was in big, big trouble. He can't be talking about that,  I thought. Sure, he knows about my porn habits, but...?

I was wrong.

Image after image flashed onto the screen as I stared, transfixed. Pictures of her: bent over on her bed in yoga pants, flashing a sexy smile for the camera. Selfies taken in the bathroom, her gorgeous face caked with so much makeup she looked like a trashy streetwalker (just the way I liked her). Pictures at the club, her young body flushed with exertion, tits heaving, a bottle of liquor clutched in her hand like an invitation. The sight of her made my cock rise in my pants and my panic go sky-high. Funny how that can still happen when you see the person every day, I thought.

I knew those pictures well. They were the ones I'd saved off of Ashley's social media accounts, or snuck off of her phone during one of the many times she left it laying around the house. My step-sister Ashley.

“She is a beauty,” Stephen said with verve. “And forbidden fruit is often the sweetest. Does she know you keep all these photos of her, Randall?”

I shook my head – a pointless gesture.

“Ooh, this one is hot,” he said. A picture of Ashley – my favorite – appeared on screen. It was taken in her bedroom, with her on her knees facing the camera, wearing nothing but a lacy bra and a skimpy pair of panties.”

“I bet you'd like to see her do this for you, wouldn't you, Randall? Well, this is your kingdom now, son, and you make the rules...”

There was a thumping noise from somewhere in the house.

“I'm really looking forward to seeing what perversions you get up to, Randy,” Stephen said quickly.

The video disappeared, taking the porn site with it – not a moment too soon. Just then, my bedroom door swung open.






Chapter Two

“Randy,” Ashley said, “I need you to take me somewhere.”

I spun in my chair, trying to do three things at once. My brain couldn't decide which was more important: to shut down the computer, to look impassive, or to hide the boner that was tenting my lap. In the end, I failed at all three.

“Huh?” I said.

A disgusted look came over her features. “What were you just doing? Never mind, I don't want to know. I need you to take me to the game.”

“The game?” Like a video game? Pulling myself back into anything like a normal headspace was difficult. I couldn't stop gawking – after everything Stephen had said, it was impossible not to. Ashley and I had been family for nearly a decade, after our parents re-married, and I'd spent most of that time fantasizing about her. It didn't help that she was achingly gorgeous – the envy of every guy at school. 

She knew it to – her social media profiles were full of teasing pictures, showing of her long legs, ample breasts and long blonde hair. The things I'd heard about her dating life would make Mom and Dad blush if they knew about any of it.

I'd gotten my fair share of jokes about “not really being related,” but in my mind – and the rest of the family's – we were. It wasn't even a question. The problem was, for me that just made my attraction to her hotter – and wronger.

“No wonder you're such a nerd,” she said, shaking her head. She smiled, though – neither of us could really be mad at the other for long. “Tonight's the big game, Randy? Football team, championship, whole town going crazy the last two weeks? Is any of this getting through?”

“Yeah,” I said dazedly. “Yeah, I remember now. Um, why can't you drive?”

She rolled her eyes – god, she looked good. Her makeup was half done and gave her an intimate, pre-coital look. The fact that she was wearing nothing but a tank top and a pair of jean shorts just added to it. “Mom caught me sneaking out last week to see Seth. I didn't say anything to you about it because I knew you'd try to cover for me like you always do, and then you'd get in trouble to. She grounded me for a month – but she made an exception for the big game, as long as you drive me there and back. So, please?”

I couldn't stop staring at her. I could make you strip for me, I thought. Just cut on my favorite song, command you to do it...

She interpreted this me as me not wanting to help. “Come on, please – I'll owe you. I've got to see Seth – it's his big chance, you know how seriously he takes being a linebacker. There's going to be talent scouts there, and I'm his good luck charm!”

A linebacker, I thought. Those guys were huge. I bet this Seth could just pick my sister up whenever he wanted, toss her over his knee like a doll and go to town. Those big muscles could spread her legs and there'd be nothing she could do about it...

“Plus, it's not like we'll have many chances to...I dunno, bond or whatever. You're going back to college in a week, and I'll be starting in a couple months. We'll be in different states.” She paused, gauging how well her bargaining had worked. “I'll buy you food?”

I shrugged, struggling to maintain some semblance of composure. “Sure,” I said. “No problem.”

“Awesome!” She pumped both fists, then sprang forward and pulled me into a hug. Pulling back, she planted an excited little kiss on my forehead. “You are the best brother ever, seriously. I'm gonna go get ready – we leave in an hour.”

Suddenly, I had a flash of intution. “One thing,” I said.

She stopped at the door. “Oh great,” she said in mock-horror, “here we go. What?”

I pointed at her. “You owe me a favor,” I said.

She pointed her finger at me and winked. “Got it. No problem. Be ready in like forty-five minutes, okay?”

“Sure thing,” I whispered. She didn't hear; she was already closing the door and heading off to do whatever girls like her did to get ready for the big game.

The instant she was gone, I was already hard at work. I had an hour to figure out how to use the MasterTech control console – one hour to turn my sweet little sister into my naughty fantasy. I had no intention of squandering this opportunity.






Chapter Three

––––––––
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Exactly sixty-five minutes after my sister Ashley closed my bedroom door, I opened it and crept down the hall. Gently, with the back of my knuckles, I rapped on her door.

“Sis?” I asked. “You ready?”

Normally Ashley would have come knocking down my door the second it looked like I might have been late; whatever else she is my sister is one punctual beast. Instead, she was hesitating – almost as if she was reluctant to come out. I knew exactly why. After all, I had been one busy guy.

I hadn't wasted any time. As soon as Ashley went back into her room, I was exploring my new toy, learning its tricks. I started out by roping all of the devices in the house together under one command line (excluding my own, of course – I was pretty sure I couldn't get brainwashed by my own hypnotic commands, but why risk it to begin with)? Once I had everything together, I set about figuring out how the send features worked. It took nearly a half-hour to cobble my first message together, but when I did, I sent it immediately. Across the entire house, any screen my sister looked at would be displaying the same hypnotic suggestion:

I want to fuck my brother I want to fuck my brother so bad I want to feel his big cock in my pussy in my  mouth in my ass my body belongs to my brother the thought of being taken by my brother turns me on so much just thinking about it makes me want to come I want to serve my brother and feel his big cock in me and make me come...

Thirty seconds after the programming began to cycle through our house, beamed through every open screen, the little icon denoting Ashley's cell phone went from green to yellow. A quick click let me know this meant she was staring at the screen: probably texting Seth, or checking her Facebook, or taking selfies. Whatever she was doing, my suggestions were working their way into her mind, becoming part of her, overwriting her desires.

I should have felt awful. Yesterday, if you had asked me, I would have thought I'd never be capable of doing something like this to Ashley. But that was before I knew that I could, that whatever I wanted from my sweet little bitch of a sister was mine for the taking. Besides, I knew she'd love it too, soon enough.

And if she doesn't, I thought, standing at her door, I'll convince her. A slow, naughty smile spread across my face. I can be very convincing.

The door slid open slowly. Ashley was standing there, pointedly averting eye contact with me. Between the noises I'd heard over the last half hour and the flushed tint to her face, I could tell she'd been pleasuring herself. I could also plainly see it hadn't been enough. Sweat stood out on her forehead.

She was wearing something even skimpier than usual; probably out of a subconscious desire to please me. A tight black skirt that ended at mid-thigh, along with a pair of high heels and stockings. Above the waist, a white blouse with spaghetti straps that clung to her heaving breasts and taut little belly. She looked like a porn star just about to disrobe: hungry and horny all at once.

“What took you so long?” I teased. “You're going to be late. Car's ready.”

She muttered an apology under her breath and moved past me. I didn't mind.

The whole first half of the drive, she squirmed in her seat, like she was struggling to scratch an itch she couldn't reach. I wasn't sure how long or how hard the programming would work, but I was beginning to worry a bit – it looked like I might have overdone it a bit. I'd never seen a girl so horny.

I decided to have a little fun.

“You okay, Ash?” I asked, putting a hand on her thigh, just above the hem of her stockings. “You seem kind of out of it tonight.”

She let out a moan at the touch of my fingers then blushed, trying to turn it into a cough. Her shapely ass moved away from me, trying to put space between us. “I'm fine. Everything's fine. I will be a-okay.”

“You look like you're excited to meet Seth,” I said teasingly. “Do I need to warn him about you tonight?”

She looked at me blankly for a moment, as if her boyfriend had ceased to exist. Instead of the smile or rolled eyes I would normally get from Ashley, there was a breathless sort of anxiety. “What?”

“Never mind,” I said, pulling onto the interstate. “I don't think I'm going to need to warn him after all.”

The sun had already set; there were hardly any other cars on the freeway. No one could see us. Confidently, I put my hand back on Ashley's thigh – and this time, began to move it upward.

She froze, caught between wanting to rip it off her and wanting to shove it between her thighs. “What are you doing?”

“You're so tense,” I said soothingly. “You need to relax.”

Before she could stop me, my fingers slid beneath the hem of her skirt. There, I made a warm and wonderful discovery. “You're not wearing any panties,” I said. “You bad girl.”

“Stop!” Ashley cried – but she wasn't making any move to stop me. Instead, she tossed her head back against the seat and let out a stifled moan, biting down on her lip. “What are you doing?”

“Making you feel good,” I said. “You owe me a favor, remember? If I'm going to be your chauffeur, I at least want to get you off while I drive you.”

“Y-you can't do that,” she protested weakly. “I'm your sister...it's not right...”

“Doesn't it feel right, though?” I asked. My fingers found her clit and circled it; Ashley arched her back and cried out at the contact. “Come on – no one needs to know. We're just screwing around.”

I could see her confused moral compass struggling to right itself. But with hot, sweet pleasure between her thighs and my dirty programming playing in her brain, there was no chance for morality to win the day.

“Oh...okay,” she groaned. “Sure. Just this once. And don't tell anyone – ohhhhh!”

In response, I started fingering her in earnest. I switched the cruise control on, holding on to the steering wheel one-handed while my other was occupied deep in Ashley's soaking slit, stroking her towards an incestous climax.

“God damn, sis, you are tight,” I said, exploring the inner recesses of her cunt while my thumb stroked her clit. “No wonder all the boys tell stories about you.”

“Oh, oh shit Randall, that feels so good,” Ashley groaned, her voice taking on a delirious tone. “Fuck me, yeah, fuck, frig my cunt...oh my god this is so wrong...oh god I'm gonna come I'm gonna come on your fingers Randy....!”

Ashley cried out, sobbing with relief as she came, soaking the passenger seat of the car. The programming reinforced itself with orgasm, pushing her pleasure higher than imaginable, a sort of neurological atta girl for giving in to her conditioning. She'd probably never come so hard before in her life. 

She rolled to the side, hiding her face from me as she whimpered with the aftershocks of her orgasm. My fingers were soaked with her juices; I stared at them for a second as if unable to believe what I was seeing. It worked, I thought. MasterTech worked!

“Did you like that?” I asked. “I bet you did, you little slut. I bet having your brother's fingers in you just made it hotter, didn't it?”

Silence. Well, I thought, time to move to Phase Two.

“Alright,” I said, reclining in my seat and unzipping my jeans. “My turn.”

That got her to turn back around. She stared at my lap as my zipper came down and my cock popped out, stiff and throbbing and already dripping with precum. What can I say, having my fingers in a nice tight pussy gets me excited.

“No,” she whispered fearfully. “No, I can't do that – are you kidding? Mom and Dad-”

“-aren't here,” I finished for her. “And this is. Come on, I just made you come – you owe me. I can tell how bad you want it.”

She licked her lips. If climaxing on my fingers had done anything to slake her thirst, it had been temporary. She tried to look disgusted, but was too turned on.

“What, you want me to jerk you off?” She asked, trying to sound dismissive. “Your own sister?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I want you to blow me.”

“No way,” she said – but she was already leaning forward, fumbling with her seatbelt, like her body was no longer taking cues from her mind. “That's so fucking gross. I don't even do that for boys, why would I do that for...”

I want to fuck my brother...

The seatbelt came unsnapped with a little click; she bent at the waist.

I want to feel his big cock in my mouth...

“God, you're so big,” she whispered, bending into my lap. “None of the boys I've been with are this big...”

Being taken by my brother turns me on so much, just thinking about it makes me want to come...

Her warm, wet mouth found the head of my cock and began to suck.

I grinned and put both hands back on the wheel, accelerating into the night. The exit for our turn sped by on the right, forgotten. I flipped the radio on and turned it to the local hip-hop station, then cranked the volume. The song had nasty lyrics and a pumping bass beat and in no time, Ashley's head was bobbing in time, working my shaft with her lips, giving me the best blowjob I'd ever had.

“You love giving road head,” I said, stroking her hair. “Especially to your own brother.”

She came off my cock gasping for breath. “No,” she moaned, “This is so wrong. We have to stop...”

“Shut up,” I said, pushing her head back down. The second my cock touched her lips it was like animal instinct took back over – all she could think about was blowing me.

“Lean forward,” I commanded her. “I want to finger you again while you do that.”

“Randy, you have to stop,” she whispered, even as her body eagerly complied with my every whim. “I'm your sister, this isn't right! It isn't what sisters do!”

“It's what you do from now on,” I told her, pulling up her skirt. “You're my little whore now, Ashley. I don't think Seth is going to be very happy you missed his big game.”

Her face darkened. “I hate you,” she said. “And – oh fucking christ that's good – I hate how good you're making me feel right now. You're a sick pervert, Randy!”

“I'm not the one who can't stop sucking my brother's cock,” I said. “Now be a good girl and make me come, and maybe I'll let you get off again.”

We drove down the road for I don't know how many more miles – Ashley sucking and taking my fingers inside her, me leaning back and loving the feeling of my sister's perfect lips making an 'o' around my cock. Finally the lines of lights along the freeway dimmed and ran together, the world went blurry and faded, and I felt my balls explode in sweet release as burst after burst of come shot out of my cock and into Ashley's wet, waiting mouth.

The feel of it set my sister off instantly; her body bent like a bow and a muffled cry escaped her lips as she climaxed too, her pussy sucking in my fingers greedily. We stayed that way for a minute, me gently stroking her clit into aftershocks while she sucked every drop of come from my cock until it was clean.

When she was done, she sat back, put her seatbelt on and straightened her dress. She pulled down the mirror and checked over her makeup. There was a thin streak of come to the side of her lip; she scooped it up and sucked it off her finger. When she caught sight of me staring, she giggled.

“What did you do to me?” She asked. She didn't sound mad – more like full of wonder. “I never would have thought to do anything like that before...now all I can think about is doing it again. God, that was the best sex I've ever had, and you didn't even put it in me.”

The temptation to say I hypnotized you was strong, to gloat about my power...but I held back. I had no way of knowing how strong the suggestions were yet, and the last thing I wanted was for her to break out of them now. “Really?” I asked. “'Cause this is all I've been able to think about since the day I met you.”

She giggled again and punched me gently on the shoulder. “Oh, you are bad Randy. You fucking perv. How many times have you jerked off thinking about doing just this to me?”

“How many times did you touch yourself before we left?” I asked teasingly. “Because I counted three.” 

She flushed crimson, her mouth dropping open. “I see. I didn't think I was so obvious.”

We drove a bit longer in silence, then Ashley did something I wasn't expecting. She unbuckled her seatbelt again and shuffled over, getting as close to me as she could. She hugged me, clinging to my side like we were in bed together after sex. Her head fit perfectly in the crook of my shoulder.

She sighed a happy sigh. “I love you so much, bro.”

“I love you too, Ash,” I said, putting an arm around her.

“So,” she whispered a minute later, her breath hot against my ear, “was this just a one time thing, or...?”

I grinned. “I wouldn't mind making this a regular thing. Why?”

She chuckled. “Well, if this whole pervy incest thing is something we're going to be doing on the reg...Mom mentioned to me right before I left that she was going out. Something about seeing Uncle Joel for drinks. She told me she was going to be home really, really late.” Her hand slid between my legs and came to rest on the crotch of my jeans. “How about you take me home and we fuck on Mom's bed?”

I looked at her, and she looked at me. This had worked out so much better than I could possibly have imagined.

I took the next exit. We had to head back the way we came. If we hurried, we'd have time to bang on Mom's bed two or three times!



Corrupting His Mother

(Formerly Corrupting the Soccer Mom)
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“Sis, wake up.”

I nudged Ashley under the covers, trying not to think too hard about the warm flesh under my fingers. “Come on, you've gotta get up. Mom is going to be home any minute.”

Next to me in bed, my step-sister Ashley sighed, rolled over and snuggled closer. She was blissfully nude – her bra, leggings and panties having been left in a small pile at the foot of the bed – and her tight little body fit against mine perfectly, like it was made for just that purpose. It felt amazing to her have her lying next to me – but I wasn't trying to keep my cool. No matter what, we couldn't get discovered like this.

More importantly, I was trying hard not to think about the fact that a couple of hours ago, I was banging her pussy like I'd picked her up at a bar and brought her home for a one-night stand.

“Move your ass,” I whispered, reaching under the covers and giving hers a squeeze. It didn't have the desired effect.

“Mmmh!” Ashley's eyes opened, just a sliver, to peek at me lying next to her. “Bad boy...” Her hand snuck under the covers and between my legs, to stroke the hardness that was already firming up just from having a hot, horny teenage babe lying next to me.

“Such a bad big brother,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Already hard thinking of more perverted things you want to do to your sister.” 

Oh wow. Forty-eight hours ago, hearing a phrase like that tumble out of my sweet, innocent step-sister's mouth would have given me grounds to think I was hallucinating. But that was before MasterTech, the augmented reality glasses that changed the world to suit the user's whim. I had missed out on buying a pair by minutes, but instead I'd been given a greater gift: the opportunity to beta test a new, programmable version of the company's software. Unable to restrain myself, I'd beamed a hypnotic message to every device in the house with a screen capable of displaying it – a message that had burrowed into Ashley's brain and turned her into my submissive fuckdoll. By the time we were halfway to the big game, my bratty sister was begging to suck my cock – and after she'd cast the last of her taboo reluctance away, it hadn't taken much prodding to get her back here in Mom and Dad's bed, where we'd fucked for hours.

“The problem,” I muttered sleepily, wiggling away from Ashley's fingers, “is that this bed tends to have someone else sleeping in it. Someone who is going to be home any minute.”

But Ashley shook her head. “You didn't see the way Mom was dressed. There's no way she's coming home tonight. She's on the prowl, Randy.”

She punctuated her statement with a stab between my legs; in a moment my rapidly hardening cock was beneath her fingers, being stroked gently but insistently. My mouth went slack and the primal part of my brain took over, filling me with the desire to hold Ashley down and fuck her until she begged to follow my commands.

The problem...what was the problem again?

“Come on, it's 2:45,” I protested. God, those fingers felt amazing. They awoke a very recent memory within me, of laying back in bed while Ashley straddled me, her warm, tight pussy moving inch by agonizing inch down my cock as she teased me.

“So?”

“So the bars around here stop serving drinks at two,” I said. “And she's with Uncle Jack, so there's no way she's going to end up anywhere other than home. He wouldn't let her cheat, for god's sake!”

Uncle Jack was my Dad's brother. It was a family joke that we saw him more often than our actual father, since he was away on business more often than not. Jack was a few years younger than Dad, but other than that they could have been twins – Mom once confided to me over a glass of wine that in their younger days they used to pick up girls with that twin routine.

Jack might have been the cool uncle, but there's no way he'd actually let my mother go home with another guy...could he?

Ashley sighed and rolled her eyes. “What kind of Mom goes out drinking with her brother anyway? This family is totally weird.” Her fingers gripped me tighter as a slow smile spread across her lips. “At least the men have big dicks.”

“You're...” A gasp of pleasure escaped my throat. “You're a total perv, sis.” Then, after a moment of reflection: “Wait. I'm big?”

Her smile grew wider. “Oh yeah. None of the boys I've been with could hold a candle to you, Randy.”

She shifted closer to me, until one leg was thrown over my crotch and her breasts were practically nuzzling my face. She leaned over me and whispered in my ear. “And you want to know something really sick?”

I did. I really, really did.

“I don't know if it's because you're my brother, but no guy I've ever been with tastes as good as you do,” she said, leaning back and giggling.

I was stunned. “You mean that?”

She nodded and bit her lip, looking suddenly shy. “I don't get it. Two days ago I would've said this was crazy. But...you're sooo good. You smell good, you taste amazing. Let me prove it to you...”

She moved down my body, planting kisses on my chest. “Sis, no,” I protested weakly – far too weakly. “Ashley, you really shouldn't...”

Then I shut the fuck up, because her mouth was on my cock, and nothing else mattered.

I lay back, arms crossed behind my head as Ashley bobbed beneath the covers, sucking me greedily. A quick flick of the comforter and I could see everything that was going on – I could watch the way she watched me as her lips moved up and down my shaft, her naughty tongue sneaking out to caress my swollen balls and the dripping, pre-cum covered head.

“I love you, you know,” she said, taking a seconds-long break as she stroked me. “It's so weird...I still love you like a brother, even when I just want you to throw me to the ground and fuck me. It's like it all mixes together in my head and I get so confused – but when we're like this, everything makes sense.”

Her speech concluded, Ashley bowed her head with a demure air and went back to work. Christ, that felt good! My sister was a practiced cocksucker, and now I was reaping the fruits of her labor.

I was just about to come, concentrating on the blessed tightness creeping through my balls and up my shaft, when I heard a noise from downstairs.

Before I could make a move, Ashley was on me, pinning my legs down with her breasts and taut little tummy. She looked up at me, eyes gleaming with mischief as her mouth made a perfect 'o' around my shaft.

“Mmph mmph,” she managed, shaking her head. As if to stop any dissent, she started deep-throating me – my mouth dropped open in disbelief with how good it felt – she was putting her whole body into it, arching her back and taking me to the hilt. She moved like a whore trying to get a client off as soon as she could, but her technique was fully focused on making me feel as good as possible.

I heard laughter from the downstairs living room, but my brain couldn't process it. I reached the summit and came with a muffled cry, pounding shot after shot of come in Ashley's waiting mouth. Trying to keep quiet just made it hotter.

Ashley slurped my cock as the last few jets of come leaked out of the head, sucking and licking up my seed. Then she glanced up at me and grinned. “We'd better get moving,” she whispered.

“Oh fuck,” I replied. Now that my head was clear, I realized just how deep the shit the two of us were about to be in really was. If Mom came up here, we were both going to be grounded for life. I'd be lucky if they didn't cancel college and send me to jail!

“Is this even legal?” I asked in a whisper as I gathered my clothes in a heap and shoved them under my arm.

“I don't give a fuck,” Ashley replied. “It feels awesome. Are you complaining?”

We snuck out of the room and made our way down the hall, careful not to bump anything. Glancing over, I saw with relief that Ashley had remembered to bring everything from the room with her – the last thing I needed was for her to have to explain to Mom tomorrow how her daughter's panties had gotten in her bed.

I was a few feet away from the door to my room – sweet security! - when I heard a hiss from behind me.

It was Ashley. “Hey!” She beckoned with her free hand. “Come over here.”

I pictured us, naked and flushed from sex, staring down into the living room together. “What, are you crazy? Get in your room-”

“It's okay,” she mouthed. She pointed over the bannister and cupped a hand next to her mouth. “You've got to see this!”

Well, now I was curious. What could this possibly be? Still, I wasn't about to risk getting caught – then I heard it. The unmistakeable sound of a low, throaty moan coming from the living room.

Ashley stifled another giggle and pointed.

What the hell was going on down there?

I crept to the bannister like a ninja, moving on the balls of my feet – then froze, unable to comprehend the scene I was seeing.

“What the fuck?” I whispered, glancing at Ashley. She shrugged and glanced back down.

The front door stood half-open, like whoever had come through was in a massive hurry and hadn't bothered to close it. A short trail of clothes led into the living room – a jacket lying in the foyer, a pair of panties in the hall – where two figures lay writhing, hands exploring each others' bodies. The man was lying back on the couch, taking his sweet time as he unfastened the woman's bra. She straddled his lap, grinding her panties against the bulge in his slacks. The two were obviously drunk and horny, and about to get into the kind of one-night stand you tell stories about for years.

There was just one problem: I knew both of those people. That guy working his tongue around the woman's nipple was my Uncle Jack. And the woman grinding in his lap like a cat in heat, begging for release...

“Hurry up,” my Mom groaned, her face buried in Jack's smooth, muscular chest. “I need you right now, Jack. God I need to feel you in me!”

There was a sudden weight on my shoulder: Ashley had rested her head on it. “Wow. I don't think Mom has any space to criticize us now.”

I didn't understand – and then suddenly, horrifyingly, I did. The first thing I'd done when I'd gotten access to MasterTech was turn it into a tool to seduce Ashley, but I'd been so excited to use it I hadn't thought about the consequences. I had been given access to the greatest hypnotic power in history and I was slinging it around like a cool toy I'd found.

“I did this,” I whispered.

Ashley's brow furrowed. “Huh?”

“Oh fuck, Jack, let me feel that cock,” Mom cried, heedless of the fact that her kids were supposed to be upstairs asleep. I had to admit, I had never really thought of her this way before but she looked damn good with her legs spread like that. She was down to a pair of soaking black panties and her long red hair trailed down her back like an invitation, just begging to be grabbed and pulled during hard, primal fucking. Unexpectedly, my cock started to stir.

“I don't believe you,” Ashley whispered in a teasing voice. “You're getting hard watching our mother get ready to fuck her brother.”

I snapped to my senses. “Shit, I've got to stop them. There'd be no explaining this.”

“You're not going down there, are you?” Ashley glanced back at her bedroom door, obviously considering bailing on the situation. 

“I've got to do something,” I said. “This is my fault.”

Again Ashley looked confused – and I didn't blame her. She didn't understand what had been done to her, and probably wouldn't have even if I'd explained it. When I had hypnotized her...

A picture flashed in my mind's eye: the display of the MasterTech program on my computer. It was a field of glowing dots, every one corresponding to an internet-connected device in the house: phones, tablets, TVs, computers. Even now, every single one of them was beaming a subconscious message, the one I'd intended for Ashley:

I want to fuck my brother. I'm so hot for my brother. He makes me so wet...

I gulped. It was such an easy mistake to make. Why had I sent that to every fucking device in the house? Why not just Ashley's phone?

Now, my Mom had gone to check her social media accounts or watched a talk show or done anything, really, and my program had brainwashed her into wanting some filthy incestuous fucking. Into needing it, the way Ashley had needed to please me during our drive. And she'd called Uncle Jack...

Back on the couch, Jack grunted and pulled Mom's panties to the side. Obviously he hadn't taken much convincing – not too surprising when a girl as hot as Mom is begging for your cock. Maybe this was something he'd secretly fantasized about for years.

But if that fantasy became reality, I was in big trouble.

“Go to your room,” I told Ashley.

She turned. “Excuse me?”

“You need to go to your room right now, shut the door, and get in bed. And...look at your phone for a while,” I added. “Check Facebook, text your girlfriends, whatever. Just keep looking at it for an hour or two.”

She gave a dismissive sniff. “Fine. That's what I was going to do anyway. Actually I was going to invite you to spend the night in my bed, but if you're going to be rude then I guess not.”

After a second, her angry facade crumbled. She rolled her eyes and gave me a peck on the cheek. “G'night Randy, I love you.”

“Love you too,” I said.

I gave her ass a little swat as she walked away, which made her squeal. Fortunately, Mom and Uncle Jack were too occupied to notice.

Shit, what was I doing? I needed to move, fast.

Back in my room, the noise from the living room became muffled, unreal. If not for the amazing way my body felt and the memory of Ashley all over me, it would have been easy to believe I had made up everything about MasterTech. Yet there it was, still running on my computer.

I did a quick check to see if I'd received any more messages from the strange executive who'd given me MasterTech in the first place. Nothing. Good, I thought. I loved his gifts, but I was in no hurry to be under his gaze again – the way he knew the most intimate details of my life was, well, creepy.

I needed a quick solution to my problem. I found the icon for the downstairs TV – it was a newer, wi-fi connected model. Saying a silent prayer of thanks we'd splurged on a cool television a few months ago, I opened the console.

First I've got to turn it on, I thought, then I find some way to turn them off...

Downstairs, I heard the moans stop, replaced with quiet, confused conversation. The television was on, and it had been enough of a distraction to stop them for a moment. But I only had seconds before they'd shrug their shoulders and get back down to fucking.

Freeze right where you are, I typed into the command line. Keep looking at this screen until you receive a new command.

I hit enter and waiting. My fingers shook over the keyboard. 

A moment passed, then two. There was silence from the living room.

After a moment of thought, I pushed the command to Ashley's phone, too (her icon was the pale goldenrod that let me know her phone was currently being used) and crept back to the top of the stairs.

Both Mom and Uncle Jack sat frozen and half-dressed, staring at a point below me. The TV bathed them in pale blue light.

I waited, but they didn't stir. It was like there was nothing but the TV for them, in the entire world. The fact that a minute ago the only thing my Mom could think about was getting Jack's thick cock inside her didn't matter – nothing mattered, except what I wanted.

My cock was as stiff as a board. I had so much power. I could do anything I wanted, anything...

It was too much temptation. I had just seen my mother in the wet, primal throes of passion – watched her toss away any taboo feelings she had about letting her brother fuck her and come inside of her – and the thought of her doing it to me made me shudder with excitement. 

Was I going to do this? Yeah, I realized, I was.

I went back to the computer, and after thinking for a minute about how to best make this work, typed up a series of commands. I queued up the first one and hit enter, practically quaking with anticipation.

I didn't even need to go back to the stairs to know it was working – I was that sure of my powers now. 

Jack, keep staring at the TV. Mom, pick up your phone and stare at it.

After a few seconds, the light indicating my mom's phone went from green to yellow – I made a fist and gave a little yelp, ecstatic at my own success.

That done, I sent the next flurry of messages. The TV down stairs began beaming a new series of hypnotic commands into Jack's brain:

I'm hornier than I've ever been in my life. And the next time I have a firm, pliable young woman under my hands, I'm going to be rough with her. I'm going to use her like the little slut she knows she is. I'm going to leave bruises, and I won't stop until I get exactly what I want. I'm going to make her come so hard she won't be able to see straight for a week.

I heard a strangled, masculine cry from downstairs. That was my programming burrowing its way into my uncle's brain.

Time to set up the other half of that distraction, I thought.

God, I wanna fuck Uncle Jack soooo bad, I typed – directly to my sister's phone. He looks so much like Dad, and I've always had a Daddy thing going on. Plus I know Randall's cock is huge, so what must Jack's be like? I want him to treat me like his little fuckdoll. I need it. In fact, I'm going to touch myself fantasizing about him coming in the door and doing whatever he wants with me...

I chuckled. With that taken care of, there was only one more series of suggestions to finish my total dominance of the household:

I want to fuck Randall. I'm so ashamed – but it's true! Ever since he came of age, I can't stop fantasizing about him fucking me the way Howard used to. And the way he looks at me sometimes...I think he feels the same way. I'm going to go up to his room and be nastier and sluttier than I have in years. I'm going to seduce my son!

I typed a final command, sending it to both Mom and Uncle Jack: come upstairs.

Then I turned the monitor off, switched off the lights, and hopped into bed. It was a thin, puerile ruse – anyone with half an ounce of sense would see I hadn't really been sleeping – but with my commands buzzing around her brain, I didn't think Mom would notice.

I heard thumping steps making their way up the stairs. Then the door creaked open.

“Randy?” Mom's voice was trembling with nerves. “Sweetie? Are you awake?”

I pretended to stretch and sat up in bed. “I'm right here, Mom.”

From the other side of the wall I heard Ashley's door slam open, a surprised cry, then the repetitive creak of bed springs.

Mom came to the edge of the bed and sat. She hadn't bothered to get dressed – she'd tossed on a bathrobe but forgot to tie it in her haste, so I could see everything. Her breasts, still firm and mouth-watering, heaved with her barely-repressed lust. Her panties were still jerked to the side, leaving the shaved lips of her pussy clearly visible.

“God, you're so beautiful, Randy,” Mom whispered, coming a little closer. Then, with a narrowing of brows, “you really sleep naked?”

“Not all the time,” I said. Clutching the covers made the outline of my erection clearly visible; I heard her gasp. “Just when I get like this and can't sleep.”

“Oh, baby.” Mom's mouth went wide at the sight of my cock straining the covers. I swear she licked her lips. “That...that must be so tough to deal with. I bet you wish you had someone to take care of that, to make you feel really good...”

From the other room I heard a slap, followed by an ecstatic cry from Ashley. “Fuck, Uncle Jack!” she screamed. “Are you trying to break me in half?”

“Yeah, it is.” I reached out and idly fondled her breast – goosebumps raised on her skin where my fingers touched her. Her breath caught in her throat. “You know, I just want to...I don't know, bury it somewhere...”

“B-baby,” Mom said, stuttering now, “you know if you agreed not to tell anybody, I mean really keep it quiet, m-m=maybe Mommy could help you with that?”

The sounds of banging from next door increased. Mom didn't seem to notice – it was almost funny.

“I mean, I guess so,” I said, feinting reluctance. “Isn't it kind of weird, though, doing that with your Mom?”

“Oh, baby, you can call me Christina if that makes you feel better,” she said quickly, Before I could respond, she pulled back the covers and gasped. “Oh wow.”

“Is that what Dad calls you when you make him feel good?” I asked.

“No, baby,” Mom said, her eyes never leaving my cock, “he calls me 'whore' or 'slut' when he pounds me. But you...oh fuck...you can call Mommy whatever you want.”

Then she leaned forward and, seeing that I was going to stop her, slid the head of my cock between her lips.

“Yeah, tie me up,” Ashley groaned from the other room. “God, you're so fucking hot, Jack...”

I lay back in bed, arms behind my head against the headboard, as I watched Mom pleasure me. Her pillowy lips made the perfect cushion for my pleasure, and it was clear from moment one that she knew exactly how to please a man. I felt a little bad for stealing her away from Uncle Jack, until I remembered the sweet little piece of teenage ass he was working his new-found bondage fantasies out with in the other room.

“God, that's so good, Mom,” I said encouragingly. She looked up at me and smiled around my cock. “You're such a good little slut. Dad would be so proud.”

“Oh, you're so much bigger than Dad,” she whispered, pulling herself off my cock. In a flash she was straddling me, her bathrobe tossed to the floor, her breasts tantalizingly close to my tongue. “You're so big, baby, I can't even believe it. I can't even imagine how something like that would feel inside of me.”

“Inside of you?” My voice was all innocence, but my fingers were already tracing her nipples, stoking the fire between her thighs.

“Mmh hmm,” she purred. “I think that's what you really need to feel like a real man. Right? Feel so good...”

She slid down, and then I was inside her, being ridden by Christina, my mother, a naked, uninhibited MILF acting like a sixteen-year-old slut. I felt her walls stretch around me, engulfing me to the hilt, filling her up like I was made to please her.

“Oh, god!” Mom's eyes went wide and her mouth dropped open. “Oh, Randy, you have no idea how good that feels!”

She began to ride me in earnest, her tits bouncing in my face with every thrust. Despite the fact that she couldn't – or wouldn't – hear what was going on next door, I found it hilarious that she ended up in time with the harsher, louder thrusts I could hear through the wall.

“Yeah, tie me up,” Ashley begged from her room. “I've been such a bad girl, Daddy! Make me beg for it...”

“Mmh, this is so good,” Mom said, paying the cries of passion no heed. “Mommy's going to have to start doing this all the time – you're making her feel so good, Randy! I came in here to help you, but - oh fuck – it turns out you're just what I needed!”

Oh yeah. This was amazing. Christina was nowhere near as, well, acrobatic as Ashley, but what she was lacking in youth she made up for in experience and enthusiasm. I'd never been ridden so skillfully, with such devotion, in my life. I'd never felt so much love radiating from a sexual partner, but I knew all of Mom's parental feelings for me had been perverted into base lust now. She'd do any depraved thing I asked her to do.

It shocked me how easy it would be to turn her into my slave. A few quick commands and I could do anything I wanted...

“Come for me, Mom,” I commanded, taking her long red hair in my fist and pulling. Her neck bent and she let out a harsh cry of surprise and pain – but also pleasure.

“Mmh! Baby, that hurts! No, I want you to come, Randall!”

I leaned up, brought her chin to mine, and whispered into her ear. “I want you to, right now! I want to feel your tight little slit come around my cock, then I'm going to shoot all this come I have saved up inside of you! You want me to knock you up, Mommy?”

“Oh baby, oh Randall, oh my god ohmyfuck uuuuugh...” Mom trailed off into a moan as she came, her body shaking with pleasure as the subconscious commands burned their way into her mind, becoming permanent with orgasm just as Ashley's had. The feel of that power, coupled with the filthy feeling of my mother's cunt contracting around my shaft, brought me to climax. I shot my load, burst after burst filling her pussy to the brim.

When all was done, I lay there for a few minutes, letting her lay against my side (she looked so ashamed, but I knew what perversity was really working behind her eyes) and listening to Uncle Jack finish up with Ashley. 

Finally Christina rolled over, running a finger down my chest. That's right, I thought. You're Christina now. I could never assign a family title to someone I plan to fuck the way I'm going to fuck you.

“That was so good, Randall,” she said sleepily. “I want to do that for you all the time, baby...”

“We will,” I promised her. “But...for now, can you go back to your bed? I want to get some sleep.”

“Oh.” She seemed surprised, but submissively climbed out of bed, gathering up her robe. “Of course, sweetheart. You need your rest, after all.” Then she gave me a quick peck on the cheek. “G'night, sweetheart.”

“G'night.”

After a few more minutes, the commotion in Ashley's room died down. My sister and uncle, their energies spent, finally had collapsed in a heap together. I was looking forward to seeing the bruises on Ashley tomorrow – where they were, how many there were.

But until then, I stared up at the ceiling, alone in a houseful of potential slaves, drifting off to sleep as I dreamed of the new ways I was going to dominate them.

I hope MasterTech is recording all this, I wondered, then: I wonder if they got more than they bargained for.



Corrupting The Twins
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“Hey Mom, how about another beer?”

“Sure thing, honey!” My Mom's voice was barely audible over the roar of the shower. “I'll be there in just a minute.”

I sighed happily and leaned back into the spray. The shower was going full blast, nice and hot the way I liked it, and the room was thick with steam. The last of the beer trickled down my throat, cool and refreshing in contrast with the hot water. My friends were right – beer in the shower did taste better than usual.

Before MasterTech changed my life, showers were just another chore to get through. On a normal day, I'd be racing through it, scrubbing myself down and already cursing myself for being late to work or class. I didn't have to worry about those things now. Consequently, I was free to enjoy life, to take my time and enjoy the little things. It was going great so far.

I heard the bathroom door open, and a few seconds later a manicured hand pulled the curtain back.

It was my mother, Christina, with a big, seductive smile on her face. “Here yo go, baby,” she said, holding out another beer. “Can I get the empty for you?”

It took an effort to draw my eyes away from her. “Huh? Oh, yeah, sure.”

I handed her the empty bottle and took a swig, letting my gaze travel up and down her body. One of the nice side-effects of using experimental subliminals to remove your whole family's inhibitions is that the dress code around the house gets a little bit more relaxed. This morning, Mom was wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and a pair of matching thong panties. Her breasts rose and fell gently with her breathing, her skin already beading with sweat from the heat of the shower, and her long red hair trailed down her back in a neat ponytail that just screamed “grab me and pull as hard as you want.” If she had any modesty or misgivings about parading around her adult son in skimpy undergarments, or serving him beer in the shower for breakfast, they'd all been removed by MasterTech. 

I knew that with a word from me, Mom would take off her bra and panties, step into the shower with me and give me the wettest, most enthusiastic fucking of my young life. And if I hadn't already had company, I might have taken her up on it.

She noticed my eyes on her body and grinned, then raised an eyebrow seductively. “Anything else I can do for you, son?”

I thought about it another moment before discarding the notion, but made a mental note to take another shower this afternoon. “No, I'm good for now. Breakfast just about ready?”

She smiled and nodded. “Almost done. Gotta have fuel for my growing boy, after all.”

“That's my girl,” I said. As she turned, I reached out and gave her a playful swat on her ass. Mom might have been pushing forty, but she had the butt of a slut half her age – I loved that she knew how to take care of herself.

She let out a little gasp and chuckled. “You bad boy,” she said. “I might have to punish you for that later...”

I heard the bathroom door close and slid the curtain back. Then I glanced down. “Want a sip?”

Beer was one big way my showers had been different lately. The other was Ashley.

Kneeling in front of me, Ashley shook her head and went back to work. My gorgeous step-sister had long been the envy of every guy at school, and the naughty selfies she left all over social media had made her every guy's fantasy – including me. I knew it was wrong, but the thought of her just down the hall from me, her young body achingly close to mine, just waiting for me to slip over and slide inside of her had been driving me nuts ever since our parents got together. There's no way I'd have ever admitted it to anyone, but the first time I'd heard about MasterTech glasses, my mind had immediately flipped to Ashley: to the pictures I had of her in bra and panties in a secret folder on my computer, to the thought of making her my devoted slave.

Of course, I'd waited too long. The glasses, an experimental prototype capable of augmenting reality to the user's whim, had sold out before I could get my hands on them. But then I'd gotten a message from the CEO of MasterTech – a message that still gave me the creeps. Sure, he'd given me the keys to a beta version of the portable MasterTech program, but how had he known so much about me? My porn habits, my secret crush on Ashley, even my darkest dreams of hypnotic dominance. Was I that easy to read? Or did he and I have more in common than I wanted to admit?

My worries melted away with another glance down at my devoted sister. Ever since I'd installed MasterTech on her phone, Ashley had insisted on following me everywhere: she shared my bed, my shower, she even rode with me everywhere. And having torn away any shred of taboo reluctance from her young mind, she'd gone from my sister to a horny nineteen-year-old with a crush on me – so you can imagine how often she snuck me a blowjob or a quickie on the side.

“Oh shit, you're so good at that, Ash,” I said, taking another sip of the beer before stashing it on a shelf. Water trailed down Ashley's face, but she acted as if she didn't even notice. Her eyes were closed in bliss, her head bobbed as she blew me. I twined my fingers in her wet hair and started stroking her, like a pet. A low, throaty moan of pleasure slipped from her mouth.

“You're such a good sister,” I said, heaping on the praise. I loved the way it hit Ashley like a physical jolt of pleasure. Every compliment reinforced her programming, breaking down her will even further. It wouldn't be long before she called me Master, before she dropped out of school, before kneeling and submitting to me was the only thing in the entire world she craved. I was further ahead with Ashley's programming than anyone else in the house, and I fully intended to have everyone worshiping me before the end of the week. After all, what was the point of godlike hypnotic power if you didn't make the most of it?

“You're such a good little cocksucker, sis,” I whispered, cupping Ashley's chin. I felt her legs begin to tremble as my praise got her high as a kite. My cock slid even deeper into her throat, until I couldn't imagine how she managed it without gagging.

“I think I'm going to come in you,” I told her, savoring the moment. “I think I'm going to fill your little mouth up with my come. You want that?”

She nodded enthusiastically, then pulled off me with a gasp. Opening her eyes, heedless of the water, she fixed me with a loving look. “Please come in my mouth, Randall,” she begged.

I grinned and forced her back on me, thrusting my hips forward until I was fucking her sweet little mouth. I felt a soft, warm tingle rising up my balls and leaned into the shower head, letting the warmth envelop me. My knees shook as I came, draining my balls directly into Ashley's warm, wet mouth. As I released, I felt her body tremble. The programming I'd used to control her also rewarded its subjects for doing a good job – I could tell from the way she shook and clenched her thighs together that she was coming, maybe even harder than I was.

She stayed on her knees for another few seconds, sucking me clean. Then she looked up and, smiling, rose to her feet. She stepped forward so that we were chest to chest, then stuck her head straight under the spray, shaking it from side to side like a happy animal.

“God, showering with you is the best,” Ashley said, taking the beer off the shelf and sucking down a big swig. “I always get such a nice hot load from you in the mornings.”

I chuckled and pinched her on the ass. “Yeah, it's a good way to start the day.”

Her face grew serious for a moment. “Love you, Randy.”

“You know what I'd really like?” I replied. Something about the wonderful feelings running through my body made me bold; made me feel like taking the next step.

She cocked her head. “What?”

“If maybe, just when the two of us are alone together...you could call me Master?”

For an instant, doubt flickered on her face and I wondered if I had pushed things too far. But just then, a shudder tore through her features and her pretty face went slack with pleasure. Apparently just the thought of submitting to me touched the right spot in her brain, hard.

“I don't see why not,” she said dreamily, “...Master.”

Before I could say anything else she stepped past me, as if suddenly embarrassed.

“Anyway, I was already cleaned up when you stepped in the shower, so I'll see you at breakfast, okay?” She was out of the stall before I could say a word, wrapping a towel around her waist. I felt a small twinge of anxiety trickle down my spine, but only for a moment. 

She called me Master! God, it was more than I had hoped for. She was so close now. I was sure another few days of messages through her phone and Ashley would be completely mine, body and soul. I could picture her, on her knees by the bed waiting for me to wake in the morning, dressed in leather and lace. Ready to serve me day and night, to follow my every command...

Shit, I was getting hard again. Well, I thought, I had a hot MILF to take care of that. Maybe I'd see how Mom was doing before breakfast, after all.

I had shut off the water and was in the middle of gauging the distance I'd have to toss my beer to land in the bathroom trash can when I heard a strangled cry of surprise from the other side of the bathroom door.

“What are you doing here?” Ashley's voice was muffled, but it was unmistakeably her.

Then there were voices, two of them, babbling at a rapid clip. I couldn't make out a word of it, but I didn't like it one bit. Who the hell was here?

After a second, I realized: it didn't matter. I was in complete control of the house, thanks to MasterTech. Whoever was intruding on my happy home, they had no idea what a trap they'd just stepped into. I grinned just thinking about it.

Taking my time, I slid on a pair of boxers and draped a towel over my shoulders. Then I opened the door, all smiles.

Instantly the voices cleared up, so that I could hear what they were saying. “We know he's here. Just tell us what the hell he's doing here...”

That's strange, I thought as the door swung open. I recognize that voice...

I froze, an awful feeling working it's way up my guts. It took everything I had not to slam the door and hide.

Three figures stood in the hallway outside; six eyes turned to stare at me as the door swung all the way open and bumped the wall. My sister Ashley looked about the same as I did: water dripped off her body and I could tell she was extremely uncomfortable. The other two people...

The other two people looked exactly the same. Oh, no, I thought. 

“Oh, hey Randy,” Stephanie said, then did a double take. “Wait...were the two of you both just in there?”

Suddenly I very much regretted my boner. It was Stephanie and Tiffany, Uncle Jack's daughters. I hadn't seen them in years, they spent most of their time with their mother after Jack and his wife's divorce forever ago. Even through my shock, I managed to think: wow, they've really grown up.

They were gorgeous. They were slim, athletic girls, and they'd gotten their chestnut-brown hair from Uncle Jack and their high, firm tits from his wife. I remembered them as brats, but now they looked like the sort of girls who could beat you at cards, drink you under the table and give you the fucking of your life. Like little female Uncle Jacks, I guessed.

“Uh, no,” I said quickly. “The hot water was low, so Ashley took a shower downstairs.” This made no sense, and the shower in the downstairs bathroom hadn't been used for months, but they didn't know any of that.

I saw a flicker of suspicion pass over their faces, but they seemed to accept my explanation: after all, the alternative was practically unbelievable. 

“Whatever,” Stephanie said, shaking her head. Christ, she looked good doing it. And those legs...

“Where's our Dad?” Tiffany asked. Unlike Stephanie, she preferred her hair in a short pixie cut – it was the only way to tell the pair apart. I had never realized how bad I wanted to fuck a girl with short hair until I saw the way it looked on her.

I was caught flat-footed, unable to come up with an explanation. “Your...Dad?”

“Yeah, according to Facebook he 'checked in' here and that's the last we've heard of him,” Stephanie said.

“He calls us every day,” Tiffany added. “We've never gone this long without hearing from him.”

“It's been nearly a week. His car isn't here, though: is he here? Was he here?”

Every day? I thought. Wow. Uncle Jack must be more of a family man than I thought.

“Yeah,” I said with a quick glance at Ashley. “Yeah, he was here. I'm not sure if he's here now though.”

I had hoped to sound like a typical muddled teenager, so that they'd get bored and go look around the house or something. Unfortunately, that wasn't the case.

“He was here?” Stephanie snapped. “When did he leave? What the hell has he been doing here for a week?”

“He never leaves like this,” Tiffany chimed in. “The last time he did this was...”

Stephanie shot Tiff a shockingly angry glare; Tiff's mouth snapped shut. I thought I could finish the sentence, though. The last time he did this was during the divorce. They were worried Dad had fallen off the wagon.

I was tempted to tell them the truth, that Jack was having the time of his life, and that he was nailing my Mom almost as much as I was fucking Ashley. It would have been a disaster, but the looks on their faces would almost have been worth it.

But even that hid a bigger question: how was I supposed to hypnotize these two?

“Look, uh, why don't you let me get dressed,” I said slowly. “I'm not exactly the expert on Jack's comings and goings, so maybe we should sit down and...”

There was a thump at the bottom of the stairs. I glanced down to see a shock of red hair and black, lacy panties. Oh shit.

“Is that Steph and Tiff?” In contrast to the situation, Christina sounded pleased as punch to see Jack's daughters. “Oh, wow, I haven't seen you two in forever! My God, you've both turned into young women – just look at you!”

She came up the stairs, arms outstretched and a wide smile on her face. The twins stared at her, then at Ashley, then at me.

“What the hell are you wearing!?” Stephanie asked.

“Why is everyone naked in this fucking house!?” Tiffany said, bewildered.

Mom glanced down at her lingerie as if noticing it for the first time. “Oh, this? Well, you know, when you've got a couple of hunky young men around the house, you like to give them a little show. You girls understand that!”

I could tell from their faces that they very much did not understand.

“What. The fuck. Is going ON HERE?”

Stephanie looked as if she was going to explode any moment. I could see Tiffany fishing for her phone in her pocket, probably getting ready to call the police...

Her phone. If I could just get to MasterTech-

“Girls!” From the bottom of the steps came a triumphant cry. “What did I do to deserve this surprise?”

Their eyes widened in unison. “Daddy!”

Whew, I thought. That was close. The twins charged down the stairs, shouldering Christina aside, the tension in the room momentarily forgotten. They hugged Jack – who, fortunately, was the only person in the house still dressed like a normal person.

“Where have you been, Daddy?” Tiffany asked. “What the hell is going on here?”

“Come on,” Stephanie said, taking him by the arm. “We're leaving right now.”

“Woah, woah, woah,” Jack said, holding up his hands sheepishly. “Let's all just calm down a second.”

Yes, I thought, Let's. Jack was by far the least hypnotized person in the house: unlike Mom or Ashley, who I'd been controlling directly, I'd mostly been brainwashing him through Ash. As a result, I had less control over him than my immediate family. The last thing I wanted was for a shock to his system to break him out of his programming.

“Why don't we all have breakfast?” I suggested from the top of the stairs.

Jack smiled broadly, his own version of the programming humming in his brain. “That's a great idea.”

Stephanie was practically tugging at him now. “Daddy, no...”

“Come on,” he said genially. “Let's sit down like a family and have a nice breakfast. I know you two must have had a long drive to get here, right?”

“We drove all night,” Tiffany admitted.

“So let's get a good meal, I can explain everything, and then we can all go home. Sound good?”

They looked nervous, but with a quick glance at each other agreed.

“Wonderful,” Mom said, clapping her hands together. “I'll go get everything ready!”

She departed, my eyes on her firm ass as I watched her go. The twins still looked terrifyingly confused as they stared at her body.

“Give me a minute, you guys,” I said, ducking into my room. I had some work to do. Letting Jack get away was not in my plans – who knew how long it might be before his programming wore off, and he tearfully confessed to his twin daughters how he'd spent the last week giving their cousin a rough fucking every night?

Fortunately, I had a plan.

––––––––
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Breakfast, as you can imagine, was awkward.

Stephanie and Tiff flanked Uncle Jack like sentinels, glaring around the table at everyone and glancing at their phones. You could just tell they were counting down the seconds until it would be socially acceptable to leave.

“Would either of you like some more eggs?” My mom asked unhelpfully. In a small concession to modesty, she'd put on a flimsy, half-transparent nightgown over her lingerie, but it had the opposite effect from what was intended: it clung to her ample curves and made her look even more exposed than she would have been without it.

“No,” the girls said in unison.

She shook her head, either oblivious to the way they were staring at her or pretending to be. “How about you, Ashley?”

The most awkward, hard to hide part of breakfast was that Ashley had staked out the seat directly across from mine and was even now running her foot back and forth across my cock, making me hard as hell. Normally something like this was exactly what I'd want her to do, but not in a situation like this.

“Oh, I'm good,” she said in an eyebrow-raising tone.

The change that came over the table was slow but steady. Gradually, Stephanie and Tiff began paying less attention to us. The glares stopped, or were there for a few seconds before disappearing. They were glancing at their phones like they were expecting something important to happen any moment.

I smiled. Perfect.

A minute later and they had the phones out on the table, staring at them openly. The mood around the room had relaxed as everyone else realized the twins were no longer paying attention. Ashley came around to my side of the table and sat in my lap.

“What did you do to them, Randy?” Her voice was so submissive, so sweet in my ears.

“Give it a minute,” I said.

I was so grateful both their phones had local wi-fi. MasterTech had picked up on them almost immediately. As they stared, new commands were being burned into their brains, reprogramming their most basic urges and desires. It was like a year of philosophy classes and a religious conversion, all in one, and I watched them go through it over a course of minutes as they stood perfectly still, only their eyes showing the intense emotions flowing through their minds.

Finally, after Mom and Uncle Jack had already finished breakfast and headed into the living room, the girls put their phones down.

Tiffany recovered first, blinking rapidly. “That was...”

Stephanie sounded like she'd gone twelve rounds with Mohammed Ali – her breathing was hard and fast. I could see a flush of arousal on her face. “Wow...”

“You understand now, right,” I asked. It wasn't a question.

“Yes...” they said together.

“You're making everyone in the house your slaves...”

“...because you're their Master,” Tiffany finished. “Because you deserve to be. I mean, if you didn't, you couldn't have hypnotized Ashley and Christina and Uncle Jack, could you? You couldn't make us feel...”

A shudder ran through her young body.

“Do you still want Uncle Jack to leave?” I asked teasingly. 

“No,” Stephanie whispered. “I want...”

A sudden flush came over her features. I knew exactly what she wanted: thanks to MasterTech, all her old inhibitions and taboos were toast. Considering how she'd felt about her father before being brainwashed, I could only imagine what the thought of him did to her now.

“Oh my gawd,” Tiffany giggled, biting her lip. “Are you thinking what I'm thinking?”

“Yes,” Stephanie said forcefully. “But do you think he'd...?”

“Oh, he would,” I said. “He would right now.”

They looked at me like I had just handed them the biggest, most expensive Christmas present in history.

“Oh, thank you Master! Thank you for opening our eyes!”

“You're welcome.” I jerked my head in the direction of the living room. “You can go now.”

They stood up so fast it was almost funny and walked out of the room. Ashley watched them go, her face pursed in confusion.

“Randy – I mean, Master...what was that all about?”

I reached underneath her top and stroked her nipple. Instantly she went rigid against me, giving a sharp little cry of mingled surprise and pleasure.

“You'll see in a minute,” I reassured her. “For right now...”

I didn't have to finish. The whole situation had given me a raging hard-on and Ashley knew exactly what I wanted her to do with it. Before I knew it, my zipper was down and my cock was standing straight up from my pants, grinding against her ass.

“Ooh, damn,” she cooed. “God, you're so hard. I just sucked you off an hour ago and you're already like fucking granite.”

I didn't waste any time – I grabbed her around the waist and pulled her on top of me roughly, treating her like the submissive slut her subconscious yearned to be. A low moan of contentment escaped her lips as she settled onto me.

She glanced over her shoulder with a look that was verging on shy. “You want to fuck me, bro...I mean, Master?”

I nodded.

Then her skirt was up and her panties slid to the side, and before I knew it I was inside her, blissfully inside her, every inch of my cock singing with bliss as her tight, wet pussy enveloped me. She gripped the table for purchase and leaned forward, letting her toes touch the floor, and used the leverage to ride me. Sitting in my lap like this, legs together, she was so tight – I'd have to make this a regular occurrence. 

She felt my climax approaching almost before I did; it was in the way I gripped her waist, the way I buried my face in her hair and grunted in time with her thrusts.

“Oh, shit,” she muttered, “are you going to come already? God, it must really be turning you on, fucking your sweet little sister over the breakfast table like this...”

Her words sent me over the edge – I groaned and clutched her to me as I came, my seed spilling out of me and filling her tight little womb all up. It dripped around my shaft as she ground slowly against me, milking every drop of pleasure out of my throbbing cock. An instant later I felt her come; the feeling of my seed was like her mental conditioning giving her entire body a high-five.

As she came down, we both realized there were similar noises coming from the living room. Ashley looked around as if dazed and glanced back over her shoulder at me.

I got up without speaking and led her into the living room.

There, laying across the couch, was Uncle Jack, being entertained by his twin daughters in ways that would have disgusted them a few short hours ago. Stephanie was riding her Dad's thick cock in reverse cowgirl, her breasts heaving as she bobbed up and down on him, and on the other end of the couch Tiffany straddled his face, moaning and sobbing as his tongue filled her cunt.

I felt Ashley stiffen beside me; I could tell her eyes were wide with shock. “Oh, wow.”

Tiffany looked over at me and shot me a naughty smile – letting me know just how much she loved the way she was feeling.

“That's right,” she said, tossing back her long hair. “Eat my cunt, Daddy! I want to be nice and wet for when Stephie is finished with you! You're not getting up from this couch until you've put a big load in both of our pussies!”

“Yes...mmph...angel...” Jack gasped, both ends of his body in motion against his twin daughters.

In the love seat on the opposite end of the room, Mom was masturbating, her clothes in a neat pile on the floor in front of her.

“God, this is all so dirty,” Ashley said, her tone filled with wonder. “You wanted all this to happen. Didn't you, Master?”

I looked over them, at their depravity. Their lust. The way their love for each other had been twisted, corrupted into a base need to fuck like animals. They were mine, now, and soon they'd all call me Master.

They were my family now more than ever.

I slapped Ashley on the ass, hard. “Damn straight,” I said with a smile. “Now, let's get down to some real business. Who do you want to fuck first?”



Corrupting Her Taboos
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“Hey sis – you got a minute?”

I opened the door a crack and stuck my head inside. My gorgeous stepsister Ashley lay in bed under the covers, tablet in hand and her eyes fixed on it. This wasn't unusual – I'd wager most people's sisters spend their nights glued to a computer, tablet or phone, keeping track of their social media accounts.

What most people's sisters weren't doing, though, was masturbating.

Ashley slowly turned to regard me, her hand a blur beneath the covers. Her eyes were glazed over like a zombie's, a look I was getting to know well in the two weeks since I'd installed MasterTech on every device in the house. One of the most basic triggers I'd installed was for anyone who wasn't me to spend at least an hour a night staring at a screen, soaking in and reinforcing the programming. Masturbating helped the hypnotic suggestions take; it opened the mind up and made it more suggestible, the way we're more prone to doing stupid things and making bad decisions when we're horny. Plus, it was fucking hot to watch Ashley do it.

I didn't mean to suggest Ashley was alone in doing it, however. I'd started with her, of course, but almost as soon as I'd made her my hypnotic sex kitten, I'd accidentally done the same to my mom, Christina. That had led to her bringing over my Uncle Jack and trying to fuck him in our living room, and after bringing him under my hypnotic control, I'd had to deal with his twin daughters who were somehow convinced I was doing something evil to our family.

Life had gotten complicated, but the resolution was simple. All of them were fully under MasterTech's power. All around the house, they were touching themselves right now, getting their latest dose of my hypnotic power. I'd checked in on them: Mom and Uncle Jack were in Dad's bed, jerking and stroking themselves to climax after climax without even looking at each other, their eyes unable to tear away from the TV. Jack's twin daughters were in the living room, stroking their clits while their phones updated them on my latest fantasies and ideas. And Ashley...

Well, Ash was the one I really wanted to talk to. I was about to take home life to the next level, and I'd chosen her to be the first person to get my new update. I wanted to be sure it would take before uploading it to the whole house.

Ashley's eyes slowly cleared; her fingers slowed down but didn't stop completely. “Hey, bro,” she said. God, she looked so good this way. Her long blonde hair clung to the side of her face with sweat. A hot red flush had worked its was over her cheeks and down her neck, making her look like she was experiencing a shame I knew she could no longer feel.

“Hey yourself,” I said, entering the room. “What'cha up to?”

“Oh, the usual,” she said, nodding towards the tablet. “Instagram.”

Her rubbing picked up the pace slightly as she looked at me. Thanks to MasterTech, Ashley felt no compunction about touching herself in front of me. In fact, Ashley was madly in love with me, her sisterly feelings tied up into a sick, twisted knot of lust in her brain. It made every sexual experience with her so wrong and so hot at the same time.

“Yeah, I noticed you've been all about that lately,” I said. This was by design. MasterTech had told her to be interested, because I wanted her to be interested.

“It's just really interesting,” she said, her eyes straying to the phone for an instant. “All these girls, vying for attention on the internet. Competing to see who can get the most people to like their pictures. It's just hot, you know.”

“It is,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “Some of those girls on there, I mean damn. I used to jerk off to some of them every night.”

“Eww, you perv,” Ashley said, but in a joking way. “I bet you used to jerk off like five times a day before you started fucking me.”

“Oh yeah I did,” I said. “With a sister like you? God, I was hard every ten minutes.”

I watched with pleasure as a little shudder of pleasure passed through her body. One of my favorite things about MasterTech was how compliments and praise helped reinforce the programming: it created a feedback loop that sent a spike of pleasure straight to the subject's brain. The upshot was, every time I said something nice about Ashley, it made her wet and horny.

“You think I'm hotter than these internet whores?” Ashley asked with obvious pleasure.

“Absolutely,” I said, causing another shudder to pass through her slender frame. “I think you're the sexiest little slut I've ever seen.”

Her mouth opened in a little 'o' of pleasure. “Th-thanks, Randy,” she moaned, her cheeks flushing even redder. “Um, what did you want to talk about? Or were you just coming to bug me about the ache in your balls?”

Ashley liked to joke about how often she had to 'drain my balls', treating it like another of her sisterly duties. It made me hard as hell, but I had bigger fish to fry tonight. 

“Actually, that's what I wanted to talk to you about,” I said. “Check this out.”

Reaching behind my back, I pulled out the object I'd been hiding – a camera.

“Ooh, nice,” Ashley said appreciatively. “Where'd you get that?”

“From the store,” I said teasingly. “With Christina's credit card.”

Ash's eyes widened and a mischievous smile came over her face. “You didn't. You stole it? You are so bad, Randy! I never knew my brother was such a bad boy!”

“It's tempting to let you think that,” I said, “but no. She was happy to give it to me. You...you understand what I've done to her, right?”

Her brow furrowed. “Yeah. I think so. You...did something to make her like you. Not in the way that a mom usually likes her son, but more like the way she liked Uncle Jack the other night when she brought him home from the bar.”

“Exactly. And that's why I call her Christina now – because I think of her as a woman.”

Ashley snickered. “You don't call her that when the two of you are in her bedroom. 'Oh, mommy, keep sucking my cock! Oh, I'm going to come inside of you, mommy!'”

I tossed a stuffed animal at her head. It missed, and she stuck her tongue out at me.

“It's true,” she said. “I hear you two all the time.”

“And,” I said, choosing each worth with care, “do you have a problem with that?”

This was the first part of the new programming I'd hit Ashley with. For right now, everyone in the house thought the world of me and would do anything I asked them to – but it was like they didn't see each other. They were all in their own little worlds, just them and me. I wanted to change that, to make us a real 'family' again. But I had to do it carefully.

Ashley looked at me for a long moment, then shrugged. “I guess not. I mean, you're entitled to do whatever you want, right? It's weird – whenever you're out of the house, she acts totally normal. Then, the second you walk in the door, it's like she transforms into a completely different person. Sometimes I swear I can see it happen, if I'm looking at her.”

I nodded. “But me sharing her bed, taking her the way that dad did...fucking her. You're okay with it?”

She nodded. “I was a little upset at first. And don't you dare tell her this or I will kill you, but...a little jealous, too. But I can't stay mad at you, Randy. You're my brother. I love you. And Mom – I mean, Christina – seems happier than she has since Dad left. So yeah, I'm cool with it. Just don't even think about doing that shit to me, dude. I'm not as naive and suggestible to that hypnosis stuff as she is.”

I let that one pass, snickering to myself.

“So then,” I said, “total theoretical question: if I wanted you to come join us one night when I was in there with Christina. Would you?”

I was surprised, this time there was no hesitation. “Sure. I mean, if that's what you wanted. You know I can never say no to you.”

She claimed it was all for me; but I saw her fingers pick up their pace under the covers. Was sis a little curious about the way Mom's pussy would taste? I was intrigued.

“What if I wanted to watch the two of you together?”

Another shrug, no hesitation. “Yeah. Duh. I mean, you watch me with Tiffany.”

Tiff and Stephanie were Uncle Jack's twin daughters; I had big plans for them, too. But this night was about Ashley, and taking the next step, so I didn't go down that path just yet. 

“Cool,” I said. “I was just wondering.”

“Uh huh.” She let out a pained little moan, her hips writhing beneath the covers as she fingered herself. She saw me notice and smiled. “You don't mind that I'm doing this, do you?”

“Not at all,” I said. “It's totally natural. And hot. Natural and hot.”

She laughed and let her head fall back on the pillow for a moment. “So what does any of this have to do with buying a camera?”

Moment of truth, I thought. This was the second – and much more audacious – thing I was working on. If this didn't work, I'd have to get her back to glazed and go back to the drawing board.

“Well, you're not ashamed of what we're doing, right?”

She scoffed. “Of course not. I love fucking you, Randy. It's like you're my soul mate or something. You're the best brother ever.”

“Alright, I'm glad to hear that,” I said, and I was. “And you think it's hot when girls slut it up online to get lots of guys and girls to look at their pictures.”

“Yeah,” she said, still not getting it. “Are you saying that I should slut it up on Instagram? Because I already do.”

I leaned forward, taking her hand. “I'm saying, this is not something to be ashamed of.” Without stopping, I moved her hand aside and slid my fingers inside her slit. She was warm and wet, her clit so engorged it practically hummed under my thumb. “This is, in fact, totally hot,” I said, beginning to stroke her. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her face slackened with pleasure.

“I'm saying, you shouldn't be ashamed. You should show the world how much you love your brother.”

Even in the throes of ecstasy, Ashley found the means to shoot me a dirty look. “Wait, what? You can't be saying what - ooh, shit that's good – I think you're saying.”

“Let me show you something.” I got closer, snuggling up next to Ashley, the angle letting my fingers go even deeper inside of her. She groaned with pleasure as I came around and took her tablet with my free hand. Quickly, I thumbed it to one of the bookmarks I'd saved earlier when she wasn't looking.

“Sis loves her brother,” she read, panting. “Real sister interviewed about fucking Daddy. Bro surprises Sis in the shower. Okay, I mean, these look hot, but so?”

“So,” I said, “all of these are fake. The overwhelming majority of them happen between people who don't look like the come from the same country, much less the same family.”

“Mmmh, God I'm so close,” Ashley murmured. “Don't stop, okay?”

“I think you're hotter than every one of these girls,” I continued, turning my stroke up to 11. “You could teach these internet sluts a lesson in how to be hot. You could have tens of thousands, hell, millions of followers hanging off your every word. And you could do it without hiding who you are.”

“I can't do that, Randy,” she protested weakly. “It'd be so wrong...”

“Millions of guys jerking themselves off watching you, wishing you were their sister,” I said, holding her down just the way she liked. “Millions of girls coming every night, wishing they were you.”

“Mom would kill us.” It was a weak defense, and she knew it. I already knew she was going to say yes.

“You let me worry about Christina,” I said. Her body was trembling beneath mine, inches from climax. “You know what they call it, in these videos when a hot young girl bangs her brother and brags about it all over the internet? You want to know the word everyone is whispering to each other as they come all over themselves watching you work?”

She was about to come, hard. “W-what is it?”

I slid another finger into her slit and ground down hard. “They call it wincest.”

She came, sobbing and writhing in my arms.

That's how it started. That's how we moved to the next level.

––––––––
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“Are you ready, Randy?”

It was an hour later. Just an hour, but it felt like I'd moved into a whole new year – a whole new life. After I'd made her come, Ashley had just had to blow me, and then demanded to take a shower: she told me she wanted to look her best for her big debut. She hadn't let me see her since – she'd commanded me back to my room to wait and told me she'd be there once she was washed and dressed. I was looking forward to seeing what I had in store for me. I'd listened to the shower roar, checked over the MasterTech settings (after their two hour brainwashing-and-masturbation sesh, everyone else in the house had fallen into a deep, contented sleep) and the sounds of Ashley digging through her closet until finally there was a gentle knock on my door.

“Yeah, I'm ready. Come on in, sis.”

The door opened and then there she was, standing in the doorway like a fantasy come to life. Holy shit, I thought. I knew Ash was a knockout, but goddamn.

Her long blonde locks were up in a fancy configuration, held in place with chopsticks. A generous application of lip gloss and glitter makeup made her look like a cross between a beauty queen and a call girl. And that little black dress...

It clung to her curves, making her look more naked then she would have been without it. It was painfully obvious she wasn't wearing a stitch beneath it. The hem was criminally short; as she took a step in the room it rode up to give me an almost illusory glimpse of her smooth, barely legal pussy. If she wore this getup in public, she'd be flashing strangers left and right.

I decided to get her out in public wearing this outfit as soon as possible.

“Well?” She asked, taking a few hesitant steps into the room on – what else? - a pair of black fuck-me heels. “What do you think?”

“I think if this was some video I found on the internet, I'd have already shot my load just from looking at you.”

She flushed deeply, her lithe body quaking with pleasure. Thank God for MasterTech.

“Mmh, really?” She bit her lip and bent a little at the waist, striking a pose. “You think so?”

“Know so. Now let's get rolling.”

She nodded, her eyes never straying from me as I brought the camera up and switched it on. I held up three fingers as I grazed the recording button.

“3...2...1. We're on.”

In an instant, a change came over Ashley. I had known being an actress was one of her long-time dreams, but I had no idea how serious she'd taken it. It was in the way she suddenly held her body, the way she strode slowly towards the camera, sinuously swaying her hips, and in the way she looked at the camera like it was a fat cock she couldn't wait to blow.

“Oh wow,” I said. “That's amazing.”

She gave me a naughty grin. “You're not supposed to talk yet.”

“We'll edit it out and start from here. Hi there.”

“Hey.” She was perfect – the ideal mix of flirty, nervous and cock-slurpingly thirsty. Her eyes shined with lust, even as her fingers fidgeted at her side.

“Why don't you tell the nice people at home what your name is?”

She swayed gently from side to side. “I'm Ashley.”

“Ashley, why don't you tell the nice people what you think about wincest? Do you like it?”

She bit her lip and sighed happily. “Oh yeah, I love it. Incest is incredibly win.”

“You certainly look like a happy, healthy girl,” I narrated from behind the camera. “That's a very nice dress you're wearing.”

Another shudder of pleasure passed through her body. I could almost see the thoughts flickering through her head: praise me, love me, tell me I'm a good girl...

“Thank you,” she said, taking the hem with both hands and pulling it up a fraction of an inch. “I wore it just for you.”

“I like it a lot,” I said. “And you...practice it, right? With a certain someone?”

She laughed. “Yes,” she said, unashamed. “I fuck my brother.”

“Well, Ashley,” I said, prompting another giggle from her. “I guess what the people at home are wondering is: with a body like that, you could be with just about any man you want. Why do you have to fuck your brother?”

She let out a little moan of pleasure. “Oh man. I don't have to – I want to.”

“Why do you want to?”

“God, I mean it's just so hot. The sex...I've honestly never had sex like I've had with him. It's like we know each others' bodies so well. Plus I love him like a sister, you know, and all that tips over into it until I'm just so fucking wet for him I can't stand it. He's the best lover I've ever had, and I love him with all my heart.”

She was staring over the camera, straight at me.

I set the camera down, still rolling, on the desk and came up behind Ashley, pushing up the hem of her dress. She bent over my desk, spreading her ass cheeks with one hand, giving me a view of her gorgeous ass and trimmed, soaking pussy. Obviously our little video project had turned her on just as much as it had me. 

My mouth was on her, her clit warm and wet under my tongue. She shuddered and let out a low, throaty moan as I lapped at her folds.

“Oh fuck,” I heard her say. She turned to address the camera, struggling to keep composure as I ate her out. “This is why having a brother who fucks you is so great,” she whimpered. “He knows just what I need - oh fuck yes, he even knows how to tongue my asshole like a dirty...little...slut...”

Ashley was practically bent double, her breaths coming in great heaving gasps. I felt her pussy contract and clench as she came, her asshole and clit throbbing from the feeling of being violated on camera by her loving brother.

“Mmh, ohhh that was good,” she groaned, clutching the desk to keep from falling over. “Tip from me, girls: if you've got a brother, ask him to do that!”

She let out another 'whew' and turned around, pulling herself up onto the desk and spreading her legs. Her skirt was around her waist now, so both I and everyone watching our video in the future could see her shaved, freshly-eaten pussy.

“Fuck me,” she begged, focused on me so intently I wondered if she'd forgotten there was a camera in the room. “I need to feel you inside me.”

I wasn't about to turn down an invitation like that. Her body was as warm as a furnace as her legs wrapped around my thighs. I ran the head of my cock over her pussy lips, pressing gently until it disappeared into her folds. 

“Fuck me, bro,” Ashley said, speaking as much to me as the camera. “Pound your dirty little sister's pussy!”

I turned her to the side, giving the audience I knew we would have (how many thousands, tens of thousands, were going to have their minds blown by this video?) a perfect view of my cock slamming into Ashley again and again. She rode me like a champion, her every move balanced between pleasuring me and putting on a good show for the camera. She arched her back, thrust her hips, ground against me like a barely-legal porn star. I was going to have to record things more often; Ashley hadn't given her pussy to me with a ferocity like this since the first time we'd fucked.

I could feel myself getting close to coming. Ashley felt it too; having already climaxed, her mind was clear and focused on getting me off, and that meant lots of dirty talk for me and the camera.

“Doesn't your sister's pussy feel so tight?” she teased, raking her nails down my chest. “Don't you just want to hold me down and pound me until you empty those big, heavy balls right into my sweet little cunt?” 

I was too far gone to do anything but grunt in response.

“Yeah, I can feel it,” she said, an edge of triumph in her voice. “I can feel you getting ready to put all that sweet, hot come inside me. Inside your sister's twat. My aching slit. I love you, Randy. Come inside me, please baby, please?”

That was more than enough; I couldn't take anymore. With a harsh grunt I grabbed the sides of her dress and pulled, tearing it to shreds as I held onto her like a little fuckdoll. Then I was coming inside her, exploding with more come than I had imagined possible, filling her up so that everyone online could see. 

I stood back, dazed. I just came inside of my sister for the whole Internet to see, I thought. Then I smiled. And it felt great!

“Oh, look at that,” Ashley said, spreading the lips of her sex with her fingers. “God, I'm so full. Look at it drip.” She crossed the room, putting her bare, glazed pussy on display for the camera. As I watched, she slid a finger deep inside her creamy goodness and sucked it clean, lapping my seed off her fingers.

“God, he tastes so good,” she said with a wink. “My big brother knows just how to fill me up right.”

Then she laughed. “Next time, I'll let him come on my face. See you next time...”

She leaned forward and cut off the camera. We both stood there a long moment, basking in post-orgasmic bliss.

“Was that what you wanted?” Ashley finally asked.

“Oh yeah. That was way beyond anything I expected.”

“Good.” She pulled me onto the bed and snuggled up close. “Because I liked it.”

I was sure she had. MasterTech had made sure of that. And now that I knew it worked, it wasn't just going to be Ashley on display. I was going to have the whole house joining in. Mom, the twins, Uncle Jack...

I grinned and held my sister tighter, kissing her on the forehead. Stephen had wanted me to reach new heights of depravity with this MasterTech beta. And I intended to exceed expectations in every way.



Corrupting Her Bestie
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“Master, there's something I've been meaning to ask you about.”

“Just a second.” I stared at the camera, reviewing the footage I'd just shot. On the tiny screen, Ashley writhed provocatively, bent towards the viewer in a pose that put her cleavage front and center. With the volume down, her glossy lips moved without sound, saying words I knew would get the attention of any man with a brain and a working libido. “I'm making sure the video looks good.”

“Your videos always look good, Master.”

“Well, you look good, anyway,” I said with a smirk. “That's the important part after all. Do you have any idea how many guys are going to come watching this?”

I didn't have to move to feel the shudder that tore through Ashley's body. In the two months since I had been gifted a beta copy of MasterTech's latest brainwashing software and used it to turn my family into my own personal harem, I'd made her do it more times than I could count. It was one of my favorite activities, in fact. Praising someone for following their programming caused a feedback loop of pleasure in their brain, it was one of the program's side effects. Watching the Pavlovian response as my 'attagirl's sent Ashley, Christina and the twins into orgasmic bliss was one of those things that just never got old.

“Thank you, Master,” Ashley panted, her body relaxing. “I'm so pleased that you liked it.”

Still grinning, I put the camera down and turned to face her, replacing fantasy with reality. My sweet step-sister Ashley lay practically spread eagle on her side of the bed, dripping with sweat. This last video had been a long shoot, full of toys and bondage gear, and I still hadn't taken off the leather collar with its heavy silver chain she was wearing around her neck. Her breasts heaved in the afterglow of her climax; the warmth between her thighs glistened with juice. Come covered her face and tits, making a streaky mess of the pretty makeup she'd been wearing at the beginning of the video.

A few months ago, Ashley would never have let me do any of this. She'd never have let me tie her up, fuck her senseless, and record it all for the benefit of strangers on the internet: not for any boy, much less her own brother. But MasterTech had changed all that. The program was a wonder, given to me by the company's CEO and installed on every device with a screen connected to my house's wireless network. A few nights of subliminal messages and the age-old taboo against fucking the people closest to you was shattered, replaced with animalistic need to fuck. Ashley had been first, seduced into becoming my submissive fuckdoll and leaving her linebacker boyfriend for me. Next, the program turned my mother Christina into a cock-thirsty bimbo, convincing her to bring my Uncle Jack home for a sweaty, primal fucking in our living room. I'd taken him a slave too, just to keep him from learning the truth – which had brought his twin daughters, Tiffany and Stephanie, snooping around the house. Now all four of them fought over who got to worship my cock, while Uncle Jack handled the finances, kept the place stocked with food and drink, and got to slam his cock inside his twin daughters as a reward. Life was great, but I was already thinking how to make things bigger: how to take them to the next level.

And as it turned out, Ashley was, too.

“What's up, sis?” I asked, unable to keep my eyes from roaming over her just-fucked body.

As soon as my attention was on her, my sister slid her fingers between her thighs and started rubbing her folds, spreading her legs to give me a better view. She let out a happy sigh and watched me watching her. Ash was such a slutty little show-off.

“I had an idea,” she said. “About how to grow our audience.”

My eyes traveled from her pussy to her eyes. “I'm listening.”

Now that I was actually asking, Ashley got a little submissive. A flush crept over her face, partly from the feel of her fingers caressing her clit but also from embarrassment. “I mean, I would never presume to tell you how to do things, Randy. I just...”

Inwardly, I smiled. This was an aspect of the program I was working on – sometimes the drive to total submission made conversations difficult. “It's okay, Ash. I want to hear your ideas. You know just as much as I do about what makes the two of us fucking look good. I love you, sis.”

Another shudder tore through her body as my praise sent her over the edge into another climax.

“Oh, thank you Randy! Oh, shit, wow....mmh, what was I saying?”

I rolled my eyes. “You had an idea...”

“Oh, right! Well, I've been watching a lot of videos lately. Ones with boys like you in them, who fuck their sisters or their moms...”

“You've been enjoying those, I bet.”

Another blush. God, she was so cute sometimes. “Oh yeah. Anyway, it seems like we've got most of our potential audience's eyes on us. People who want to hear about our relationship and watch a hot sister get fucked have me, the guys and girls who are into the whole Mommy thing have Christina...”

I was just starting to ramp things up with Mom; we were nowhere near the level of sharing that Ashley and I were. She seemed weirdly reluctant: while MasterTech had removed any compunction she had to give me her pussy, mouth or ass at any time of the day, she still had some resistance to the idea of fucking her son on camera. I was working on it.

“...and you've got Tiff and Steph, and I know all about the special stuff you have planned for them...”

The best thing about Ashley (besides the feeling of her tight little body all over me) was that I could tell her anything. Even before MasterTech, when we were just brother and sister, this had been the case: we were always close. Ash was the first person I'd tested the latest version of the software on, and as a result she knew everything that was going on in the house. Everyone else had weird blind spots: they either refused to acknowledge the idea that anyone else in the house was fucking me, or they acted as if everything was completely normal. Ashley was the only one of my slaves who knew what MasterTech was, and what I had done to everyone. Thanks to the program, she couldn't help but love it all, but there was a tiny part of my brain that hoped that even without it, she loved me enough that she'd have chosen to accept all of this.

As for what I intended to do with my twin cousins, that was something very special I was working on for later.

“...but there's one thing we're missing.”

As she talked, I was unable to stop myself from reaching out, caressing her breasts, trailing down her taut belly. My cock was rapidly stiffening and I was already feeling the urge to bury it, to plunge deep inside her and drink from the wellspring of Ashley's refreshing young body.

“Oh yeah?” I asked distractedly. “What's that?”

She looked at me like she was about to say something that would make me mad. “A Dad.”

Huh. Not really what I was expecting, but she had a point.

Slowly, I nodded. “Fair enough. You're right, we don't. Dad left a long time ago.”

By Dad, I assumed Ashley meant her Dad. My Dad was long gone, years and years gone, but hers had left the family within recent memory, bailing on us just a few months after the wedding had put our families together. I didn't like to think about it – mostly because I thought of the three of us as a family, and Dad was an uncomfortable reminder of the frailty of that bond. If he could walk away, what about the rest of us?

I felt my hand clench and forced myself to relax. Thanks to MasterTech, I thought, we'll never have that problem. We're a closer family now than ever before.

“I know,” Ashley said quickly. “And I'm not saying I want him back. Hell, even if you could hypnotize him I wouldn't want you to. He doesn't deserve to be part of this family anymore. He isn't a tenth the man that you are, Randy. Master.”

The words warmed my heart. “Thanks, sis. I'm really glad I have you.”

“Me too,” she said, a small tremor of pleasure making her arch her back against me. “What I'm saying is, though, there's a part of our audience that wants to see that. They want to see a powerful, alpha-male Daddy take his daughter and show her exactly how she deserves to be treated by a man.”

She was stroking me now, stoking the fire I felt in my belly. My balls already felt heavy with come. “Yeah? Is that so?”

Ashley did an eyeroll and grinned. “Oh yeah. Totes. Especially girls my age: young women with Daddy issues exploring their sexuality online. Do you have any idea how many times I called the boys I dated before you 'Daddy' when we were in bed together?”

Oh, shit, that felt good. Her fingers slid up and down my shaft, slick with precum. “Well, that's because you're a slut, sis.”

She licked her lips and laughed. “If that makes me a slut, then there's tons of little sluts out there waiting to watch our videos, Randy.”

“That sounds fucking hot,” I said. “So what, we need a stunt Dad or something? Or you think I should film Uncle Jack with the twins?”

She shook her head. “I know you have other plans for them. And I'm not sure Uncle Jack is in deep enough to agree to that. No, I have a better idea – but first I want you to come for me, Master.”

Before I could say anything, Ashley bent over me and slid my cock into her mouth, the fat head parting her pouty lips. I took the chain attached to her collar and tightened it, holding her there – not that she looked like she wanted to stop. 

Watching her blow me, collar around her neck, it only took a minute or two of slurping and bobbing before I felt my balls tighten and fill her mouth, sweet bliss tingling through my body with every burst. I had lost track of how many loads Ashley had swallowed today – I'd have to review the tapes later.

Pulling off my cock, she snuggled close. “Thank you for your load, Master.”

“Of course, sis. Now, what's with this Dad thing?”

She looked up and grinned. “I was thinking – what about Heather?”

Heather? As in, her best friend Heather?

“What about Heather?” 

But as soon as Ashley suggested it, I knew it was the perfect idea. The wheels in my head were already turning, fleshing out the idea as my sister explained it to me.

“She and I have been besties forever, so you know she'll trust me. And she and her Dad live alone – her Mom's been gone a long time – so there's no one who could get in the way. It would be easy to do to her what you did to Mom and me.”

I sat there, mouth agape. Even after everything else, Ashley could still find ways to surprise me. “That is evil, sis! Are you sure you'd be okay with that?”

She nodded, wide-eyed. “Yes. I know you have a crush on her. I've seen the way you stare at her whenever she comes over, like you're saving up images in your head for later. I want her to serve you, Randall. And I want her to feel a small part of this big, sexy feeling I get whenever I have my brother's cock inside me.”

At that, she reached between her legs and began to stroke. Damn, there was no stopping that girl.

I pictured it in my head: Heather, Ashley's best friend, on her knees pleasuring her own father. Turning around, coming to our home, and kneeling before me, swearing to serve me with her voluptuous body. Heather was a year older than Ashley, and her womanly features had come in first, with a staying power that put the rest of the neighborhood to shame. She was a little bit bigger than the average skinny girl, but nearly all of it went to her hips, tits and ass – just where I liked having something nice and thick to hold on to while I fucked. She was a walking wet dream in yoga pants. My cock, incredibly, began to stiffen again.

Ashley saw and giggled. “Oh, someone likes this idea. I've made you happy, haven't I?”

“I do like it,” I admitted, nodding. “There's just one problem. They're nowhere near MasterTech.” It was true; Heather and her father lived two houses down from us. Even in the best conditions, they wouldn't pick up the wireless signal well enough for their brains to pick up on the commands.

“I know,” Ashley said. “What if we bring MasterTech to them?”

It was an idea I'd entertained before: I'd be stupid not to. Given the ability to brainwash anyone in my house through a subliminal network, it hadn't taken long before I started planning how easily I could spread it around.  Some cities were establishing their own wireless networks, although mine wasn't one of them, and if I could emulate them, have everyone for miles around connected to MasterTech, the possibilities would be endless. I'd be Mayor, President...God.

But that obviously wasn't what MasterTech wanted. Stephen had installed the beta software in my house, and had all but forbidden me to expand it. But...surely a little growth was a good thing? I mean, we weren't talking about taking over the country, or even the neighborhood – just expanding my wi-fi network down the block. They'd probably never notice, and if Stephen did I could just write it off as an accident.

I nodded slowly. It was a good idea. Not only would I expand my harem, but it would give me an opportunity to test just how much leeway MasterTech was willing to give me.

“Alright,” I said. “I like the idea. Your friend Heather is about to become Daddy's little fuckdoll in front of millions of people. But I'm going to need a way to get a wireless receiver onto the property.”

Ashley beamed. “You just leave that to me, Master,” she said, reaching for her cell phone. “I'm going to call her right now and see if I can come over. You give me the stuff and tell me exactly what to do, and I'll make sure we expand this love to my bestie.” 

Her eyes shined with glee as she held the phone to her ear. “I'm so happy, Master.”

––––––––

[image: image]



xXx

––––––––

[image: image]



That night, something very unusual happened in Heather's house.

Installing MasterTech, as it turned out, had been a piece of cake. It was like the system was made to invade other networks, penetrate their firewalls and set up shop. As soon as my house's wi-fi touched theirs, the whole system came under my control. The TV show on in the background while Ashley and Heather gossiped about boys became a weapon, and soon Heather was under its spell.

Next we set up the camera. Ash and Heather worked fast, getting them in the proper places: bedroom, bath, living room. Basically the places we wanted to see. Heather wouldn't remember a thing.

Once that was done, the pair tested it by making out in Heather's bedroom while I watched. Not too much, though – I wanted to keep Heather relatively free of subliminals until the cameras really began to roll. I was already filled with glee knowing that it had taken such a small push to get her hot and heavy with Ashley: the two of them together had been my number-one sexual fantasy since I was old enough to have sexual fantasies. Soon enough, I'd replace the fantasy with reality.

The cameras, designed to perk up at the first hint of motion, powered down shortly after Heather and her daddy went to bed – then cut back on an hour later. I was watching two screens, already mentally cutting them back and forth the way I'd edit them for the video later. In both beds, in different rooms, father and daughter writhed under the covers, caught in the throws of the deepest, hottest wet dream of their lives – all courtesy of MasterTech, of course.

“Oh, Daddy...fuck me, Daddy,” Heather groaned, her face buried in her pillow. She gave a high little cry of pleasure as her hips rocked against the mattress. In the other room, Dad was thrusting his hips and begging for some unseen woman to stop, to leave...but the sheets were already wet with his come.

“Wow, this is so hot,” Ashley said. She sat in my lap, watching the drama unfold from my bedroom command post.

“Yeah, this worked out even better than I thought,” I murmured, stroking her thigh. This idea had been a compromise so that we could get into the action faster. Even with MasterTech there were limits to how quickly I could reprogram someone – to fully break through Heather's taboos would have taken days of immersion. However, by hypnotizing them into having a dream, I could affect the subconscious directly, bypassing all the normal defense mechanisms the brain had against perversion. One look at Heather and I knew she wasn't fighting anything.

I had left a little resistance in Dad, but that was more for the cameras – I had no doubt how the video was going to unfold.

As if responding to my thought, Heather sat up straight in bed, her eyes opening right as another incestuous climax tore through her body. She held the side of her face, sweat visible on her youthful body even through the camera. Her eyes went unfocused for a long moment, then her face reddened. I knew the programming had taken.

She had been wearing a white tank top and a pair of fluffy pajama bottoms; now she slid the bottoms off and replaced them with a tiny pair of black thong panties. Her nipples poked through the thin fabric of her shirt as she stroked them idly, no doubt trying to psych herself up for what she was about to do.

I was hard as a rock.

“It feels so wrong to watch them like this,” Ashley whispered. “So violating. Like we're watching something we shouldn't see.”

I was tempted to make her blow me, right then and there. But I knew she wanted to watch for herself.

On the screen, Heather left the room, disappearing from the reach of the cameras. Our views immediately swiveled to the feed from Dad's room, which I stretched to fill the entire screen.

His hard-on stood straight up from the covers; his body rocked back and forth as he grit his teeth. “No, angel, we can't do that, it's wrong...”

Then Heather was in the doorway, watching. What did she think, I wondered, as she saw her own father struggle with his uncontrollable lust? As he tried desperately to deny the primal, animalistic programming I'd installed in his brain? Did she pity him, or was she licking her lips, already taking wicked pleasure in the thought of breaking through what remained of his innocence?

Probably none of the above. Probably she was so horny she couldn't think at all.

She pulled her shirt up, exposing her firm teenage breasts to the camera, and tossed it across the room. It landed over her Dad's face, making him snort and sputter into wakefulness. He lifted a thick, muscled arm and picked up the shirt. Confusion reigned on his face.

“Heather?” His face burned with shame, as if she had seen inside his dreams. “What are you doing here, baby?”

“I can't stop myself anymore, Daddy,” she said, sauntering forward. Later I would edit the view so that the camera followed her perfect, heart-shaped ass across the room. “I need you so badly.”

“Baby,” he said, balling the covers up at his waist as if hiding his boner would make her go away, “you need to go back to your room.”

“I see the way you look at me, Daddy,” she said, as if she hadn't heard. “And I heard you just now. You were dreaming about me – about being inside me the way you used to be inside Mom every night.”

He shook his head, but it was obvious his resistance was fading. “No, angel, that's not true. Daddy's just been...”

“I know it's been so hard,” she said, coming to the edge of the bed. “Taking care of me by yourself, going to bed lonely every night, with no woman to drain your balls inside of and hold oh-so-tight afterward. I know how bad you miss it.”

She pulled back the covers. A low, dismayed moan escaped her father's lips. His boxers had slid down to his knees and his cock stood straight up, coated in precum.

“You've done such a good job taking care of me, Daddy,” she whispered, straddling him. “I feel so safe when I'm with you. When you hold me in your big, strong arms, I don't want to be anywhere else.”

“Baby, this is so wrong,” her father protested.

“Don't say anything,” she said. “Don't think about it. Just feel. I want you to feel the way you did when Mom rode your cock. I want you to not have to worry about anything and just let your little girl make you feel good. I want you to come inside me, Daddy. Please do that for me?”

Before he could respond, she slid her panties to the side and mounted him. His cock parted her folds and buried itself inside of her in one smooth stroke. 

In that moment, the last traces of doubt vanished from her father's face. His features hardened, his arms coming up to encircle her waist as she began riding him.

“Yes, Daddy, yes,” she begged, bouncing up and down in his lap with lustful abandon. “Fuck my tight little pussy! You're so fucking hard in me, Daddy – I can feel your cock stretching me out!”

In response, he groaned and grasped her hair, pulling her down on him harder. She let out a cry of mingled pain and pleasure as he thrust upward, drilling her like he was trying to fill the innermost recesses of her cunt with his seed.

“Wow,” Ashley said, pulling aside her own panties. “I guess just because you're on top doesn't mean you're in control – oh!”

I slid myself inside of her, letting her ride my cock as I watched the incestuous porn unfolding down the street. Heather's father was being rough with her, punishing her for being such a bad daughter – one hand yanked her long, silky hair until she screamed, the other fondled her tits with a roughness usually reserved for whores and people you were hate-fucking.

“You want this fucking cock?” He snarled, jack-hammering her cunt with harsh thrusts, conquering her tight body.

“Yes, Daddy, please! I want it all! I want every inch of it, everything you want to give me! I want to make you come harder than anyone ever has, even Mom! Please come inside your pussy, Daddy!”

With a harsh, strangled cry, Heather's father's entire body clenched up. I couldn't see, but I knew from the looks on their faces that he was coming, filling his daughter's dripping cunt with his seed. Heather leaned back, head rolling on her shoulders, and cried out as his thick, creamy load filled her, the silky feel of it coating her walls sending her over the edge into climax. 

They ground against each other for a long minute, milking out every drop of pleasure from each others' bodies. Then their lips met, and she was in his arms, kissing and crying and sobbing against his shoulder, whispering that she loved him, that he shouldn't be mad at her, please...

He held her close, assuring her: no angel, it's alright, I love you so much baby, it's okay...

They both promised it would never happen again. But, before either of them could leave the bed, MasterTech had them yawning and barely able to open their eyes. I didn't want my first daddy-daughter video to end with Heather walking away – I wanted the final image to be her, snug and warm in her Dad's loving arms.

Which it was.

As they drifted off to sleep, I finally came, draining my load inside Ashley's waiting pussy. She came instantly, her pussy clenching around my cock, but I was barely paying attention. I had eyes only for the family down the street, nestled snugly in each others' arms. They looked so happy.

Before I switched off the feed, I made sure to reset the cameras to pick up motion. They might have said no, but when they woke up in each others' arms tomorrow morning, there was no way they wouldn't fuck again – and I was going to record every second of it. After all, my follower page was getting bigger by the day.

But tomorrow was all about checking another box off my list of perversions. “Ash, you scheduled that appointment for the twins for tomorrow, right?”

She looked up from playing with her cream-filled pussy and grinned. “Of course, Master. I could never say no to you.”

“Perfect.”
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“Can you believe all this garbage?” Shannon asked.

I looked around the dimly-lit room. Piles of discarded letters and parcels sat in squat little piles everywhere, leading to bigger stacks in the corners of the room. In the center of the floor, a big metal table and matching chair sat empty, obviously having been cleaned off just recently. The place smelled like musty old paper and was as cold as a refrigerator. Well, at least I'm beating the heat, I thought.

“It just builds up bigger and bigger over time,” Shannon said, flipping a switch. Tubes of fluorescent lighting clicked to life along the ceiling, bathing the room in a pale glow. “And no one ever comes along and gets rid of it. Until you, I suppose.”

I nodded, to show how grateful I was for this opportunity. “I'll do my very best,” I said.

She glanced back and me and flashed a tight little smile. “I know you will. Paul, right?” I nodded again. “God, the Dead Letter Office,” she said, chuckling as she looked around the room. “Just the name gives me the willies. You can tell they built this basement back during the Cold War – looks like a damn bomb shelter. Sorry, I'm not supposed to curse on the job.”

“I won't tell anybody,” I said. “It looks...sturdy.”

She laughed. “Well, you certainly have your work cut out for you. Remember, letters in one pile, packages in the other.” She pointed to either end of the table. “And anything more than a year old...”

“...goes in the burn pile,” I said. I remembered the training they'd given me, as short as it had been.

“That'll be most of it,” She said, flashing another tight smile. “I'll bring you some bags to pack it all into in a couple hours – it'll give me a chance to check on you and make sure you're alright, too.”

“Cool.” I had planned to take off my jacket and put it over the chair, but decided the room was too cold.

“And remember rule number one,” she said sternly. “No stealing. You find anything and it's the property of the US Postal Service. Half the reason they never send anyone down here is because of the liability.”

“I remember,” I said, speaking earnestly. “I won't take anything.”

She nodded. “I know you won't.” She turned around and strode out of the room. I watched her ass as she walked away – it was a nice ass.

As she reached the door, she turned around (I moved my eyes just in time) and said, “Good luck.”

Then I was alone. Just me and several tons of mail.

I sighed and put my jacket over the chair after all. I hadn't been lying to Shannon about stealing – I had no plans to. I needed this job. No, this volunteer opportunity, I amended, rolling my eyes. That's right, I was wasting my summer vacation and I wasn't even getting paid for it. When you had grades like mine, college applications were far from a sure thing – and my adviser had assured me that getting some volunteer hours on my record would increase my chances of getting into a decent school. I'd picked the post office off of a list – after all, how hard could sorting mail be? At least I wasn't picking up garbage by the side of the highway.

“Damn, though,” I said, glancing back at the door as if Shannon still stood there. “I wish you'd have stuck around.” Shannon was the secretary of the entire office complex, which was divided between the post office and several other small businesses, and being near her was supposed to make my summer a breeze. She was a leggy, busty blonde, with a smile that could light up a room and lips I knew every guy she met had fantasies of wrapping around certain parts of his anatomy. I'd planned on spending this 'volunteer opportunity' leering over her low-cut tops and short skirts, but it looked like I was going to spend my time in a bunker, locked away like some kind of invalid.

Oh, well. Things certainly could have been worse. I sized up the room and started to get to work.

I've always had an analytical mind – mathematics and computer science are my twin passions, the subjects I hoped to major in – and it didn't take long to discern a pattern in the piles of discarded mail strewn around the room. One corner was devoted entirely to junk mail; I wrote it off to the burn pile immediately. One was devoted almost entirely to overflow from tax season – piles and piles of late notices from Uncle Sam. I'm sure the people who didn't get these weren't too upset about it, I thought as I shoved them into the rapidly-growing burn pile. Ignorance is bliss, after all.

An hour later the room was already showing some signs of improvement – enough that Shannon would certainly be impressed when she came down to check on me. I decided to take a little break.

Sitting down at the table, I glanced over the tiny piles I'd arranged on its surface. These were the most interesting looking things I'd found so far: bulging parcels with mysterious contents, love letters still faintly reeking of perfume, dirty magazines that never reached their owner.

I reached for a certain package, which had caught my eye early. It was a flat parcel a little bigger than a paperback book; despite it's size there was something that had compelled me to give it pride of place on the table. Maybe it was the address, smeared unrecognizably but obviously printed by some company, not by hand. Maybe it was the way they were an almost imperceptible warmth to the paper under my fingers, like something alive was inside. Whatever it was, I decided to open it first.

It popped open with a hollow sound, something sliding out of the box and into my palm. I recoiled for a moment and nearly threw it across the room before realizing what I was holding: a pair of glasses.

“Well, hello there,” I said, sounding a little disappointed. Glasses? Some poor schlub was probably sitting at home wondering why his prescription never arrived in the mail. “What are you?”

I turned the frames over, glancing through the lenses to see how strong the prescription was. Oddly, the world looked just the same. No, there was a weird filter on things, I decided, flexing the fingers of my other hand in front of the lens. 

I checked the box for any sort of explanatory note or manufacturer's pamphlet, but other than the glasses and the foam they were packed in, the box was empty. Weird.

“Heavy things,” I said, weighing the glasses. They had an odd weight to them – I wondered if they'd even be comfortable on someone's face. Without even thinking, I slipped them on...

The world went black.

I let out a little yelp, but I could already see again – and the bare walls of the Dead Letter Office were coated in color, radiating through the primary colors like a test pattern. I blinked rapidly, as if I could dispel these weird visions by doing so.

A word appeared on the wall in front of me: Calibrating...

What the fuck? I cocked my head, and the word written on the wall turned right along with it. A progress bar appeared beneath it, filling up in an instant.

“What the fuck is this?” I said aloud, but I already had some kind of idea. Paul, you might have just hit the jackpot, I thought. I'd heard of things like this before: augmented reality glasses, like a smart phone that you wore on your face – virtual reality. But nothing I'd ever read about them in a magazine or online said any of them were this sophisticated. Had I stumbled onto the newest prototype, like that guy who found the new iPhone when an executive forgot it in a taxi cab?

Calibration Complete, the wall said. Playing personalized message...

Before I could wonder what the hell that meant, a door appeared in the air. It opened upwards, scrolling like the curtains in a movie theater. As soon as my mind made the connection I realized what I was seeing: a video, prerecorded to play when the system booted up for the first time.

Cool, I thought. Some answers.

The scene resolved and I was looking at a middle-aged man in a lab coat, broad-shouldered and genial. Other than being a bit balding, he looked like a decently handsome guy. As I watched, he smiled and clapped his hands together.

“Hello and greetings, Lawrence,” he said with a heavy Swedish accent. “It's been too long.”

“I'm not Lawrence, dude,” I said to the empty room, but of course no one heard me. This was a recording.

“I wish this message was being sent in better times, but as you know the project is more-or-less kaput after that little incident on the East Coast,” the man said, shaking his head sadly. “MasterTech is shuttering its doors – the project chiefs are terrified of the potential liability, I'm afraid. Typical bureaucrats, right?”

MasterTech, I thought, seizing on the company name. I'll have to look that up later.

“Anyway, I know you always told me you wanted one of these,” he said with a knowing grin. “I can't blame you – I'm taking a couple with me when I leave the lab this week, and most of the boys are doing the same. This MasterTech product you're wearing is the latest prototype, never made it to the market. Lots of new features, mostly untested...” his mouth twisted in a grin, “but I'm sure you'll try them all out yourself before long, you horny old dog!”

Huh? Now I was even more confused. 

“MasterTech liked to give silly names to all their prototypes,” the man continued. “Since no one is available to do so anymore and these are the last shipment of these glasses I expect we'll produce, I've taken the liberty of naming them myself: you are wearing Glory Remnant, Lawrence. A mere fragment of the project's power, but a fragment that can do much.”

So these things were some kind of crazy augmented reality glasses! Maybe they were even worth a lot of money. I had to look these things up as soon as I could.

“The changes to usability, the enhanced speed of seduction and bimbofication...these are all details you can read about later. I know you're itching to try them out.” The man gave a jaunty mock-salute. “Godspeed, Lawrence. I wish things hadn't ended this way...”

“Hey, how's it going?”

Shit! Shannon was back. I hadn't even heard the door open – I was so absorbed in my new glasses. I hastily slid the now-empty package underneath a small pile of letters, hopefully hiding it.

“Pretty good,” I managed to say, keeping my voice calm.

I heard the clack of her heels on the concrete floor. “Wow,” she said, “you've done a great job so far. It looks so much better in here.” I glanced behind me to see her nodding appreciatively at the rearranged piles. Her hair was up, and she looked a bit disheveled: must have been a busy day up top. She was still gorgeous, a feast for the eyes.

As I stared at her body, a box appeared in the air next to her head. “It looks like you're attracted to this woman. Would you like to activate Seduction Mode?”

Seduction Mode? What was this, some pick-up artist program that would walk me through hitting on a woman way out of my league? It sounded ridiculous. It sounded insane. Of course I wanted to see it.

It took a moment to figure out how to respond – it worked on glances and blinking. I marveled at how responsive it was – this was way more advanced than anything on the market. How was it that a company this talented had gone out of business? Bad management?

I selected the giant floating YES and blinked, curious to see what would happen.

Shannon shot me a little frown as she saw my glasses. “Those are...new?”

Oh shit. “No,” I said, thinking fast. “They're my reading glasses. I was just going over some of the weirder things I found, seeing if any of them might be of some use to you guys.”

Shannon smiled. Was there a subtle change in her body language, or was I imagining it? She crossed her arms right under her tits, pressing the low cut top even tighter against them as she leaned forward and scrutinized my face.

“They look good,” she finally said. “You ought to wear those all the time.”

“Thanks,” I said.

She held her smile, then ran a hand along the top of the metal table. “Geez, it is cold in here,” she said, leaning forward. Her breasts descended almost to the level of my face. “I don't know how you stand it.”

“It, uh, takes some getting used to,” I said. This was crazy! Was she really responding to my glasses? They couldn't really be doing anything, right?

Just then, Shannon giggled. “God, look!” She ran a hand over her tummy as she stared down into her cleavage. “My nipples are hard. God, I can't go back upstairs looking like this – can you imagine how they'd stare?”

“Yeah,” I said, unable to believe what I was seeing. “They'd totally stare...”

“Mmmh,” she said, biting her lip. “Kind of like how you're staring now, Paul. You like what you see?”

Well, there was no sense in holding back. I decided to be bold. If this was really happening, there was no way I wasn't going to make the most of it. “Very nice,” I said, not taking my eyes off her breasts. “I bet every guy in the building fantasizes about them.”

“Oh, they totally do,” she said, grinning and rolling her eyes. “I can tell. Any of them would give their right arm to get a good feel of these puppies.”

She was thrusting them right in my face – I figured I probably had license do what I did next. I reached out and stroked her right tit through her top, running a thumb over the hard nipple.

She inhaled sharply, her face flushing with color. “God damn, that feels good, Paul. It's been a while since I've let anyone touch me like that.”

“Take your top off,” I commanded. I had no idea where that came from – it was like some other, alpha male version of Paul was speaking through me.

“Oh! You are bad,” she said, slapping my knee. Her hand stayed there, slowly traveled up my leg. “But it's freezing in here. I'll be so cold...”

Feeling like I could do anything, I took her by the back of the neck and gave her long blonde hair a little yank. She let out a mingled cry of pain and pleasure, her eyes flashing as if to say that was just what I needed.

“I'll keep you nice and warm,” I said.

Shannon sat her pretty ass on the edge of the table, her legs hanging down between mine where I sat. Pursing her lips and arching her back like she was putting on a striptease, she slowly worked her jacket off and tossed it to the floor. Her top came next, the spaghetti straps sliding off her shoulders one after the other. She let the top drop until her breasts were almost revealed to me and smiled.

“I never do things like this,” she said suddenly. “I don't want you to think I'm the kind of girl who...takes liberties with new hires...”

“Not at all,” I assured her quickly. “We have a connection. I can feel it. It's something...primal, don't you think?”

“Yes,” she agreed, the word lusty in her throat. “God, I'm usually such a good girl, but you're pushing buttons nobody has touched in forever. I want you to touch me!”

She let the top fall, giving me a faceful of her soft, milky-white tits. Her nipples were even harder then before, practically throbbing as I ran my fingers over them.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” she gasped. “It never feels this good...”

Without hesitation, I reached beneath her skirt, parting her legs in their black, lacy stockings. She offered no resistance as I slid her panties aside and slipped two fingers into her cunt. She was wet and tight, primed for me. The lips of her sex were bare, freshly shaved – obviously, Shannon took good care of herself just in case a marriageable man dropped by the office.

“Unh!” Her body reacted like it had been shocked with electricity. She clenched around me, her hand grabbing my wrist and pulling my fingers deeper inside of her. I found her clit and rubbed it in hard, fast little strokes.

“Don't stop!” Her breathing was ragged – despite the cold, sweat beaded between her breasts. “Don't stop touching me, don't stop...oh my gawwwd!”

Her words broke off into a cry as she came, her legs wrapping tight around my wrist. Her pussy spasmed and throbbed around my fingers as she milked every drop of pleasure from them, her body quaking like it had become weightless. I breathed a silent prayer of thanks that no one could hear us down here.

“God damn,” she finally said, spreading her legs and relaxing. “I haven't come like that in...well, never. You really know how to please a girl, Paul.”

The compliment left my head spinny, but there was something more important I wanted. My cock was so hard in my pants that it hurt – I needed release, and somehow I thought I could get it. These glasses made anything possible.

I leaned back in my chair. “My turn,” I said, glancing down at my cock.

She sucked in a gasp as she saw my cock tenting my pants. Her eyes widened, and I swear she licked her lips in anticipation.

“Well, it's only fair,” she said, beaming. “Are you going to fuck me, or...?”

“Yes,” I said, barely believing it myself. How far I had come in just a few minutes! I'd been searching through letters, now my fingers were coated in my boss' juices. I had made her come, and now I was going to be inside of her. I didn't care who made these glasses or what had happened to them – they were mine now, and I was going to use them to the hilt.

“I want you so bad,” Shannon said, sliding my cock from my pants. The fat purple head was coated in precum; as I watched she bent down and sucked the head gently, cleaning it with her tongue. The sensation was so amazing, it was a struggle not to blow my load in her mouth right there.

“I want you so bad it hurts,” she said, sounding like she wanted to be concerned but was too turned on. “It's like a fire inside of me – I'd do anything for you, Paul. Please, please fuck me!”

She was panting with need. I could smell her as she ground against me – a wet, feral smell. It made me want to bury myself inside of her even more.

She straddled me, her skirt stretching until a tiny rip appeared in the seam next to her leg. There was no time to remove it, no time to slide off her panties – just primal, animal lust.

Then I was inside her, and everything was heaven.

“Oh, shit!” I grunted as my cock filled her fully, stretching her tight, already finger-fucked walls around my girth. She was insanely tight – wet and primed for me. She rode me with reckless abandon, like we were the only two people in the world. The couple of girls I'd been with before were nothing in comparison – this was like being fucked by an outrageously expensive call girl, one completely devoted to my pleasure. Soon I was grunting incomprehensibly, thrusting my hips upwards to meet her as my pleasure built.

“We should stop,” I managed to gasp, during a moment when she pulled off of me to readjust herself. “This isn't right...”

“What are you talking about?” she said. “This is fucking amazing.” She slid back down onto me, the new angle putting her tits right in my face. My mouth found her nipple, and all thoughts of stopping left me.

The glasses pressed against her breast, flipping through options before I could do anything to stop them. It landed on something called Fertility Mode: there were two sliders floating in front of Shannon's tits, one marked “Subject Fertility Boost” and the other “Subject's Desire to Be Fertilized.” Both were already set at maximum.

Fuck, I didn't care. I wanted those things out of my way. I selected YES and blinked to confirm.

The change over Shannon was immediate. Her body tensed up, her mouth dropped open and she bit down on my lip, kissing me deeply.

“You're not even going to think about putting on a rubber, are you?” she teased.

“Fuck no.” The thought hadn't even occurred to me.

“That's right,” she said, laughing. She pulled back and placed her hands on my shoulders, working her pussy in a slow, sensual circle that made me go crazy. “You're going to put all that sweet, hot come right inside of me.”

As soon as the words left her lips, she picked up the pace, fucking me harder than any porno I'd ever seen. I couldn't hold back – it felt so good. I could feel climax building up in my balls, getting ready to explode.

“I want you to come in me,” Shannon begged. “I need it. I want a baby so bad, Paul – I want you to breed me like a little whore. Like an animal. Fuck, I've never thought of it before but now it's the only thing I can think of – it's so fucking hot, isn't it? Spraying down my walls, putting your heir inside of me...fucking owning my pussy...”

Her hands were in my hair, her tits in my face. I felt her pussy spasm as she came a second time.

“Fuck, I just came!” she gasped. “Making myself ready for you...I read somewhere if you come right before the man ejaculates inside of you, it helps the seed catch. I'm so fucking fertile for you, Paul – can't you feel it? Can't you feel my pussy sucking you in?”

The strange thing was, I could. She felt warmer all of a sudden, wetter – like a garden primed for planting. It made every movement inside of her even more pleasurable, and I lost all pretense of being able to hold back. I gripped her shoulders and forced her down on my cock harder, fucking upward, intent on coming as hard as I could...

“That's right! Do it! Come in me! Shoot your come inside of me...”

With a harsh, primal cry, I felt myself let go. Hot jets of seed sprayed upwards from my cock, filling Shannon's pussy as she ground down on it, pulling me as deep inside her core as I could go. I felt her walls caress my shaft, sucking in my load as I shot again and again. I buried my face in her tits, groaning like a caveman, nibbling her nipples and raking her back with my nails. I wanted her to have marks when I was done with her – I wanted to mark her.

Finally after what felt like an eternity of pleasure, Shannon pulled off me and sank between my legs. She wasted no time in cleaning me up – the kiss she'd planted on my shaft earlier was just a sneak preview of this. She took my cock into her mouth and sucked it dry, milking the last few drops of come from my cock. 

“Mmh,” she groaned, slurping at the head of my cock. “So good. You came so much for me, baby. Did you like that?”

“Yes,” I said, looking down at her. A dozen graphs and charts spun around her head, things I didn't understand that the glasses were telling me. I had so much to learn, but for the moment, all I could think was that I was the luckiest motherfucker in the world.

“You loved that,” I said, focusing the glasses' view on her. “That was the best sex you ever had.”

Her eyes glazed over for just an instant, then a broad smile crossed her face. “You fucking bet, baby. God, you know just how to fuck me.” She ran her fingers down her taut belly and over her skirt. “I can feel your seed inside me, Paul. Does that make you hot?”

Oh yeah it did. If I wasn't so drained, I'd have shot a second load inside that creamy pussy, just to be sure. For some reason, the thought of breeding Shannon had become the hottest thing I'd ever imagined – had the glasses done that, or was it something I'd always had inside of me?

“You should get dressed and go,” I said slowly. “People will start to miss you.” The last thing I wanted was to be discovered down here like this.

“You're right,” she said with a nod. “God, you're always so right, Paul. Any other girls tell you that?”

“Just you,” I said with a smirk. “But I get the feeling I'll be hearing it a lot more from now on.”

I watched her dress, a little spark of sadness filling me as those gorgeous tits went back into their top. Then an idea struck me.

“Shannon,” I said. “We're done for the day.”

She glanced over her shoulder at me. “What?”

“We're going home,” I said, certainty filling my voice. I was in command now, and it felt great. “Your home. Or apartment. Whatever you've got.”

“Are you...are you really inviting yourself over?” She bit her lip. “Fuck, you're so hot.”

I had the glasses, but had no idea how to use them – outside of the limited ways I already had. I had barely scratched the surface of what these things could do. What I really needed was a place where I could be alone with a willing subject and test everything out, get used to the things they could do.

And fortunately, I had just such a girl right here.

“Come on,” I said, standing up and pushing in the chair. “You're driving. Oh, and one more thing.”

A naughty smile crossed her face. “Yes, Paul?”

“Don't fix your skirt or your hair. I want everyone in the building staring at you when we leave. I want them to know, even if there's no proof, that I just did what they've all been dreaming of.”

Shannon laughed. “Yes, sir. Ooh, I like calling you sir. Can I do that from now on?”

“Absolutely,” I said.





Augmenting the Roommate (The Magic Glasses: Remnant: Part Two)
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“Wow,” I said. “Nice place.”

Shannon held the door open for me and gestured inside, like a real estate agent showing off a particularly desirable property. “Oh, thanks,” she said. “It's just a rental, but it's pretty roomy.”

Roomy didn't begin to cover it. Shannon's place was a condo in the upscale part of town, where the buildings were made of brick and the rents were sky-high. Just from the looks of the foyer, it was big enough to house a decent-sized family – Shannon must have been rolling in dough to afford a place like this for just herself. Ten seconds after walking through the door, I decided I was going to stay.

“Would you like me to get you something to drink?” Shannon asked, suddenly sounding nervous. “Or...would you like to make love to me again?”

Make love to me again. The words still made me dizzy. It was crazy, completely beyond belief, that a couple of hours ago I had been balls-deep in my beautiful, cold boss, fucking her pussy deep in the bowels of the office building where we both worked while she begged me to breed her with my fertile seed. That kind of behavior was the kind of thing I dreamed of getting from a girlfriend, much less somebody I'd just met. But that was before I'd found these glasses.

“Not right now,” I said, even though it hurt. My cock was starting to throb at just the thought of having Shannon's smooth legs wrapped around my waist, her hungry body focused on my pleasure, but I had come here for a reason. “Why don't you get us both a couple of drinks and change into something a little more comfortable?”

Shannon nodded, flashing a naughty grin. “Sure. Anything for you, lover.” She sashayed out of the room, wiggling her ass like she knew I was watching. Which of course I was.

Once she'd left the room, I turned my attention to the glasses on my face. They cast the room in a weird but pleasing light – kind of like an Instagram filter for the eyes. As my gaze moved over the walls of the living room, charts and graphs appeared on the plaster, matching the speed of my eyes. I still didn't understand most of them – but then, I didn't understand any of this.

I wished I knew how to play that message again, even though it hadn't been all that helpful. What was the name of the guy who was supposed to receive these glasses – Lawrence? And he worked for some place called MasterTech. It wasn't much to go on. In fact, the more I thought about it, the more wary I got about doing any research – who knew if these people would want their property back? I had used the glasses to make Shannon screw me, and made her like me enough to bring me back to her apartment and treat me like a king – that was a feeling I didn't want to abandon any time soon.

“Alright,” I said, plopping down on Shannon's couch. “Let's figure out how these things work.”

I dove in headfirst, letting the glasses' operating system overwhelm me. When Shannon came in a few minutes later carrying two beers, it was all I could do to take it and grunt appreciatively. There were so many menus, so much information...it would take weeks of study to figure out everything these glasses were capable of.

“I wish I could use a keyboard with these things,” I muttered some time later. Scrolling through menus with my eyes was convenient, but hurt after a while. Almost as soon as the words left my mouth, a little ding escaped the side of the lenses.

It sounds like you would like to activate MasterTech's patented Virtual Desktop Interface. The words appeared on the far wall, as if they'd risen out of the plaster. Would you like to activate it?

“Yes!” I said aloud. That sounded like it would save me a hell of a lot of eye strain.

“Paul?” Shannon's voice sounded worried. “Are you okay?”

For the first time in twenty minutes, I slid the glasses down and peered over them. After bringing me the beer, Shannon had sat down obediently on the other end of the couch, apparently waiting for me to tell her what to do next. Now that she had my attention, I could see what she was wearing – and it made my mouth drop open.

My gorgeous boss had traded in her businesswoman attire for a slinky, seductive set of expensive lingerie. Her stockings were black and lacy, covering her long, smooth legs. A skimpy pair of thong panties just barely kept the lips of her sex from the open air. She wasn't wearing a bra, and her tits were fantastic as ever – thrust forward ever so slightly as if begging for my attention. Capping the outfit were a pair of black fuck-me heels I'd have bet cost more than what I made in a week.

“Wow,” I said, suddenly breathless. “You look...amazing.”

Shannon blushed. “Thank you, Master. Oh!” She brought her fingers up and covered her mouth. “I'm sorry. Was that awkward?”

Awkward? Hell, I nearly came in my pants from hearing that. “No, not at all. I like that.”

“I just...I felt this urge to say it, you know?” She crossed her arms under her tits, thrusting them at me. “It just doesn't feel like calling you sir is quite...strong enough sometimes. You really don't mind?”

I couldn't stop myself. I had to have her, now. “Come here,” I said, unzipping my pants.

Her lips parted and her body tensed up with anticipation at the sound. “Yes, Master,” she said, her voice curiously drained of emotion. “I will suck your cock.”

She crawled between my legs and helped me pull down my slacks. My cock sprang free, stiff as a board in the coolness of her air-conditioned condo. The chill was replaced with sudden, wonderful warmth as her lips made a perfect 'o' around my cock and sank down, bringing me inside her mouth all the way to the base.

I groaned with pleasure. If Shannon had ever had a gag reflex, MasterTech had gotten rid of it for me. I glanced down, watching as Shannon sucked me off.

Once she realized I was watching, she made a show of it: keeping eye contact at all times, working her tongue around my shaft, nibbling gently at the soft skin of my balls. She was incredible – I'd had blowjobs before, but never like this. It was like her entire being was focused solely on pleasing me, on watching my reactions and changing what she did based on what I liked the most.

The stupid Virtual Desktop notice was still floating in the air, hovering over Shannon's head like some kind of fancy CGI effect. It was distracting me. As I glanced at it, the words flashed and changed: Virtual Desktop Activated. Please focus Glory Remnant at a suitable flat surface.

Flat surface? I guess they meant a desk. I wrapped my hands in Shannon's hair and pulled her gently off my cock. She gagged gently and grinned, winking at me.

“Something wrong, Master?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I assured her, watching as she beamed with pride. “Do you have, like, a work desk or something like that?”

She thought for a moment. “I have an old writing desk in the bedroom, Master,” she finally said. “Would you like to take me into the bedroom?”

“Oh yeah,” I said with relish. “Come with me.”

A minute later, I was in Shannon's bedroom: sitting at her desk while she curled up between my legs, licking at my shaft and rubbing it between her tits. She hadn't been kidding about the antique part: this desk looked like it come over with the Pilgrims. I wondered where she'd gotten it, but there was no way I was going to interrupt the amazing feelings her mouth was causing by asking.

Suitable surface detected, the glasses displayed. Activating...

As I watched, Shannon's lips building up the most wonderful suction around my shaft, the desk began to change. A ghostly, glowing keyboard appeared on the desktop, along with another one of those cinema screens on the wall behind it.

“Wow,” I said. “This is some killer tech.”

I didn't catch what happened next, because just then I felt my balls tighten against Shannon's cleavage. She was going at me full-tilt, taking me deep in her throat, and climax was bubbling in my shaft. I closed my eyes, reached down to finger Shannon's nipples and let myself go. A few moments later, I erupted in her mouth, draining my balls down her slender throat as she sucked me dry.

“Fuck, that's incredible,” I said as she slowed her pace. She stroked as she sucked, milking out the last few bursts of my come before planting a loving little kiss on the head of my cock.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, looking up at me lovingly. Fuck, the change over Shannon was insane. I couldn't believe a pair of glasses could turn an ice princess like her into a doting, submissive slut. “What would you like me to do for you now?”

“Lay down on the bed and play with yourself,” I commanded.

“Yes, sir,” she said with a smile. “Can I...use my vibrator?”

Oh, fuck that's hot, I thought. “Yes,” I said after a moment. “But don't come. You don't get to come until I'm inside you.”

She nodded and stood up. A little dribble of my seed lay in the valley between her breasts; she scooped it up and sucked it from her fingers as she climbed onto her bed. Taking a long vibrator from the drawer of the nightstand, she slid her panties to the side and licked her lips.

It made contact with her clit, and her back arched as she groaned with pleasure. I watched her for a minute or two before turning back to my new discovery. My passion was at low ebb, but I knew after a few minutes of listening to her play with herself I'd be more than ready to fuck her again.

The new interface was shockingly responsive: my fingers tapped on the surface of the desk, making letters appear in the air. I scrolled through options, wondering where the hell I was supposed to even begin learning about all this, when the glasses yet again piped in with some helpful information:

It looks like a new subject (f) has entered Active Range. Would you like to open Seduction Mode/Bimbo Mode/Edit Mode?

I cocked my head, noting with a bit of humor that the entire interface turned along with me. New subject? I was pretty sure F meant female, so I was definitely interested. I knew what Seduction Mode was capable of – what about Edit Mode? Edit what, exactly?

Tapping invisible keys, I highlighted Edit Mode and hit ENTER. The view on the screen changed, showing me a view of the staircase Shannon and I had walked up to reach her condo. A buxom, blonde woman was walking up the stairs, carrying a grocery bag. She was just on the good side of curvy – the kind of girl you knew made up for it with how dirty she was. I liked her immediately. Oh yeah, she'll do nicely.

“Hey,” I asked, glancing over my shoulder. Shannon froze in the act of sliding her vibrator along the rim of her asshole, face clenched up with pleasure. 

“Yes, Master?” she said with some effort.

“You've got a girl who lives in your building,” I said. “Blonde, curvy, a little bit on the short side.”

“That's...unnh...my roommate, Master.” 

Oh, shit. “You have a roommate?” That could potentially be...unpleasant.

“Yes. Marguerite. She's a coworker. Is that a problem, Master?”

“Potentially,” I said, turning back to the display. Now it was no longer a question of wanting to – I had to figure out how to work Edit Mode, right now, or else I'd get caught banging the boss. Normally that wouldn't be so bad, but how the fuck was I supposed to explain it to someone who knew Shannon and saw her every day, who knew instinctively that she'd never behave like this?

On the screen, Marguerite fumbled with the door. I could hear it from the room, the sound muffled through the walls.

“Shit,” I whispered,

The door opened. I heard a voice, sweet and musical, from the front of the condo. “Hello? You home, Shan? I saw your car out front...”

Fuck. She was walking across the living room. Any second now, she'd try the bedroom door, and she'd see her roommate plunging a vibrator into her most sensitive regions. I highlighted Marguerite and pressed ENTER: a list of gauges appeared in the air, floating on the side of the screen. Tiredness, Hunger, Arousal...

Hands shaky at the controls, I selected Hunger and slid it to maximum.

“Ungh!” I heard her from the bedroom, and saw her on the screen at the same time. Marguerite doubled over with a sudden hunger pang, feeling like she hadn't eaten for days. She looked longingly at the bag of groceries, glanced at the bedroom door, then walked into the kitchen.

Success! I had just bought myself a little time.

Dropping the bag on the counter, Marguerite pulled open the refrigerator and stood there, looking over everything with shining, hungry eyes. She selected a pack of deli cheese, tore it open, then took two slices and stuck the end of one in her mouth, setting the other on a plate. Then she really got started.

Goddamn, I thought. I made her fucking ravenous. She was grabbing things from the fridge like a Black Friday shopper on meth. I didn't want to eat poor Shannon out of house and home...

A little smirk twisted my mouth. What if I could make her hungry for something else?

I selected the Arousal slider, moved it to maximum and hit enter. For a moment I thought it didn't work, nothing had happened...then it ticked slightly upward. Apparently it took a few moments to warm up.

As I watched, Marg's skin began to flush, and her moans of hunger started to have a distinctly sexual flavor. I watched her struggle, hungry and horny all at once, the two primal desires at war with each other as she stood there, quivering. Finally she found an outlet that would let her enjoy both.

Popping open the freezer, she took out a box of popsicles and hastily unwrapped one, hands shaking with anticipation. She let out a groan as it passed her lips, moaning with bliss at it filled her mouth. She sucked and slurped at the tasty treat, going at it like the most cock-thirsty slut I'd ever seen.

God damn, I thought, watching her go. This is actually getting me hot. If she could treat a dick the way she treated that cherry popsicle, then she was even better at giving head than Shannon.

I grinned. Shannon was masturbating on the bed behind me...why not have Marguerite join in on the fun?

I typed a few commands into the console. They took effect immediately: Marg's sucking slowed, and gradually she took the iced treat out of her mouth and stared at it.

“That's right,” I whispered at the screen. “Do it. You know you can't resist...”

She trailed the popsicle between her breasts, letting its cold trickle down her taut little tummy. She pulled out the waistband of her yoga pants and stuck the popsicle inside, hissing with the cold. A moment later, her head rolled back on her shoulders and she moaned explosively.

There we go, I thought.

She fucked herself with the ice-cold popsicle, working it between her folds with a passion. As it started to melt, she removed her pants and top, standing naked in front of the open freezer. Her nipples stiffened from a mixture of arousal and cold. She unwrapped three more popsicles, and even I had no idea what she was going to do with them.

Curling up in front of the freezer, she slid the first between the lips of her sex, the second deep into her mouth, and the third...

Oh wow. Using the melting syrup to coat her walls, she slipped the third freezing popsicle into the tightness of her pucker. It was a popsicle gangbang: her hands working the sticks of the bottom two while her greedy mouth sucked at the one between her lips.

“God damn, this girl is dirty,” I said to Shannon. “I wish you'd told me about her sooner.”

Marguerite ground the popsicles into herself on the floor of the kitchen, her mind a blur. She didn't know why she was doing this – it was the sort of thing she'd never even think of doing – but it was like a compulsion. The second she thought of it, she just had to have the popsicles inside of her, even though they were freezing cold. They felt so good...

Suddenly, she came, her pussy and asshole clenching around the popsicles with a harsh cry. Beneath the waist she was a sticky, syrupy mess...then she came again.

What the fuck? She thought. She never had multiples. This was so strange...

She came again. And again.

“I found the orgasm button!” I told Shannon with a laugh. “Look at her go!”

Shannon's voice was strained with pleasure. “Please, Master...I need you inside me. I need to come!”

“Soon,” I said. “First...”

I turned the glasses fully on Shannon. Her eyes rose and met their gaze, then her face went slack.

“You want Marguerite to join us,” I said.

“I want Marguerite to join us,” she repeated.

“You love fooling around with your roommate for me. You want to watch me fuck her.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please...please fuck her in front of me...”

“You want me to fuck any girls I want,” I said. “It turns you on more than anything in the world.”

“Yes! Fuck, please...”

“I'm going to stay here from now on,” I said, turning away. “It's good we set some ground rules.”

Shannon's face gradually went back to normal. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “Please, bring that slut in here and fuck her...”

I turned back to the console and typed in a few commands. The sound of footsteps echoed from the kitchen, and a moment later the bedroom door swung open.

Marguerite was a mess. Sticky syrup dribbled down her thighs like candy-coated semen, marking her. A half-melted popsicle dangled from her mouth, dribbling between her tits.

“Shan?” Her eyes widened. “What are you doing? Who is this...?”

“I'm the guy who made you fuck yourself with those,” I said, smirking. “And now, I think you want to get on the bed and let your roommate clean you off.”

“I...yes,” she said, the glasses taking command of her. A girlish giggle left her throat. “God, I'm so messy! Can you help me with this, Shannon?”

“Of course,” Shannon said with a naughty little look at me. She took Marguerite by the hand and shoved her down onto the bed, spreading her thighs with a hand. They lay crosswise across the bed, Shannon kneeling at one end and Marg's head going over the edge of the other, upside down.

“Mmh, you're so sweet down here,” Shannon cooed. “I want to eat you all up.” My boss licked at her roommate’s pussy, lapping up the sweet remnants of the popsicles, her tongue warm on the coldness of Marg's sex. She groaned and writhed at Shannon lapped at her, cleaning her as she ate her cunt.

I couldn't hold back any more. I was ready to come again – I needed it. And after watching Marguerite's amazing mouth skills, I knew just what my cock needed in order to get release.

Grabbing Marguerite's chin, I angled her head so that I could slide my cock between her lips. Her curvy body shook with passion as Shannon worked between her thighs. She was so turned on she took my cock all the way to the base, until it made a lump in the top of her throat.

She sucked me upside down, working her tongue along my base and lapping at my sensitive head. But I wanted more.

Taking her shoulders, I thrust my hips into her. Oh yeah. Here we fucking go! She gagged as I face-fucked her, but the sweet, filthy pleasure between her legs kept her focused on her task. She took me deep, took me like a fucking champion, as I plunged myself into her mouth again and again.

Finally, I could stand no more. I pulled out of her just as I came, shooting jets of hot, sticky seed across her neck and between her breasts. The feel of it sent her over the edge, the knowledge that she'd made me come making her come in turn. She sobbed and cried, taking my cock in her hands and stroking it slowly, milking the last few jets of seed onto her tits.

My orgasm done, I laid at the top of the bed, watching my two new sluts pleasure each other at the foot. I couldn't believe what I was watching – two beautiful women eating each other out, their mouths dripping with my seed. 

It was insane. It was unbelievable. It was perfect. And I had still only scratched the surface of what these things were capable of. What couldn't they do?

As if in response to my thought, the MasterTech glasses gave a helpful little ding and popped up a new tip.

It looks like one of these girls has smaller breasts than the other. Would you like to activate Body Modification mode?

“Body Mo...” I said, coughing with shock. Holy fuck. I was going to have so much fun with these things.





Augmenting the Girlfriends (The Magic Glasses: Remnant: Part Three)
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“Good morning, Master.”

I stretched and sighed, opening my sleep-covered eyes to see an unfamiliar ceiling, morning light streaming in through the windows. For a moment, all was confusion: I had no recollection of how I'd gotten here, who had spoken, or why I was wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts.

Then it all came flooding back. This was the apartment of Shannon, my boss – she'd brought me here after I used my glasses on her...

The glasses! I reached out, suddenly frantic, reassuring myself that they were still there. My fingers closed on them, hard and cold, sitting on the nightstand, and I breathed a sigh of relief. They were in my hands, my golden ticket, and I was never going to let them go.

Gradually I became aware that there was something else in bed with me – something other than the incredible-feeling blankets I was wrapped in. I peeled an edge of the covers up, glancing inside.

A smiling face greeted me. “Hello, Master. I was wondering when you were going to notice me.”

As she spoke, her hand snaked over my boxers and gave my cock a squeeze. I pulled the covers back the rest of the way, and my jaw dropped as I realized my visitor was completely naked.

“I'm sorry,” I said, my brain still fogged over from sleep. “I'm sure I caught your name at some point...”

She made a mock-sad face. “I'm Marguerite, Master. You really don't remember? I'll have to remind you of what we did last night...”

With that, she curled up against me and bent over my boxers. Pulling the fabric down to my thighs, she slid my cock free and ran her fingers over it.

“Ooh, you're so hard,” she said. “Just how I like you, Master...”

She leaned over me and slipped my cock into her mouth, sucking me gently. I let out a low moan of pleasure and lay back against the pillows, letting her gorgeous blonde head bob up and down on my cock. I put my hand over her head and gently coaxed her deeper on my shaft, loving the sensation of her throat around my dick.

Wow, what a babe, I thought, looking over her nude body. Suddenly two words flashed through my mind, like a repressed memory: Edit Mode.

I gasped, which Marguerite took as a sign that I liked what she was doing. She smiled around my shaft and picked up the pace. And while I did, that wasn't what shocked me. I did this, I remembered.

God, I had had fun with Marg. When I'd discovered that my MasterTech glasses could perform body modification, editing the physical appearance of my slaves as easily as it did their minds, I'd decided not to use it on Shannon – she was my boss, after all, and there were too many people she worked with who would notice the kinds of changes I wanted to make to her body. But I'd had no such scruples with her roommate.

Marguerite had already been a sexy, curvy canvas of femininity, but what I'd done to her had taken her over the top. I'd lightened her already blonde hair until it was barbie-doll platinum, then plumped her up lips until they were like soft pillows wrapped around my cock. Her breasts were inflated to mammoth proportions, the nipples permanently hard. Her taut, curvy little belly had been tapered down to something slim and athletic – at least until you reached her ass. Her hips were caveman-brain huge, along with a thick, curvy ass and a completely hairless slit. Marguerite would never have hair other than what was on her head again, I had seen to that.

Alright, I had been a little drunk when I'd messed around with Edit Mode – literally and figuratively. But the next morning, seeing the results, I couldn't help but be impressed. Marguerite was a perfect bimbo slut, a fertility goddess made flesh. I had to have her on top of me.

I grunted, shaking my hips a bit until she pulled off of my cock. Her eyes were full of love and devotion as they traveled up my body to meet my gaze. “Yes, Master?”

“Get on top of me,” I commanded. “I want you to ride me until I come.”

She giggled and bit her lip. “Yes, Master. How do you always know exactly what I want? You spoil me...”

She straddled my hips. Her huge breasts impossibly firm as they hung in my face. My mouth found her nipple and sucked greedily as she spread her legs and sank down on me.

Christ! Oh, wow, that was good. I had forgotten that my Edit Mode excursion hadn't stopped at the surface level – I'd also made Marg's pussy tighter, wetter and warmer than it had been before. She was snugger than a virgin as my cock stretched out her walls. She rode me skillfully, hips rocking as she moaned and whispered filthy things into my ear, and it wasn't long at all before I felt pleasure eliminate the world around me, shrinking all of existence to a hot, explosive point connecting myself and this beautiful little bitch. I came with a cry, burying my face in her tits, thrusting my hips upward into her as I drained my balls into her tight, wet pussy.

“There you go, Master!” she said, laughing with triumph as she pulled away from me. Her hips slowed, the muscles of her cunt alternatively clenching and relaxing around me so that they milked me dry like a sucking mouth. I'd forgotten I'd installed that little trick inside of her – it was fucking mind-blowing.

“Jesus,” I gasped, half-mad with pleasure. I could get used to living like this.

Once I was finished coming, Marguerite snuggled up next to me and ran her hand over my chest, teasing my muscles lovingly with her fingers.

“Did I make you feel good, Master?” She asked.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned, rolling to the side and latching on to her warm, soft breast. “You're the best, baby.”

“Thank you, Master – oh!” She cried out in pleasure as my tongue lapped at her nipple. “Don't ruin your breakfast, Master – Shannon is making quite a spread.”

Ruin my breakfast, I wondered. What does she mean by...

Something warm and creamy and fucking amazing spilled from Marguerite's nipple, filling my mouth with the most incredible taste. I was swallowing before I knew what I was doing, picking up my pace as I tasted her sweet cream.

“Oh, fuck!” Marguerite's fingers found the back of my head and gently pressed me deeper into her cleavage. “That feels so good, Master!”

I sucked and slurped at her tit, drinking down more of the amazing fluid. It tasted so good, I just had to have more. Finally a strange sensation caused me to pull back from her breasts. The room swam, the details fuzzy – but I felt great. I licked my lips, savoring the taste of Marg's milk, then chuckled. I don't know why it was funny, it just was.

Also, I was suddenly rock hard again in my boxers. How had that happened?

“Marguerite,” I managed to say. My tongue felt thick in my mouth. “What did I put in your milk?”

Her mouth parted in a little 'o' of pleasure. “What do you mean, Master?”

“When I triggered your...” I ran a hand over my forehead. I couldn't think of the word. “...lactation. What did I put in your milk?”

Marg giggled and licked at her nipple – a few thin drops of milky white fluid oozed from it and into her mouth.

“I think you said it was a mix of THC and Viagra, Master. Or at least something that worked just like Viagra, anyway. An af...afr...”

Aphrodisiac, I thought. “That makes sense,” I said with another chuckle. “I feel high as a fucking kite.”

“Do you like it? I only want the best for my Master.” She pressed her tits together, shooting me an inviting look. “Would you like some more?”

“I thought...” my hand idly reached down and touched my cock through my boxers. Fuck, I'd never been so hard. “...you didn't want me to miss my breakfast?”

“You can do whatever you want, Master,” Marguerite said, beaming. “You own me – my body belongs to you.”

“I want some more of that milk,” I decided, laughing. “And then I want to fuck you again.”

Marguerite smiled and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs and thrusting her tight little snatch forward. “Of course, baby. Come here and let momma take good care of you.”

I wasn't sure if I'd put the 'mother' thing in Marguerite's head or if she'd come up with it on her own, but either way it made me horny as hell. I rolled on top of her and latched onto her other nipple, the one that had been until now untouched. It was so swollen that the barest touch of my lips sent a jet of hot cream into my mouth. Fuck, it was so good. The dislocated, high-as-fuck feeling I had increased as I sucked, along with the raw throbbing need in my erection. I parted Marguerite's thighs with my knee and ran the head of my cock over the surface of her folds. It made me shiver with delight. I couldn't wait to be inside her.

My cock pressed against her, the tip parting her folds and delving into the sweetness within. I moaned in relief as I entered her.

“Good morning, Paul. You two seem like you're having a good time.”

I glanced over my shoulder. Shannon stood outlined in the doorway of the bedroom, a steaming mug of coffee in her hand. She was still wearing the outfit I'd talked into her last night: a pair of panties and stockings along with pointy fuck-me heels. I had been amazed she could walk in them, but my boss was a creature of exceptional grace. Above the waist she was nude, and her body showed signs of having been responsible for the wonderful smells coming from the kitchen: a splash of powdered sugar sat between her cleavage like a come smear; some ground coffee made dimples along her thigh. Unlike Marguerite, I had made no physical changes to Shannon's appearance (only mental ones), but I almost didn't need to in the first place. Standing there topless, holding a cup of coffee and smiling, she looked like the perfect male fantasy girl. She looked like a trophy wife.

A trophy wife sounds very nice, I thought. Then, glancing back at Marguerite, I thought: and a Mistress...

“Master might have satisfied his appetite a bit while you were gone,” Marguerite said with a smile. “He is so amazing.”

“I know,” Shannon said, crossing the room and setting the coffee on the nightstand. “Did you have fun fucking your slut, Paul?”

My head swam; the only constant was my erection, throbbing with need. “I don't think I'm done yet, Shannon.”

She laughed at that, the sound was high and musical and set my heart fluttering. “You drank her milk, didn't you?”

I nodded.

“Thought so. I can see it in your eyes. God, you got so drunk on it last night.” Shannon sat on the edge of the bed, crossing one exquisite leg over the other. “You said once you made her start generating it that nothing was going to top it. I lost count of the number of times you sucked her tits dry.”

Damn, I must have. Maybe I needed to slow down. But my cock continued its slide, heedless to the higher functions of my brain. Inch by inch I slid inside of Marguerite, savoring the way she moaned and writhed against me as I filled her to the hilt. Shannon watched eagerly, smiling as I plowed her roommate right in front of her.

“I can't control it,” I said. “It feels too good.”

“But you control everything,” Shannon said, her hand going somewhere I couldn't see. “Master.”

A moment later, I felt Marguerite cry out and clench around me and knew where Shannon had put her hand. She slid between us and massaged Marg's clit, rubbing it in tight little circles as I penetrated her.

“Oh! Oh fuck! Oh no, please stop,” Marguerite begged. “Please, I don't want to come for Master ooooghhhh...”

She was too late. I had forgotten that my powers had made Marguerite super-sensitive as well as extremely horny. Just the sensation of my cock sliding along her innermost walls had been driving her to the heights of erotic frenzy; the added touch of Shannon's fingers on her clit was too much to bear. She came sobbing, gasping and clutching me like she was drowning. Her pussy, already tight as a vice, clamped down on me until it was almost too tight to bear.

“Fuck that feels good,” I gasped.

“For you?” Shannon arched an eyebrow. “I had been doing it for her, Master.”

She stuck out her tongue. Suddenly I wanted to punish her, to make her feel the way I did.

“Come here,” I commanded her, holding out one of Marguerite's tits. “Drink.”

She looked at it, brow furrowing with worry. “I'd love to, Master – I love fulfilling all your commands – but...”

“But what?” I wasn't accustomed to hesitation from someone I'd used MasterTech on – I decided I hated it, and wasn't going to put up with it.

“I have work, Master,” she said plaintively. “Surely someone will notice if I come in stoned and soaking wet.”

“You're not going to work today,” I said with a smile. “I have something better planned. How would you like to be my trophy wife, Shannon?”

Her face lit up like I had just suggested a trip to Aruba and a million dollars, all at once. The gorgeous smile she'd been hired for came out, bright as the sun.

“Oh, Paul! I'd...I'd be delighted...”

“Of course, our marriage would be a decidedly...non-traditional one,” I said, giving my hips a little thrust between Marg's thighs. Half-comatose with pleasure, she raised up her head a bit and whimpered with pleasure. Shannon noticed.

“Of course,” she said smoothly. “How could I say no to turning beautiful young women into your slaves?” Her words sent me throbbing, but then she frowned. “Only...”

“Only what?” What could make her hesitant about such a wonderful offer?

“Can I...be in charge of them?” she asked. “Not over you, of course. I mean, you'd be God, I'd just be...I don't know. Queen. Queen of your harem. Doesn't that sound sexy, baby?”

Queen of the harem, I thought. That did sound good. I had no intention of stopping at just Shannon and Marguerite – now that I knew what these glasses were capable of, the world was mine. Keeping track of so many sluts might prove to be more challenge than I was up for – and Shannon was a hell of a secretary. Very organized, very detail-oriented. She'd do a good job.

“Deal,” I said. She did a little fist pump and cried out in triumph. 

“Now, obviously that will be a full-time job in and of itself,” I said. “So you don't need to work in that stifling office anymore. In fact, I suggest you don't want to – you never liked it anyway.”

“Of course, Master. I was dreading the thought of spending another moment cooped up in that office.” She leaned forward and put Marg's nipple in her mouth, then gave it a dainty little slurp. “All those horny old men leering at me.” She took another sip. “The only man I want using me that way is you, Paul.”

With that, she opened wide and drank deep. The timbre of her moans changed as she slurped up the milky white fluid – I could tell it was having a strong effect on her. Her pupils dilated, and her hips began to grind unconsciously against the bed. Her horniness was off the charts.

“God damn,” she said, pulling back and wiping her mouth. “You don't even need the glasses, Paul. Any woman you give some of this to will be jumping your bones the moment you say 'fuck me'.”

“That's what I want to hear,” I said. “Now come here.”

She bent over the bed and hiked up her skirt. I noted with pleasure that she wore no panties underneath of it – it was all smooth skin and glistening sex.

Since she's going to be my wife, I guess I can give her a little foreplay, I thought. Leaning over, I buried my nose and lips in her wet, quivering folds, my tongue finding her clit and encircling it with a wet motion. She cried out and tensed up, spreading her legs to give me better access. I couldn't help myself – I started to fuck Marguerite at the same time as I ate out Shannon, my tongue diving into her pussy as my thrusts sent me forward.

“That's so good, Master! You spoil the hell out of me, Paul – let me show you how wet you've made me...”

She put a hand on my chest and shoved me down onto the bed. My cock slipped out of Marguerite's pussy with a wet pop, but it was only to be exposed to the air for a moment. Shannon immediately mounted me, pinning my wrists to the bed with her hands, straddling me and trying desperately to find an angle to stab me into her waiting flesh.

It didn't take long. My head parted her folds and she slid downward, taking me to the hilt inside of her. She wasn't as tight as Marguerite (no normal human woman could be) but what she lacked in hypnotically enhanced attributes she made up for in raw, sensual enthusiasm. She fucked me like she loved me, like she never wanted to do a goddamn thing for the rest of her life except ride me on top of that bed, and I loved her for it.

Already brought to the brink by Marguerite's walls, it wasn't long before I found myself clutching her hips, ramming my shaft as deep inside of her as I could make it go.

“That's right, Master! Fuck me so hard! Did you feel me come just now? I made myself come so I can be more fertile for you!”

“Is...that...so...?” I asked, panting.

“Yes! The muscle contractions help suck in the seed – that's why guys who get girls off have the most fertile heirs! And nobody gets me off like you do, Master! Now come for me!”

I felt climax bubble up in my balls, stronger than any time before. I didn't hold back; if anything I gave more, jackhammering in Shannon's soaking cunt. With a final thrust, I felt myself let go – hot, sticky seed spilling upwards into the waiting fertile valley of Shannon's slit.

As soon as my orgasm was done, Shannon rolled onto her back and lifted her hips in the air, rubbing her slit to help the seed quicken inside of her. She was a shameless little slut, and if the idea of putting a baby inside of her didn't make me so goddamn horny, I wouldn't have tolerated it.

“God, that was so good,” she said, rubbing her folds as I watched. “I'm going to be so pregnant for you, Master.” She giggled. “I'm gonna have a big pregnant belly when you walk me down the aisle. Everybody there is going to know exactly what you've done to me.”

“We'll be putting rings on,” I said with a smirk, “but everyone will know I already own your body.”

“God, yes!” She tossed her head back. “Fuck, that's so hot!”

But before that, I thought, I have other work to do. Shannon was busy helping her body become more fertile, Marguerite was passed out in a blissful stupor – I wanted more women, a whole houseful of them. And with MasterTech, I could have anyone I wanted – actresses, athletes, porn stars. Even...

“No,” I muttered. “She's with that guy now. And she'd never...”

Never? There was no never with MasterTech.

“Master?” Shannon glanced over at me, a worried look on her face. “What's wrong?”

“Nothing's wrong, love,” I said, a wicked grin growing on my face. “Quite the opposite, actually. I've just decided who the next girl we're going to enslave is.”

She grinned. “I can't wait!”

Neither could I.





Augmenting the Crush (The Magic Glasses: Remnant: Part Four)
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Lacey walked out onto the balcony with a frozen Margarita in her hand, dressed in a skintight bikini bottom and nothing else. The hot, tropical sun beat down on the hotel, but a cool, salty wind blew in from the ocean. Staring over my sunglasses, I watched as she set the drink down on the table between us – waving her round, firm ass in my face as she did so.

“Here you go, Master,” she said. She laid down next to me, pressing her slender body against mine to keep from falling off the deck chair. Her hand slid down my chest to my boxer shorts and gave my cock a little squeeze.

“I can't believe how long it took me to realize you're the one, Master,” she said, her breath hot against my ear. “I wasted so much time with other men. Now I know that I was made to please you...”

She kissed my neck, then trailed down, leaving a smattering of wet little nibbles down my chest. Her lips found my cock and opened wide to let it enter her warm, wet mouth.

“Master?” She asked. Huh? How was she talking? “It's time to wake up, Master...”

What?

I snapped to awareness. The sunlit hotel balcony was gone, as was Lacey. I was sitting in the massive, plush recliner Shannon had bought for our apartment yesterday. I'd fallen asleep, dreaming of my crush.

I moaned a bit, squinting my eyes. Something still felt warm and amazing between my legs...

Looking down, I saw Marguerite, Shannon's roommate, in the act of sucking me off. Her pillowy, hypnotically-enhanced lips were tight around my shaft as her head bobbed up and down, her eyes glassy with pleasure. So that was why I woke up, I thought.

She pulled off of my cock, grinning and stroking me. Shannon had dressed her in a tight little maid's outfit, a black number that clung to her ass and tits like they were going to burst free at any moment.

“Good afternoon, Master!” Marguerite's voice was breathy and high-pitched, completely at odds with the way she'd spoken to me before I used MasterTech to make her my bimbo slave. “Did you have a good nap?”

“Mmh hmm,” I said, leaning back and letting her mouth take care of me. God, she was good: thanks to MasterTech, the higher functions of her brain shut down temporarily whenever she was in the act of pleasing me. Other than the raw, blissful pleasure of submission, Marg's only thought was on how best to please me. It have her a level of focus that made getting a blowjob from her unreal. I basked in the sensations as my body slowly came to full wakefulness.

After a minute, Marguerite slid my cock from her mouth and slapped it gently across her cheeks before announcing: “I'm so wet for you, Master. Would you like to fuck me?”

Normally that would be an offer I couldn't resist, but I had just remembered something I wanted to test – so I shook my head. “I want to blow in your mouth,” I told her.

Her breath caught in her throat. “Of course, Master,” she said, sounding awestruck. “I love to suck your cock.”

She gave the head a little kiss as she stroked me off. “You make me so happy when you honor my mouth with your come.”

I let out a little moan. Damn, that was filthy.

Having turned me on and proclaimed her love for me, Marguerite went back to work, sucking me harder and deeper than before. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her fingers squeezing my balls as if she couldn't wait to taste the hot, creamy load building up in them.

I didn't make her wait long. A minute or two later, I gripped her shoulders and forced her down hard on my shaft, taking it deep in her throat as I felt myself come. Hot jets of my fertile seed filled her mouth as she sucked, her curvy bimbo body quaking in the throes of her own orgasm – a reward for serving her Master.

I sat back, waiting to see what would happen next.

I was pleased with the result. Marguerite pulled away, her eyes fluttering and rolling back in her head. “Oh, wow...”

Her fingers found her clit underneath the obscenely short maid's outfit and rubbed. She came a second time nearly instantly, a thin trail of drool trickling from the corner of her mouth. “Oh, wow...”

I grinned. It hadn't been easy using the MasterTech glasses on myself, and I had been a little bit afraid of doing it – but my new powers had made me bold. Last night, I'd looked at myself in the mirror and performed a little bit of Edit Mode on myself. Now, my semen was filled with the same chemicals that were in Marguerite's breast milk – concentrated to about ten times the strength. THC and aphrodisiacs flooded Marguerite's bloodstream, sending her sky-high and putting her arousal into overload.

I decided to burn some of it off. “That's my good girl, Marg. My good little slave. You're so good at making me happy.”

“Unh! Th...thank you, Master!” Each snippet of praise wrung another orgasm out of Marguerite's body. I never got tired of the way that worked – saying nice things to my slaves or praising them made their bodies come instantly, the pleasure overloading their brains. In Marg's case it helped clear the fog of lust my super-seed had put in her head.

She looked around the room, giggling. “Oh, wow. Thank you so much, Master.”

“You're welcome,” I said. “Now, go fetch Shannon.”

She tottered off, moving a little unsteadily for someone who was high as a kite and coming down from multiple orgasms. “And don't make any detours,” I called after her. The last thing I needed was for her to walk into the kitchen and eat everything in the fridge.

I sighed happily and lay back in my chair, fingering my MasterTech glasses and thinking about my dream. The glasses were new, the dream wasn't: but thanks to MasterTech, all of my dreams were now within my reach. These glasses were amazing – they gave me the ability to warp the bodies and minds of anyone I wanted, and I'd used them to make my boss Shannon and her roommate Marguerite my loving, devoted slaves. I'd even overhauled Marguerite's appearance, turning the curvy girl into a big-titted bimbo with the world's tightest pussy and breasts that secreted drugged, libido-enhancing milk. My stomach grumbled at the thought: a glass of Marguerite was just what it wanted, but I needed to keep a clear head for tonight.

Just then, I heard the echo of high heels on the stairs. Shannon entered the room, flashing her million dollar smile.

“Good afternoon, Master,” she said, cool and businesslike. Her outfit was businesslike as well: since I'd taken over her mind and her house, I liked to keep her in a modified version of her old secretarial outfits – the big difference was that she no longer wore panties under those short skirts she used to wear to entice clients. Other than that, her clingy, low-cut business tops were perfect for either the sluttiest girl at the office or the most restrained member of my harem.

“Did you find out what I wanted to know?” I asked.

She beamed. I could tell she wanted to slink to her knees in my presence – the thought made me hard. “Yes, Master. Both Lacey and her fiancee accepted friend requests from the fake social media profile I created.”

That was the first half of what I had wanted to hear. “And?”

She bit her lip, grinning. “There's a post on her fiance's wall about their dinner plans. They're having their second-anniversary dinner here.” She held out a sheet of paper covered in directions. “It's not too far from here.”

“Perfect,” I said, looking over the document. “You've done very well, Shannon.”

Her composure broke for just a moment as she came, her knees trembling as a tidal wave of bliss washed over her. “Thank you, Master. I live to serve you.”

“I can't believe it's been two years,” I said. “It seems like just yesterday.”

Shannon shook her head, frowning. “I can't believe any woman would choose another man over you, Master. She must be the most stupid woman on Earth.”

“She's not stupid,” I said, looking over the directions. “She's just...well, she's out of my league.”

“League? No woman is out of your league, Master.” Shannon looked like I had uttered some kind of blasphemy. “You deserve to own every woman you desire.”

I chuckled. “That's certainly not how Lacey saw it. I've had a crush on her since I was old enough to have crushes, and when I finally worked up the courage to ask her to prom she turned me down. She said Shaun was 'a better match' for her, like I didn't know. He's a star athlete and his parents are loaded. Of course she chose him.”

“Oh, Master,” Shannon said, coming to my side and kneeling down next to me. “I'm so sorry. We'll correct her mistake, I promise you. Once she sees these,” she said, tapping my glasses, “and realizes the truth, like Marguerite and I, she'll beg for your forgiveness.”

“Maybe,” I said, an uneasy feeling passing over me. “You...you think I'm doing the right thing, right?”

She frowned in confusion. “Of course, Master. Your will is our command. You desire this woman, and once she sees you for what you truly are, she'll beg you to be her King.”

“Yeah, but they're...” I searched for the words. “Happy. From what I can tell, anyway.”

Shannon laughed. “Master, Lacey is only happy because she doesn't realize she's meant to worship you. She doesn't know what true happiness is.”

“Maybe,” I said. I made a little promise to myself: whatever happened, I was going to let Lacey keep some of her free will. I didn't want her babbling all over herself like Shannon or going around all glassy-eyed and zoned out like Marguerite. I just wanted her to love me, to want me the way I wanted her. I wanted her to yearn to be possessed, to be dominated by a strong, alpha male. Me.

“Alright, go get dressed,” I told Shannon. “I want to make her jealous before I make her mine. I want every guy in that restaurant drooling over you – Lacey's fiance included.”

“Yes, Master! I made reservations for us at the same time as theirs.” She stood up and ran her hands over her hips. “I can't wait to add Lacey to your harem, Master.”

“Neither can I,” I said.

––––––––
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Heads turned as we pulled up to the restaurant and tossed our keys to the valet. The fancy sports car I was driving had been bought with Shannon and Marguerite's combined credit, not that they minded. Interested faces watched me as I climbed out and opened up the passenger side door, but it was Shannon who got all the stares.

My formerly cold, distant ice queen of a boss had undergone a complete transformation. Her blonde hair was teased up into curly ringlets, cascading down her back to rest on the top of her perfect, heart-shaped ass. The black-and-red minidress I'd bought for her fit tightly over her mindblowing curves, just barely long enough to be worn in polite society. Best of all were her boots: knee-high, skintight leather with five-inch 'fuck-me' heels, they transformed her into a walking, smiling wet dream – the way every man who had worked with her only fantasized about seeing her. And she was on my arm.

“You look dazzling, slave,” I whispered into her ear as I held open the door for her.

Her gorgeous body shook just a little bit as she came. She bit her lip hard and stumbled ever so slightly as she entered the building. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered.

It didn't take long for me to see Lacey – the loving couple had, for whatever reason, scheduled their anniversary dinner a little bit before the evening rush. Maybe they were seeing a movie, or going out for a romantic walk. Whatever it is, I thought, they aren't going to make it.

Our table was two down from Lacey and Shaun's as the maitre-d led us down the aisle. I got a perfect view of them as he babbled on about the wine specials.

She was gorgeous.

Damn, I thought, there is just something about a little black dress... Lacey's dress was both extremely black and obscenely little, a flimsy-looking piece of fabric designed to be torn off by a powerful man at the earliest opportunity. Her long brunette hair trailed down her naked back, dark against her pale skin. She was a vision, the girl I'd lusted over for years, imagined in my bed before I'd ever been with a girl, fantasized endlessly about making mine. Her soon-to-be husband sat across from her at the table, of course, but that was a problem easily enough to deal with.

“There's something I wanted to mention to you,” I said, tearing my eyes away from Lacey as Shannon and I sat down.

“Yes, Paul?” Now that we were in public, 'Master' didn't leave her lips where it could be heard, but she filled my name with such emotion when she said it that it was almost the same thing.

I glanced over at the couple. “I want you to fuck Shaun.”

Her eyes widened. When she spoke, she leaned forward in a conspiratorial whisper. “Is...is that really what you want me to do?”

“Yes. I need to get Lacey alone to show her my glasses. The easiest way to do that is if her fiance is...occupied.” Noting her frown, I said, “I want you to do it, Shannon. It will make me happy. Just pretend it's my cock when it's inside of you.”

She scoffed. “No cock is as good as yours, Paul. But okay. If you say so, sir.” She flashed a naughty grin. “How should I do it?”

“Wait for him to get up,” I said. “Then meet him outside of the bathroom.”

“Will you make him more amenable to cheating?”

“I'll do what I can,” I said, tapping the side of my glasses.

Once we had ordered drinks, I tilted the glasses so that Shawn and Lacey were in my field of view and blinked my way through several screens of options. They still hadn't seen us, which was good. Selecting Shaun, I made a few mental alterations – commanding the glasses to increase his libido while also generating a faked need to go take a piss.

It didn't take long for the glasses to have an effect. A minute or two later, Shaun blushed and put his napkin on the table. Mouthing words to Lacey, he got up and headed to the bathroom, hunched over ever so slightly. My lips twisted in a smile – I knew exactly what he was trying to hide.

“Go,” I said.

Shannon stood up, smiling, and followed him. Heads turned to watch her as she strode across the semi-crowded restaurant, the eyes of male patrons clinging to her ass and tits. As I watched, Lacey caught sight of Shannon and openly gawked, her mouth dropping open. Her gaze worked backwards, looking for the table where the gorgeous blonde had come from...and then she saw me.

Her eyes were shocked, but her lips curled up in a smile. She mouthed a silent hey! At me.

Now or never, I thought, taking my wineglass and getting up from my seat.

If Lacey was shocked to see me walking over to her table, she gave no indication. My glasses highlighted her slender frame and suggested a range of potential options for how best to hypnotize her.

“Hey there,” I said, moving smoothly into her fiance's seat. “Fancy meeting you here.”

“I know! What a coincidence!” Her smile was bright but somewhat forced. A moment later, her eyes trailed past me to where Shannon had walked into the bathroom. “Are you here with that woman in the red dress?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, feigning nonchalance. “That's Shannon, my girlfriend. We're celebrating our anniversary, actually.”

“Wow,” she said. It was obvious how impressed she was. “She's, um, well...she's really something.”

“Thanks,” I said, leaning forward. Now that the moment was finally here, I had no desire for small talk. I wanted Lacey now, here, exactly as I'd always wanted. “It's so weird we're both celebrating our anniversaries in the same place, isn't it?”

“Yeah,” she said, frowning. “Wait. How did you know it was my...anniversary?”

A pale pink glow erupted from the MasterTech glasses. Lacey's eyes widened, her pretty mouth dropping open in shock.

“I know everything,” I said calmly. “I've been counting the days since you ditched me for that asshole, Lacey. And look at the babe I've got on my arm now. Doesn't she make you jealous?”

“Yesss,” she whispered, turning her head to better stare at my glasses. “She's so beautiful...I don't understand how you bagged her...”

“You understand now, though, don't you?” I said, tapping my frames.

“Yes,” she said. Her skin flushed and her breathing slowly grew ragged. I watched her knuckles grip the edge of the table tighter. “I don't know how I didn't see it before, Paul. You're so...wonderful...”

“You want to keep watching,” I said.

“I want to keep watching,” she repeated, nodding slightly.

“You want to do everything I tell you,” I whispered.

She nodded again. “I do. I want to do everything you tell me to do. It would feel so good to have you telling me what to do.”

“You love me,” I said.

“I love you, Paul,” she confessed, giggling. “God, I love you so much!”

“You want me to be your man, not Shaun.”

She hesitated, but only for a moment. “No. I need you to be my man. I need you to...to own me, Paul. I've needed that my whole life and didn't know it until this moment. I want you to be my Master.”

“You'll do whatever your Master commands,” I said.

She sighed with pleasure and spread her legs. “I'll do anything you tell me to, Master. Anything. Please command me.”

I had done it! Finally she was mine, body and soul. All I had to do was seal the deal with a couple of mind-blowing orgasms – and I felt more than up to the task. She was so sexy and perfect, I couldn't wait to pump her full of my seed.

“Come with me,” I commanded, taking her by the hand and helping her to her feet. She rose slowly. Like an awed follower being called to meet their savior.

I nodded my head in the direction of the bathroom. “Follow me.”

The ladies' room was empty when we entered. As would be expected in such a fancy restaurant, the place was clean and swanky – granite counters and tiled floors that made the place look like some Roman bathhouse.

Moans of muffled pleasure greeted us through the walls. “What's that?” Lacey asked.

I smirked. “That's your husband getting fucked by my other slave. How does that make you feel?”

In response, she smoothly sank to her knees before me. Her fingers found the catch at the front of my pants and undid it.

“It makes me feel nothing at all, Master,” she said. “Why should I care about anything else but this?”

My cock sprang free, dripping with precum and so hard it hurt. She gave it a hard little stroke and lapped at the shaft with her tongue.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, gazing up at me with love and adoration in her eyes. “Thank you for giving me the honor of allowing me to serve you.”

With that, her mouth closed on my cock. My crush was giving me a blowjob in the bathroom of an absurdly expensive restaurant, and I couldn't imagine anything better.

A moment later, she pulled back, a fat bead of precum dribbling from her lips. Her pupils were dilated and her breath came hot and fast. “Oh, wow,” she gasped. “Wow.”

She'd gotten a taste of my specially-enhanced seed, and its effects on her were immediate. Her hand slipped beneath her dress to cup her mound and stroke her clit as she sucked me off with renewed vigor, high and horny as hell.

I'd had enough of her on her knees, I realized. I wanted to take her. To possess her body right now.

I pulled back and forced her to her feet, then put her hands on either side of the big granite sink and had her bend over. Her dress hiked up around her thighs until the lace of her panties was clearly visible, the swollen flesh of her mound pressing it out and making everything warm and wet.

“I want you so badly, Master,” she begged. “Please let my pussy make you feel good!”

I slid her panties to the side and entered her from behind, watching the whole thing unfold in the mirror over the sink. My hand came up and pulled down the strap of Lacey's dress, exposing one pale breast as I began to fuck her from behind. She gasped and moaned, unable to look away from her own reflection as she quaked with pleasure.

“I own your pussy,” I grunted, taking her by the hair.

“You own my pussy, Master,” she agreed, pressing her body tight against me.

Her tight walls gripped me, milking my cock closer to orgasm. I could feel myself getting ready to let go, to empty myself inside of her.

“I can have your pussy whenever I want,” I said.

“Of course you can, Master!” Her voice was thick with pleasure. “You can take me whenever you want – just get on top of me and spread my legs! I'm your whore!”

My pace increased along with the sounds of fucking from the next bathroom over. I was going to come.

“You don't ever have to wear protection with me,” she whispered, turning to nibble my neck as her hips pushed backwards to meet my cock. “I'll never make you wear a condom, Master. I want you to get me pregnant! I want you to make my belly big and full of your heirs, so every man will know how you own me!”

The thought of making my life-long crush pregnant, of fertilizing her body with my seed sent me crashing over the edge. I thrust myself inside her as deeply as I could and shook as I came, gripping her hips and burying myself in her folds. She felt me explode inside of her and her eyes rolled back in her head, the knowledge that her body had pleased me sending her into a bone-shaking orgasm of her own. We bucked and thrashed, pleasure roaring through me as I milked my cock dry with the walls of her wet, warm pussy.

When it was over she pulled away, then turned around and sank back to her knees, cleaning me off with her mouth. She sucked me dry and looked up, that mix of love and adoration shining in her eyes. “Thank you, Master.”

Thank you, Master. Those were the words I had longed to hear come from Lacey's mouth as long as I had my filthy hypnotic fantasies. And now they had come true. She was mine, to do whatever I pleased with, and no one was going to take her from me. I was going to do every filthy thing I had ever thought about doing to her.

“Let's go back to my place,” I said, helping her to her feet. “I've got some girls I think you're going to get along great with who'd love to meet you.”

“Yes, Master,” she said smoothly. “What about OldLacey's fiance and your other slave?”

I glanced at the wall separating us from Shannon and Shaun. The noises coming from over there told me they were far from done.

“She'll be fine,” I said. “She'll make her way back when she's done.”

And so we left the restaurant, dropping two hundred dollar bills on each of our tables as we left: me, and Lacey, my fantasy girl. I packed her into my expensive car and drove her home to her new harem, like the twisted princess in some erotic fairy tale. Life was perfect.

I didn't spare a thought about Shannon. She'll be fine, I told myself. And while she was, I had no way of knowing yet just how deeply I was going to regret that decision to leave her behind.
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“Oh wow, Master! This is so good!”

Lacey bent back down and fastened her lips to Marguerite's swollen nipple, sucking gently. Her cheeks puffed out as sweet, milky cream filled her mouth. She swallowed, sucked again, then pulled away. A thin trail of milk trickled from the corner of her mouth – she wiped it with the back of her hand.

“Oh my God,” she groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. Ever since I had introduced Lacey to Marguerite and explained the special chemicals my MasterTech glasses had put in her breast milk, it had been impossible to keep my girlfriend away from her sweet teats. Not that I really wanted to.

“Thank you, Master,” she gasped, sticking out her tongue to show me she'd swallowed it all down like a good little girl.

“You like it?” I asked, turning my head to indicate Marguerite's breasts.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I love that you changed her so much. It turns me on so much to know that the person she used to be has been molded into someone completely different, just for your pleasure. God, I love you Master!”

Unable to contain her emotion, she leaned forward and kissed me deeply, her fingers searching under my shirt for the catch in my pants. I could taste an echo of Marg's breast milk on her tongue – just enough to make my head swim and my cock throb in my pants, shooting a little spurt of precum in my boxers.

Lacey felt it. “Fuck, you're so wet,” she moaned. “I want to feel all that come inside of me...”

She pulled my pants open and shoved me down on the couch. It was amazing how quickly things had changed – before MasterTech, Lacey wouldn't give me the time of day. She'd chosen another man over me two years ago, shut me out of her life completely. Now I was all she could think about. I was her King, her Master – and she wanted to show her King just how grateful she was to serve him.

She was still wearing the tight black dress she'd had on when I'd brainwashed her at her anniversary dinner, and she hiked it up over her hips so that I could see the glistening, hairless mound of her sex. She brought it down on my shaft, spreading her legs to accommodate me, pressing me against her folds until I entered her. I let out a little cry of pleasure as her tight wet walls gripped me.

I hadn't had a chance to use Edit Mode on Lacey yet – and honestly, I didn't know if I even needed to. I'd lusted after her for so long, there wasn't a thing about her I wanted to change. Her long hair was perfect as it trailed down my chest. Her big, firm tits bobbed in my face as she rocked her hips, taking me deep. Her pussy was tight and warm and the most welcoming thing I had ever felt. Marguerite might have been sculpted into physical perfection, and Shannon might be the organizational queen of my harem, but neither of them could hold a candle to Lacey.

“I love you,” I said, gripping her hair and pulling it back. She arched her back and let out a sob of mingled pain and pleasure.

“I love you, Master,” she whimpered. Her face was as red as the most furious blush – she was already on the edge, just waiting for me to jump off with her. “I love you so fucking much, Paul. Please come in me. Please make me pregnant!”

Again Lacey couldn't contain her desire to be bred – and again, it made me so hot I couldn't stand it. I had no idea the girl who'd ditched me had such a fetish for the idea of being filled up with some powerful man's fertile heirs, but once we were in the heat of passion it always slipped out. To be honest, I liked it that way – like something she was trying to hold back but just couldn't help. I wanted to knock her up, to show the world just how thoroughly I owned her, to prove my dominance and my virility. There was something primal about it, something that just felt right.

Her words set me off. I held onto her smooth, rounded hips and used them as leverage to enter her even deeper, filling her cunt to the brim. As I did, I buried my face in her tits and grunted, spilling over the edge. My orgasm was like lightning, blinding me and making everything tingle all at once. I felt my balls let loose and thick, creamy seed erupt into Lacey, filling her cunt and giving her the fertile, unprotected load she craved. The feeling instantly sent her into her own orgasm – she lost control and just gripped me tight, her hips bucking and thrashing of their own accord.

As I came down from my peak, she leaned over me and planted a slow, intimate kiss on my lips. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered. “Fucking me like that means everything to me.”

I held her for a few minutes, stroking her hair, reassuring her that she was my good girl, my best slave, the only thing that mattered to me. All of it was true. I wasn't even paying attention to Marguerite, who sat a few feet away from us mindlessly playing with herself. She could have been on another planet for all I cared.

“Thank you, Master,” Lacey whispered, her body quaking with the tiny orgasms that bloomed in her brain with each piece of praise. “I was so wrong to leave you.” It was almost a sob. “I'm so sorry – can you ever forgive this slave?”

“Oh, baby,” I said with a little chuckle. “There's nothing to forgive.”

She hugged me tight, tears streaming down her cheeks.

Just then, I heard the sound of the front door opening. I didn't think anything of it, until I remembered that I had locked it behind us when Lacey and I arrived at the condo. Who the hell was that?

“Hello?” I recognized the voice instantly, and a vague unease stole over me. It was Shannon, of course, but she sounded...I didn't know. A little too happy?

I looked up just in time to see her enter the living room and toss her purse on the couch next to Marguerite. “Oh, there you are, Master,” she said with a smile.

I felt an absurd spike of guilt laying there with Lacey in my arms. But what did I have to be guilty about? All of these girls belonged to me now, that was what MasterTech had done for me.

“Hey,” I said, stretching. “Sorry we sort of ditched you back there, Shannon.”

She was already shaking her head. “There's nothing to forgive, Master. I understood your will implicitly as soon as I realized you were gone.”

Nothing to forgive, I thought. Strange how that was an echo of what I'd just said to Lacey. But she couldn't have heard that.

“Good,” I said, pulling myself to a sitting position. Next to me, Lacey curled up into a sinuous ball and smiled at Shannon.

Shannon seemed to notice her for the first time. “Hello, Lacey. Welcome to your new home.”

She beamed. “Thank you. I'm so happy to be with all of you, serving Paul.”

For just an instant, it looked as if Shannon's eye twitched at the mention of my first name. But her face was so open, so pleased, it slipped easily from my mind.

“All of us love to serve Master,” she agreed.

“How did you get back?” I asked.

She flashed a coquettish grin and turned to the side, sticking out her perfect heart-shaped ass. “Oh, it was easy, Master. After I ditched Lacey's fiance, it was easy to find a horny, suggestible man to give me a ride home.” She bit her lip as if she had just remembered something. “Oh, and I brought a present home with me.”

“A present?” I sat up a little bit straighter.

She turned back to the door. “Come on in, Chie.”

The door opened, and a leggy Asian woman walked in, her high heels clattering against the tile. She wore a tight purple dress that looked amazing against her smooth, mocha skin. Her short black hair was done up in a bun, with a thin, untied line of it trailing down her back to rest atop her wide hips. She looked a bit older than Shannon or Marguerite – everything about her screamed ripe, a woman in the prime of her sexual life.

“This is Mrs. Kujihara,” Shannon said with a smirk. “Mr. Kujihara is out in the car, fantasizing about doing a tenth of the things to me that you do every day, Master.”

I was impressed. I had never thought of myself as the type of guy who went for women like Chie, but the way that dress clung to her ample curves had my cock rising back up, even after Lacey's attention.

“She is very nice,” I said.

“Wow,” the new girl said. She looked from me and Lacey lying naked on the couch to Marguerite pleasuring herself on the love seat, her eyes glassy and blank. “You weren't kidding when you said this was a party house, Shannon.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “She isn't...?”

Shannon laughed. “Well, of course she isn't. My ass may be hypnotic, Master, but I can't actually control minds. Not without a pair of those glasses, anyway.”

Chie frowned. “What are you talking about? Are you into some kind of kinky fetish?”

“Several,” Shannon said, turning to face Chie imperiously, like a dominatrix. “This is one of my favorites.”

She leaned forward and grabbed a hold of one of Marguerite's swollen, milk-filled tits. Squeezing hard, she emptied half a cup of creamy, addictive goodness from the nipple. It pooled in her hand, not a lot, but more than enough for what I realized she had planned.

Before Chie could react, Shannon covered the Asian cutie's mouth with her milk-filled hand.

“Have a taste of that,” she commanded. “Tell me that's not the best shit you've ever had.”

Chie struggled, but her mouth had opened a bit in shock and some of the milk got in. As soon as it hit her tongue, she relaxed. A few seconds later she was licking the inside of Shannon's hand, desperate to get some more of that hypnotic milk. A low, throaty moan left her throat as she lapped at it.

“Ha ha, isn't that just the hottest thing you've ever seen?” she asked me. “Go on, get some more, slut.”

Her hand left Chie's mouth. For a moment, she looked around in confusion, before catching sight of the oozing milk from Marguerite's nipple. Then comprehension dawned on her face, and she knew exactly what my slave meant.

“Ohmigawd,” Chie groaned. “Need more...”

She bent down and fastened her mouth over Marguerite's nipple – the same one that Shannon had squeezed to give her her first mind-altering taste of cream. She sucked greedily at the tit, her hand trailing under her skirt to rub herself between the legs. Marguerite stared straight ahead, oblivious as her consciousness-destroying pleasure continued to echo through her mind.

“Welcome to the family, Chie,” Shannon said, giving the girl a swat on the ass. “I'm sure Master will take excellent care of you.” Turning to face me, her tone took on a note of formality. “I have some harem business to attend to, Master. And I'm afraid my body greatly needs a shower after seducing that jock. May I be excused?”

“Uh, yeah, of course,” I said, not wanting to turn my gaze away from Chie. She looked so good on her knees, slurping at Marguerite's titties. I knew just what I wanted to do.

Shannon gave me a curt nod and walked off. I didn't think anything of her desire to not be part of the festivities until later – and by then, it was too late. But in that moment, all that mattered to me was the thrill of conquering a new girl. There was a slut on her knees, her mind being stretched in new dimensions by the milk MasterTech had created, and I wanted to dominate her.

I got behind her, parting her soaking thighs with my hand. She barely noticed, sucking so hard that twin streams of milk dribbled down her chin to coat her cleavage.

She hadn't been hypnotized yet, but that was exactly what I wanted. She had no compulsion to serve me; she was just high as a kite and hornier than a teenage virgin getting his first lapdance. There was no way she was going to turn me down.

I positioned my cock at her dripping entrance and penetrated her slowly, drawing out the sensation for maximum enjoyment. Her smooth lips parted for me, letting me feel every inch of her walls as they squeezed my shaft. Holy shit she was tight!

Just then, her body shook with pleasure and her lips left Marguerite's nipple. She looked over her shoulder at me, eyes dilated like a junkie getting a fix.

“Hey there, stud,” she said, slurring her words a little.

“You like that cock inside you, slut?” I asked, leaning forward. My cock slid to the hilt inside of her, making her squeal with delight.

“Oh fuck that's good,” she said, gasping and grinning. “This whole place is fucking amazing. You guys are the best. Where is Shannon?”

I pulled out until just the tip of my cock was inside her, then filled her again. “She's,” I said as I entered her. Then I pulled out and did it again. “Not.”

“Here. Right. Now.”

Each word sent shocks of pleasure through Chie's body. She whimpered, the milk magnifying the sensations of my cock inside her until she was riding the edge of orgasm, squirming and trying to force me into a harder rhythm.

“She's busy,” I said. “I've got you all to myself.”

A wordless groan of pleasure was all she was capable of making for me in response. Her body was mine, begging for more of my cock – preparing itself to take my fertile seed. She didn't have to do anything for it – it was primal, unconscious. Yet I felt a change in the way she pulled against me, a neediness in the way she spread her legs and tried to coax me deeper inside of her.

“You belong to me,” I growled, pressing her face back between Marguerite's tits. “You belong to us.”

“Yeah, fuck that's so hot, ummmm...”

Her lips latched onto Marguerite's nipple, but only for a moment. I took her by the hair and pulled her towards me, making her back arch like a bow. Marguerite hissed, the pain breaking through her drugged-out pleasure for a moment, then she sank back into her stupor.

“No more of that,” I said, nibbling at her earlobe. “I've got something much better than that. You want it?”

“Fuck yes! I'd do anything for more of that good shit!”

“First, you have to say please,” I told her.

Before she could respond, I hooked a finger between her lips to shut her up and bit on the sensitive skin of her neck.

“Please, Master,” I growled.

“Fuck, you are kinky!” Chie didn't sound displeased at all – she sounded like the discovery was a welcome relief compared to her boring husband. “Alright. Please, Master, give me some of that good shit!”

“Come here,” I said, pulling out of her.

For a moment she whimpered with frustration. The wonderful plaything that was my throbbing cock having been taken away from her hypnotically-enhanced pussy. Then she realized what I had in mind. I held out my cock, guiding it into her mouth as I straightened up, leaving her on her knees.

“You just wanted a blowjob?” she asked, sounding a little disappointed.

I shook my head, smirking. “Taste it. You'll see.”

A little wary, she took the head of my cock between her soft lips. Between the wonderful feeling of my head in her warm mouth and a little squeeze of my hips, I shot a few drops of precum onto Chie's tongue.

The effect was immediate. The chemicals in my semen were a concentrated form far beyond what was in Marguerite's milk – for Chie it was like taking a bite of filet mignon after eating nothing but cheap fast food cheeseburgers. Her whole body relaxed, her eyes widening with dilated pupils.

She pulled off of me, but only for a moment.

“Ohh, fuck,” she groaned. I could see a change coming over her, just from those few drops of my seed. Her eyes seemed to glow, almost, and her face got slack like she was super intent on watching something happening at a far-off distance. Was I hypnotizing Chie with just my come? Had the drugs inside of me unlocked some secret desire in Chie's brain to be a submissive, mind-controlled bimbo, or was this something I could do with any woman? It was worth some research, but that could wait until later. Right now, all I wanted to do was shoot my load all over Chie's pretty, devoted face.

It didn't take long. Once Chie realized the depth of the hypnotic goodness inside of my balls, she sucked me off like someone had a gun to her head and was threatening to pull the trigger if she didn't get me off fast enough. In no time at all I felt myself about to release, sweet bliss washing over me.

I pulled out just before I came. “Open your mouth,” I commanded. “Stick out your tongue.”

She did, looking up at me with the pure love and devotion I was used to seeing in a MasterTech conditioned slave. Her eyes begged for my come, whimpered for it.

“Taste it,” I said, my voice thick with my impending orgasm. “Taste your Master's seed.”

Almost as soon as the last word left my lips, I was spurting. Thick, hot jets of spunk left my cock, hitting Chie's tongue dead-center like it was magnetized. The thick load dribbled down her throat as she opened wide, her fingers stroking my cock hard to milk it dry of every possible drop of that addictive goodness.

As my climax slowed, she closed her mouth and let the last couple of bursts land on her lips and face. She was busy enjoying what she already had: she rolled my seed around her mouth like she was sampling a fine wine. Her eyes rolled back in her head and knees shook with a pleasure I knew was far beyond anything a normal orgasm could bring. This was the chemicals rushing through her bloodstream, the pleasure of debasing herself for her new master, and the joy of knowing she'd gotten me off with her tight, wet mouth while her husband waited in the car- all mixing together to form a sinful, shameful pleasure that overloaded her brain.

“I like you, Chie,” I said, watching her writhe and sob with pleasure. “I think you're going to make a great addition to our harem-”

I froze. Something was around my neck.

Suddenly it pulled tight, bringing me to my knees. The fabric felt soft, like one of my ties, but with how tight it was around my neck it didn't make one bit of different. I heard a feminine voice behind me say something like “don't knock him out, we don't want to kill Master,” but by then I was on the floor, struggling to get free.

A pair of hands grabbed my glasses and snatched them off my face. My glasses! My MasterTech glasses were everything – my ticket to glory. To having every babe I ever wanted. To ruling the world.

Someone twisted the fabric, and I ended up sprawling on the carpet, free from the maddening grip. I turned to face my assailant when a command cut me off.

“Freeze right there, Master.”

I stopped. I didn't want to, but I had to. Standing there, looking down at me and holding my pair of MasterTech glasses in her traitorous hands was Shannon. Dear disloyal Shannon. She twisted them gently, the message clear: comply or I snap your dreams into pieces. And standing next to her, looking like she wanted to be anywhere else, was Lacey.

I tried to turn, to speak to her, but Shannon's wrists moved a fraction of an inch in separate directions, making my glasses strain, and I froze up.

Shannon clicked her tongue. “I'm so sorry it had to come to this, Master.”

A low growl left my throat. I strained so hard my body began to shake.

“Oh dear. I'm not going to hurt you, Master,” Shannon assured me. “We just need to have a talk, is all. Some things need to change around here, but I assure you everything will be better than ever when we're through. Take him.”

Arms encircled me from behind: it seems Marguerite wasn't so blissed out after all. Then a rag was pressed against my face, smelling like chemicals on a hot day, and I passed out.
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What is that? A tattoo? How is it sticking out like that?

“Nathan? Hello? Earth to Nathan...?” My girlfriend Dana waved her hand in my face. “Are you even listening to me?”

Shit, I'm not, I thought. “Huh? Jesus, I'm sorry,” I said quickly, glancing around the restaurant like it was my first time seeing it. Like someone was going to help me out of this one.

“Christ, Nate,” Dana said with a frown. “This is supposed to be a nice date, remember?”

“I know,” I said, trying to regain my conversational footing. “It's just...”

She fixed me with one of those withering stares I knew so well. “What?”

“Did you see our waitress? That...” I gestured at my throat, trying to make her understand. “That thing on her neck?”

Dana stared at me for a good four or five seconds, letting the full force of her disgusted gaze settle on me. God, I felt like such an insect when she did that.

“No. No, I did not look, Nathan. I wasn't aware that your girlfriend was so boring that you had to check out the little tart who brings us our drinks.”

I sighed. It wasn't like that, but Dana was always jumping to conclusions. Sometimes I wondered why I put up with so much from her – she was achingly gorgeous, so far out of my league that it was a minor miracle when she agreed to go out with me, but she was more abrasive than sandpaper and icy as a blizzard.

“I wasn't checking her out,” I said firmly. “It's just...she...I think it's the pills, Dana.”

Dana sighed and rolled her eyes theatrically. Drama is one of her finest subjects. “God, this again, Nathan? Those stupid pills didn't do anything – you need to stop freaking out and get over it already.”

I shook my head, picking at my appetizer. Get over it was Dana's constant refrain – as if manhood was a constant struggle against things like feelings and discussions. I could tell she'd come from a family were men were men, women were women and girls like her were pampered by Daddy. She'd always had the finest things in life: from the clothes she wore to the drugs she did.

Christ, I wish I'd never taken those pills, I thought for what felt like the thousandth time today. They were some research chemical one of Dana's friends had purchased online from some “Deep Web,” whatever the fuck that was. Since they weren't technically illegal, only very likely to be in the extremely near future, she'd demanded we buy a batch and try them out ourselves. I had been more than willing, imaging Dana high as a kite and begging to have me inside her (the sort of thing she never did sober), but the whole thing had been a big bust. Neither of us felt the supposed “awesome” effects, and I had come down with a nasty headache and gone to bed early.

That should have been it – until I woke up this morning and things got weird. Every few minutes, like clockwork, I had this feeling I can't quite describe – my vision swam, and there was this throbbing in one side of my head like I had a really bad cold and blocked sinuses at the same time. On top of that, I'd started to see things: a flash of pink light when I was shaving, a sudden booming noise when I bit into my breakfast cereal – and for one second, standing in the shower, I had the sudden bizarre impression that the entire bathroom was actually in space, and that if I opened the door I'd find nothing but an inky black void speckled with stars.

The feelings tapered off around midday, thank God. I had been about to go to the hospital. I thought I was over it, until I saw our waitress. There was something on the side of her neck – like a tattoo, except protruding from the skin. It could have been some new body modification, I'd heard those were getting to be really popular, but something told me this wasn't normal. I had the odd but certain feeling that I was the only one who could see it.

“Could you...could you just look over there?” I asked Dana. “Tell me if you see that thing on her neck.”

“What? Oh, whatever,” Dana said, annoyed. She glanced over her shoulder at the far end of the room, where our waitress was filling water glasses for another table out of a big pitcher. “I don't see shit,” she muttered. “Maybe you need some glasses.”

“It's right there,” I protested, touching the spot on my own neck.

She sighed and shook her head. “You need to get over this, Nathan. I swear, if you act like this around my friends at the music festival this weekend, I will dump your ass.”

Music festival? I wasn't even aware we were going to one. I had the distinct feeling my credit card had paid for the tickets.

“You're right,” I said, feeling my stomach twist. Something was wrong with what I was seeing – it wasn't natural. “I, uh...I just need a minute.”

Over Dana's disgusted protests, I scooted back my chair and stood up, moving quickly to the bathroom. The door opened with a hollow thud – the room was mercifully empty.

I ran some water in the sink, leaning over it and letting the rushing noise calm me. For my money, running water is the most soothing sound in the world, and I listened to it as I splashed some water on my face.

“Fuck, Nate, get it together, man,” I told my reflection. “Your girl is gonna leave you.”

Would that be such a bad thing? My relationship with Dana hadn't been great lately. It was mostly give-and-take: I gave and she took. I felt like I was getting the shit end of the stick.

But, I thought with rising panic, what if I really am going crazy? Who'll go out with me then if not Dana? Who'll take care of me?

I had to admit to myself, though: I couldn't imagine Dana in the role of nurse. I actually laughed, trying to picture it. It was the first time I'd laughed all day; it felt good.

Sighing, I quietly opened the men's room door and looked around. Dana was already glued to her phone – she'd probably grabbed it the second I walked away. As I watched, she giggled at whatever she was reading and swiped the screen.

Just then, I saw her – the waitress. She moved past me in profile, the thing (it couldn't really have been a button, just some weird tattoo, but man it sure looked like one) on her neck clearly visible as she took a tray of dirty dishes into the kitchen.

Something seized me then. I wouldn't call it a compulsion, exactly, it wasn't that strong. It was more like a passing fancy, but one that refused to go away:

Wouldn't it be great, my brain declared, to push that button?

As soon as I thought it, my mouth opened. “Excuse me? Miss?”

The waitress stopped in surprise and glanced over at me. She set the tray on the edge of a shelf and looked at me expectantly.

What do I say now?

“Could you come in here, please?” I whispered it, trying to sound like I didn't want to alarm the other customers. “There's, uh, something in here the management really needs to see.”

Her reaction was subtle; if I hadn't been staring so close, I wouldn't have noticed it. Her eyes widened for a second, then her mouth turned down in a frown for the briefest of instants. I had worked in retail before, so I could read her thoughts like they were floating above her head: when a customer talks like that, then whatever someone left in that bathroom is something no one should have to see.

“Hand on,” she said, lifting a finger. “I'll get someone from the back...”

“No, please,” I said, gesturing inside the bathroom. I glanced over her shoulder to make sure Dana hadn't seen us. “It's kind of an emergency.”

She sighed and shrugged, then followed me into the bathroom. The door swung shut behind us.

The waitress glanced around the tiny bathroom, as if expecting to see something jump out at her any moment. “Where is it?” she asked in a quiet voice. “And what is it?”

Now that she was right up next to me, I could see the button quite clearly. It was like a little tattoo, raised maybe a quarter-inch above the skin. It was in the shape of one of those French things, like in that football team's logo. It took a second for the word to come to me: a fleur de lis.

I reached out and pressed it gently – it vibrated ever so slightly as it sunk into her skin.

For an instant the waitress froze, and I was sure she was going to slap me or scream or something like that. Then she relaxed, and turned to me with a funny little smile.

“Well, I don't think anything's wrong in here,” she said. Her entire body language had changed: where before she'd been dreading the room, now she looked as if she was having the time of her life. “You just wanted to get me alone, didn't you?”

She wasn't mad. Well, she didn't look mad, anyway. Maybe there really was a button. “I'm sorry,” I said by reflex. “I just-”

I didn't get any further, because then she was on me. Her lips met mine, her hands encircled my waist and pulled me close, until her ass was on the edge of a sink and we were clinging together.

“God, that feels good,” she groaned, reaching between my legs. “Oh, fuck that's big!”

Her fingers found my cock and cupped it through my pants. I was getting hard – how could I not with a little cutie like this making out with me? - and my shock was rapidly turning into an animal lust. It had been a long time since a girl had held onto me like this, like she'd legitimately wanted me to kiss her, feel her, taste her, and it felt fucking great.

With an effort that hurt, I broke off the kiss and stared at her. “What did I just do to you?”

She glanced at me in confusion. “Huh?”

“That thing on your neck.” I could see it still, the tiny fleur du lis on her skin.

She giggled. “I have no idea what you're talking about. Kiss me some more.”

So I did. Before I knew it, I had the front of her white button-up shirt open and her bra undone. It was one of those fancy ones that opened in the front, and the second it came off it was like the gates of paradise opening up. Her tits were warm and firm, her nipples so stiff I could have turned her around and cut the mirror above the sink with them.

“I never do things like this,” she groaned into my ear, working my zipper with her free hand, “but you're just so hot. Fuck, you're so hard for me – I love it!”

She glanced down at my dick as it came free of my pants, then looked up at me. “What do you want me to do with this big cock? You want a blowie, or you want to fuck me?”

I couldn't believe the words that were coming out of her mouth; I looked at her like she was the one that had gone crazy. I could feel the warmth coming from between her legs; it was like a thick blanket, inviting and warm. But could I really do this? Fuck a stranger in a restaurant bathroom, with my girlfriend (but even as I thought of her, all my old anti-Dana arguments unfurled in my brain) sitting outside?

It was clear she wasn't going to take no for an answer, however – and I didn't want her to. Fuck, I was so hard it hurt. My thought was to demand to slide my cock between her tits, but that hadn't been offered – and something told me if I blasted all over her tits, she might go right back to work with my seed all over her. As hot as that sounded, it would get me in serious trouble. So: her mouth?

Her warm, wet mouth. The mouth that was practically begging to taste me.

Was I going to do this? Fuck yes I was!

“Suck me off,” I said, taking her by the back of the neck. “Right here, quick, before anyone comes in.”

She bit her lip and stared down at my cock. “Yes, sir. I'd love to taste you...”

My grip on her evaporated as she slunk to the floor, moving in a slinky, seductive motion like she'd practiced it a thousand times. Her mouth was level with my cock; she was licking her lips just at the thought of it.

Her tongue slid from her mouth furtively, like a treasure coming out of its chest. She licked the tip of my cock, where a drop of precum had beaded, and ran it along her lip.

“So how do you want this, baby?” She asked with a smile. “You want me to go nice and sweet and slow, or you want to fuck my throat raw?”

God damn, this girl was dirty, I thought. Dimly, I realized I didn't even know her name.

“Worship it,” I whispered. “When I decide I want to fuck your throat, you'll know.”

It was the kind of thing that would have sent any of my other girlfriends running for the hills – but to this nameless waitress it was like a dare. She ran her tongue from the base of my shaft to the tip, then engulfed the whole thing in her mouth, creating gentle suction with her lips.

“Fuck, that's so good,” I murmured, stroking the waitress' hair. It was like something had come loose inside of me – some restraint that had always been there, always kept me from doing things like this. I felt free, and crazy, and totally in control.

“Yeah, that's a good girl,” I said, stroking her head and neck like a treasured pet. My fingers found the button on the side of her neck and pressed down again – she inhaled sharply as it triggered in her brain one more time.

“You're such a good little girl,” I said. “Daddy loves the way you suck his cock. Do you want Daddy to come down your throat?”

She nodded yes – well, as well as anyone can nod yes with a cock buried in their throat. I took that as my signal and let go, letting the animal inside of me take hold. I thrust into her mouth once, twice, a half dozen times, using her like her own desires didn't matter, making her throat my own personal pleasure device.

“Aggh,” I gasped, feeling the hot rush of come working up my cock, “fuck I'm going to come...”

I hadn't needed to warn her: the waitress was primed and ready to take my come. As soon as the first burst left my cock, she began sucking me dry, milking my balls of all their pent-up, sticky fluid. I had never felt a girl treat them like that – like she wanted to get as much come out of me as possible, instead of just getting it over with. As a result, I stood there much longer than normal, just letting her slurp and suck me clean.

Finally I pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop. She was all smiles. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered.

Master? Well, I did say some weird stuff to her, too, I thought. Far be it for me to begrudge her a kink.

“You're welcome,” I said, running my fingers down her neck one more time. “I don't ever do stuff like this, either...but it was awesome.”

“Mmh.” She purred at my touch, nuzzling my side like she was getting drunk just off the contact. “Let me give you my number.”

She reached into her smock, pulled out a receipt book and scribbled her digits on the first sheet. With a smirk, she ripped the sheet off and slipped it in my pocket.

“Call me soon, Master,” she said as I stood up and left the restroom. “I can't wait to hear from you.”

I cannot believe that just happened, I thought, making my way back to the table. The world of customers and meals, commerce and conversation, seemed like it was completely removed from what just happened to me in the bathroom.

Let's tick down the list, I told myself. I'd met a young woman, a waitress whose name I didn't even know. I pushed some kind of button on her neck, which turned her on like nothing I'd ever seen. I let her get on her knees and suck me off, giving me the best blowjob I've ever had. Finally, I let her give me her telephone number so she can do it all again – hell, do even more. And she likes to call me Master.

I reached into my pocket as I approached our booth, running my fingers over the receipt just to remind myself that it was real, that what had just happened to me really happened. Dana was absorbed in her phone – from the changing colors on her skin, I assumed she'd switched from internet browsing to some sort of game.

“Jesus, where were you?” She asked as I sat down. “Did you fall in?”

I didn't have anything prepared – I decided to just go with an edited version of the truth. “Sorry,” I said, “I was feeling really terrible. I'm doing better now, though-”

I froze. Dana didn't notice, she was taking the conversation back over.

“Good,” she said, barely even looking at me. “I'm glad you got over it – honestly, freaking out over a few pills? I expect better from you, Nate. If you're going to be my boyfriend...”

It was right there. Hers were on the other side, nestled in her collarbone, but they were there. Buttons. I could see them, now. The fleur du lis was there, along with three shapes I barely recognized.

My girlfriend had buttons. Four of them.

Dana finally realized I wasn't paying attention. “What are you staring at?” She glanced down into her cleavage. “Do I have a stain or something?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice sounding like it was coming from a great distance away. “Actually, you have a piece of food right here...”

I reached out and pressed the fleur du lis.

Instantly, Dana's entire demeanor changed. A slow, languid smile spread over her face. “Thank you, baby. I really appreciate that – you're so thoughtful. And handsome.”

As I watched, she looked me up and down, her face flushing with heat. She bit her lip and giggled.

“How about we get the rest of this dinner to go and head back to the apartment, Nate? All of a sudden, I'm feeling interested in way more than food...”

I leaned back and grinned. It worked.

“That sounds good,” I agreed. “Actually – why don't you head to the men's room and I'll meet you in two minutes?”

Her mouth dropped open, but there was delight in her eyes. “Really?”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Get in there, you little slut.”

“Oooh, you are bad, baby! Yes, sir.” She slid from her seat and sashayed into the restroom, wiggling her ass all the way.

I was going to have fun with this, I thought. And when I got home, I was going to make damn sure Dana gave me the rest of those pills.
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published as Pushing The Neighbor's Buttons






“So, things with Dana are going really well, huh?”

I followed my sister's gaze just in time to see to my girlfriend Dana step out of the kitchen, clutching a pair of beers for the both of us. A week ago, dressing up for a visit from my sister was the sort of thing Dana would dismiss with an eyeroll and a snarky remark; yet now she was dressed to the nines in a skintight top and miniskirt. She sashayed across the room, giving both of us a tempting view of her bare thighs, the curve of her ass just barely covered by the thin fabric. She looked like the waitress at an extremely expensive strip club.

“You could say that,” I murmured.

As she got closer, I could see the marks on the side of Dana's neck. It was still jarring; they seemed oddly out of place, like they shouldn't have been there. Four tiny symbols stretched from halfway down her throat to her collarbone, each different. Anyone else would have dismissed them as tattoos, but I knew these were no such thing. They were buttons, buttons only I could see, and pushing them had turned my frigid, bitchy girlfriend into this...bimbo servant.

I loved it.

My sister Amanda smiled as Dana set the beers down and slid next to me on the couch. I searched her eyes for any sign of confusion, any sense that things were out of place – but she was placid and happy as could be. I'd have thought Dana's overnight change from the “angry girlfriend” (Amanda's cynical nickname for Dana) to a barely-dressed slut would have been more of a conversation topic; but Amanda carried on as if nothing was wrong.

She can't tell, I realized. Something about the buttons rewires things. People think that the changes are just the way things have always been.

“What were you two talking about?” Dana said with a giggle, leaning so far forward her breasts nearly spilled out of her top.

“You two, of course.” Amanda popped the top off her beer and took a dainty sip. “Damn, bro, that is good. Where did you get this?”

Dana beamed. “I bought it,” she said, giving my thigh a squeeze. “Only the best for my man, after all.”

Only the best, I thought, my head swimming. Before I started seeing buttons everywhere, what I wanted was the last thing on Dana's mind. She'd always been controlling, shrewish and bitchy – if she hadn't been so goddamned hot I'd have left her months ago. She always got everything she wanted – from designer clothes and makeup to the finest drugs money could buy.

I thought about those drugs – a bottle full of pills, now relocated to the medicine cabinet in the master bathroom. We'd bought them (I had bought them, that is) off a shady internet website, the kind you needed a special browser to even see. Some foreign research chemical the government hadn't quite gotten around to making illegal yet; according to Dana's trashy friends it was all the rage. Neither of us had gotten high off them – if anything, I'd gotten sick as a dog – but the next day, I started seeing buttons on every woman I met.

It was bizarre, frightening – but I reached out and took the next step. During lunch at a fancy restaurant, I'd cornered our waitress in the bathroom and pushed one of the buttons I saw on her body, and it was like I'd gone from zero to hero in an instant: all of a sudden, she couldn't wait to pop my fly open and impale herself on my cock. After that, I'd started testing things out on Dana, turning her into the submissive bimbo sitting at my side. I'd slowly begun to understand the buttons and their functions – at least, the four that Dana had on the side of her neck – and our relationship had done a complete 180.

I'd felt a little bit bad about it at first; but then I discovered that the star-shaped button near her collarbone made her spend an hour telling only the truth to any question I asked. Dana confessed she'd been days away from seducing her boss and dumping me for him and a promotion – after that, I didn't feel so bad anymore.

“So.” Amanda lay back in her chair – I'd given her the recliner, so Dana could be all over me in the love seat – and fixed the two of us with a sly grin. “You two seem to be really... close lately.  When are you going to make an honest man out of my brother, Dana?”

Her mouth formed a little 'o' of surprise. I could practically feel her pussy heat up beneath her skirt.

“Well,” Dana said, turning to me, “he hasn't popped the question yet. But you know I would just be thrilled to be Mrs. Nathan Smith. You are such a good man, babe.”

Her hand was moving beneath my shirt, tracing circles along my chest, getting dangerously close to the growing bulge in my pants. How could Amanda not see that?

But when she spoke, there was no trace of anything wrong. “Oh, so it's Nate's fault, then! Well when are you going to lock down this gorgeous lady, bro?”

“Um...” Dana's fingers found my cock and began massaging it, sending a spike of pleasure through my body. It was getting hard to think, to form a coherent response. A fat bead of precum dripped from the head of my cock, covering the tips of Dana's fingers.

Just as I was about to let out the moan I'd been holding back, Dana inhaled sharply and stopped stroking me.

“Oh, shit!” She said, then held a hand over her mouth and made a girlish giggle. “Sorry, didn't mean to swear.”

As I watched, amazed, her tongue darted out and licked my seed from her fingers, right in front of my sister. Again, she didn't notice a thing.

“What?” I asked, the word coming out all strangled.

“I need to get started on dinner,” Dana said quickly. “That carne asada isn't going to grill itself.”

“Oh, I can get that,” I said, shifting in my seat. Ever since I'd become the master of her buttons, Dana insisted on doing everything around the house when it came to cooking and cleaning. But grilling was...well, manly. Plus, it was fun. “I don't mind one bit.”

“Don't you even try,” Dana said with a giggle, putting a well-manicured hand against my chest. “You sit right there and relax, big guy. You and Amanda have some catching up to do, anyway. When was the last time you two saw each other, six months?”

“Nine, I think,” Amanda said with a sly grin. “Right around the time you two started dating.”

Dana looked confused at that for an instant, but let it go. “I will be fine,” she assured me. “You two get comfortable. If you need anything, just let me know.”

“Will do,” I said, but she was already heading to the door, her shapely ass wiggling with every step. I watched it the whole way out the door, and when I looked over I noticed with a start that Amanda was, too.

Her gaze shifted from the door and made eye contact with me. A wry little twist of her lips let me know she'd seen what I saw.

“Alright,” she said, leaning forward conspiratorially. “You have to tell me what you did.”

The question took me aback; a spike of fear shot down my spine. She knows! “What do you mean?”

Amanda shook her head, full of wonder. “I have never seen Dana like this. It's like you've...I don't know, tamed her. She's so domestic, it's crazy. And she's totally in love with you, where before if you'd asked me, I'd have told you Dana didn't love anybody other than Dana.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said.

“No, really,” she said, her voice filling with emotion. Amanda and I had always been close – at least until Dana had happened – and I realized at that moment that our long time apart had taken it's toll. “You fixed your relationship, bro. And considering what a tire fire Dana was, you could be the next Dr. Phil. How did you do it?”

I started thinking of a satisfactory lie...and stopped. I hadn't told anyone about the buttons yet – half of me was afraid no one would believe me and I'd end up in a hospital, the other half was terrified someone would find a way to 'cure' me. That was never going to happen – I took a pill every day to make sure.

But if anyone would believe me, it would be Amanda. We'd always been able to tell each other everything. Why not explain the whole story to her? The more I thought about it, the better of an idea it was.

“Alright,” I said, nodding. “I'll tell you. I don't know if you'll believe me, though – it's pretty crazy. A couple weeks ago, Dana told me about this internet site...”

“Hold up a sec,” Amanda said, lifting a hand. She downed the rest of her beer and set it on the table. “I wasn't kidding – that is crazy good. Mind if I have another?”

Another drink would probably help the story go down even better. “Sure,” I said. “Bring me one, too.”

She nodded and stood up. When she was halfway to the kitchen, I made a strangled sound.

There were buttons on the small of her back, right where one of those slutty tattoos would be if my sister went in for that. Three of them.

I'd been seeing them everywhere – it had been a relief when Amanda showed up and she didn't have any buttons. God only knows what I might have done. Now they were staring me right in the face. My eyes were drawn to the bottom-most one, nestled just above where a colorful flash of her panties peeked out from her jeans: two circles nestled together.

They look like tits, I couldn't help thinking. What would happen if I pressed it? Would Amanda be overcome with the urge to show me her breasts? Would she get topless and continue hanging out, ignoring it like she'd done to everything else that was weird?

Of their own accord, my hand reached out. I stopped myself with an effort.

You can't do that, I told myself as she disappeared around the corner. That's wrong.

But God, Amanda's tits. They were spectacular – her best feature by far. When we'd been teenagers and she'd started taking up sunbathing, lying in our backyard in nothing more than a string bikini, every boy in the neighborhood had invented flimsy excuses to come over and “hang out” with me, just to get a glimpse at those puppies. Age hadn't slowed them down a bit – Mandy's fitness regimen kept her body toned, tanned and firm. And eventually, all those boys had learned that a glimpse was all they were going to get – Amanda didn't swing that way. She liked girls.

Would she still, I wondered, if I pushed that button? Were these things THAT powerful?

The thought was still in my head when Amanda came back into the room, holding two fresh beers. 

“Thanks,” she said, sitting down. “I totally Instagrammed the label – going to buy some of this later.”

“Cool, cool.” I said. The temptation was overwhelming. Dana was outside; she'd never know a thing. Maybe just a peek...

“Actually,” I heard myself say, “could you stand back up for a second? You've got something stuck...”

“Oh, sure. Where?” Amanda stood up, beer in hand, and thrust her ass towards me, checking over her pants. The three buttons stood out against the milky white skin of her back, forming a little triangle of power. My finger stretched toward it, drawn in by the promise it held.

“Right...here,” I said, pushing down on the two-circles button. 

A little gasp left Amanda's lips. But unlike when I pushed the buttons of Dana or the waitress, there wasn't an immediate, jarring change. Instead, Amanda rolled her shoulders like she was stretching, then a little chill shook down her body.

“Oof,” she said, sitting back down heavily. “I think that beer is hitting me a little harder than I expected.”

“Yeah, maybe,” I said, trying to keep the confusion from my voice. Had it worked? Maybe the button did something more subtle than I'd expected – or maybe Amanda's buttons just didn't work for whatever reason.

I glanced at her tits, well-constrained in her tight black athletic top. Guess it was too good to be true...

“What are you looking at?”

I glanced up to see Amanda grinning like a cat who's just been assigned to guard the hen house. Her eyes met mine and a quick wink flashed over her right eye.

“Don't think I didn't see you, little brother. What, one woman isn't enough for you, so you've got to check out your sister's tits?”

Holy shit. It was the kind of thing Amanda would never say.

My mouth worked silently as I tried to come up with a response. “No, I...”

“Admit it,” she said teasingly. “You're staring at my tits. I don't blame you, they're nice – I think they might even be bigger than Dana's. What do you think?”

“I'm not sure,” I said.

Before I could say anything more, Amanda had her top over her shoulders and tossed it onto the floor. Beneath it was a confining black bra, which she unfastened in the front with an obvious sigh of relief.

“There we go,” she said. “Have a good, long look, little brother.”

“Oh, wow.” Amanda was right – Dana's tits were probably just a little bit nicer on balance (going under the knife to bimbofy yourself for your boyfriend will do that) but Amanda's were definitely bigger. They hung from her chest, all hard nipples and smooth skin with just the barest hint of sag.

“Remember when all your friends started coming over just to catch a glimpse of these?” She asked.

“Oh yeah,” I said. I couldn't tear my eyes from her.

“I bet they would have killed to see the real thing up close like this,” she said, her lips twisted in a wry little grin. “I bet you would have, too.”

She searched my eyes for an answer – and I nodded.

Her grin got wider. “That's right. You were always fantasizing about these big puppies – the fact that I'm your sister didn't matter to your dick one bit, did it? Or did it make it even hotter, knowing it was so forbidden – so wrong to think of me that way?”

“I want them,” I told her – the words sent a little shiver down her spine. “I want them right now.”

“That's right – you and all those other kids would have done anything for these. I bet you jerked off so many times imagining your cock sliding between these big funbags, shooting come all over my pretty little face.”

As she spoke, she sank to her knees. Making her way across the floor, she ended up practically in my lap, her big firm tits straddling the bulge in my pants.

“Let's see what you're packing, bro,” she said, working my pants open. “It's...oh, wow. Damn, you've got a nice cock.” She took it in her hand and stroked it gently, licking her lips. “I would have loved to see something this big sliding between my tits when I was a teenager.”

“Not anymore?” I said with a smirk.

“Oh, shut the fuck up,” she snarked, slapping the head of my cock against her left nipple. “I wish I'd known,” she finally said. “We could have done this sooo many times...”

Before I could respond, she leaned forward and slid my cock into her mouth. I gasped with surprise as she worked her tongue around me, coating my member in a thick layer of spit as she slid me down her throat. I was on the verge of taking her by the back of the head and fucking her sweet little mouth when she pulled back, laughing.

“Did you think a blowjob was really what I wanted?” she asked. “I was just getting you ready for this.”

An instant later, her tits were on either side of my cock, covering them so that only the fat purple head could be seen. She pressed them together with each hand until warm, soft titflesh cupped my shaft – her breasts getting slick with a mix of her and my juices. Then she started; raising her chest up and down on my shaft and working her tits up and down, so that I was stimulated from multiple angles at once. It was heaven.

“That's right,” she said, panting with exertion. “You like fucking these big tits, don't you Nate? Those soft, pillowy titties pressing against your big, hard cock. It feels so good, doesn't it?”

“That's right,” I agreed, taking her by the back of the head. “Suck that cock as it comes out, sis.”

She complied eagerly. With each thrust, as the head of my cock appeared from her deep cleavage, my sister's lips wrapped around it and began to suck, teasing it with her tongue. It didn't take long to drive me wild. Soon we were in motion together, my hips rocking as I fucked her cleavage, as she moved to get me deeper between her tits, push me further into her wet, waiting mouth.

“Fuck, I think I'm going to come,” I said, taking her by the shoulder and sliding myself deeper.

“I want you to come! I want you to shoot all over these big, heavy tits, little brother! I want you to cover me with your seed-”

She broke off mid-sentence and craned her neck to look behind us. Suddenly there was the sound of a screen door slamming shut. 

“Dinner is almost ready, you two...”

I turned, already knowing what I was going to see. Dana stood in the entrance to the living room, frozen where she stood. Her eyes traveled from Amanda to me, then back again, settling on my sister's huge, heaving tits. Her mouth dropped open for a few moments.

Amanda had gone white as a sheet – her movements had almost completely stopped. “Dana,” she began, “I can explain...”

My girlfriend's lips curled in a big, bimbo smile. “Wow, you two have been busy while I was gone! You couldn't wait for me?”

Amanda looked too shocked to speak; so I picked up the slack. “Sorry, honey,” I said sheepishly, thrusting a bit between Amanda's tits. “Turns out we're even more horny than hungry.”

She shook her head and laughed, for all the world as if she'd just discovered we'd bought the wrong laundry detergent or brought home black-eyed peas instead of chickpeas. “Oh, you. You're such a horndog, Nate.”

“Why don't you come help us finish up? Mandy has me covered, but she could certainly use some attention.”

Dana nodded. “Sure.” She strode across the room, removing the already-skimpy remnants of her clothing as she did.

Amanda looked at her like she couldn't believe any of this was real. “Dana, I'm sorry, I don't...Please let's just talk about this...”

Well, this won't do. But I knew exactly what would. I leaned forward (my cock sliding most pleasingly against the hollow of Amanda's throat) and found the clutch of buttons at her lower back. There was one I'd seen before, a pink triangle...there. I pushed it, watching her pupils dilate and heart rate go through the roof as it took hold.

“Eat my pussy,” Amanda begged. “Please, I need your mouth on me sooooo bad!”

Dana smiled and dove between my sister's legs, parting her thighs and running a finger across the edge of her folds. Amanda quaked with delight, her legs shaking from the pleasure.

“Of course,” Dana said, her gaze straying to me. “Anything my Master commands.”

If Amanda had cause to wonder what the hell Amanda meant by that, she soon forgot it as the blonde bimbo's mouth closed on her hungry cunt. Amanda cried out with pleasure as her tongue found her clit and lapped at it in practiced, skillful strokes. After a moment, she found herself and resumed milking my cock with her tits.

“Has Dana ever done this for you?” She asked me a few minutes later, her face already twisting with the beginnings of climax.

“Dana does whatever I tell her to,” I told Amanda. “And when you come, you'll do whatever I tell you to. You little slut.”

“Yes...” she closed her eyes, feeling the power of the buttons within her. “Yes, I can feel it! I want it, bro – I've never wanted anything more in my life! Please make me come – please!”

“Dana's not doing a good enough job?” I asked with a smirk.

“She's amazing – but I can't come yet.” There was frustration writ large on my sister's face. “I can't come until you shoot that big load all over my tits, little brother!”

The news just made me harder; I began fucking her tits with animalistic fury, using them like they were nothing but tools for me to come. Amanda groaned with delight as I thrust myself inside her again, and again, and again, until...

“Fuck! I love you, sis – I love fucking your tits so much...”

I felt myself detonate, the hot come splashing inside of Amanda's deep cleavage. With a frustrated cry, she pulled me free of the warm mounds of titflesh, angling my cock towards her open, inviting face. The rest of my load shot in wide arcs across her, staining her makeup and trickling down her chin. As the first burst hit her skin, her eyes closed tight and a huge whoof of air escaped her lips – she was finally coming. Her legs shook as her thighs closed around Dana's head, riding my bimbo girlfriend's face into the stratosphere.

We stayed that way for some time – me thrusting gently between her boobs and her grinding gently against Dana's face, each of us milking our respective orgasms as hard as possible. Finally I came down from my peak, plopping back down on the couch with a sigh of relief. I felt high. More than that, I felt powerful. It was an amazing feeling, one I never wanted to let go of.

When I finally opened my eyes, Amanda and Dana were on their knees before the couch, looking up at me with pure devotion.

“Thank you for opening my eyes, Master,” Amanda said with a little giggle. “I just love that I could be my brother's tit fuck slave.”

And then there were two, I thought. I'd doubled the number of my slaves in one afternoon. Now what was I going to do with Amanda?

“I have a wonderful idea,” I said. They hung off my every word.

“Yes, Master?”

“First, let's eat some of this wonderful dinner Dana has prepared,” I said with a smirk. “Then, I want Mandy to go over and get the number off the sign across the street and call it.”

Dana frowned in confusion. “You mean that house that's for sale?”

“Yes.” It was so simple; I barely had to do anything. “Amanda is going to put down an offer on it. A very generous offer that I think will be accepted very quickly.”

Amanda's eyes widened. “You mean – I'm going to be living right next to you and Dana? Oh, I can't wait! This is so awesome! I'll be right next door – I can come over all the time and make you feel good...”

I lay back, relaxing on the couch as the two bimbos giggled over their big plans for the new house. As I drifted off, I wondered how attached the rest of our neighbors were to their houses – if I kept up at this rate, I was going to need the whole block before long.





Pushing The Flight Attendant's Buttons (The Magic Button Part Three)

[image: image]







Amanda glanced into the rear view mirror. “Master, we're almost at the airport. Did you want to...?”
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“Take the long way around,” I said. “I'm almost done.” Turning my gaze from my sister, I glanced down. Her head in my lap, her mouth on my cock, my girlfriend Dana was intent on her work, slurping and sucking me, just as she'd been the entire trip. Road head is the kind of thing I had always wanted from her but had never gotten, before I'd discovered the strange buttons that controlled her personality: now she couldn't get enough of it. She'd practically begged me to fill her mouth with my cock – how could I say no to such a gorgeous, slutty girl?

“Ah, that's good – right there,” I said, running my hands through her hair. Pressing down gently gave her all the coaxing she needed to take me deep, sliding all the way into her throat. Dana had no gag reflex anymore, thanks to my hypnotic conditioning, and she could suck me off like an absolute whore with her plump, surgically-enhanced lips. She used to be a bitch – but ever since what I'd been starting to think of as my 'awakening', I'd turned her into my bimbo instead.

Dana glanced up at me, her big eyes begging for my come. I let her pull off me with a wet pop, gasping for air.

“Please come for me, Master,” Dana cooed. “I want to taste your seed before we leave!”

I was tempted to say no; to tell her that instead I was going to come all over her pretty little face. That I was going to make her walk through security at the airport with her makeup smudged and thick ropes of semen staining her face and breasts. But, unfortunately, the trouble that would cause was the last thing I needed.

I gave a grunt of primal frustration and thrust my cock back between Dana's pouty, open lips. She gave a groan of satisfaction as I slid within her, taking her by the sides of her platinum-blonde hair so I could face fuck her in the backseat. 

I could feel it bubbling in my balls; outside the window I could see the parking lot of the airport. It felt so sweet and delicious, so wrong to be right on the edge of coming next to all those people.

“I'm going to come,” I announced to the car. “Unnnh!”

I bit my lip and gave Dana's mouth one final, harsh thrust – then I felt my load spill out into her wet, waiting mouth. My balls drained with a relief that tingled from the base of my spine to the tip of my cock as burst after burst of hot, sticky seed left me and entered my bimbo girlfriend's throat.

She sucked me for a minute more until I was clean, then lay back in her seat, sighing happily and licking her lips.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Just in time,” Amanda added. “Here we are.”

We were in a parking deck, right near the entrance, and Amanda had guided us into an excellent parking space. How she'd managed to keep her concentration with the sounds of wet, oral pleasure echoing through the car I had no idea, but as I leaned forward to grab my bag I saw – she had her skirt hiked up and her fingers buried in her pussy.

“I wish you didn't have to go,” Amanda whispered. Now that she wasn't driving, those fingers were picking up their pace.

“I know,” I said. “It won't be for long. And I'll have a wonderful present for you when I return.”

She sighed happily at that. “You'd better.” Then she craned her neck to look at Dana. “You had better take good care of him, Dana.”

“I will,” she said, still cleaning the come from her lips. “I always take the best care of Master.”

“You do now, anyway,” I said, zipping up my pants. Dana frowned, but she couldn't deny it was true. A few weeks ago, Dana had been my bitchy, demanding girlfriend, a constant drain on my wallet and my sanity. My sister Amanda, who had driven us here, was frozen out of my life. That was all before – before Dana had demanded I buy her a bottle of pills off the Deep Web, a designer drug that was supposed to produce a high unlike any other. Like Dana, I hadn't felt any of the supposedly wonderful effects of the drug when we'd taken it – but unlike her, I was changed. I started seeing things: tiny buttons, in various shapes and configurations, on every woman I met. At first I had been terrified – I thought I was going insane. But when I pushed Dana's buttons, I unlocked the submissive bimbo slut hiding behind my girlfriend's haughty, bitchy mask. And it hadn't been long until my sister Amanda had been caught in the web too, becoming my second devoted sex slave. She'd even moved in across the street a few days ago, so I could fuck her whenever I felt like it.

So what was I doing here? With two wonderful, sexy sluts wanting to play with me, why was I boarding a plane headed across the country?

I snickered to myself. Why did anyone do anything? I saw it on TV.

Yesterday afternoon I had passed out on the couch and woken up to the sight of Amanda's lips wrapped around my shaft, sucking me back to consciousness. As I'd lain back and enjoyed the show, I switched on the massive flat-panel TV I'd bought a few days ago with Dana's credit card. That's when I'd seen her, and the next phase of my plan truly began.

Christina Charm. She was my favorite actress; the girl I thought of when Dana was being even more irritating than usual. She was a fixture on the Hollywood scene, appearing in rom-coms in the latest fashions and in superhero movies in skintight bodysuits. At the sight of her, I felt my cock give a little throb inside of Amanda's mouth. I'd been relaxing, letting a nice little fantasy play through my head, when something happened that nearly made me shoot my load in Amanda's mouth right off the bat.

Christina turned to say something to a fan off-screen, and I saw it. Them. Buttons, sitting at the base of her neck just above her spine – five of them.

After Amanda finished sucking me off, I booked two tickets to Hollywood.

So that was why I was now standing on the other side of an airport security checkpoint, watching my girlfriend get pulled aside for a 'random search' by two muscled, horny-looking guards. I should have seen that coming, I thought with a smirk. Nearly every guy in the place had been staring at Dana as she walked beside me, wearing a tight gold dress more suited to a bachelor party than travel, her six-inch fuck-me-heels clicking on the tiles. One look at her and the security must have been rubbing their hands together with glee.

As I watched, the two men ran their hands over Dana's body: one caressing her milky thighs, the other scrutinizing her breasts as if she might be hiding weapons somewhere between them. Normally, this kind of behavior would have me fuming, but for some reason I wasn't upset. Let them have a little fun, I thought. After all, I own her.

That was it: the feeling of ownership, of total dominance over Dana. That was what made me snicker instead of rage. She was my possession, and I've always been better at sharing my toys than my women.

After a longer-than-usual security check, Dana came running up on her high heels, her face flushed with arousal.

“Wow, those security guys were so nice, Master!” she said with a giggle. “They really do a thorough job.”

“I know,” I said, trying to hold back my laughter. “Come on, we're going to miss our flight.”

Fortunately, the rest of the pre-flight check went without a hitch. We strolled onto the plane with plenty of time and found our seats. I'd booked us first class, of course – no point in skimping, not when I could convince the manager of my local bank to give me as much money as I wanted with the push of a button.

“Like a human ATM,” I muttered as we settled down into our seats.

Dana frowned in confusion. “What was that, Master?” 

“Oh, nothing,” I said with a smile.

Her pink, pouty lips parted in a gasp of comprehension. “I know! You're anxious about the flight. When was the last time you've been on a plane, baby?”

I shook my head. “It's not that at all. Besides, I could never be worried when I have a pretty little thing like you to distract me.”

Taking Dana's thighs and parting them gently, I slid my hand beneath the hem of her gold skirt. Normally I would never have been so bold: maybe it was the buttons, maybe it was the sight of those two big, horny dudes feeling my girl up. Maybe it was just the fact that we were sitting in a high-class cubicle instead of bucket seats and had more room to fool around. Whatever it was, suddenly all I could think of was how nice it would feel to join the mile-high club: to have Dana's sweet little mouth and pussy milk me dry five miles in the air.

“Oh, Master,” Dana cooed, biting down hard on her lip. My fingers encircled her folds and started to plunge deeper. “That feels so good...”

“Can I get you anything?”

Instantly, my hand snapped back to my lap, like a kid caught rummaging in the cookie jar. Damn! I was going to have to get over being so scared – I was in control, now. I glanced over to see who had disturbed us and sighed. It was just the stewardess.

How interesting, I thought as I looked her over. She was wearing what appeared to be a tighter, sluttier version of the standard flight attendant’s outfit I'd seen the last time I was at the airport. Do they really dress them sexier in first class? I wondered. Well, the effect certainly wasn't wasted on ours. She had curves, a pretty face, and long long legs – the kind you immediately imagine wrapped around your thighs, ankles crossed behind your back as you plunge into her. I was definitely thinking that as I looked at her.

No buttons, I realized. Maybe they were hidden somewhere more private.

The stewardess coughed politely, feeling for a moment as if we'd forgotten she was there. A big, friendly name tag over her right tit let us know her name was JENNY. 

“We're going to be taking off in a moment,” she said, her eyes darting from Dana to me. “If you'd like to place a drink order now, I can have it ready right after takeoff.”

“Ooh, I would just love something sweet and wet,” Dana giggled. “Is that okay, Master?”

The stewardess looked at me in surprise, as if to say: Master? But I had to hand it to her: she was cool and professional, despite what she must have just seen. “We have a variety of cocktails available, as well as beer and wine...”

“Cocktails,” Dana said, rolling the first half of the word around her tongue like it made her want to drool. “I want one of those. Whichever one has the most alcohol in it!”

“That would be a Long Island, I'm guessing,” I said with a glance at the stewardess.

“Uh, sure,” she said, trying to keep her composure. “And you, sir...?”

“Whiskey and Coke, please,” I said, trying to keep the smirk off my face. “Thank you, Jenny.”

She turned and walked off, looking very relieved to no longer be dealing with Dana. I was just about to settle into my seat and resume warming my bimbo girlfriend up for some mile-high fun when I saw it: right at the top of the stewardess' thigh, just below the hem of her skirt. A button.

A very unusual button. At first glance, it looked for all the world like an erect cock – then, an instant later, like an airplane. I wondered what it did. I was sure it would let me fuck her.

I had to press it.

Just as I leaned forward, however, the fasten seat belt sign came on: takeoff had begun. I sighed and buckled up, contenting myself with the thought that at least I had a naughty bimbo whore to warm me up.

True to form, as the airplane's engines rumbled to life I felt Dana's hand close over my crotch, rubbing it gently.

“It's okay, Master,” she whispered. “I'm right here.”

“Mmh,” I said, pleased. “Keep doing that.”

As we taxied down the runway, Dana stealthily unzipped my pants and slipped her hand inside. My cock was warm and growing stiffer by the second – Dana couldn't stop herself from stroking it faster and faster, forcing me to shut my mouth tight to keep from moaning.

“I wish I could take this seat belt off,” she whispered into my ear. “I want your cock in my mouth, not between my fingers.”

“Soon,” I said. The plane rose off the tarmac, the strange second between being on the ground and in the air passing with its momentary sense of weightlessness. “How would you feel about inviting Jenny over for a little fun, by the way?”

“Who?” she asked, then her eyes flashed in recognition. “The stewardess? She is a hottie. Do you want to fuck her, Master?”

“I want more than that,” I growled. “I want you to fuck her, too.”

She giggled at that and placed my hand between her thighs. “Feel how wet I am, Master.”

The fasten seat belt sign flashed off; a few moments later, Jenny made her way back down the aisle.

“Here you go,” she said, setting down our drinks. “Will there be anything else?”

“Actually,” I said, leaning forward, “if you could just hold still one second...”

She looked confused, but did as she was told: for a moment at least. Fortunately, a moment was all I needed. I found the button and pressed it in.

Jenny let out a little gasp as the magic did its work. My fingers didn't leave her thigh – why would they? - and a few seconds later, she was leaning against them, her body begging my fingers to go deeper.

“Wow,” she whispered. “You two look so swanky. Like movie stars.”

“Hmm?” I asked, distracted. I had just discovered that Jenny wasn't wearing any panties. Naughty Jenny. “Actually, we're going to meet a movie star.”

“Oh, yeah? Who...oh, oh my god,” she whispered as my fingers entered her.

“Sit down and I'll tell you,” I commanded.

She did, her slender frame just small enough to sit between us without drawing attention. Her ass was warm against my lap; it took everything not to unzip and take her right there and then.

I slipped a second finger inside of her, relishing the way her body tensed up at the pleasure. “Christina Charm,” I whispered into Jenny's ear.

“Ohhh,” she groaned, as much a response to my words as it was the pleasure. “She's my favorite.”

“Mine too,” I said. “That's why we're going to fuck her brains out.”

Jenny bit down hard on her lip, struggling to keep from exploding at this news. A third finger joined its two brothers inside of her folds; I was moving now against her clit, hard and fast.

“Flying around the country, fucking world-famous actresses – you must be one hell of a man, Mr...?”

“Nathan. But I command you to call me Master,” I said.

A tiny cry of pleasure escaped her throat: I was lucky no one turned to check it out. “Yes, Master!”

“That's right,” I whispered, my fingers not stopping. Jenny's pussy, I noted with some pleasure, was smooth and freshly-shaven.

“Hmm,” I said, my free hand snaking up to cup Jenny's tits, “no panties, and you must have shaved this cunt less than an hour ago. You are one naughty stewardess, Jenny. Were you planning on fucking someone on this plane today?”

She froze up, her brain screaming resistance, but it only lasted a moment. Between my commands and the pleasure roaring through her body, she was in no state to tell me no. “Yes,” she gasped.

“Who? The pilot?”

“Co-pilot,” she said, struggling not to moan. “The pilot's a boring old guy – Zach is twenty-one and so fucking hot...”

The thought of Zach slipping out of the cockpit and into Jenny made my cock even harder. “And where do you go to fuck your co-pilot, Jenny?”

“There's a special bathroom,” she whispered. “Just for the crew. It's on the other side of the food prep area. It's a little bit bigger than the regular ones, so he has enough space to fuck me there.”

“Good.” My fingers left Jenny's dripping snatch. She whimpered in frustration at being denied her orgasm, but I had no intention of leaving her unfulfilled. “Take me there.”

“Yes, Master.” The stewardess got to her feet and smoothed down her skirt. A tiny trickle of wetness dribbled down the back of her thigh.

As I got up, I felt Dana's hand close on my wrist. “Master? I thought we were going to share?”

“We are,” I said, “but I don't think there's enough space for three. I'm taking the first turn, but I'm sure there'll be plenty for you when I'm done.”

A little grin twisted her mouth. “Yes, Master. I'll stay here and touch myself, thinking about what you're doing to this little slut.”

“Good girl,” I said, the words sending a bolt of pleasure down Dana's spine. One of my favorite subliminals.

Jenny had been right on the money: we slipped into the tiny food prep area (it was more like a galley than anything, really) unnoticed, the other staff busy serving food and drinks. On the other side of a pale blue curtain was a hidden stall, marked STAFF ONLY.

“Get in,” I said, swatting Jenny on the ass.

She was right about the stall itself, too – it was certainly a bit bigger, but still far from spacious. We'd be warm in here, right next to each other. Just as I wanted.

“So why is this bigger,” I asked, “if not for the crew to fuck?”

“For the girls to put on their makeup, I think,” Jenny said, fumbling with her uniform.

“Ah. Makes sense. Nice mirror,” I said, looking over it. It was certainly designed for a young woman applying makeup – but it gave a view I could use for something else.

“Come suck me,” I said, cupping her chin.

Jenny eagerly complied, bending over the sink so that her pert little body lay taut, one heeled foot over the toilet. My cock was already stiff and throbbing from the attention Dana had lavished on it; now it was time to finally get some release.

Jenny wasted no time getting down to business; her cock sucking skills were extraordinary. She took me into her throat and sucked me off hands-free, bobbing like a pornstar. I wished belatedly that I'd brought my phone with me – this would have been fun to catch on video for later.

I turned her so that we could both see her sucking me off in the bathroom's mirror. Jenny seemed to get off on it; she redoubled her sucking, grinning and winking and licking my shaft like she was auditioning for an invisible camera. A minute or two after we started, I heard someone knock at the door before walking away. That must have been Zach, I thought. Better luck next time, pal.

The reminder that someone else had fucked Jenny in this very same place caused me to pull out of her pretty little mouth, but not before slapping her cheeks a bit with my hard cock, making her giggle and chase it.

“Turn around,” I said. “I want to feel that hairless little snatch. I want to fuck you at thirty thousand feet.”

“Yes, master,” she said with a sly smile. Jenny had obviously done this before and already knew the best positions to get into – good for me, since it saved time and got me right down to being inside her. Putting one knee over the sink and another on the toilet, followed by her hands on the walls left her half-suspended in the air, held up only by the point of one high heel and my cock inside her. As I slid between her folds, I already knew the position was going to be amazing one – every thrust forced her slim body back down on my cock, gravity itself helping me get the tightest, roughest fuck imaginable.

“This is so good,” I groaned into her ear, loving the sensation of her walls spreading wide around my cock. “You're so tight and wet back here, Jenny. You like getting fucked hard and proper a mile in the air?”

“Yes!” She gasped, grinding her pussy against me. “Fuck me, fuck me! Make me feel like a real fucking woman!”

I could feel the wonderful ache of my orgasm building up in my shaft – but something occurred to me. “You're not on birth control, are you?” I snarled against her neck.

“N...no,” she admitted. “Zach's been afraid of committing to our relationship. I thought if he knocked me up...”

“Oh, you are a naughty little slut,” I said. “Entrapping your man with your pussy like that. Though I can't blame you – what man could resist this tight little slit?”

“I know, right?” Her body grew taut in my hands, her pussy clenching. I could feel her about to come. “You'll do just as good as him – even better! You're so virile and manly – please come in me, Master! Make me pregnant!”

It was this – the thought of her big belly swollen with my seed, of her and her boyfriend at the altar with only her knowing the truth of who put it there, sent me over the edge. I punched the ceiling of the stall as I came, shooting inside Jenny with a wave of pleasure that left my legs shaking and my ears popping.

Mile-high club, I thought. Less oxygen up here.

The wooziness only added to the pleasure – and a moment later, Jenny joined me in orgasmic bliss. Her come was louder and longer than mine, so much so that I jammed a hand over her mouth to quiet her down. She took it as a provocation and slipped my fingers into her mouth, sucking them dry of her juices as her pussy spasmed with climax. The feeling was almost enough to make me come inside of her again.

Slowly we came down from our climaxes, relaxing as much as we could in the tiny stall. Jenny had her ass up on the tank of the toiler, her back against the wall as she panted and played with her tight little pussy, showing it off as she milked the last bits of her pleasure.

“Wow,” she said as I zipped back up. “You really are a celebrity, aren't you? I can't think of anybody else who could treat me like that.”

“No,” I said with a smile. “At least, not yet. Maybe soon.”

I opened the door and stepped out. She moved to join me, but I held up a hand and commanded her to stop.

“You stay right there. Keep fingering that pussy. The second half of your treat is coming,” I said, closing the door on her grinning face.

A celebrity? Maybe that wasn't such a bad idea. Famous people like that, their life was a whirlwind of travel: interviews, movie shoots, magazine spreads, appearances on talk shows. I'd have opportunities to see women everywhere – find their buttons and do what I want...

I plopped down in the seat next to Dana, soaked and sated. “You're up,” I whispered to my slut girlfriend. “Stall's just on the other side of the galley.”

Her eyes lit up.

“Oh,” I said, remembering something, “and bring this.” I reached into my travel bag and handed over my phone. “Get some good angles. When we get to the hotel, I want you to blow me while I watch it.”

“Yes, Master!” she said, hastening to do my bidding. I settled back and sipped my drink. I could get used to this whole air travel thing.
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“That's perfect. Could you bend forward a bit, love? Really show our readers what they're paying to see, if you take my meaning.”

Christina Charm, world-famous actress, smiled her ten-million dollar smile and bent at the waist, thrusting out her ample chest. Behind her, the glare of spotlights warmed her skin – a good thing, since she was stripped down to her bra and panties, baring her skin in a skimpy photoshoot for a men's magazine.

“Could you cross your legs?” the photographer asked. “One ankle over the other – yeah, just like that. Perfect!”

The camera flashed as she parted her lips in a sultry come-hither look, Just looking at her sent primal commands through my brain, telling me here was a woman ready and willing to be taken hard and fast. Sex sells, I thought. Lot of horny guys will buy whatever magazine this is, just because she's in it.

“That's right, baby, look sexy for me!” The cameraman said with a smile, his camera flashing like a strobe light. Christina looked like she couldn't get enough of it.

“Sorry for the wait,” whispered the man next to me. He was a sleek, efficient looking guy in a business suit who looked as if he could be on the cover of a magazine himself. His name, as I had learned a few minutes ago, was Brent, and he was Christina's 'handler' – a term I had realized meant something between a manager and a babysitter.

“No problem,” I whispered back, careful not to disturb the photographer. “I'm certainly not complaining.”

Brent snickered, then leaned over. “Miss Charm is very excited to meet with you. The possibilities your people have offered are...very exciting.”

I smiled. I had fed one whopper of a lie to Christina's team in order to get the kind of access I had right now: normally I would never have been bold enough to do such a thing, but ever since I started seeing buttons on every woman I met I'd learned the list of things I couldn't do was a lot shorter than I'd always believed. Arriving in L.A., I'd scheduled a handful of meetings with mid-level people in the agency that represented Christina, pretending to be the representative of a record company. It was the perfect bait to get my foot in the door: few people knew this, but early on in her career Christina had dreams of being a pop star – a dream she'd never quite abandoned. A few button presses later on some of the agency's female executives and everyone believed my story.

Which was why I was watching the object of my dreams writhe and pout beneath a camera lens, using her raw sexuality to make money and increase her fame. Everyone in the room was staring at her body – but only I could see the small row of buttons just above the small of her back. They sat above the hem of her black lace panties, an open invitation to rewrite her mind. I was going to push them. I was going to make her mine. 

But as I watched, the buttons began to waver. They blinked in and out of existence – one moment I was looking at the parted lips symbol that meant “give a blowjob,” the next there was nothing above her panties but smooth, pale skin. 

Oh shit, I realized. I forgot to take my pill again.

I fished the slender bottle out of my pocket and popped it open, letting one of the pale blue capsules spill into my hand. This was the third shipment of the pills I'd ordered, and all of them seemed to work. My girlfriend Dana had ordered them originally, buying them off a shady Deep Web site on the advice of a friend who said they gave the “ultimate” high. They didn't, but they allowed me to see the buttons on every woman, buttons that had let me turn my girlfriend, my sister, and nearly a dozen other women into my submissive, wet little slaves.

I popped the pill into my mouth and dry-swallowed it. At an inquisitive look from Brent, I nodded and said: “brain pills.”

“Oh,” he whispered, smiling. “Those are trendy now. Do they work?”

“Oh, you'd better believe it,” I said with a smirk.

I didn't know how they worked, but they worked fast – a few minutes later the buttons were solid again, begging for my fingers. I wondered what they really were – was I seeing pressure points that changed blood flow in the brain, like acupuncture on steroids? Were these some control method aliens had installed on our bodies thousands of years ago? I didn't know: and frankly, I didn't really care. I was already raging hard beneath my slacks, and only one thing could give me relief: Christina's sweet, curvy body.

The photographer finally finished up a few shots later; Christina thanked him and stepped offstage, stepping into a thick, terry-clothe robe. She tied it at the waist as she walked forward.

“That was lovely, Miss Charm,” Brent said. He had the perfect sycophant's tone to his voice – it made me dislike him immediately. “I'm sure your fans will be thrilled.”

“I'll be thrilled when the money is in my account,” she said petulantly. Damn print media always takes forever to pay out.”

Brent nodded and smiled.

“And you,” Christina said, turning and looking me over, “must be the gentleman from the recording company.”

I nodded. “I am,” I said, radiating confidence. Lie long enough, I had learned, and people inevitably began to believe you. “My name is Nathan. My people are very interested in pursuing a partnership with you, Miss Charm. And, if I may be so bold, I have always been a huge fan of yours.”

“Really?” Christina glanced over me as if imagining all the times I'd jerked off thinking of her. “That's wonderful.”

“I booked us lunch,” Brent said. “Once Christina is finished changing, we have reservations at one of the finest restaurants in the city-”

“Actually, we wanted to skip the small talk,” I said, taking Brent by surprise. “The company is willing to make you an offer, Miss Charm.”

Christina's eyes lit up. “Really? What kind of offer?”

“We can discuss it at the studio,” I said smoothly.

Brent's eyes narrowed. “Studio? I hadn't heard anything about this.”

I was so done with Brent. I turned, putting him out of my view and Christina front and center. “We wanted to give you a tour of the facility,” I said, stroking her vanity. “It's a new space we've marked out – still secret to the public. You'd be able to come and go as you please without hordes of paparazzi and fans hounding you. And everything is state of the art: whatever we record will sound like it was made on a spaceship.”

I could see my words were having an effect on Christina. God, if she'd only turn around and hike up her robe so I could get to that fucking button.

“That all sounds...wonderful,” she said. “I'd love to see it.”

Behind me, Brent sighed. “Fine. We'll do the studio tour first, then lunch. I'll bring around the car-”

“That won't be necessary,” I said, never taking my eyes off Christina. “I'll take Miss Charm myself.”

“What?”

Christina looked over and rolled her eyes. “Please, Brent, you're way too paranoid. Nathan here is a representative of the recording company – I'm sure I'm perfectly safe with him. Besides, the tabloids know that SUV you drive me around in by sight: the last thing anyone wants is for this secret studio to be surrounded by the press.”

“Exactly,” I said with a smile. “Thank you for putting it so well, Miss Charm.”

She beamed and nodded.

Brent pulled a face. “Fine. But you will be back here ASAP. We have a busy afternoon planned. And bring your phone with you.”

“Of course,” Christina said coolly. “I'll be ready in just a moment, Nathan.”

“I can wait,” I said. I've been waiting a very long time.

––––––––
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“So what kind of music do you see me performing?” Christina asked, looking around the studio.

Yes, it really was a recording studio. No, it was neither brand-new or secret: it was a small venue used by local country and bluegrass bands to record music, most of which ended up on TV and movie soundtracks. Fortunately for me, the middle-aged Nashville transplant who ran it had a whole suite of buttons on her shoulder – even someone as worldly as Christina might have been shocked at the things she and I did in the middle of this studio a couple of days ago.

I let her walk past me. She'd dressed for comfort, not titillation, probably a sign that she'd wanted to talk business. Even in casual clothing, though, Christina was a vision. I knew somewhere between that tight, low-cut athletic top and her yoga pants were a string of buttons, and I was waiting for the perfect moment to press them.

“Actually,” I said, watching her inspect the place, “I was thinking we'd start you off with a single on our Christmas album.”

“Christmas?” It was clear she didn't like the sound of that. “It's July.”

“Yeah, but Christmas is evergreen,” I said, stepping forward. The bulge in my pants was inches from the soft curve of her ass. I could practically see the buttons just above it. “People buy Christmas albums by the boatload. It's on the radio twenty-four hours a day for an entire month. Plus, one good Christmas single will never get old – it'll get play every year, ten or twenty or thirty years on.”

Now, I thought. She was staring up at a clutch of lights in the center of the room.

“In fact,” I said, reaching down. “it could set you up for the rest of your life.”

I grabbed the hem of her shirt and slipped it up an inch – there. There they were. Before she could pull away, my finger found the lips button and pushed it in, hard.

“What are you- ohhh,” she groaned. Instantly, her entire demeanor changed. She was good like that – a true actress. Her body language, posture, the way she fidgeted with her hair and bit her lip – everything about her changed from “casual business encounter” to “meeting in an empty studio to fuck.” I couldn't believe how well it worked. 

“Christmas, huh?” Her hand brushed my chest; her finger traced upward to poke my chin. “Like 'Santa, Baby?'”

“If you want,” I said. “We could do any of the standards.”

“I like that song,” she purred. “Most people don't, but I do. The girl in it is so bad.”

“She's...certainly materialistic,” I said, taking Christina by the hip. She didn't mind.

“She gets everything she wants, because she's a little slut for Santa,” she said. I couldn't help but notice how her breathing grew ragged, her cheeks flushed with warmth. I could almost smell the wetness between her thighs. “A nasty little tease. Do you think she blew Santa?”

“I'm sorry?” I asked.

“It's a simple question.” She spread her legs and pressed her sex against me – the thin fabric did nothing to keep me from feeling how warm and wet she was. “Do you think Santa made that slut suck his holly jolly cock in exchange for that platinum mine?”

My mouth dropped open. I couldn't believe the words that were coming out of this girl's mouth!

“Mmh,” she said, sinking to her knees. “Look, I never do this, but...we're all alone here, just you and me, and it's been a while – would you mind if I sucked you off?”

“Mind?” 

“A blowjob,” she said, her lips parting as she said it so that I could picture my cock sliding between them.

I nodded. “That would be awesome. I think it would help cement our partnership, if anything.”

“Oh, great!” she said, flashing a big grin. “I just can't get it out of my head all of a sudden – sucking a big, meaty cock – all that sweet, sticky come in my mouth – mmh, I've just got to have it...”

She worked my belt loose, panting as the button did it's work. I'd done my work for her, too: as my cock sprang free it was fully erect, dripping with seed and so hard it hurt. I wanted that sweet little mouth on it, right now. 

“Oh wow,” she said, giving my length a squeeze. “You are big, baby. And so hard. God, I've got to taste this.”

Without further ado, Christina took my cock and slapped it gently against her lips, running the tip in a circle so that I could feel the soft flesh of her mouth. Just as it was too much for me to take, she opened wide and let me enter.

I was in heaven. Her warm, wet mouth sucked me off with experienced movements – obviously Christina had done this to more than a few guys on the way up the ladder to stardom. She was a champion cocksucker, and as I took her by the side of her head to get myself deeper down her throat, I couldn't help but be filled with glee. Finally, after years of fantasizing, my fantasy girl was sucking me dry.

“Mmh,” she said, pulling off me for a moment and stroking my cock. “You are so hard! I love it.”

“I wasn't lying when I said I was a big fan,” I said, stroking her hair like a pet. “I've come thinking of you doing just this, so many times.”

“Oh baby,” she groaned, “that makes me so fucking wet. Is having your dick in my mouth everything you thought it would be?”

Yes. Fuck, this was good. I wanted to hold onto this moment forever – me perched on the edge of orgasm, Christina making herself wet and ready to take my seed.

Why not? I realized. I could do just that.

“Wait a second,” I told her, reaching into my pocket. I rummaged around for a moment, searching out my phone. Christina slowed down her sucking, pulling off and running her tongue up and down my shaft. A fat spurt of pre-cum dribbled from my cock and down the shaft – she licked it up and ran it around her lips, leaving them shiny with seed.

“What are you doing?” she asked. “I want to get you off...”

“One sec,” I said. There it is. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and opened up the camera app, setting it to HD video.

“What's that?” Christina asked, more amused than anything. “You want to get a picture of my face covered in your come?”

I shook my head. “Better than that. What's a celebrity without a sex tape, after all?”

Christina's eyes widened – for an instant, something very much unlike the slut I'd made of her flashed behind her eyes. “Put it away.”

“What?” Now that my dream was so close at hand, I wasn't willing to take no for an answer. “What's wrong?”

“I have to protect my image,” she said, running her tongue across the underside of my balls. “I can't have the public seeing what a horny little slut I am, now can I?”

I had no intention of stopping, but maybe subtlety was a better option. “Sure,” I said, leaning forward a bit. “You're totally right.”

Christina relaxed visibly, slurping the fat head of my cock.

“Hey, lift your ass up a little,” I said. “I want to see that sweet little thing while you blow me.”

“Oh yeah? How many times did you fantasize about that underneath your fingers?” She obediently lifted her ass, getting on all fours to suck me. “Which one did you jerk off thinking of, baby? My hot tits or my ass?”

“I'm not really a 'tits' man or an 'ass' man,” I said with a smirk. My hand ran down her back, where the buttons lay waiting. “I love both. But...”

There was a button directly in the middle in the shape of an eye. I knew from experimenting with Dana exactly what it did: it removed all of a woman's inhibitions when it came to being seen. Dana had immediately agreed to be filmed, to flash people walking down the street, to strip and play with herself on a web cam while strangers gave us thousands of dollars for the privilege. It was exactly what I wanted.

“But,” I said, pushing the button, “I am most definitely a mind kind of guy.”

“Yeah?” Christina's entire body tensed up as the reprogramming hit home. “That's so fucking hot.”

“Yeah, I love fucking with girls' minds,” I said, running my cock along Christina's lips. “Lying to them, psychologically torturing them, the works.”

She moaned in response, the bliss of having my cock all over her nearly overwhelming.

“Like when I tell a girl I won't film her and put it all over the internet, for example,” I said, taking my phone off the counter. “That's just one of the ways I want to fuck with you, Christina. Now wave for the fans.”

Christina pulled back and gave the camera that million-dollar smile, the same one she'd been flashing for the photographer earlier. “Hi there.”

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I'm Christina Charm,” she said. God, I'd heard of a come-hither look, but I'd never heard a come-hither voice before.

“And what are you doing?”

She flashed a lopsided grin. “Sucking you off, Master.”

“That's right.” I took her by the back of the head and eased myself back into her sweet little mouth. “So you'd better get to it.”

I held the camera steady while Christina sucked and slurped at my cock. She was a natural, as good at porn as she was at Hollywood acting: she gave tons of eye contact, lots of smiles, plenty of little licks and nasty little tricks. But it wasn't long before I wanted more.

“Let's get these out,” I said, pulling down the low-cut hem of her top. “Everybody wants to see these tits.”

With my help, Christina's left tit came free of the confining fabric, pushed upwards by the hem. Another yank and its twin lay exposed beside it. Her skin was milky and pink, her nipples achingly hard. She must be so turned on she can't stand it, I thought.

“It looks like having this dick in your mouth is really turning you on,” I said.

She nodded enthusiastically in response.

“Show me,” I said, taking her hand and placing it between her thighs. “Show your fans.”

With a big smile on her face, she rolled onto her side and hiked down her yoga pants. Beneath them she wore the same lacy panties she had on during her photoshoot; she slid them to the side and ran her fingers over her folds.

“That's right,” I said, watching her frig herself as she sucked me. “You bad little slut. Keep going.”

Christina picked up the pace, her fingers a blur over her cunt as her eyes rolled back into her head. Moans of pleasure escaped her lips, muffled around my cock.

Abruptly, I pulled free of her mouth. “Turn around,” I said, pointing the camera at the middle of the room. “I want to fuck you.”

“Yesss,” she groaned, spinning around so fast she was practically a blur. She yanked down her yoga pants, spreading the lips of her pussy wide for the camera. “I want that big hard cock inside me, Nathan.”

“Don't say my name,” I said, taking her by the chin. “You call the man holding the camera Master.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, nodding. “I'm yours.”

My cock couldn't wait any longer, and neither could I. She was primed for me, wet and ready, and I sank into her effortlessly. The camera shook as I struggled to hold it steady; fuck that felt good!

“Tell your fans how good this feels,” I commanded, pounding her from behind.

“Unnnh, fuck! I love it! I love being fucked hard and proper!”

“Shit, you're so tight.” I was already overstimulated from Christina's mouth – I could feel climax approaching. “You've got a million-dollar pussy, Christina. I'm going to fill it up with come.”

“I want you to make me pregnant,” she cried, biting her lip.

“What?”

“Knock me up,” she whimpered, grinding her hips against me desperately. “Let me carry your heir. Fucking breed me, Master. Don't I deserve it? Haven't I been a good girl?”

Shit. Who knew Christina was so dirty? At the sound of her words, along with her coaxing, I felt my balls tighten against her slit. I grabbed her hips, hard, and thrust deep, stretching her walls and sending myself as far into her canal as I could.

“Oh fuck,” Christina muttered, her eyes glassy with pleasure. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck...”

I came an instant before she did, letting loose a series of bestial, animal grunts as I felt my balls let go inside of her. Her pussy clenched around me as her own climax hit, the muscles sucking in my seed greedily. I remembered the camera in the nick of time and pulled out, letting the last few bursts of my load splatter over her ass cheeks. Sticky trails dribbled down the backs of her thighs as she shook and quivered, riding her own orgasm.

I zoomed in as I came down from my peak, giving the audience a good look at Christina's creamy pussy. Then I shut the phone off.

“Good girl,” I said, lying next to her and stroking her breasts. “Everyone's going to see what a slut you are.”

“Yes,” she whispered, her tone ecstatic. “How many do you think it'll be, Master? Thousands? Tens of thousands?”

“Tomorrow this will be all over the internet,” I said with a smirk. “Millions of guys are going to jerk off to this.”

She shuddered with pleasure. “Thank you, Master.”

The rest of the trip back was rather uneventful – we headed to the restaurant to meet Brent, me making sure Christina would be acting like her old self by the time we got there. Brent looked annoyed and suspicious when we arrived, but kept the conversation to pleasentries.

Until the appetizers arrived, that is.

“What I want to know,” Brent said, leaning back in his chair, “is how you did it.”

I smiled, thinking he must be talking about the record deal. “It wasn't hard,” I said. “The music industry wants bankable stars, and actresses come with a built-in fan base. Look at Anna Kendrick-”

“That's not what I'm talking about,” Brent said, annoyed. “I mean the buttons.”

I froze. He cannot mean what I think he means. “I'm not sure I understand...”

“I saw it when she sat down,” he said, jerking his head at Christina. Now that the game was up, he had no problem talking about her like an object instead of sucking up to her. “Someone pushed the button that makes her suck dick and the button that makes her want to get seen on camera sucking dick. They weren't pushed when she left. I'm assuming you took some video, which will have to be erased, of course.”

Oh shit oh shit, think Nathan think... “I have no clue what you're talking about,” I said, feigning anger, “and if you're going to accuse me of some sort of sexual bullshit-”

“Shut up,” Brent said. “There are three bodyguards surrounding this building right now. You won't get out. Don't look for them, God – what are you, five? No, don't even think about running – it's far too late for that.”

Panic filled my veins.

“All I want to know,” Brent said, leaning forward, “before the agency takes you is: where the hell did you learn to see the buttons?”
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“You can see them. How can you see them?”

“I have no idea what you're talking about.” I glanced around the room, trying to look casual, searching out the exits. Brent was glaring at me with an intensity that bordered on fury; Christina picked at her food and looked bored. Christina. Less than an hour ago she'd been screaming my name as I emptied my balls into her wet, waiting cunt – now I was never going to get to fuck my favorite actress again.

You can get out of this, I told myself. He's probably bluffing.

Brent scoffed and shook his head. “You can stop playing dumb. You pushed Christina's buttons, then you fucked her. Do you have any idea how much progress and hard work you could have fucked up with your stupid need to get laid?”

I blinked rapidly, my thoughts a blur. There was a way out of this. Maybe. Gaining the power to control any woman with the push of a button had made me a brave man, but this was a hell of a bluff I was considering. I had to be smart.

“Oh?” I asked, forcing my body to relax. “I didn't realize you had girls specifically for visitors. Regardless, I wanted Christina.”

A gratified look settled over Brent's face. “Finally you admit it. How can you see them?”

I was taking a big gamble – if this didn't work, I was fucked. “The pills, Brent. The same way you can. You think the recording industry doesn't have access to the same perks as Hollywood?”

Brent's eyes widened in surprise – I felt like I could pump my fist in the air. Yes! A correct guess.

“Hmm.” Brent's eyes narrowed. “Still, that was a huge breach of etiquette. I could have you fired for it.”

Buddy, I would consider that getting off easy. “What can I say?” I shrugged, trying to communicate maximum disdain. “I wanted her. I am a fan of hers.”

Brent made an irritated noise with his tongue. “We've invested a lot of money in this property,” he said, pointing a finger at Christina and talking about her like she wasn't there. “You could have ruined everything.”

“But I didn't,” I said. “She's fine. You mean to tell me you've never spent a night fiddling with Christina's buttons, Brent?”

Brent's chair squeaked backwards. “That is beside the point,” he said, his tone cold. “I'm allowed to take liberties you aren't. I think your employer would be very interested to learn their employee fucked a multi-million dollar deal by nailing the merchandise.”

Alright, time to get out of here. I pushed the chair back, smiling like I didn't have a care in the world.

“That's not going to be happening, Brent. Your thugs are going to stand down, and the deal is going to go off as planned. Know why?”

Brent shook his head.

“Because there is video,” I said, taking my phone out of my pocket and wiggling it. “And it's already on my personal storage online. If I don't unlock it in six hours, it'll automatically upload to every one of my social media contacts – and you'd better believe I have a lot of those, Brent. Plenty of whom would be interested in seeing Miss Charm with a dick in her mouth.”

To my extreme pleasure, Brent looked as if I'd slapped him in the face. He paled as his hands gripped the table tighter. “You did it on purpose,” he whispered. “Why? Does the record company need to save a little money on the deal that badly?”

“Insurance,” I said, standing up. “Good thing I did. My people will be in touch tomorrow with the details of Miss Charm's contract. We look forward to working with you.” I nodded towards Christina, who looked like she was on another planet for all she was paying attention. “Very nice to meet you, Miss Charm.”

“Yes,” she whispered, as if from a great distance away. “It was.”

I turned around and walked out of the restaurant, expecting any second to be brought to the ground by a punch or a bullet. There weren't any. To this day, I have no idea if Brent called his men off or if he'd been bluffing the whole time.

I managed to hold it together until I got in my car and locked the door. Then my entire body started to tremble uncontrollably.

“Christ, that was close,” I whispered. I didn't go back to my hotel – I was too freaked out. I drove straight to the airport, texting Dana along the way and telling her to grab a later flight. It was a little mean, but I figured they were after me – not her. She'd be safe.

I was so frazzled, I didn't even push any girls' buttons as I got on my flight. It wasn't until we were in the air, LA a blur of buildings beneath us, that I finally relaxed.

I'm not the only one, I thought, staring up at the ceiling of the plane. Hell, it's not even uncommon. At least one agency in Hollywood had access to the same pills I did – giving their agents the ability to alter women's minds with the push of a button. I wondered idly how many of my favorite actresses and singers had been recruited this way – made puppets of the entertainment industry.

Who else has these pills? I wondered. The government? The mafia? Terrorists? In the wrong hands, they could be extraordinarily powerful.

I lay back in my seat, already beginning to drift off from the adrenaline crash. None of that mattered now, I told myself. I could worry about it later. I was going home.

––––––––
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“Welcome home, Bro! I missed you!”

Walking in the front door, I was immediately treated to a view most guys would kill for. I'd texted my sister Amanda to let her know I'd arrived as soon as the plane landed, and she'd texted me back with a wink that she'd be ready for me. Ever since I pushed her buttons and made her part of my bimbo harem, the wild side I'd seen her exhibit as a child had come out with a vengeance. Still, I wasn't prepared for what I saw: Amanda wearing her cheerleading outfit from college with nothing underneath, pleasuring her pussy with a big black vibrator.

“Thank God you're here, Master,” she whimpered, spreading her legs wider as her ass settled on the couch. “I'm so horny, and this isn't doing the trick anymore.”

Instantly, I was rock hard. God, Amanda looked so good – being home with her, I almost forgot all the weird shit that had happened to me this weekend.

“Dana's going to be here soon,” I said. “She got the flight right after mine.”

“Well, she can have fun when she gets here,” Amanda said, replacing the vibe with her fingers. “I can't wait any longer. She got to be with you the whole time, I've been sitting here alone going crazy without my favorite brother to fuck my brains out.”

Of all the changes I'd made to Amanda, re-wiring our competitive brother-sister relationship into a taboo attraction had to be the best. “I missed you,” I said.

She smiled and got up from the couch, letting the vibrator fall to the floor. With her skirt hiked up, she got on her knees in front of me, looking up submissively just the way she knew I liked.

“I missed you, too,” she said with a naughty little grin. “More than you can imagine.”

Her hands worked at my belt; I was rock hard beneath her fingers.

“I can't take it anymore,” she cooed, undoing my zipper. “I don't want to live in that...house. Even being across the street is too far away from you, Nate.”

Huh? I hadn't been expecting this. “What are you talking about?”

“I'm saying,” she whispered, taking hold of my cock, “I want to move in with you and Dana. Today. Right now.”

Great – the last thing I needed to deal with right now was some seniority complex among my harem. What was the easiest way to say girls, you're both pretty! Without pushing any buttons?

“You know we love having you around,” I said. “You're always welcome in my...”

My words broke off in a grunt as Amanda took my cock in her mouth, moving it in one stroke all the way to the back of her throat. One of the many things I'd learned about her since those taboo buttons removed all the barriers between us was that my sister had been a deepthroat queen all throughout high school and college. No wonder boys were lining up to hang out at our house – they'd heard how my sister could drain a guy's balls and leave him panting with satisfaction. Now I'd brought the legend home.

But just as I was starting to really enjoy myself, my cock left Amanda's mouth with a wet pop.

“Why did you stop?” I asked, taking her by the back of the head. “Suck me...”

“I know exactly what you're going to say,” Amanda said, a little bit of her old pre-hypnosis temper slipping through my commands. “Across the street is plenty close, Mandy – you can come over whenever you want. Fuck that. I want to be in your bed – I want to go to bed with your cock in me every night and wake up with it first thing in the morning.”

I gave a little moan of pleasure as she punctuated her statement by dive-bombing my cock, letting me feel just how good it was to be buried in her throat.

“I could wake you up like this every morning,” she said. “I know I'm better at this than Dana – you've fucked with her brain so much she's a total ditz now. You know I'm the only one for you, bro. We know each other so well: brother and sister.”

“You're a naughty little sister,” I said, running a finger down her chin.

“I am,” she agreed. “And I always get what I want.”

It was clear she wasn't going to finish the job until I gave her some kind of response. It was tempting to just push a button, bypass the whole thing, have her serving me mindlessly: but deep down, I knew she was right. I preferred having a clever, willful slave like Amanda – someone who loved me but didn't brainlessly follow my every whim – to someone like Dana, who robotically followed my every command.

“Alright,” I finally said. As she beamed, I reached down and undid her top, letting her gorgeous tits come free. “You can stay, sis.”

She smiled up and me and stroked my cock, giving me an innocent little look that made me want to throw her to the ground and fuck her until she screamed.

“Thank you, bro. You won't regret it.”

A little sigh escaped my lips. “What do you suggest we do with that house across the street I just bought? Give it to Dana?”

She shook her head, gave my cock a long, slow lick and pulled back, stroking me.

“I have something better in mind,” she said. “I think you should give it to Mom.”

“Mom?” I hadn't talked to my stepmother Connie in months. She was almost as negative on Dana as Amanda had been. “What does she need with our house?”

“Man, men really can't think when their cocks are all swollen and stiff like this, can they?” she teased, thrusting out her tits. As I watched, she smacked the tops of them with the head of my cock, moving to run me in a circle around her nipples.

“I don't get it,” I admitted.

“Mom is hot,” Amanda said, “if you haven't noticed. Half the reason I moved out is because the guys I kept bringing home were trying to hook up with her instead; the other half kept trying to get a mom-daughter three-way.”

I summoned up my mental picture of Connie. Sure, she was beautiful for a middle-aged woman: still in shape, tall and tanned, with long red hair and the heavy, firm breasts I could see Amanda had inherited. But I'd never really thought of her as a MILF before. Apparently Amanda had.

“You don't think that's hot?” Amanda asked. “If the boys I've dated are any sample, fucking a girl and her Mom at the same time is one of those primal male fantasies every guy can't help but resist. Imagine it: my mouth on your cock, Mom's mouth on your cock. Shooting this big, thick load I can feel in your balls across all our titties. Spreading her legs like a little whore, having her 'teach me' how to suck you off like a proper little slut...”

“Wow,” I grunted. My cock was definitely responding to this. The more I thought about it, the more I liked it. After all, I'd turned Amanda into my bimbo slut – why should I stop there? Mom was hot, and probably amazing in bed, to boot.

“I like this idea,” I groaned.

“Good,” Amanda said, “because she's in the backyard right now.”

I pulled away so fast, working to get the front of my pants closed, that Amanda howled with laughter. “Not like that, Nate,” she said, giggling. “Don't worry.”

She stood up, walking past me into the kitchen. “Come on in,” she called to someone I couldn't see.

I heard the sounds of footsteps in the kitchen. I froze, panic trickling down my spine. Was this some kind of trick? Had one of those Hollywood fuckers followed me home, set me up?

“She's a little underdressed,” Amanda said with a grin. “There's such a nice pool at my new place, she wanted to come see it.”

Mom came around the corner – and my eyes nearly shot out of my head. Despite her good looks and permissive nature when it came to her kids drinking and dating, Mom was the kind of woman who dressed conservatively. So seeing her in a skimpy bikini, the fabric stretched taut over her breasts and hips, had me speechless with shock.

“I helped her pick that out,” Amanda said. “Notice anything, Nathan?”

“I notice...so many things,” I said, bringing a giggle from Mom. An instant later, I realized what Amanda was talking about – on the side of Mom's neck, there were a tiny panel of buttons nested just below her ear.

My eyes widened. Most of them were already pressed.

I looked at Amanda for an explanation. “I wanted to surprise you,” she said with a grin. “So I took a few of your pills. I saw the buttons, just the way you described. As soon as I did, I knew I just had to show Mom. What do you think of her new look?”

I looked Connie up and down. What did I think? I thought this was the sort of woman I would have walked over my friends to chat up in a club. That this was a mature, sexy woman who inspired dirty, filthy fantasies in every man she met.

“Very nice,” I said. “How are you feeling about all this, Mom?”

“Oh, baby,” she whispered, her voice husky with lust. “Ever since Amanda told me about what you and her are doing...it's like my eyes have been opened! I never realized what a sexy, sultry pair of young people I have so close to me. I want to make up for lost time, Nate.”

“She wants to show you personally,” Amanda said, biting her lip. “Isn't that right, Mom?”

“Yes,” she said, sinking to her knees before me. “Let Mommy take care of you, son.”

She took my cock out of my pants and slid it into her mouth. I sighed with pleasure as she deepthroated me: she must have picked up a few pointers from my sister.

Amanda came up next to me and practically shoved her tongue in my ear. “Would Dana have come up with some hot shit like this?” she asked.

I had to admit – no, she wouldn't have. Fuck, that felt so good. Mom was working up a good rhthymn on my cock – my shaft was slick from all the attention she was giving it.

“You've got him nice and hard, right?” Amanda asked.

Mom pulled off me and nodded. “Yep. He's so fucking hard – your cock is so much nicer than your father's, Nathan.”

“Good,” Amanda said. She led Mom to the couch and helped her bend over it. Sliding her panties to the side, she took up a seat next to her and guided Mom's already-wet mouth between her legs.

“Come fuck her,” Amanda said. “Mom wants to make both of us come at the same time, isn't that right, Connie?”

Mom glanced up from Amanda's snatch. “Yes,” she groaned. “Please put that big cock in me, Nate – I know you need relief so bad...”

She was right about that. I absolutely did need relief, needed to bury my cock right in her folds. I was throbbing as I came up behind her, parted her legs (enjoying the little squeal that came from her lips as she readjusted herself) and slid my head into her entrance.

“God, you're so wet,” I said. “I can feel the heat coming off you.”

“Fuck her,” Amanda said. “Make her yours, Master.”

I took Mom by the hips and filled her with one smooth thrust, burying myself within her to the hilt. Her walls gripped me, bringing smooth, wonderful friction all along my shaft.

“Oh baby, oh, welcome home!” Mom cried, pushing herself against me. She rocked back and forth as I fucked her, her ass in the air and her face buried in Amanda's pussy.

“Yes, son,” Connie managed to gasp, running her tongue across Amanda's slit. “Fuck me! Put that fucking come right in me!”

I pounded her from behind, making the whole couch shake. I was lost in my own little world, focused utterly on pleasure. The concerns and worries I'd had walking into the house melted away, replaced by the primal need to fuck, to come, to dominate this woman riding my dick. Amanda was right – this was just what I needed.

“Fuck, I'm so close,” Amanda gasped, as if on cue. “She really is good at this. Are you ready to come, bro?”

Our eyes met, each of us on an opposite side of Mom. I could feel climax building up in my balls as they slapped against Connie's ass.

“Yeah,” I said. “I'm going to fucking come so hard...”

Amanda laughed and tossed her head back, rocking her hips so that her pussy ground against Mom's face. Her hand came down on her head, pushing her harder against it.

“That's right, you little slut,” Amanda said, her voice raising as she spoke. “Fucking make me come, eat my cunt, feel that shit throb on your face. Goddamnit, I'm coming, I'm fucking coming...!”

I was coming, too. I gave Mom's pussy one last, hard thrust and grunted as an explosion of come shot from the head of my cock. I filled Connie's pussy with my incestuous load, bathing her walls in her own son's spunk. Mom shook with pleasure and pride, feeling the orgasms of both of her children simultaneously and knowing she was the one to make it happen.

I slid inside her a few more times, gentle strokes that milked the last bits of come from my cock. As Amanda came down from her peak, she motioned me over and slipped my cock into her mouth, sucking me dry and making a mess all over her chin and breasts.

“Wasn't that good?” She finally asked me, stroking me gently. “Better than anything Dana could do?”

Yes, I had been about to say. I was on the verge of agreeing, of exiling Dana to the guest house and keeping both Mom and Sis here when I heard the door open.

It was Dana, of course. But she wasn't alone.

“Hello, beautiful people!” Dana's smile was wide as she took the sight of the three of us in. Barely dressed, freshly-fucked, it didn't matter to Dana.

“I missed you guys soooo much!” Her huge, surgically-enhanced tits shook as she giggled. “I see you got along just fine without me...”

I wasn't paying attention – I only had eyes for the woman standing behind her. She was a tiny thing, decked out in a black outfit that enhanced the paleness of her skin. Between that and her short, bright-blue hair, she almost looked like a ghost.

“Who...?” I asked, feeling my face furrow in confusion.

“Don't bother,” the woman said cheerfully, stepping past Dana. No one else in the room seemed to notice. “They can't see me. Or hear me. Only you can, pill boy.”

I froze. They found me, I thought. Oh no...

She reached into her suit and pulled out a long, gray pistol. Unable to run, I could only think how silly it looked, like something from a video game.

“End of the line, Nathan,” she said, lifting the gun. “There's no button you can press to get out of this one.”
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There was a gun pointed at my head. A gun pointed at my fucking head.

And no one could see it but me.

“I'm almost sorry for you,” the agent said, shaking her dark blue locks as she leveled the pistol. “You got to taste paradise for what – one week? Two? Well, most men don't get that much, I guess...”

I screamed at my legs to run, but it was like they'd stopped paying attention to my brain. Behind me, Dana and my Mom giggled, complimenting each others' half-naked bodies and talking about all the ways they'd like to fuck me. I'd all turned them into my submissive bimbo slaves: my girlfriend and my sister and my mother, and now they'd probably never be able to re-adapt to a life without Nathan, their Master and stud. Me.

“You don't have to do this,” I pleaded. “We can talk...”

I wondered what they would see. Would I just crumple up and fall to the floor, like I'd been struck by lighting? Would they see a blue-haired ghost in a black flak jacket ghosting out the door, just as I died?

It didn't matter. It was over. I was fucked.

“Bye, Nathan,” the agent said, almost sounding sad.

Then Amanda stepped forward and punched her in the face.

Her head snapped backwards with the blow, a huge whuff of air leaving her lips as her scream of triumph died in her throat. Amanda followed up with a hit to the stomach, making the slender agent double over with pain and drop the gun to the floor.

I dove for it, reflex taking over. An instant later, I had the gun pointed at her.

“Get the fuck off me!” she howled, trying to shake free of Amanda's grip. But my sister was an athletic girl who took care of herself, and she held the agent as tight as a straightjacket.

“Who the fuck are you?” Amanda cried, trying to get a good grip around the intruder's neck. “Why the fuck are you trying to shoot my brother?”

Meanwhile, Dana and Mom were looking up from the couch, curious looks on their faces.

“What is going on? Mandy, what are you doing?” Dana asked.

“Where did that gun come from!?” Mom asked, suddenly alarmed.

“Not right now,” I said, Pointing the gun a few inches from the agent's head, I steadied my voice and said: “Freeze.”

Her eyes turned to see the barrel of a gun filling her view. She went slack, then stuck her hands in the air.

“Alright,” the woman – more like a girl, really – said, sounding annoyed. “You win.”

What had I won? My life, surely. Maybe more?

“Search her,” I said with a nod to Amanda. “Make sure she doesn't have another gun on her somewhere.”

“What are you talking about?” Dana stepped forward, a vacant look on her face. “Who are you pointing that at, baby?”

“Why don't you put that down and let Mommy make you feel good?”

That made my cock twitch in my pants, just a little. But this was no time for incest – I needed answers. “Dana, Mom – go upstairs,” I commanded them.

Dana pouted and crossed her arms under her breasts.

“Fine, go upstairs and fuck each others' brains out,” I amended.

Dana's face broke out in a wide smile as she helped Mom off the couch, giving the mature MILFs firm, heavy breasts a squeeze. The two of them made their way up the stairs, hands all over each other like two horny teenagers. It made me wish I was joining them.

We stood there for a minute until the sounds of footsteps faded away and the sighs of pleasure started.

“And shut the door,” I yelled.

They did. The sound was muffled until it was nearly inaudible.

“You've got a pretty sweet set up here,” the agent said. “Is that really your Mom?”

Amanda gave the woman another cuff on the back of the head. “Bitch, you are the last person to be criticizing anyone.”

After a minute or two of searching, Amanda stepped back, satisfied that the woman didn't have any weapons on her besides the gun. I let it go a little slack in my hands, holding it at the ready just in case she tried anything.

“Who are you?” I asked. “Why are you trying to kill me?”

The woman stared at the gun as if calculating whether or not she could grab it, decided she couldn't, and sighed. “Who I am isn't important, puppet. I'm no one. But I work for a group of very powerful people. People far enough up in the stratum of high society that they have access to certain...abilities that most people don't.”

“The pills,” I said, watching her nod. “You're talking about the pills.”

“Three weeks ago there was a leak at a processing plant, in a country you've probably never heard of,” she said. “An entire shipment of pills were stolen, and eventually they made their way onto the Deep Web. We've been tracking down the buyers and eliminating them ever since. It's all been a big headache.”

“Eliminating,” Amanda said, her face ashen. “You mean killing.”

“Well that gun doesn't exactly fire a little flag that goes 'BANG',” the woman snarked.

“Funny,” I said. “These people...”

“Hmm?”

I couldn't help but think of what had happened in LA. I'd used my new powers to seduce the actress Christina Charm, letting her pleasure me while I filmed the whole thing. I'd discovered her agent could see the buttons too...

“Who are they?” I asked. “Hollywood actors?”

The girl looked confused. “I think I've said too much already, puppet. You better either kill me, or let me go.”

Amanda shook her head. “Why do you keep talking like a pirate?”

I hadn't expected to see the woman taken aback, but now I had. “What!?”

“You keep calling him 'poppet'.”

“Puppet,” she said, with a sneer. “That's just what you are – only you think you can see the strings. You don't have the faintest idea...”

“You're right,” I said, cutting her off. “But I'm going to.”

As she watched, I lifted the gun and pointed it right at her head. “Amanda,” I commanded, “strip her.”

A wicked grin spread across my sister's face. “Oh yeah,” she said. “I can do that.”

“Get your hands off me!” But Amanda didn't stop; and the agent didn't dare try anything, not with a gun in her face. She was both methodical and savage; while she worked quickly to disrobe the agent, it was clear she was enjoying this.

Her black flak jacket came off first, revealing a tight black top and leather pants underneath. As she squealed and protested, the shirt came over her head, pants to the floor. 

“Much better,” I said, looking her over. She was a tiny little thing, barely coming up to my chin in her heels. Her dyed blue hair was the only non-conformist thing about her: she had no tattoo, no piercings that I could see. Her skin was smooth and unblemished. Her tits were perky and apple-sized, just large enough (I thought suddenly) to fit in my mouth.

Now that she was down to her bra and panties, the agent was feeling less in control of the situation. “What...what are you going to do to me?” she asked.

“Where are they?” I said, glancing over at Amanda. She was already hunting the girl over with her eyes.

“Right...here,” Amanda said, running her hand down the girl's smooth flank. Three of them, right near the inner thigh.”

“Perfect,” I said, watching the agent's eyes widen. “Which ones?”

“Hmm...a pink triangle, two circles overlapping each other, and one that looks like a winking eye in a frame.”

As it had happened, I knew what each of those meant. Good – no surprises.

“So,” I said, nodding at the girl. “We've got lesbianism, titfucking and exhibitionism. Which will it be?”

The agent shook her head, her face white with shock. “I won't say shit to you,” she said, trying to put up a defiant front. “We're trained to deal with people like you...”

“There is no way you're trained to deal with my sister,” I said, unable to hide my smirk as the shock of Amanda's true identity hit her. “Sis, push the triangle.”

“With pleasure,” she said, running her fingers down the agent's thigh.

There was a short pause, then it hit. The agent's face flushed crimson; her pupils dilated like she'd been given some expensive drug. Her breath came hot and fast, making her shapely tits heave with the motion.

“I...won't give in,” she said, standing firm. I could see her fists were clenched so tightly the fingers had gone white. “You'll just have to kill me...”

Before I could say anything, Amanda stepped in and took the lead, natural as could be.

“Why would we do anything like that, baby?” Holy shit, I thought. Amanda's entire body language changed in an instant: it screamed sex. She stepped in front of the girl, letting her fingers cup her chin. Amanda gave a wicked grin as her touch set the girl to trembling.

“You look like so much fun,” my sister said. “What's your name, baby?”

“I'm not...not telling you anything,” the smaller girl replied. She stared off into the distance like she was trying to put herself into a trance.

“Oh, let's dispense with all this bullshit,” Amanda said, putting her arm around the girl's waist and pulling her close. A low whimper left her throat as my sister cupped her ass.

“My name?”

“Just your name,” Amanda said, leaning close to her ear. “I want to know what to yell later when I have you between my legs.”

The girl's mouth dropped open – her face somehow got even more flushed. “It's Claire,” she whispered. “I'm...I-I'm Claire.”

“Claire,” Amanda said, inhaling deeply. “What a lovely name.” Her hand snaked around and pulled up the waistband of Claire's panties; she whimpered but did nothing to stop her.

“What a pretty little pussy you have, Claire,” Amanda said teasingly, glancing beneath the fabric. “May I touch it?”

Before Claire could respond, Amanda slipped her fingers beneath, bringing them to the girl's soaking wet slit. She reacted like she'd been struck by lightning; her whole body arched like a bow as my sister began to finger her. Claire collapsed against her, clinging to her body like she'd fall down if she didn't.

“You've dreamed of a girl like me doing this to you for a long time, haven't you?” Amanda asked. Her fingers picked up the pace between Claire's legs.

“Yes,” Claire admitted. “Yes!” This probably wasn't the case – more than likely, Claire had never had a thought about the same sex before we'd pushed her button – but none of that mattered now. She'd fantasized about this for a lifetime, becoming true the instant Amanda pushed that little pink triangle.

“Good,” Amanda said, glancing back at me for an instant to make sure I was still on board. “But this isn't all you fantasized about, is it?”

Biting her lip to keep from crying out, Claire shook her head.

“What else did we do, Claire? What did I do to you in your filthy little girl-on-girl dreams?”

Claire's mouth worked like she couldn't believe any of this was real – like someone who won the lottery and can't yet accept it. “You...you get between my legs,” she said, like she was ashamed to admit it. “You taste me...and I taste you! I want to taste you so bad, Amanda...”

“And you will,” my sister assured her. I had to hand it to her – Mandy was completely in control of the situation. It was damned impressive. As I watched, she shifted her weight so that Claire turned to face me, her body trembling as Amanda fingered her. “As soon as you tell my brother everything he wants to know.”

“No, I can't...” she muttered, then her eyelids fluttered like someone entering a trance. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, I'll tell him whatever you want, Amanda. I love you. I love you so fucking much...”

“I love you too, slut,” Mandy said with a little wink in my direction. “Ask her what you want, bro.”

I had so many questions to ask – and not a lot of time. Who knew how long it had been since Claire was supposed to check in with her masters? There could be back-up heading here any minute now.

But there was one mystery I wanted to know the answer to more than the rest.

“What are the pills?” I asked.

“A combination of nootropics and psychotropic agents,” Claire said, her face contorting with pleasure as she tried to hold her voice steady. “They allow the user to see frequencies outside of normal human perception.”

“That's it?” I wasn't convinced. “What about the buttons?”

A cry of pleasure escaped Claire's lips; Amanda used it to slip her hand beneath one of the cups of Claire's bra and free her breast. “What about them?”

“Who put them there? They're on everyone – you, Amanda, my girlfriend. I don't understand any of this.”

Claire wrinkled her nose, struggling to think through the haze of pleasure. “No one put them there. Or, I guess you could say everyone did.”

I shook my head. “That's bullshit. There's no button you can push on a girl to turn her into a lesbian or make her suddenly want to shoot a sex tape with a guy she's known two minutes. Not unless someone else put it there. Someone like whoever you work for.”

“You think so?” Claire's mouth opened wide; her tongue ran across her bottom lip. “_Fuck_ that feels so amazing. You've really never said 'oh, so-and-so really pushes my buttons'? You've never seen an ad on TV for some shit you didn't really need, then ran out and bought it? What would you call that?”

“That's different,” I said, sounding unsure. Was it?

“You have buttons, just like me,” Claire said. “I can see them right now.”

I froze, panic suddenly filling my brain. “You what!?”

“There's pills for girls' buttons and pills for boys' buttons,” she said. “They...oh, oh shit, Mandy! Right there, don't stop...yes! Yes!”

Either the interrogation was going to have to stop soon or I'd have to call Amanda off – her fingers were bringing Claire right to the edge of orgasm. I felt like every question I asked about the pills just left me further and further from understanding what they were. And now I had them? Every guy did?

“Amanda,” I said, my voice quavering just a bit. “Stop for a second.”

Amanda frowned but pulled her fingers from Claire's pussy. The agent let out a whimper of frustration as she brought her hand away from her wet, sopping slit but a second later she slipped her dripping fingers between Claire's lips, letting her suck them dry.

“That's a good little slut,” Amanda whispered. “Taste yourself for me. Yeah, you're a good little bitch...”

“Claire,” I said, breaking the slender girl from her reverie. “What buttons do you see on me. And where.”

Claire cocked her head. “Right on the back of your neck, like most guys.”

I couldn't just take this on faith – I needed proof. More than that, I needed to know, deep down in my bones, that this was real.

“And...which one of those buttons would be the most...fun?”

Claire looked confused for a moment, then her face lit up with understanding. “Well, you've got one that's one of my personal favorites. I call it the 'caveman' button.”

Caveman? “What does it...do?”

“You'll see.” She leaned forward. “Want me to...?”

Amanda shot her a warning look. “If you try any funny business, you'll never get to touch me again,” she said.

Claire nodded. Somehow I knew we had nothing to worry about – she was deep in Amanda's thrall now. There's no way she'd hurt me if it meant possibly hurting my sister.

“Let me just find it, and...here we are,” she said, feeling along my neck.

I didn't feel anything. “Only push that one,” I said...and trailed off.

“Already did,” Claire said with a smile. “How are you feeling?”

“I...”

Oh my God. It was like nothing I'd ever felt before. My cock, half-hard in my boxers, was suddenly like an iron girder, harder than I'd ever felt before. My brain got...foggy. It was hard to think. My vision softened, all the hard edges going curvy and warm. I blinked...and suddenly became incredibly, unstoppably aware that there were two fertile, wet sluts in front of me.

It was like being a caveman, I managed to think just before the parts of my brain not responsible for fucking shut down. I was filled with primal desire – practically hypnotized. All I could think, the only parts of my brain capable of imagination or fantasy, were on a continual loop: me, penetrating these two little sluts and filling them with my seed. All my worries, my cares, the social and societal shit the world had put on me – it dropped away like scales from my eyes.

I went to speak: nothing came out but a low, guttural grunt. Claire gave a wry grin. “Oh, he's totally feeling it. You ready to get used?”

“Always,” Amanda said, and kissed her.

The sight of the two of them together, lips locked in a deep kiss, sent me into a frenzy. My fear at having a gun at my head minutes ago, my instinctive hate for this intruder who broke into my house – all of it merged together in a deep, animalistic well within my brain. I wanted to fuck her, hard. I wanted to make her scream.

An instant later, I had her around the waist. Only her blue hair let me know it was Claire and not Amanda. I forced her to the ground. She grunted, squirmed, but I was stronger. I was so strong now. I could take anyone I wanted, fill them with my seed, make them breed my heirs. I wanted it, just like I wanted to bury myself in this little slut's cunt again and again and again...

Her panties were already gone; where? I didn't care. I was so hard I practically cut myself out of my pants, then I was straddling her, pinning her down with my weight. I heard someone yelling from a great distance away, but I couldn't care less.

Then, as if out of the fog, Amanda's appeared. She'd removed her clothes and her breasts were firm and fantastic. She mumbled something about buttons, but I grabbed her by the chin and forced her lips to mine, my tongue entering her mouth just as my cock entered Claire's folds.

I thrust inside her a few times...and stopped. This wasn't right.

Pulling out, I flipped her around so that she was on her hands and knees, doggy style. A grin split my face – this was the way for a man to fuck! Gripping her ass, I reentered her, fucking her savagely.

Amanda moved between us, stimulating and enhancing the fucking with her fingers, lips and tongue. I felt her suck on my balls as they slapped against Claire's ass – the feeling was so good I began spanking her, smacking her ass like I was beating a drum. I could hear the blood rushing in my ears, like a primal marching beat. Orgasm was coming hard and fast...

Amanda said something about a 'tit button' and just then the blue-haired girl turned around. She took my cock between her orbs, letting me straddle her chest. I fucked her hard, jamming myself between her tits, forcing the head of my cock into her mouth. It was savage, and crude, and completely selfish – but to my caveman brain, these were just two sacks of meat to be filled with my seed.

My first orgasm came and went, filling my brain with pleasure but not stopping my body for an instant. My cock erupted with seed, coating the little slut's tits and face, even as I kept thrusting, kept needing more, kept on taking her. A moment later I had her back on her knees (where she belongs my brain told me), stretching her slit with my cock. I had no need to wait – I was already thirsty for more.

I could hear voices saying something, but it was like being surrounded by fog – they weren't important. I thrust inside her again and again, so hard and fast I knew I would leave bruises. I came once, twice – so hard it was like my ears popping, but I didn't stop. Slowly something even bigger built up within me, like a tornado getting ready to form. I felt hands on my chest, a mouth on my shoulder, and a wet, willing pussy around my dick. That was all I needed.

I came – and this time, the world went white. My brain cried out in primal pleasure as an explosion, many times stronger than a normal orgasm, rocked my body and sent me sprawling to the floor. My cock was like a fire hose, every last drop of sweet come in my balls flowing from it, coating the inside and outside of the slut's walls.

Fuck fuck fuck come take the bitch come in her fill her pussy sleep make her scream fuck sleep fuck sleep sleep sleep.... 

My caveman brain, satiated at last, dropped me into a half-doze. I barely managed to stay awake, snuggling close to the warm flesh on either side of me, eyes shut tight.

Slowly, by agonizing degrees, I came back to myself. The higher functions of my brain switched on one by one like a computer rebooting. Awareness of my environment flooded back; I was laying on the floor, naked, with Amanda and Claire cuddled up next to me, snuggled tightly in my warmth. It set off my caveman brain, seeing my possessions clinging to me, but then it faded and I was fully me again.

“God damn,” I whispered, lying back. I couldn't decide if I never wanted to do that again or if I couldn't wait to try it a second time.

I glanced over – Claire was staring at me, a loving smile on her face. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, running a hand over her thigh. I could see the beginnings of a wicked bruise. “That was a trip. Hope I didn't hurt you too bad.”

“A little...but I kind of liked it,” she said with a giggle.

I folded that info into the back of my mind. “Who do you work for?” I asked. “Really?”

She yawned and snuggled closer. “I only have contact with a field office,” she said. “They're in Washington. DC, not the state. I can take you there, Master.”

Take me there. That was a long way, but it was the only lead I had. I pictured it – me, Amanda and Claire, driving to DC together. Evading the authorities. Pushing buttons at every stop along the way...

I smiled and closed my eyes. “Guess we'll be hitting the road soon,” I said. 





Pushing The Maid's Buttons (The Magic Button Part Seven)
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“Did you just push my button, Nate?”

I pulled my hand away from the back of Amanda's neck, letting my fingers graze her collarbone. “Uh, no. Totally didn't. Don't know what you're talking about.”

Her eyes widened. As I watched, a strange expression came over her face. “Oh, you bastard.” She slid to the edge of the bed and arched her back, sighing with pleasure. “You totally pushed one of my buttons.”

“What makes you say that?” I asked, assuming an innocent tone.

“Because I suddenly have the filthiest, most delicious urge to have a cock in my mouth.”

Amanda put her feet on the hotel room floor and turned around, facing me with a hungry look on her face. With a girl as hot as Amanda looking at you that way, any man would be packing heat – and I'd been hard as hell even before I stealth-pushed the little pair of lips on the back of my sister's neck that meant 'give a blowjob now.'

“Admit it,” she said, licking her lips as she undid my belt. “It's all I can think about all of a sudden – having that big, hard cock in my mouth. You totally did this to me.”

“Well,” I said, helping her undo my belt buckle, “I can't take all the credit – but if you really can't keep yourself from sucking me off...”

Amanda grinned and removed my cock from my pants, gripping it gently but firmly in her slender fingers. She wasted no time – as soon as it was free from my boxers she was on me, bending down and sliding my shaft between her lips. I let out a little sigh of contentment as my cock filled her warm, wet mouth.

“Yeah,” I said, stroking the top of her head. “That's so good. You're the best sister ever, Mandy.”

Amanda hadn't always been this way. Well, she was always a horny little slut, from the stories I'd heard from my male friends, but not my horny little slut -the idea of fooling around with her own brother was the kind of thing that couldn't even enter my sister's head. That was before my bitchy girlfriend Dana forced me to buy some shady drugs off a black-market website. We'd taken them, and while they didn't do anything to Dana, they gave me the ability to see buttons on every woman I saw – buttons that let me turn them into horny, wet sluts obsessed with fulfilling my every desire. Dana had been the first girl to feel those changes, and in a way she was my training wheels: I'd turned her into a brainless bimbo, her body as altered by plastic surgery as her mind was by my commands. With my sister Amanda, things had been different.

“Mmh!” Amanda pulled my cock from her mouth with a wet pop, grinning as she stroked me. “Sucking cock makes me so horny. I don't know if it's because we're related, but I've never tasted a cock as good as yours, Nate.”

Technically Amanda was my step-sister, but it had taken just a couple button presses before she'd forgotten about that completely. I'd left Amanda – or Mandy, as I sometimes called her – with some amount of free will, molding her into a girl who was madly devoted to my pleasure but could still surprise me with her decisions. I loved it.

As she slipped me back into her mouth, I leaned back in the bed and flipped through the TV. The hotel room had a nice set, and it didn't take me long to find something good to look at: a music video featuring a young popstar gyrating around wearing practically nothing, set to a filthy backbeat with some very kinky lyrics. I focused on it as Amanda sucked me off, gagging gently on my cock.

I was tempted to push the button on the back of her neck that I knew would instantly make her come...but I held off. I didn't want to throw off her concentration – and I didn't want to stop the absolutely filthy, wonderful feelings coursing through my body.

I glanced down. Amanda was looking up at me with that mixture of lust and love that drove me crazy. She adored me as her little brother, even as she wanted to ride my cock constantly. She was my partner in crime, the best travel companion I could have hoped for.

“I'm gonna come,” I whispered, pressing down gently on her head. “Fuck, I'm gonna blow in your sweet little mouth...”

Amanda picked up the pace, until she was sucking me even faster than the music on TV. It sent me over the edge, and in no time at all I was coming, letting loose a primal groan and tensing up as I shot burst after burst of sticky, incestuous seed into my sister's mouth.

As I came down from my peak, Amanda slid off my cock and stuck out her tongue, letting me see the creamy load in her mouth. She ran a finger through it, spreading it on her lips like a dirty little slut. Then she made a theatrical motion and swallowed it all, showing me her now-clean tongue.

“God, that was good,” I said, drowsy with pleasure. “Thanks, sis.”

“Any time,” she said. She gave the head of my cock a little kiss, licking the head clean. “Admit it – you did push my button, didn't you?”

I nodded. “Can you really blame me?”

She shook her head, chuckling. “You're such a bastard, Nate. I let you get away with murder just because you're my brother.”

“Hey, let me make it up to you,” I said, stroking her face. “Get on the bed.”

But Amanda shook her head. “Not right now – I'm totally gross. Too much road tripping. I'm gonna hit the shower real quick.”

I was a trifle disappointed – but I let it go. It was one of the things I had to get used to, having a hypno slave with so much freedom. “Sure. Want me to join you?”

“No,” she said, leaning down and planting a kiss on my cheek. “That shower's way too small. You chill, and when I get cleaned up, I'll let you get me dirty again.”

“Cool.”

Amanda walked into the bathroom, shedding clothing as she went. The door closed behind her and after a minute I heard the sound of the shower cutting on. I laid back on the bed and sighed happily, still basking in my post-blowjob bliss.

The ceiling of the hotel room was bare and white – just like all the other fairly nice hotel rooms we'd spent the last few nights in. Mandy and I were on the road – we'd left the nice new house I'd bought behind, leaving Mom and Dana to watch the fort and wile the days away pleasuring each other.

Meanwhile, we were on the way to DC, heading to a very peculiar building. According to the blue-haired woman who broke into my house and tried to kill me (I breathed a silent prayer of thanks again for Amanda), it was the headquarters of a powerful, shadowy group that controlled the pills – the same pills I used to be able to see the buttons. There were even pills that allowed people to see men's buttons, to see my buttons: a fact that I was still trying to wrap my head around. It was all immensely confusing: probably why this trip had taken so long. It was way more fun to tear up hotel rooms with my sister than to face the people responsible for editing the universe.

Just as I felt myself beginning to doze, there was a knock at the door. I sat bolt upright in bed, suddenly alert. They say “speak of the devil” because talking about him is supposed to summon him – and I'd just been thinking about the group that wanted me dead. Were they here? Had they found me?

“Who is it?” I asked, trying to keep my voice calm.

The person on the other side of the door sounded feminine, with a soft, Mexican accent. “Room service.”

Room service? I got up from the bed and knocked on the bathroom door. “Amanda?”

My sister's laugh echoed in the tiny space. “I told you, bro – no peeking. You really can't wait to get your dick wet, can you? Well...”

“No, I mean – did you order room service?”

“Oh, yeah,” she said, sobering up a bit. “I'm starving.”

Oh, thank God. “Good,” I said, blowing out a sigh of relief. “You didn't tell me.”

“Sorry, I was hungry.” She peeked out from behind the curtain. “I'm starving, and you keep telling me we can't leave. A girl cannot live on come alone, little brother.”

Fuck, her wink made me want to climb into the shower and give her an utterly savage fucking. She could tell, too.

Instead, I closed the door behind me and opened the door to our room. “Hi,” I said, “sorry about the wait...”

I trailed off.

“Yeah, well – the food's still hot.” The maid walked into the room, and right into my dirtiest fantasies. She couldn't have been more than eighteen – nineteen at the most. I was shocked they let her work here. More than that, she was gorgeous. Her tight maid's outfit clung to her curves like it was going to tear any moment, and her mocha-brown skin was smooth and flawless. I watched her push the cart into the room, my eyes trained on her ass – she had the kind of thick, perfect rear women were starting to turn to surgery in order to get. Damn, I thought, this girl is stacked.

She glanced behind her as the cart clanked to a stop. Her eyes found mine, and it was like I could watch in slow motion as she followed the trail to exactly where I was staring. She rolled her eyes, like someone who's beyond used to it.

“Just sign here,” she said, handing me a thick receipt pad. The slip on the top had an itemized list of what we'd ordered – Amanda had picked out a pretty good spread. And a good server, too.

I glanced over the list then signed it with a flourish, handing the pad back to her. “Thanks,” I said.

Her face said it all. “Yeah,” she said flatly. I didn't need to be a mind reader to know what she was thinking: another one staring at my ass. This job sucks.

She stood there for a few seconds. Suddenly I realized why, and felt incredibly awkward. “Oh,” I said. “Of course, the tip.”

“Yeah, it's typically considered common courtesy,” the maid said snarkily. “Especially when you're checking out my ass like I'm some hooker you ordered.”

My mouth dropped open. I was at a loss for words. “Uh, sorry,” I blurted.

Her expression softened. “Oh, whatever.” She reached out a hand to accept her tip. I fumbled in my pocket, looking for a couple bills, when the bathroom door opened.

Amanda stepped out, accompanied by a cloud of steam. She had a towel wrapped around her breasts, but was otherwise naked. Her long hair was still slightly wet from the shower.

“Oh, hi there,” she said, grinning at the maid. “I hoped it would be you.”

“Me?” The maid's gaze jumped from Amanda to me, and it was clear she didn't like what she was seeing.

“Yeah, her?” I asked.

“I saw her when we checked in,” Amanda said with a naughty smile. “And, I couldn't help but notice a little something special on the back of her neck.”

I stiffened. Mandy could only be talking about buttons.

The maid frowned and ran a hand (the same one she'd been holding out for a tip) along the back of her neck. “What do I have on my neck?”

“Hang on,” Amanda said, leaning forward. “I'll show you...”

My sister's hand disappeared into the long hair down the maid's back, coming down on the back of her neck. Instantly, the maid's eyes bugged out, her mouth dropping open.

“Oh! Oh my god!” Her hands clutched her stomach, but I could tell they wanted to go lower. “Oh, fuck!”

Amanda bent down, letting her lips graze the gorgeous maid's ear. “Instant orgasm, honey. With the push of a button. Want me to do it again?”

The maid's eyes met Amanda's and she stared at her in total disbelief. Slowly, she nodded.

“Thought so.” Amanda reached behind the maid's head and pressed. This time, the maid didn't even try to hold back – her body writhed and her hands dove beneath her skirt, milking her orgasm for all it was worth.

“What are you doing?” I asked – but I had a feeling I already knew. And I liked it.

“It's been days since we had any fun,” Amanda said, pouting. “When was the last time we pushed some buttons that weren't mine?”

I thought about it, and honestly wasn't sure. That blue-haired agent, maybe?

“So, I thought we were due for some R&R,” she said. “This little slut's got a perfect set of buttons for it. Watch...”

She reached behind the maid, seeking out her buttons as she shook with the remains of her climax. She was still coming when Amanda pushed another button.

Instantly, she froze. Her eyes widened and her back arched like my sister had just dumped ice between her shoulder blades. A broad smile crossed her face, so big it looked like it hurt.

“Oh, wow.” Her voice was breathy, totally aroused. “Wow. You look so...”

To my surprise, she wasn't talking about me. She only had eyes for Amanda.

“Yes, darling?” My sister slipped her hands around the maid's hips. “You know what, I don't know your name. You don't have a nametag or anything. What is it, babe?”

“I'm Maria,” she said, looking Amanda up and down. She looked like she couldn't believe what she was seeing; like she'd never wanted a person before like she wanted my sister. “You're so fucking hot. What's your...?”

“My name is Amanda. And this is my brother, Nathan. Say, 'Hello, Nathan.'”

Bewildered, Maria turned away and faced me. “Hello, Nathan.” As soon as she wasn't looking, Amanda let her towel drop to the floor.

If I had thought the maid was surprised and horny before, I was completely wrong. Her whole body reacted as her eyes feasted on my sister's naked body: and honestly, I couldn't blame her. Mandy was a total babe. She'd obviously been making herself ready for me in the shower: her pussy was freshly shaved and bare except for a tiny strip of hair above her clit. Her breasts were firm, ripe orbs, beading with moisture and topped with dark, hard nipples. Her taut little tummy shook as she chuckled, savoring the feeling of the maid's eyes on her body.

“Oh shit,” the maid said, gasping. I could see the wheels turning behind her eyes, going from am I going to do this to fuck yes I am going to do this! in a matter of moments. 

“What did you do?” I asked Mandy. Even my voice was a little hoarse from looking at her.

“She's got one of those little pink buttons on her neck,” Amanda said, taking the maid's hands and putting them on her hips. “The kind that make her utterly obsessed with fucking the next girl she sees. I just knew I was going to be pushing that one. What do you think, Maria?”

“You're...you're so fucking hot,” Maria said, moving her hands slowly like Amanda was going to disappear in a puff of smoke any moment. “I have to have you!”

“God damn, I never get tired of that,” Amanda said. “Thank you so much for showing me how to do this, little brother.”

She glanced over at me and winked. “Let me show you how thankful I am...”

As I watched, Amanda pulled Maria to her and kissed her deeply. The gorgeous young Latina melted against my sister's nude body, turning to putty in her arms. She sighed and ground her hips against her thigh, needing more.

It was as if Maria's clothes just melted off her body; one minute they were there, the next they were in a pile on the floor. Maria was down to a lacy black bra and a tiny pair of thong panties – her whole body screamed sex, hungry for the contact only my sister could give her.

“I need to taste you,” Maria begged, clutching onto Amanda like a piece of driftwood after a shipwreck. “Please, please let me pleasure you...”

“I will,” Amanda said, grinning at the relief that flooded through the maid's body, “but I think this should be fun for Nathan, too. One second...”

She reached behind Maria's head – this time the maid was almost eager to see what Amanda would to do to her next. She pressed down, and the maid doubled over for a moment, clutching her stomach as a low moan left her throat.

She looked at me with new eyes, as if she'd never really seen me before until now. “Goddamn, you're both so fucking sexy...I guess it runs in the family, huh?”

“You know it.” Amanda gave the girl a swat on the ass, making her jump and squeal. “Tell my brother what you're feeling right now.”

“I...I want you so bad, Nathan,” she whispered. “I'm so sorry I was a bitch to you before...I need cock! I need a big, hard cock in my tight little pussy and it has to be yours, please let it be yours...”

“Okay, you're babbling now,” Amanda said with a laugh. “Why don't you come over here and I'll shut you up?”

My sister led the maid to the bed and laid her down on it. She came down on her back, looking up, with her ass hanging over the edge. She spread her legs and I could see how wet she was – her panties were soaked. She'd probably never been so horny in her young life – whatever the buttons were, they were certainly superhuman.

“You lay right there,” Amanda said. “Mandy has a treat for you...”

Amanda crawled forward on her knees, straddling the maid's face. Her mouth opened, tongue darting out as she strained to taste my sister's pussy. She brought it down slowly, inch after agonizing inch, until she was riding the maid's beautiful face. Soon Maria's mouth was covering Amanda's cunt, the tongue teasing her folds as her slender neck bent, the muscles contracting. Amanda rode her slowly, rocking her hips in time with Maria's tongue.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” Amanda groaned. “Is this your first time doing this, Maria? You're a natural, babe.”

My cock throbbed in my pants. The sight of Maria, legs spread wide as she ate my sister out, filled me with a savage, primal lust. I had to get in on this.

It was as if Amanda read my mind. “Come fuck her, Nate,” she said teasingly. “She's...oh shit that's good...waiting.”

As I watched Maria's hips rose, her pussy thrusting outward, She was hungry for my cock – she needed it. And I needed to be buried inside of her.

I took my place in front of her, spreading her legs and burying the head of my cock in her folds. Even after a blowjob from Amanda a few minutes before, I was still able to get hard as a fucking rock. Dimly, I wondered if there wasn't something more to that – was there some lingering bit of primal caveman lust left in me from having my own buttons pushed? - but I didn't question it too deeply. I had more important things to focus on, like sliding inch by wonderful inch inside of Maria's tight, wet pussy.

Then I was inside her, and it felt amazing. “Fuck yeah, that's right,” Amanda said, spurring me on. “Spread that little slut.”

Spread I did. Holding onto her hips, I fucked her until her body was rocking back and forth, her mouth barely able to stay on Amanda's sopping wet pussy. 

“Oh, shit,” I groaned. Having that warm, wet softness enveloping my cock felt better than great: it was practically heaven. And nothing was better than having Amanda there, sharing it all with me, grinding her cunt on the girl's mouth as I split her open.

“Come here,” Amanda said, leaning forward.

Our mouths met over the slut's body, making a rough triangle of sinful, incestuous flesh. Her hot tongue entered my mouth and I redoubled my efforts, fucking Maria without any plan or rhythm; just making myself feel as good as possible. I reached out and manhandled one of Amanda's tits, making her squeal and bear down on Maria's face.

“That's right! Fuck, I'm gonna come all over this slut's face. You want to see that, bro?”

“Yeah,” I grunted, moving my hands from Maria's hips to Amanda's, helping her get a firmer grip on the maid's face. “Do it.”

“I'm gonna! It feels so fucking good, that tongue all over my clit...I'm almost...oh, fuck! Fuck! Yes!”

Amanda's legs shook as she came, squirting a gush of fluid all over Maria's brown face. Wetness poured from her in a torrent, covering the slut's chin and neck. Her thighs squeezed together, clenching around Maria's face almost too tightly to be safe.

“Mmh, I think she's gonna come,” Amanda said, her voice edged with pleasure. “I can feel it. Put your fucking seed in her, bro – what are you waiting for?”

I could feel it coming – any moment now, I was going to be launching my load into this wet, welcoming slit. The world faded out, shrinking down to a single point.

“I want to watch you come inside her,” Amanda said. Now that she'd had her orgasm, she was focused on mine – talking dirty to get me off. “Doesn't that pussy feel so good sliding all over your cock? You're not even wearing a condom – you think you might leave this little bitch with a surprise in her belly? Oh, I can see that got you going!”

It had. The thought of impregnating this maid, this girl I barely knew, of leaving a trail of heirs up and down the East Coast in the fertile bodies of bimbo sluts...it felt right. Natural. The law of the jungle. And in this jungle, I was king.

I came with a thunderous cry, accompanied by the sounds of Amanda laughing and egging me on. She howled in triumph as I drained my balls, filling Maria to the brim and dribbling over. I had no idea I could come that much twice in a row – the things that girl did to me.

“There you go, bro,” Amanda said, clapping me on the shoulder. “How'd that feel?”

“Felt right,” I said, voicing my thought. “Like I was meant to be doing this.”

“You totally were,” she snickered, raising off Maria's face and rolling onto the other side of the bed. “What could be more natural than knocking girls like this up? They're asking for it – look at this one. Her body was begging for your seed.”

“Is that so?” I glanced down at Maria.

When the maid spoke, she sounded like she'd spent the last 24-hours high off her mind and having the party of her life. “Yes, oh my god yes. That was...so amazing. You two are the best! That was the greatest sex I've ever had – I'll never forget it...”

“Huh, maybe she should forget, though,” Amanda said, her face getting sober. “If another one of those agents come calling, this girl could lead them right to us.”

“I don't know,” I said. It was hard to think – I'd come so hard, it was like my brain needed to reboot.

“Oh come on, it'll be fun,” Amanda teased. “She won't have any idea where it came from – or maybe she will. You have a boyfriend, honey?”

The maid nodded drunkenly.

“See? Wouldn't you love that? Some other poor schlub stuck with your already used-up slut, taking care of the baby you put in her?” She flashed me a naughty smile. “Wouldn't that just feel so right...Master?”

Fuck, I loved the way she said Master: like her lips were opening up to take a big cock. Her eyes begged me to work her magic.

Oh well, I thought. It was best to let Amanda have her way.

“Go ahead,” I said, walking across the room. “Take care of her. I think it's my turn to hit the showers.”

“Sure.” She turned to the maid, who looked up at her like she was seeing an angel. “Is it all right if I have a little bit more fun with her first?”

I shrugged. “Why not? Just make sure she won't be leading anyone to us. And maybe get her digits or her address, too – I'd like to check in later. Maybe see if we really did knock her up.”

“I want you to,” Maria groaned. “God, I feel so fertile...”

“Another button gone wild,” Amanda confessed. “I get carried away sometimes.”

“No worries. By the way, when you're done with her, throw some clothes on.”

Her eyes lit up. “Oh, yeah? Are we going somewhere?”

I nodded, and she bit her lip and squealed with glee. I hadn't realized how cooped up she'd been until right then.

“Something revealing but not too trashy,” I said, shutting the door behind me. “I don't want to end the night before it gets good.”

“Yes, sir!” Amanda snapped a mock salute. “Where are we going?”

Wouldn't you like to know, I thought. “To have a little more fun.”





Pushing The Cop's Buttons (The Magic Button Part Eight)
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This is so amazing, I thought. We're all going to die, but this is fucking amazing.

The sports car roared down the freeway, engine churning as we shot through the night. It was intimately responsive to my every movement – almost as responsive as the girl in the seat next to me with her head in my lap. My sister Amanda, no button presses necessary this time, was giving me road head at a hundred miles an hour.

Holy fucking shit this is so great, I thought, stroking the top of her head as she sucked me.

Amanda bobbed in my lap, her tongue working around the base of my shaft as I accelerated into the night. We'd chosen to drive at night because of the reduced risk of getting caught making our way to DC, but any safety this had given us was surely obliterated by this high-risk blowjob. Somehow, though, I couldn't bring myself to care.

“Fuck, you're such a good little cocksucker, sis,” I said, encouraging her as she sucked. It was getting hard to keep my eyes on the road, to concentrate on driving. If the freeway hadn't been deserted, we probably would have gotten into a crash by now.

Amanda groaned as my hips bucked upwards to meet her, taking it as a personal challenge. Ever since I'd gained the ability to see buttons on every woman I met, a power that let me change them to suit my whim, the usual sibling rivalry we'd always had had taken on a naughty, sexual dimension. She loved risky shit like this: fucking in public, letting me spank her in front of authority figures, filming our sex for the delight of internet strangers. When I mentioned casually during our drive that none of my girlfriends had ever given me road head, her seatbelt was off and her head in my lap before I could practically finish my sentence. What a girl.

“I love you,” I whispered. “You're the best sister ever, you little slut.”

It was true. Ever since we'd started this road trip, my feelings for Amanda were all tangled up, the familial love I had for her shot through with pure, primal lust. She hadn't been the first, or even the second girl I'd used my powers to turn into my bimbo slave, but she was the one I'd allowed to keep most of her free will – and it had paid dividends. We had a relationship that was closer to boyfriend-girlfriend than master-slave, and I was happier than I'd ever been with any of my previous girlfriends. We knew each other so well...

My thoughts trailed off as pure pleasure began to pump through my body. Amanda felt it as my balls tightened up against her; she turned up her sucking to 11, practically daring me not to come inside of her mouth. The road swam, all flashing lights and dark shadows, and before I knew it I was coming, an unstoppable series of grunts leaving my throat as burst after burst of hot, sticky seed drained from my balls into my sister's mouth.

“Fuck! Fuck, that's so fucking good...”

Amanda sucked and slurped for another minute or two, milking me dry while I struggled to regain control of the car. We weaved a bit, but just managed to stay on the road. After the last spurts of come were cleaned off my cock, she leaned back and rebuckled her seatbelt, grinning like a cat.

“So, now you can tell your friends you have had a girl suck your dick while you were driving,” she said, a naughty smile plastered on her face. “How did that feel, little brother...”

She trailed off, eyes widening. “Shit! You don't think they saw us, do you?”

I followed her gaze. To the side of the road, about a hundred yards up the blacktop, a police car sat like a squat black lighthouse, the light on its roof flashing like a beacon. It bathed the road in red and blue light.

“Shit.” I glanced down at the odometer. It didn't really matter if they'd seen me getting road head – I was going at least twenty over the speed limit. Stupid!

“Fuck,” I said. “Just, uh, keep cool and let me do the talking.”

I started to slow down as the distance narrowed between us and the police car. Even through the post-orgasmic haze keeping me calm, I knew this was going to be trouble. Maybe we'll luck out, I thought. Maybe he's waiting for someone else – maybe we'll just sail on by...

As we passed the cop car, its siren let out an ear-piercing wail. It pulled onto the road behind us. Nope.

“Hey.” Amanda squeezed my hand, her eyes full of sympathy. “It's okay, bro. We got this. You got this.”

“Thanks,” I said as I pulled to the side of the highway. “You probably shouldn't call me 'bro' when the cop walks up, by the way.”

She snickered. “I'm not stupid, Nate.”

As we pulled to a stop, the light on the front of the cop's car blazed to life, filling my rearview with a blinding light. I couldn't see what they were doing, who they might be calling, how many men they might be sending. Calm down, Nathan, I told myself. This is a routine traffic stop, nothing more.

A figure stepped between the light and our car. It wasn't until they got to the driver's side window that I realized it was a woman.

She tapped on the window and I rolled it down. “License and registration, sir,” she said, sounding like she was in no hurry.

“Of course, officer,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm. “Mandy, could you...?”

My sister (don't let the cop know she's your sister, idiot) popped open the glove box, fished out the relevant information, and handed it over to the officer. She perused it with a disinterested eye. 

“You have any idea how fast you were going?” she asked, handing back the documents.

“No, officer,” I said, shaking my head. A gleaming nametag just over her breast said OFFICER VAN CAMP in black capital letters. She looked like a good-looking woman, but I couldn't see well enough to tell for sure. Not that it mattered, I guess. “Just kind of lost track of my speed.”

“I guess that would be pretty easy,” she said, a sardonic tone slipping into her voice, “when you're fooling around while driving.”

I swallowed heavily. My smile felt frozen on my face.

Amanda leaned over to my side of the car and cleared her throat. “Officer, I am so sorry,” she said, sounding like she actually meant it. “I normally never do things like...that...I just got carried away. Please, I'm so sorry, I wasn't trying to cause an accident.”

“Mmh hmm,” the cop said. She leaned forward until her face was practically in the car, then took a big sniff. “Any drugs in the car? Any drinking been going on tonight?”

“No,” Amanda and I both said in unison. I gave her a look and she slunk back to her seat. “We're totally sober,” I told the cop. “We're just...you know. In love.”

“I see.” The cop's good humor disappeared. “You're lucky you ran into me first, you know? You know how many car crashes I've seen where there's some woman in the passenger seat with her head in the driver's lap? She never even sees it coming,” she said with a harsh look at Amanda.

Amanda, for her part, was wide-eyed and innocent. “I did not know that, officer,” she said, sounding on the verge of tears. “I would never want to hurt anyone...”

“Alright.” It seemed as if the cop had abruptly realized they were no longer having fun. “I'm going to give you a ticket for the speeding. And I suppose I'll pretend I didn't see what the two of you were doing before I pulled you over.”

Oh thank God. That I could handle. “Of course, officer. I absolutely deserve a ticket.” As long as I can get out of here.

“Oh, thank you so much, officer,” Amanda said with a smile. “I really, really appreciate it...”

Sensing that maybe my sister was laying it on a bit thick, the officer shot her a harsh look. “Just don't do it again.”

She walked off, pulling a pad from her pocket and writing a couple of details down. As soon as she was out of earshot, I loosed a heavy sigh and lay back against the driver's seat. Relief filled me like a cool glass of water on a hot day.

“That was fucking close,” I said, turning to Amanda.

She flashed a lopsided smile. “I told you, bro – you got this.”

I felt giddy now that the danger was past. “We're gonna get a ticket,” I said, poking her in the side. “'Cause you were a bad girl.”

“Whatever,” she said, pulling back and laughing. “Did you like my wide-eyed innocent look? 'Who, me? Do that? Oh, my goodness, I just got so carried away...' You watch, I'll have that judge eating out of my hand too...”

I was about to tell Amanda I had no intention of actually taking the ticket to court rather than paying it when a curious thing happened: the bright light on the hood of the cop's car winked out.

“Huh?” Amanda turned around in her seat. “What the fuck?”

The sound of footsteps echoed in the night; it was the cop coming back. Unlike last time, when her steps were measured and casual, she sounded like she was struggling not to break into a run.

She came to the driver's side door and leaned in, turning on a flashlight the size of my forearm and waving it around like a club. Her eyes narrowed.

“It is you,” she said. “God damn.”

My stomach sank. For an instant, I had the mad desire to mash the gas and run. Fuck, fuck, fuck...

“I don't know what you're talking about, officer,” I said, trying to sound reasonable.

In a flash, her hand was at the gun on her hip. “Get out of the car, sir,” she said sternly.

“Don't do it,” Amanda said. But what choice did I have?

I unbuckled my seatbelt and opened the door, moving slowly so as not to cause any alarm. Maybe if I surrendered, Amanda would have a chance to escape – or they'd let her go. Not fucking likely, I thought.

“It is you,” the cop said, nodding. “They told us to be on the lookout for a young guy matching your description traveling with a brunette.” She frowned, looking over me with suspicion. “The alert said not to let you touch me – but you don't look all that dangerous. Your name's Nathan, right?”

I nodded. She was warned not to let me touch her. Shit, they were trying to protect against me pushing people's buttons. I looked the officer up and down, trying to see where hers might be located. If it was the back of the neck, like they tended to be, I was fucked.

“Alright, Nathan, I'm going to do this conservatively, like my bosses ordered.” She unsnapped a gleaming pair of handcuffs from her belt and tossed them at my feet. “Put these on.”

I bent down and picked up the handcuffs – they were ice cold – and looked them over. Once I put these things on, I'd be pretty much helpless. Not a pretty situation.

“Stop hesitating and do it,” the cop said with a glance at her piece. “Don't make me ask you again.”

“Officer, please!”

The cop's gaze snapped upward, looking away from me and towards the other side of the car. Amanda burst from the passenger door like a whirlwind, sobbing like nothing I'd ever seen. It took an instant to realize this was all another act; a desperate one.

“Please don't take him, officer! There's been some mistake – my parents will never let me go out with him again if they find out what a bad girl I've been...”

Amanda reached the cop and clutched her, her hands going around her shoulders like she was trying to cling onto the taller woman for dear life. The officer shook Amanda free and pushed her back, staring at her wild-eyed. “Get off me! Do not make me use my weapon!”

Instantly, Amanda's whole demeanor changed. She turned submissive, shy – completely willing to do whatever the woman asked. What gives? I thought.

“Of course. I'm so sorry. Please, continue.” Almost too rapidly to be seen, she glanced over at me and winked.

My eyebrow raised. She'd been on the officer for a second. Surely she hadn't...had she?

“Alright,” the cop said, something savage coming into her voice, “put those fucking cuffs on.”

Fucking? Something really was up. I moved slowly, turning the cuffs in my hands, before opening the catch of one and sliding it over the top of my wrist.

“That's right,” the cop said. “Feel that cold, hard steel on your skin. Gonna make you helpless, metal biting into your wrist, until you have to do everything you're told.”

I glanced over at the cop. There was no mistaking it: she was getting turned on by this. Her face was flushed with pleasure; sweat beaded on her forehead. She was probably soaking through her slacks.

“Wait,” she said, voice husky with lust. “Stop.” Her gaze rotated until she was looking at Amanda, wide-eyed and practically kneeling on the ground. “Put the cuffs on her.”

I feigned confusion. “Her, officer?”

She nodded, a hungry look in her eyes. “Put them on nice and tight. She's such a bad little slut – she needs to feel a good, hard piece of metal holding her down. Making her into a good girl – one who does whatever she's told.”

I crossed the distance between me and Amanda and put my arms around her waist. Taking her wrists in my hands, I weighed the cuffs against them, palms outward so the officer could see. “Like this?”

“Yeah.” The officer's hands fidgeted at her hips. I could tell exactly where she wanted to move them. “Cuff the bitch.”

I moved to do so, then stopped and looked back at the cop. “I bet it'll make her so wet,” I said slowly. “Feeling that metal squeeze her wrists, knowing she's completely helpless.”

“Yeah. Yeah, that's what she deserves,” the officer said, sounding confused for a moment before picking up steam. “Dirty little slut.”

“So wet,” I said, taking a step towards the officer. “So submissive.”

“Yes, yes, fucking do it.” Officer Van Camp sounded like she was working herself up into a frenzy. Her hands, unable to be stopped, caressed the warm, wet place between her thighs. “Bind her like an animal – make her your property...”

As soon as Amanda and I were within arm's length, I turned and snatched up the officer's wrists. She offered only the most token resistance as I clamped first one, then the other cuff around her wrist.

“What...?” She sounded like she wanted to be furious but was too turned on. “Why am I so...fuck, that's so hot...”

“So,” I said, turning to Amanda, “I'm guessing there's a button that did this?”

My sister flashed a wide grin. “Yep. I grabbed for the first one I could feel on the back of her neck – it looked like a pair of handcuffs. Our officer here must have a secret fetish for feeling her own restraints.”

I couldn't help but agree. Officer Van Camp was panting like a bitch in heat, straining against her handcuffs but looking at them like she didn't really want to break free.

“Alright, good,” I said. “We should get out of here.”

“What?” Amanda was aghast. “And miss out on all the fun we could be having? Besides, you don't want her calling in to the rest of her friends on the radio...”

She had a point. If we went all the way with this girl, had her call me Master, she could cover for us – hide the fact that we were here at all. Plus, now that I could see her clearly, she was one hell of a looker: I couldn't imagine how much shit she got from her macho, egotistical coworkers with tits like that.

“I bet every guy on the force fantasizes about having those tits around their cock,” I said.

The cop let loose a whimper and nodded.

“In that case,” I said, “I bet you have a fantasy button...”

I reached behind her neck, angling her head so that I could see the panel of tiny buttons arrayed down her spine. Thanks to the pills both I and Amanda took, we could see these buttons, rewriting the minds of any woman we wanted. The powers-that-be knew I had this gift, but they didn't know Amanda was taking the pills, too – it was the second time this had saved my ass. I bet they would never have expected someone to give a 'slave' so much power.

Here we go, I thought. Just above the icon of a pair of handcuffs were two circles nearly overlapping. I knew from experience what that meant – one push and this naughty officer would be begging to offer me her tits, giving me exactly what all of her coworkers had no doubt stroked themselves off fantasizing about.

I pushed the button without a moment's hesitation.

Like most of the button presses, the effect wasn't immediate – I got the pleasure of watching it slowly work as something indescribable entered the officer's mind. I could see her reject the idea as insane, fight it with everything she had...but in the end, it took control of her. She was so turned on, she couldn't stop herself.

“Excuse me,” she said, sounding so different from the dominant, confident officer who had pulled me over. “Can I ask you something?”

“Well, sure, since you're all cuffed up,” I said mockingly. “Guess there's no reason not to let you talk since you're all wet and helpless.”

That sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine. “I...I just, I can't help but notice the way you keep looking at my breasts.”

“Oh yeah,” Amanda said. “You have one hell of a set of knockers, babe.”

“Oh, thank you,” the officer said, beaming with pleasure. “I...I never do this. Fuck, I never let any man do this, no matter how much they beg, but...would you like to see them? Touch them?”

I shot Amanda a conspiratory look. “Why don't you start us off, honey?”

With savage abandon, Amanda stepped forward and ripped the cop's shirt down the front. To our surprise, she'd been wearing a sports bra beneath: once it was off, her tits were even larger, almost too large for her slender frame. They were soft and pillowy and I could just picture a thick, hard cock sliding between them.

“Very nice,” I said, reaching out and stroking one of her hard, pale nipples. She shuddered with bliss.

“Please,” she said, begging. “I need more. I'm so wet...tied up like this. I need you to...to use me.”

“Use you how?” Now that I was fully in control, I was starting to enjoy myself. “You have to be specific, officer. Tell me how you want me to use your body.”

I watched as the last of her resistance collapsed beneath her arousal. “My tits! Please, please fuck my big titties, Nathan. I need it!”

I couldn't keep the smirk from my face. “Well, if you insist, officer...”

A moment later my cock was free, stiff as a board in the chill midnight air. Even after blowing a load down Amanda's throat, the thought of taking another brainwashed little slut made me harder than I could stand. I needed to put my cock inside something soft and yielding, and there were two perfect candidates right in front of me.

“Hmm,” I said aloud. “How to do this properly...? Come here.”

I led the officer to the front of her car and laid her down over the hood. Since she was cuffed behind her back, she was completely helpless. Her tits spilled over the side of the car, right at the perfect height for me to fuck. 

“My sister's going to enjoy herself while we do this,” I told the cop. It wasn't a question.

“Of course. A-Anything you want, just please put it between this big puppies. I need you to fuck my funbags like you own them!”

I needed no further prodding. I sank my cock between her soft, heavy breasts, stopping only to pull out and let her spit between them to help me slick it up a bit. After a few thrusts, my precum did the rest of the work, making her cleavage as slippery and yielding as a wet, primed cunt. She rocked back and forth on the hood of the car, moaning as I fucked her tits standing up.

I was rough with her – I was sure she'd have bruises on her chest afterward. I didn't care, in fact I wanted them there. I wanted her coworkers in the changing room to see, I wanted the rumors to spread around all those horny, frustrated guys that someone had not only fucked Officer Van Camps very fuckable titties, they'd used her so hard that they'd marked her like an animal.

While I had my way with her, Amanda wasn't sitting idle. She decided to have a little fun; slowly she slipped off Officer Van Camp's belt and her pants, stripping her to her panties. Then, moving them to the side, she slid her fingers in, rocking along with my strokes. Soon the cop was panting and groaning with pleasure, and we had no idea what was coming from her pussy and what was from the hypnotic pleasure of giving me her tits.

“Hey, this looks like fun,” Amanda said, rifling through the cop's stuff. “Check this out.”

She held up a fat black baton, a vicious-looking implement. Before either of us could react, she stuck the butt-end of it inside of the officer's folds and slid it in, inch by massive inch. Exquisite cries of mingled pain and pleasure left Officer Van Camp's lips as she was brutalized from both ends.

“You're going to look so fucked up tomorrow,” I told her, fucking her tits with everything I had. “Everyone on the force is going to know what a submissive little slut you are!”

“Uh huh! Uh huh! Unnnngh!” She was beyond words. I felt a wordless cry bubbling up in my throat, myself: I was about to come!

“Fuck, I'm gonna spray down those tits,” I said, pulling my cock out and slapping her nipples as I stroked. “Going to coat those big fucking tits in my come...”

True to my boast, I came moments later, pleasure tearing through me as my cock erupted with burst after burst of hot, sticky seed. The empty night around us felt bright as day as bliss filled me, spraying from my balls in thick ropes of hot white come. It splashed over her tits, filled her cleavage, left webs of sticky jizz all over her neck. The feel of it set off her hypnotic command and then she was coming, her pussy clenching around her own nightstick and her wrists straining against her own handcuffs. She was truly helpless, the tools of her trade turned against her, used to bind and fuck her into mindless submission. It was so fucking hot.

As I came down from my peak, I watched Amanda finish milking the officer's orgasm with the nightstick, then bring it out of her folds and slide it between her waiting lips.

“That's right,” my sister said. “Like that shit clean, you fascist slut.”

She lapped at the baton until it was clean, shining with her spit. My sister tossed it onto the pile of clothes next to the road, as if highlighting how little she cared.

“Now,” she said, taking the officer by the chin harshly, “what are you going to tell your superiors about this?”

“Nothing,” she whispered.

“What are you going to do as soon as we drive off?”

“Put my clothes on and erase the tape,” she said without a moment's hesitation.

“Good.” I was finally feeling like myself again. “And this experience – you loved the way it felt, right?”

Her mouth opened in a perfect little 'o' of pleasure, as if instantly transported back to the moment. “Oh, yes!”

“Good. You want to feel like that all the time, don't you?”

She nodded.

“There's a whole crew of guys who would love nothing more than to do this to you,” I whispered, indicating the handcuffs and the nightstick. “I order you to try it out with as many of them as you can.”

Her face lit up. “Yes, Master!”

We left her there, dressing by the roadside as we climbed back into the rental car and sped into the night. As the cop car disappeared in the rearview mirror. I breathed a sigh of relief.

“That was really far too close,” I said to Amanda.

“Whatever – it was great,” Amanda said, grinning. She slipped her seatbelt back on. “And everything worked out in the end. We don't have to worry about anybody tailing us now. By the way...”

She had trailed off. “Yeah?”

“I didn't get to come,” she said, pouting. “Not fair.”

I weighed that for a moment. “All right, we'll pull over a at the next exit and find somewhere to stay. I've got more than enough juice left to fuck your brains out.” I paused and thought for a moment. “That might be a little while, though...”

Amanda grinned and pulled open her fly, fingering her sopping pussy. Fuck, I'm going to have trouble keeping my eyes on the road, I thought.

Fortunately, I didn't think we were going to get pulled over again any time soon.
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“That's it, Nathan,” Amanda said, pointing. “Right there. Our destination.”

I squinted through the mid-morning fog at the squat, unassuming building across the street from the parking garage. From up here, the whole town looked bathed in mist, like we were so high we were looking down at clouds. It gave me a sensation of vertigo, along with the garden-variety anxiety at finally being here.

“It certainly doesn't look like the hideout for a group of world-controlling monsters,” I said, trying to keep the wary edge from my voice.

“What did you expect?” Amanda asked. “A fortress shaped like a skull, with hot lava flowing from the eyes?”

I wasn't sure what I'd expected. Ever since a bad drug trip had given me the ability to see buttons on every woman I met, my life had made the unexpected look ordinary. My powers gave me the ability to seduce women, turn them into my willing slaves – but it also made me a target of the drug company that manufactured the product that gave me my abilities. Amanda and I had been “on the run” from them for weeks, but it had been more like a vacation: running up and down the coast seducing beautiful women, always staying one step ahead of the bad guys. But now I was finally here, at their layer, and despite all the new boldness my powers gave me I had to admit – I was terrified. These were some very powerful, very dangerous people Amanda and I were about to fuck with.

“So how do we get inside?” I asked, still staring down. The building had a pretty unassuming roof – it looked like it could have been the top floor of a school or an office building – but it was way too far to jump, or climb down.

Amanda smirked. “You leave that part to me.”

Breaking my gaze from the fog, I shot her a raised eyebrow.

“Oh, what, you don't think I can do it?” A naughty smile crossed her face. “I've been talking my way into clubs since I was sixteen, little brother – this is no different, just bigger. I'll get us past the front door in thirty seconds – fifteen if the guards are male.”

I shook my head. “I didn't know that. I wish you'd have snuck me in the club one time.”

“Nate,” she said, stepping close and flashing that naughty grin again, “if I had known you were packing a cock like that when we were under the same roof, I never would've needed to go to the club.”

I laughed, but I still felt a little guilty about what my powers had done to Amanda. My big sister had always been a carnivore who used men the way some of the popular guys in my class had used girls, but she'd never had a sinful, incestuous thought in her pretty head until I'd pushed the hidden button that put them there. Of course, I still didn't fully understand the buttons – what determined which buttons showed up on a person? Did Amanda's button mean that somewhere deep in her subconscious, she'd always had a crush on her own brother?

Regardless, it didn't matter. Amanda and I had way more than a crush now: we'd fucked like bunnies in dozens of hotel rooms, sharing women like fratboys and leaving a trail of carnage behind us. The only consolation I was able to give her was this: unlike most of the girls I'd hypnotized, like my shrill and demanding girlfriend Dana, Amanda still had her free will. She could – and did – disobey me, occasionally leading to a tricky situation, but the rewards were more than worth it.

There was nobody I'd rather have at my back when we entered this place. I was glad she was here.

“Shit,” Amanda said, leaning over the edge of the parking deck's roof. “Would you look at that.”

I did. There was a break in the fog, twin tendrils wrapping around either side of the building but leaving the area in front of it clear. As our view of the building became unobstructed, I saw with dismay what Amanda was referring to. There were indeed guards in the front of the building – guards with guns. And above their heads, three security cameras hummed, covering the front of the building in an 180-degree arc.

“There's got to be a back door or something,” I said, squinting. “That's an insane level of security for a building that small...I'm surprised none of their neighbors says anything.”

Amanda shrugged. “Who would they tell? Free country. This does make things a hell of a lot more complicated, though. Hey...”

I followed my sister's gaze. She was staring at the building next door to our destination – an old but clean looking church. “What? You feeling an urge to confess your sins, sis?”

“Never,” she said, punching me playfully on the shoulder. “Where's the fun in that? But look, check out the way it's right up against the building...”

I cocked my head. She was right – the two structures looked equally old, and they both must have been here long before these streets were anything other than footpaths and thoroughfares for horse carts. They practically leaned against each other, coming close to touching at several points.

Still, there was no way. Surely a security flaw like that would be immediately obvious to the building's owners.

“Let me get this straight,” I said, glancing from one building to the other. “You think we can sneak inside a heavily-guarded fortress full of button-pushing villains by infiltrating a church?”

“Well, it'll be a hell of a lot easier than trying to talk my way past those guys,” Amanda said, glaring down at the guards. “Even if I could, there's going to be alarms going off as soon as those cameras see us.”

She took my hand and led me towards the stairs. “Feeling religious today, bro?”

I wasn't, but I let her lead me anyway. “Just don't convert to a life of celibacy on me,” I said.

“Oh no,” she said, giving my cock a little squeeze through my slacks. “I could never do that.”
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The inside of the church was deceptively big from the looks of the outside. Far above our heads, stout beams supported a roof that looked like it had been constructed sometime last century. The place was completely quiet and still.

“Alright, let's have a look around,” Amanda said, stepping in front of me. Her gaze moved like a swivel, taking in the whole room at once. “There's got to be some way to get next door...”

She turned and froze, so quickly I almost walked into the back of her. From the back of the room, a woman emerged, a slender young girl with close-cropped hair and pretty features. Her curves and bust might have been nothing to write home about on a taller woman, but on her they bordered on voluptuous – visible even through the drab, white clothes she wore. For a moment I thought she was some tiny, curvy goddess summoned from thin air to punish Amanda and I for our sinful indulgences.

“Oh, hello there,” she said with a start. Her voice was like the tinkling of wind chimes on a warm summer day. “I'm afraid I don't have much to offer visitors. Father Thompson is making a house call to an elderly parishioner this afternoon. Are you here for confession?”

Amanda took one look at the petite girl and snorted. “Me? No, never.”

“We're...students,” I said quickly, covering both for us being here and Amanda's total rudeness. “Architectural students.”

“Oh,” the woman said, looking from Amanda to me. “How wonderful.”

I waited for her to glance somewhere else, then glared at Amanda and mouthed: not a word. “We're doing a survey of some of the older buildings in this area, looking for unique architectural features. I've heard that the...” I cast my mind backwards, trying to recall half-forgotten words from a college lecture a lifetime ago. “...balusters here, were built in a fashion decades ahead of their time. My colleague and I kind of consider it our hobby...”

The woman's face broke open in a broad smile. “Of course! I've always admired old churches as well – working in one, of course. Those balusters have caught my eye frequently as well...”

She turned away from us, tottering up the steps to the altar. Amanda glanced at her, a hungry look in her eye, then met my gaze looking for confirmation.

I cocked an eyebrow and mouthed: really? I couldn't believe Mandy was thinking about fucking at a time like this.

She mimed pressing a button and grinned. I shrugged: go ahead. Do what you want.

Her face lit up as I gave her permission. She walked forward, her long strides quickly overtaking the tiny church girl's pace.

The girl turned to look at Amanda, confusion and suspicion mingled on her face. “Um.”

“You have something,” Amanda said by way of explanation. “Right...here.”

She reached behind the girl and pressed down on a square of skin on the back of her neck. There was a nearly inaudible hiss as she did so; the girl's mouth dropped open for the barest instant, pleasure on her features. 

“Oh!” She straightened up, looking around like she'd done something naughty and was afraid of being caught. “Thank you. We really do need to have someone spray the outside of the building...”

She turned and continued to walk, leading us to whatever architectural monstrosity I'd convinced her we were here to see. But it wasn't more than a few seconds before her step began to slow. Her hips swayed, stretching the fabric of her demure dress around her ass as she walked.

“Hmm,” she said, humming in way that was much naughtier than her appearance. “What are two young people like yourselves doing traveling around looking at dusty old buildings? Are you two...together?”

I could tell she was imagining what that might look like. Her face was flushed, and it wasn't from the exertion of walking up a half-dozen stairs. “Actually, we're brother and sister,” I said.

The girl was taken aback. “Oh,” she said, sounding strangely disappointed. I was sure I'd destroyed her naughty fantasy – but I was about to plant the seeds of a much dirtier one.

“And we're not young,” Amanda said with a smile. “We're older than you are. What is a girl like you doing working at a crusty old place like this anyway? What are you, twelve?”

“I'm eighteen,” she said, a little bit of worldly anger showing through her holy visage. “And I'm proud to serve Father Thompson's parish. I'm not like other women my age, with their boyfriends and their makeup....”

She trailed off. A low moan left her throat. I didn't need to be a mind-reader to know what was going on: pushing her button had overcharged her arousal. She was no doubt thinking of all that naughty makeup and studly boyfriends she'd been missing out on. 

I was impressed with her self-control. Normally girls were on my dick ten seconds after pushing their button: but she seemed to be putting up a fight.

“What's your name, anyway?” Amanda asked.

The girl started as if she just realized she'd been standing there with her mouth open. “I'm Sybil,” she said, “Father Thompson's assistant. And those balusters are right this way...”

“Sybil,” Amanda said, sounding like she was addressing an old friend. “What a pretty name.”

She draped an arm over Sybil's shoulder, watching with barely-concealed glee as the girl waffled between the desire to shrug her off or pull her closer. It was a war on her face, and the tension was delicious.

Before she could decide one way or the other, Amanda spoke again. “Actually, Sybil, I do have something to confess,” she said, letting her arm drop and giving her hip a squeeze.

“Um...” Sybil's breathing was hot and fast. At this rate, she was going to have a soaking wet spot on her prim, proper clothes. “Maybe you should wait for the Father to arrive. He'll be back soon...”

“No,” Amanda said, “I want to confess to you.”

Sybil gulped. “Well, that'll be alright then. The booths are over here-”

“My confession,” Amanda said, ignoring her, “is that I don't give a fuck about the balustrades or whatever fancy old shit you have in this church. I came here for one reason and one reason only.”

She leaned close. Sybil's tiny body shivered with repressed lust. Amanda waited until the girl's eyes met hers, then looked right at me. “I came here to fuck him.”

Sybil's face went white. “What? But he's...”

“He's my brother,” Amanda said. Her hand crept up Sybil's spine, searching out her buttons. “And I love his cock. No one has ever fucked me like he does. I want to lay naked on a pew and let him pound me so hard I scream. I want to suck his dick and let him come all over my face.”

Sybil's eyes rolled back into her head. Amanda had just pressed another one of her buttons.

“Ngggh...” The pretty young church girl grunted like an animal, her teeth gritted as she shook.

“Is she okay?” I asked. “She looks like she's having a seizure or something.”

“I think she's just a little stronger willed than most people,” Amanda said with a shrug. “Makes it more fun that way.”

“I...I can't judge you,” Sybil managed, coming out of her trance. “We all have filthy thoughts: sinful, wicked urges we have to fight so hard not to give in to...”

“You are so right, Sybil,” Amanda said. “It's so hard to be good. My body is crying out, day and night, to be filled. To ride a man's cock, to take his seed, to make him come all over me. It feels so right, doesn't it?”

“It's a perversion,” she muttered, more to herself than Amanda. She was obviously trying to fight these new feelings coursing through her veins. “C-c-copulation is the creation of life, so of course we desire it...it's God's will...”

“Exactly,” I said.

“But sin takes it and...makes something wicked out of it,” she said. Her hands closed and opened without thought, her fingers strayed to her thighs.

“It must be so much harder for someone like you,” Amanda said. “So young, so...pure. You've never known the touch of a man, have you Sybil?”

Helplessly, the girl shook her head.

“Do you...” Amanda leaned forward, whispering with a conspiratorial air, “want to see it? It's not a sin to watch, you know. Maybe if you saw exactly what it was you were missing, it would be easier to resist temptation.”

“You mean...you? But...” Sybil looked around as if someone was going to help her out.

“There's no one here,” Amanda said. “Bolt the doors.”

“I...” Sybil shook her head, like Amanda's words were flies she was trying to make go away. “I have to receive any visitors who arrive. Father Thompson...”

“Do it,” Amanda commanded. “Or I won't fuck him.”

Sybil resisted for a few more seconds, biting her lip until I was shocked it didn't bleed. Then she took off like a rocket, reaching the big front door and bolting it shut with a heavy iron stopper. 

I sighed. “We're wasting time,” I told Amanda.

“Oh no,” she said, pulling up her shirt. “This is the furthest thing in the world from wasted time.”

Apparently, when Amanda had said she wanted to be naked in a pew, she meant it. As I embraced her, lapping at her breasts and covering her neck with kisses, she focused on stripping down. Her clothes joined an ever-growing pile on the floor until she was down to a skimpy bra and panties. Only one foot was on the ground – the rest of her was wrapped around me, the heat of her pussy grinding against my crotch as she held herself up by linking her arms behind my back.

Sybil watched like she was torn between calling the police and stripping naked to join us.

Reaching behind her back to undo her bra, Amanda turned and shot the small woman a naughty grin. “Have you ever seen another woman naked, Sybil?”

She shook her head. Her eyes shined with lust.

With a giggle, Amanda undid her bra and tossed it on the pile. Her panties followed suit, and then she was naked, standing before the two of us. Goosebumps raised on her skin in the chill air of the rectory. Her breasts were heavy but firm, topped with nipples made hard by the cold and her own inner heat. Her cunt was shaved, a shining wet strip of pink folds between her legs. She spread her feet a bit to give Sybil a better view, then spread her lips and slipped two fingers inside her sex.

“Mmmh, so good,” she said, obviously loving the way we stared at her: me looking like I wanted to fuck her savagely, Sybil like she couldn't decide between hiding and getting on her knees.

“This is so wrong,” the short girl whispered. “I shouldn't be seeing this.”

“We've only just started,” Amanda told her. “I haven't even gotten to the really fun part. Show her, Nathan.”

I knew exactly what she meant. With a knowing smile, I undid my belt and opened my fly. Instantly, Amanda was on her knees in front of me, grinning at Sybil's discomfort.

“This is my brother's cock,” Amanda said, pulling me free of my slacks. “Surely you've seen one of these before, right slut?”

“Lord help me,” Sybil whispered. “I've made a terrible mistake...”

“It's nice and thick. Having it inside of me is the best feeling in the world,” she said, giving the fat purple head a little kiss. “I love having it in my mouth – I do it when he wakes up, or when we're driving, or just whenever he doesn't expect it. All men love blowjobs...even Father Thompson, I bet.”

“That's so wrong,” Sybil said. “So sinful. You're taking your brother's member inside of you...”

“Well, not just my mouth,” Amanda said, standing up. “I can see we need to cut to the chase with you, babe. Come here, Nate.”

She led me to the pews and crawled onto one, spreading her legs wide as she got on her hands and knees. She balanced carefully, one knee on the seat of a pew and the other thrown over the back, so that her legs were spread wide and Sybil couldn't help but see her wet, warm folds, no matter how she tried.

“Come fuck me,” Amanda said, glancing from Sybil to me. “Show this little prude what she's really missing out on.”

“No,” Sybil begged. I could tell her resistance was a frail wall, about to collapse at any moment. “Don't...”

Too late, I thought with a smirk. Thrusting forward, I buried myself in Amanda's folds. Her whole body tightened and an ear-splitting cry of pleasure left her throat as I buried myself within her to the hilt.

“That's right!” Amanda said, licking her lips as she watched Sybil. “Don't be nice, bro – show me what you really want to do. Show Sybil what a woman is really made for.”

I eagerly obliged. Taking her hair in my fist, I yanked until she bent backwards. Her breasts and hips slapped against the wood of the pew, so loud in that big, quiet space, as I fucked her mercilessly.

But Amanda only had eyes for our guest, our little voyeur looking like she was about to cream her panties at the sight of us.

“Touch yourself,” she commanded. “You know you want to.”

With a cry of desperation, Sybil hiked up her skirt and jammed two fingers into her cunt. She stroked herself in hard, fast circles as she watched us fuck, sobbing to herself.

“I'm a good girl,” she whimpered. “A good girl...”

“Yeah you're a good girl,” Amanda agreed with relish. “You're a good little girl who's going to watch a man come inside his sister, 'cause fuck I can feel you about to come Nathan! Don't hold back, blow that wad in me baby! Show this little slut what it's like!”

“It's natural,” Sybil whimpered, struggling to hold onto her sanity. “It's human nature, human nature, oh fuck...”

Sybil's cries pushed me over the edge. I exploded inside of my sister's cunt, my fist tightening in her hair as I grunted with animal fury. Burst after incestuous burst of my seed filled her cunt, spraying down her walls as they tightened and flexed around me, milking me dry. Fuck, Amanda was amazing. Nothing was better than this, nothing.

Almost as soon as I came down from my peak, Mandy was crawling forward, moving to the end of the pew and turning around so that her dripping folds were right in Sybil's face.

“Look at it,” she commanded.

Reluctantly, she did.

“This is what he did to me,” she whispered. “He marked me. He made me his. Smell it, you slut. Come taste it. Taste what you're missing. I fucking command you.”

Sybil was too far gone to resist. The godly, prudish girl we'd met a few minutes ago had been obliterated, destroyed with the push of a button. Sobbing, she got down on her knees and crawled across the floor until she was in Amanda's lap. She stared up at her, awe in her eyes. Dutifully, she leaned forward and began to clean my sister's cunt.

“That's right.” Amanda's voice was wild, and it just then occurred to me that she hadn't gotten a chance yet to come. She didn't because she was planning this, I realized. This is how she wants to get off.

“Eat my cunt,” she groaned, digging her fingers into the back of Sybil's head. “Taste that fucking come.”

Amanda looked over at me and inclined her head in the direction of Sybil's ass. It was a clear request: get behind her, and I did.

“You're such a good girl,” Amanda said as I spread Sybil's legs with my hand. She whimpered, legs shaking with anticipation as I found her core and ripped away anything separating it from my cock. “I'm going to give you a reward. You want that cock, don't you?”

She groaned in the affirmative, lips buried in Amanda's wet cunt.

“That's right,” she said, laughing. “I'm going to eat you clean once you're fucked proper. Stretch her out, little brother.”

There was nothing I wanted more. With a grunt, I forced her legs open and slammed my cock into her virgin cunt.

“Fuck!” I groaned, filling her. She was so tight – she obviously hadn't been lying when she said she'd never been taken by any man. I felt her virginity tear away as I filled her core with my shaft. I was already at full hardness again, throbbing inside of her.

The sounds coming from Sybil were indescribable: a mix of tortured sobs, someone having a nervous breakdown, and a bimbo enjoying the roughest, filthiest fuck of her life. All this was muffled by the sweet, encompassing folds of my sister's cunt. Every thrust pushed her harder against it, until she dove into it like it was a last refuge from the pleasure infiltrating her body.

“Oh God!” she groaned, tongue lapping at Amanda's cunt. “God! Fuck! Yes!”

I felt her cunt spasm and knew she was coming. Her eyes closed tight, her body weightless as she orgasmed with an ear-splitting cry. In the back of my mind, I wondered if it was the first orgasm she'd ever had – it might as well have been. None of them would have been like this, split between a powerful man and his sister, using her even as she climaxed over and over...

“That's right,” Amanda said, leaning back and closing her eyes. Her face went slack, her demeanor changing as she began to come. “Right there...right fucking there...oh my fucking goddddd!”

I knew the sound of my sister coming as well as I knew the back of my own hand, and that was a big one. She screamed and rode Sybil's face as sweet, heavenly orgasm trickled down her spine, filling her up like burning liquor in a shot glass. She gripped Sybil's head and forced her against her folds again and again, intent on getting every drop of pleasure she could from the formerly good girl's naughty tongue.

Watching it sent me over the edge. I came, gripping Sybil's hips hard enough to leave bruises. Sybil groaned, practically coming again as the feeling of my hot seed spilled into her cunt. I knew she wasn't using any protection – why would she? - and the knowledge that I might be impregnating her fertile womb with my heir just made me come all the harder.

Finally I pulled out, my ass plopping down in the pew. Sybil was still lapping at Amanda's cunt, her eyes glazed over with pleasure as she ate my sister like a programmed bimbo slut.

“Mmmh, yes,” Amanda groaned languidly, her body heavy with afterglow. “That's right. Clean up your new Mistress.”

I watched them, shaking my head. My sister was insane. We were a stone's throw from an entire group of people who'd love nothing more than to kill us both, and she was making a slave out of a church girl.

“The building next door,” I said, wincing at how loud my voice was in that echoing chamber.

Sybil looked up, her face coated in a mix of mine and my sister's juices. “Yes? What about it?”

“How do we get over there? We need to get into the building without being seen.”

Acting like it cost her a great effort, Sybil lazily lifted her arm and pointed towards a doorway. “There's a wine cellar in the basement. It connects to a shared utility room. Both the buildings use it...”

“Great,” I said, buttoning up my pants. “Come along, sis. We've wasted enough time already.”

Amanda sighed and clambered to her feet. “You're no fun,” she said. She examined the girl with a critical eye. “Alright, Sybil. How are you feeling?”

“Wonderful.” She made no move to sit up. “I feel so...free.”

“Good,” she said, slapping my hand away. “Now don't forget to show Father Thompson what I good girl you are when he gets back...”

“I won't!” she called out as I dragged Amanda across the room.

“Come on,” I said, leading her to the door. “We've got business to take care of.”
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“This is it,” Amanda said. “One way or another, it's about to be over.”

“Uh huh.” I stuck my head out of the elevator door and looked around the room nervously. We were in a lavish reception area, the kind of place where pharmaceutical moguls were wined and dined and tempted by the sweet, supple flesh of nubile young secretaries. But something was wrong. It took a moment for me to connect the dots.

“There's nobody here,” I said, whispering. “Why is there nobody here?”

“Who cares?” Amanda strode out of the elevator, wiggling her ass like she was about to start a stripper routine. “It's about time we had some good luck for once.”

“There should be people here,” I said, stepping out into the waiting room. “Secretaries, clients...at least a copy person or something.”

Amanda shrugged. “So?”

“So if they aren't here, how do you know the executives are?”

That took her aback. “Huh?”

“What if everyone is on vacation this week, and we spent all this time and effort to infiltrate an empty building?”

To my surprise, Amanda giggled. “That's the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard, little brother. And I guess...” a naughty smile crossed her face, “if we discover there's really no one here, you and I can find the CEO's desk and fuck on it. How's that sound?”

It was the kind of offer I normally would never be able to refuse. Amanda was hot as hell, and even though I'd had her in my arms (and on my dick) less than a half hour ago, I wanted more. It was like she had a permanent line into the primal, “gotta bang right now” part of my brain.

Like I said, normally I'd have said yes, but something about this place gave me the creeps.

“I don't think so,” I said, backing towards the elevator. “I think we should call this off. Do some more recon...”

“Oh, come on.” Amanda rolled her eyes, then made a jerk-off motion in my general direction. “We've been through so much shit to get here – you can't seriously be suggesting we pull back now?”

“This just feels...wrong,” I said, glancing over her shoulder. Had I seen something moving back there? “Like a trap...”

“Come on.” Amanda stepped close to me, and then her hand was against the front of my pants, her fingers applying pressure to my most sensitive areas. “Nobody is going to trap us...Master.”

I tensed up at the sound of that name – my cock throbbed in my pants with renewed life. She grinned, seeing how it affected me. “I know you love it when I call you that.”

Her voice slipped into a coquettish, who-me innocent whisper. “Wouldn't you love to see your big sister sink to her knees and call you Master as she takes that big, hard cock between her lips?” She ran a finger over her wet, glossy lips as if I needed a visual reminder of what they could do.

Fuck, that's hot.

“Come on.” She took me by the hand, leading me through the empty waiting room. “Let's get this over with. Let's finally be free...”

With the fantasy of sitting at the CEO's desk while Amanda gave me a blowjob in the forefront of my mind, I put up barely any resistance as she led me to a small door in the back of the room. It was locked, but after a couple of hits from Amanda's shoulder it came loose.

I couldn't believe it. Again, there was nobody – the hallway was empty.

“They've got to be gone,” I mused. “There's no other explanation.”

“Well, then come on,” Amanda said, licking her lips. “While the cat's away, Nate and his sister will play.”

I had wondered how we would find the right room, but I shouldn't have – whoever was running this organization, they had a thing about vanity. There were plates on nearly every hallway pointing the way to the “Executive Quarters,” the “CEO's Private Suite” and the “Basilisk Room,” among other even more fanciful titles.

“Basilisk Room?” I stopped mid-stride, nearly knocking Amanda over.

“Yeah, they've got some weird names,” she said quickly. “Come on, we're burning daylight.”

I stopped thinking so much about it. Amanda was probably right; there was nobody here. Our revenge would have to be postponed for another day, but at least we'd get to have a little fun. Whenever the CEO and the top executives got back from wherever the hell they were, we'd make sure there was lots of evidence to show their prey had been fucking like bunnies right under their noses...

Amanda found the door marked Executive Suite, threw it open, and practically shoved me inside. For a moment I wondered why this door was unlocked when the outer door had been shut tight, but then I had more important things to worry about.

We weren't alone.

“Well hello there,” a voice said. “You must be Nathan. So nice to finally meet you. And that would make your friend...Amanda, I believe?”

I couldn't help it: I stared. You would have, too. The woman sitting before me was drop-dead gorgeous. She made every woman I had brought under my power look frumpy by comparison. Blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, a business suit that fit her like a second skin and somehow made her look like a stripper and a queen and the most powerful businesswoman on Earth, all at once. Looking in her eyes, you just knew: parting those legs and burying yourself inside her sweet, soft folds would be the closest a man could get to Heaven while he was still above ground.

The nameplate on her desk read Natalie Moreno, CEO Daring Pharmaceuticals.

“I will say,” she said with a cold smirk, “you two certainly took your sweet time getting here. Pushing some buttons along the way, I suppose?”

Amanda was obviously just as taken aback by the woman's beauty as I was. “You...you're the one in charge?”

“Guilty,” she said with a wave of her hand and a laugh. “I'm the CEO and founder of Daring Pharmaceuticals. And you and your friend...actually, isn't that your sister? Have been very naughty customers.”

“I'm not your customer,” I said. “I have nothing to do with you.”

“Oh, you don't?” Her smirk was cruel and cold. “You've never ingested one of our products...possibly a pill that allows the user to see things they normally wouldn't be able to see?”

“I had no idea any of that was going to happen,” I said. “Dana bought those stupid pills – I never wanted to take them.”

“But you kept taking them!” She sat up, halfway between a sitting position and standing behind her desk. “Once you found out what they could do, you kept on taking them. Because they gave you power, didn't they Nathan? Made you feel like a real man?”

I couldn't believe this. I had come here to stop these people, not have an argument with them. I squinted, searching the gorgeous CEO's body for some spot that might harbor the buttons I needed to make her my slave.

I didn't see any. I took a step forward.

“Yeah, you're right, okay?” I asked. Worried about what might happen, I slipped forward another step when her gaze wasn't on me. “If they sold those things behind a pharmacy counter, you'd have a lifetime customer. Is that what you want me to say?”

She seemed honestly surprised. “No,” she said, her voice getting quiet. “I want you to say you're sorry.”

“Are you kidding me?” I took another step forward, covering it with a flourish of my arms. I was a few steps in front of the desk now, and I could almost see the outline of something along the skintight seam of her jacket, just behind the shoulder. “Apologize for what?”

She scoffed as if it should have been supremely evident. “For almost ruining everything. Multiple times. With your...perversions.”

I had thought I'd moved beyond shame, into a realm of pure dominance. As it turned out, someone as beautiful and commanding as Natalie could still make me feel bad.

“I did what any guy would have done,” I said. “So I got myself laid a few times...”

“A few times?” She was fully standing now. She couldn't have been more than an inch taller than me, even in heels, but somehow she managed to make me feel about a foot tall. “You turned your girlfriend into a brainless, bimbo whore. You turned your own mother into an incestuous nymphomaniac and addicted her to your seed. Your own sister is by your side right now, and how many times have you used her in ways her roughest, dirtiest boyfriends only dreamed about? You think anyone would have done that?”

Oh, hell no. She did not just insult Amanda. “Maybe they would,” I said, my voice angrier than I had intended. “If the blinders were off, if they could do whatever they really wanted – and if they had a sister as hot as mine. I might feel bad about some of the things I've done, but what's happened between me and Amanda isn't one of them. I could never regret our relationship.”

Natalie chuckled, shaking her head. “The sad thing is, it doesn't even matter. You've compromised the secrecy of the project dozens of times. You used the buttons in broad daylight, in front of other people. You used them on the police, for Christ's sake. What is wrong with you? Words cannot express how upset I am that the board of directors insisted on this field test.”

“You- wait, what? Field test?” I reeled, almost taking a step backwards.

A wicked little smile crossed her face. “Of course. How do you think I know everything you've done, Nathan – magic? Or did you really believe some jackasses stole fifty bottles of our product and managed to sell them on the 'Deep Web' (here she made air quotes with her slender, perfectly manicured fingers) without our knowledge? There are no secret websites, Nathan. We sold your girlfriend the pills.”

“Bullshit.” I could feel the blood rushing to my face, leaving the rest of my body cold. “That's...that's not possible. That's insane. No company would do something so risky...”

“I was against it every step of the way,” she said ruefully. “But I'm just a woman – and a young, beautiful one. Those half-corpses on the board weren't going to take my word for how powerful the pills were. They mandated a male-pill and a female-pill trial.”

“Two trials?”

“Yes. Believe me when I say you aren't the only headache I've had to deal with. There's a whole other situation we've had to handle on the other side of the Atlantic, different but oh so very the same. Turns out women aren't much different than men when you give them the power to control the opposite gender.” She made a steeple of her fingers.

“I bet that just burns you up, doesn't it?” Amanda shot back.

“Wait...” I said, holding up a hand. There might be a way out of this. “The trial...it's over, right?”

Natalie nodded. “Yes. And?”

“Well, I'm almost out of pills,” I said, taking another step forward. I was almost close enough that I could reach out and press one of those lumps before she could stop me...but which one? “Why couldn't you just...let us go?”

“Let you go?” She said it as if the thought had never occurred to her before.

“Yeah, why not,” I said, forcing a chuckle. “We can't do any more damage, and nobody is going to believe a crazy story like that. Why not just call it a day?”

But Natalie was already shaking her head. “Not that simple. We have to collect all of the samples out in the wild – and there's the little matter of retrieving our double agent...”

“Double what?”

Natalie shook her head, laughing. “You really are something, Nate. By which I mean, you would have been nothing without those pills. You haven't even asked yourself the obvious question: just how does this woman know every single detail of my activities since I started taking those pills?”

I froze. A possibility occurred to me, but I shoved it into the back of my mind. No way.

I felt a hand on the back of my neck. Then pain.

I doubled over, suddenly unable to control my limbs. My body bent into a kneeling position, like a bug curling up beneath a flame. It moved on its own; no need for me to do anything but watch in horror, unable to move a muscle.

I looked up helplessly. Natalie now seemed a thousand feet tall, like that old poster of the building-sized woman. Amanda stepped next to her, grinning like a madwoman.

She caught my eye and winked.

“You really are an idiot,” Natalie said. “You were told that you have buttons, but you did nothing to defend them. You were shown you have buttons, and you promptly forgot about them. At least the girl from Oregon with the man-pills had the sense to wear a goddamn turtleneck.”

I forced my lips together, struggling to speak. “Mmmm...Mmm....”

“Mandy?” Natalie clapped her hands together. “She was one of the initial pieces of the trial – each subject was to have a 'handler' to report back to base on their behavior. We had no idea you'd fuck her.” She glanced down at me, disgust on her face. “I mean, how could we – she's your sister.”

“Step-sister,” Amanda said with a little twist of her head.

“Whatever. Still so very wrong.” She placed the tip of an elegant white heel against my shoulder and pressed. It dug into my flesh. I would have cried out if I'd been able.

“Thanks to you,” she snarled, “we're going to have to put all sorts of awful restrictions on these pills when they finally go to market. That's going to make us billions less than a fully unrestricted pill would have. And it's all your fault. Now you're going...”

She trailed off. Slowly, like trying to push through a heavy blanket, I managed to lift my head.

Natalie stood there, looking down at me with her mouth open in a perfect 'o' of surprise. And next to her, with her hand on her shoulder, was Amanda.

“You cunt,” my sister whispered, pressing down another finger against the buttons built into the CEO's shoulder. “Did you really think I'd turn against my own brother!?”

Slowly, like it had been detached from her body and placed on a swivel, Natalie's head turned. Her mouth opened to speak, but even as it did, her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

“You...” her voice was husky with pleasure. “You stupid...you fucking slut...”

“I am a slut,” Amanda said with relish. “I'm my brother's slut. Not yours.”

“You whore,” Natalie groaned. “You cheap, trashy bimbo...spreading your legs like a fucking animal...”

“Hmm,” Amanda said, turning to me where I knelt. “Sounds like someone's getting a little turned on listening to herself talk. I get the feeling that's a usual occurrence with you, though.” She cocked and eyebrow and grinned. “Nat is a total type-A narcissist.”

“Please, please...” The CEO was barely capable of speech. Her voice was a primal grunt, raspy with lust. Her hands trailed down her waist, seeking out the means by which she might extinguish the blaze my sister had started in her core.

“Oh, shit,” she said, as if she'd merely forgotten to turn the oven off. She reached down and did something to the back of my neck; instantly I could move again. The pain was gone.

“Shit,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck as I stood up. “That hurt.”

“Sorry. We did it, though, bro! We got the bitch!”

“Yeah...” I looked past Amanda, to where Natalie lay writhing. She'd sat back down in her seat, and her face contorted with agonizing pleasure. The rest of her body couldn't sit still; she looked like she wanted to rip her clothes off and mount the first thing that would fit inside of her.

“What?” Amanda pouted and leaned forward. “Don't be mad, Nate.”

“Mad? You've been working for this bitch the whole time! Since before I took a single pill! You snuck off and reported my movements to her. All that time we spent hiding, it was because of you...”

“Shh,” she said, putting a finger to my lips. “All that's over with, though. And I never really betrayed you – I just couldn't tell you about this. I needed you to be completely surprised – Natalie can tell when people are lying. She's scary that way.”

I shook my head. This was all too much to deal with.

“Come on. Look at her. She's begging for it – let's bury the hatchet and we can bury you inside that sweet little slut.”

“Maybe she was right,” I said, taking a step back. “Maybe I'm wrong...”

Amanda sighed. “No she's not. I love you, Nathan. I love you with my heart, and my brain, and my cunt, no matter someone like Natalie might say about pills.”

I shook my head. “The pills aren't real.”

“No? They feel pretty fucking real,” she said with a giggle. “And if they aren't real, then tell me this doesn't do anything...”

Before I could stop her, her hand shot out and pressed down on the back of my neck. I opened my mouth to speak...and stopped. It was like doing a shot of something strong and smokey, radiating from my stomach to the rest of my body. I felt amazing. Better than that. Was this what the women I'd taken felt?

“Wow,” I whispered.

“Yeah,” she said, “but that's not what I was going for. I don't need blissed-out Nate...I need caveman Nate.”

She reached in and pressed another button, and the change was instantaneous. My cock erupted in my pants, going full-mast instantly. I was so hard it hurt – I could feel the head of my shaft spurting little drops of precum into my boxers. In fact, all my senses were heightened: vision softened, hearing grew sharper, and smell...

I turned to the source of the new scent filling my nostrils. It was intoxicating, irresistible, like every good thing in the world tied up in a hot pink bow. It was Natalie, lying in her chair with her legs spread, her bare pussy exposed to the air as she fingered her clit.

My mouth dropped open. It smelled so good. I'd never felt this way: it was a mix of ravenously hungry and impossibly horny, all at once. I needed this bitch, the way the first hunter needed to kill a mammoth. The way a king needed to rule a land, the way a fish needed to swim. She was wet, and open, and fertile. I would put so many babies inside of her.

“You like?” Amanda's hand snaked down and gave my crotch a squeeze. “She's all warmed up for you...”

I said something, but whatever it was came out as a grunt of primal lust. Natalie's heat had overridden the civilized parts of my brain – my button was pushed good and hard, and the only thing that would fix it was a hot load sprayed directly into her cunt.

I was across the room before I knew what I was doing, my pants at my ankles before I even realized my hands were at my belt. My perception had turned into a busted tape loop, playing a scene of me burying my cock inside of Natalie over and over again, like a best-of reel from the hottest porno on Earth.

I was inside her. She was tight and wet around me, her body quaking as I pinned her to the back of her chair. Her legs went into the air, spread wide, welcomed me like a savior.

Her cries filled the room. Her nails raked my back, pulled me close, begged me to fill her even deeper. I did – I could. I was invincible, a creature of pure lust. If she hadn't wanted me so bad, I would've hit her on the head and fucked her into submission.

“Woah, look at you go!” Amanda's voice was a blur behind me. “Shit, I should push that button more often...”

I rode her until she was weightless against me, clinging on for dear life. I felt her come beneath me, then thirty seconds later do it again. Her cried were ear-splittingly loud, but I barely heard them. The world had shrunk to a single point, the place where the two of us connected, and filling her body with my creamy load had become my only goal. Her cunt clenched me, drew me in as she came again and again, her face sobbing against my chest. The passion was blowing her mind, draining her intellect, making her my slave, but I didn't care.

All I cared about was breeding her. Coming inside of her, feeling better than any man ever had. Filling her with my heirs. Owning her.

As she came a third time, her walls spasming around me, I felt myself shoot. It was like a tidal wave hitting shore, obliterating every thought and feeling around it, coating it with wet, foamy bliss. I came and came, grunting into her neck and gripping her hips until they bruised, slamming her on my cock again and again until I was so perfectly deep inside of her. 

As I came down from my peak, I slumped over, exhausted. The animal part of my brain had taken over and promptly overheated. I lay there, staring up at the ceiling, wondering who I was and where the hell I'd gotten myself into, but only a little. I felt too good to worry much.

At some point, Amanda climbed on top of me, guiding me still-hard cock inside of her. She rode me skillfully, gripping my shoulders and making her breasts bounce up and down the way I loved as she fucked me. She came with a cry, rocking her hips back and forth until I joined her in bliss. Another thick, creamy load spilled from my cock, coating her walls. Dimly, I was amazed that I had so much inside of me.

She lay down next to me on the marble floor, laughing and stroking my chest. “Sorry about that,” she said. “I just couldn't resist, seeing the two of you. That was totally savage.”

I was slowly beginning to understand her again. When she realized how lost I was, she pulled me close to her and nestled my head between her breasts, rubbing the back of my head as I relaxed. I came back to myself slowly, remembering things in chunks: the pills, Amanda, the CEO, the double (triple?) cross I'd just witnessed.

One thought slowly filled my mind: it was over. We'd really done it.

I tried to sit up; Amanda put a hand on my chest and snuggled up next to me. “No, don't go,” she said. “Stay. Are you still mad at me?”

I shook my head. “I could never be mad at you.”

She grinned. “That's my little bro. I would hope you'd forgive me: I even gave you the best fuck of your life with that blonde slut. I swear, I let you get away with murder just because you're my brother.”

“Yeah, maybe.” I raised my head just a bit, trying to see around the room. “Where is she?”

“Passed out,” Amanda said with glee. “Anyone would be after coming like that. Shit, I think she hit double-digit orgasms before you were finished with her.”

“She okay?”

“Oh yeah. That's just what happens when you push all a girl's buttons at once, I guess.”

We both lay there, staring up at the ceiling for a while. Finally I spoke.

“So what do we do now?”

“Well,” Amanda said, turning to give me a view of her body, “we could fuck again. But at some point we need to get Miss Rich Bitch up. There's no way she's not your slave now – not after a performance like that. I figure we get this project canceled, and secure a lifetime of supply of those pills for ourselves.”

It sounded good. Pretty damn good. “One thing,” I said.

“Anything, Nate. Just name it.”

“I want both sets of pills,” I said. “Men's and Women's. And I want you to take the ones that let you see guys buttons from now on.”

Her mouth twisted in a small smile. “You feel comfortable giving me that kind of power, babe?”

“No,” I said. “That's the point. Life would be boring if I controlled everything. And I want to know exactly what kind of things you can do to a guy with these buttons, too.”

“Oh, they are so much fun,” Amanda said. “There's this one button in the shape of an upside-down 'L'...”

I lay back, listening to the soothing sound of Amanda's voice. Slowly, I began to drift off. My body and mind were exhausted. But we'd prevailed, we'd won. I never needed to worry about enemy agents or rogue CEO's again. With my powers, I could be king. Strangely, though, lying there surrounded by naked women I found myself not all that enticed by the prospect of ruling a country. People were much more fun.

“Hey,” I said, cutting Amanda off. “I have a great idea.”

“It better be good,” she said with a grin. “I was just getting to the good part...”

“Let's not cancel the project,” I said.

She cocked an eyebrow. “No?”

“No,” I said. This was going to be great. “In fact, let's speed it up. How fast do you think we could get these things on store shelves?”
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If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog?
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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! 

––––––––
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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! 
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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? 
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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
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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? 

––––––––
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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
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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! 
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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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Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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