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Disclaimer:

This novel explores a fantasy involving mind control and ownership in an obviously fictional and absurd reality. None of the characters or situations depicted are real or meant to represent real people. The author does not condone non-consensual activities of any kind in real life.

Look, we all know this is ridiculous, right? A world where one guy suddenly owns all women and everyone just shrugs and goes about their day? Pure fantasy. That's the point. Fiction lets us explore taboo concepts safely, and this book is meant to be a kinky thought experiment wrapped in a story about personal growth.

If you find the mind control aspects intriguing (many do!), consider discussing consensual erotic hypnosis with your partner. You might be surprised by their response—turns out, relinquishing or taking control in a safe, consensual environment can be incredibly liberating for all involved.
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Chapter 1: The Nerd Who Would Be King
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The incessant buzzing of my phone dragged me from the depths of sleep. I groaned, rolling over in my tangled sheets, my eyes struggling to adjust to the sliver of sunlight that had managed to penetrate through the gap in my blackout curtains. My bedroom was a testament to organized chaos—empty energy drink cans formed a small pyramid on my nightstand, discarded clothes draped over my gaming chair, and various Valheim merchandise scattered across every available surface. The walls were plastered with posters of fantasy landscapes and game characters, their edges curling from humidity and time.

"Hello?" I mumbled into the phone, not bothering to check who was calling.

"Oliver? Don't tell me you're still in bed." The crisp, deliberately enunciated voice of my father, Richard Moore, came through the speaker. He had that particular tone—the one where he tried to sound like old money despite having made his fortune just fifteen years ago selling specialized industrial equipment. Every word was carefully pronounced as if he was constantly auditioning for membership at some exclusive country club.

"No, no," I lied, sitting up and rubbing my eyes. "I've been up for... hours. Just doing some, uh, research."

"Research?" The skepticism in his voice was palpable. "It's nearly noon, son. What kind of research? You sound like you've just risen from the dead."

"Just some... market trends," I offered weakly, knowing he wouldn't buy it. I could practically hear him rolling his eyes.

"Right," he said after a pointed pause. "Listen, I'm calling to confirm you're still joining us for brunch at Le Petit Château the day after tomorrow. The Harringtons will be there, and I need everyone looking presentable. That means showered, shaved, and smelling like something other than your apartment."

Le Petit Château was exactly the kind of pretentious French restaurant my father loved—all crystal chandeliers and waiters who looked down their noses at anyone who couldn't pronounce the menu items correctly. The Harringtons were practically American royalty, with old railroad money and connections to half the Fortune 500 companies. Dad was hoping to convince them to invest in Moore Industrial Solutions, his company that specialized in custom manufacturing equipment for pharmaceutical companies.

"I'll be there," I promised, though the thought of spending an afternoon watching my father perform his well-rehearsed "self-made man with family values" routine made me want to crawl back under the covers.

That was his whole thing now—Moore Industrial Solutions wasn't just a business; it was a "family legacy." Never mind that I had zero interest in industrial equipment and that my technical knowledge extended only as far as building gaming PCs. He insisted on dragging me, his trophy wife Veronica, and her daughter to these business functions to create the illusion of a tight-knit family empire.

Veronica was fifteen years younger than my father and had the personality of a designer handbag—expensive, showy, and ultimately hollow. I didn't hate her, exactly, but we maintained a mutual understanding of polite disinterest. Her daughter, Cassandra, was another story.

"Is Oliver actually committing to a family obligation? Mark it on the calendar, Richard!" Cassandra's voice cut through in the background, her tone dripping with mock surprise. Her voice had that particular quality of someone who'd attended expensive private schools her entire life—cultured, slightly nasal, and perpetually amused at the shortcomings of others.

I winced. Cassandra considered herself the intellectual of the family, with her art history degree and semester abroad in Paris. She loved to position herself as somehow above her mother's gold-digging ways, despite happily benefiting from my father's money just as much as Veronica did. The difference was that Veronica was at least honest about what she was after.

"Tell Cassandra I wouldn't miss it," I said, trying to keep the irritation out of my voice. "I'll be there, cleaned up and ready to charm the Harringtons."

Of course, my father didn't need to know that the only reason I could afford to keep playing Valheim until 4 AM every night was the monthly "consulting fee" he paid me to occasionally look over some marketing materials and stay out of trouble. Some might call it an allowance, but that sounded too pathetic for a thirty-two-year-old man to admit, even to himself.

After hanging up with my father, I glanced toward the bathroom door and considered showering. The thought evaporated almost immediately.

"I showered... what, three days ago?" I muttered to myself, doing the mental math. "That's practically yesterday in bachelor time."

I performed the time-honored sniff test, lifting my arm and taking a cautious whiff. Not great, but not biohazard level either. Nothing a generous application of body spray couldn't mask. Besides, who was I trying to impress? My computer didn't care if I smelled like a fresh meadow or a week-old pizza.

The floor of my bedroom had evolved into a complex geological formation of clothing strata. I kicked through the piles, occasionally picking up a t-shirt or pair of jeans, holding it at arm's length, and giving it an experimental sniff. After rejecting several candidates that made my eyes water, I settled on a faded Minecraft t-shirt (only worn twice since its last wash) and a pair of jeans that passed the smell test by the narrowest of margins.

As I pulled the shirt over my head, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror mounted on my closet door. My blond hair stuck out in all directions, my face looked puffy from sleep, and the slight paunch around my midsection seemed more prominent than usual. I quickly looked away.

"If you hate being dragged to Dad's business functions so much, maybe get a real job," I told my reflection. "Then you could tell Cassandra to shove it instead of just thinking about telling her."

The thought hung in the air of my apartment, heavy and uncomfortable. I knew I was being a hypocrite. I complained about being treated like a prop in my father's family business theater while simultaneously cashing his checks every month. Meanwhile, Cassandra might be insufferable, but at least she had finished her degree and occasionally helped with actual work at Moore Industrial Solutions. What did I have? A level 97 Dragonknight on Valheim and a collection of limited-edition gaming figurines still in their boxes.

I stood there in my barely-acceptable clothes, feeling the familiar emptiness creep in. It had been two months since Melissa left. Two months, one week, and three days, if I was being pathetically precise—which I was.

"Cheating bitch," I muttered, though the words felt hollow. Melissa had been seeing her best friend I didn't need to worry about for weeks before I caught them in the act. She'd called me "emotionally unavailable" and said she needed someone with "actual ambition." The worst part was that she wasn't entirely wrong.

She had been beautiful—dark hair, a fit but curvy body, and a smile that used to make my heart skip. She was also manipulative, self-centered, and had the emotional depth of a kiddie pool. Yet some nights, like last night when I'd had one too many beers while grinding for rare drops in my favorite game, I found myself hovering over her number in my phone, wondering if she ever thought about me.

"I should really clean this place," I said to the empty apartment. "Maybe update my resume. Go for a run. Do laundry."

The list of responsible adult activities scrolled through my mind as I sat down at my computer desk, brushed aside a collection of empty snack bags, and pressed the power button. The familiar hum of my gaming PC starting up was more comforting than it should have been.

"Just a couple of hours," I promised myself, the same lie I told every day. "Then I'll be productive."

My phone buzzed just as Valheim's loading screen appeared. I grabbed it, already annoyed.

"What now, Dad? I already said I'd be at your stupid brunch—"

"Wow, someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed," a female voice giggled on the other end. "Or did you even wake up at all until now?"

I pulled the phone away from my ear and looked at the screen. It wasn't my father—it was Zoe, one of my few remaining real-world friends.

"Shit, Zoe, sorry. I thought you were my dad," I said, suddenly remembering what day it was. Sunday. Game day. The weekly board game session I'd been attending for the past three years at Zoe and her boyfriend Marcus's apartment.

"Let me guess," she said, her voice playfully accusatory. "You forgot. Again. We've been waiting for twenty minutes, Oliver. Marcus has the game all set up, and the pizzas are ready to go."

"Fuck," I swore, glancing at the time on my computer screen. "No, I didn't forget. I was just... running late. I'll be there in like... a minute."

"A minute?" Zoe laughed. "Unless you've invented teleportation since last week, I'm pretty sure you're at least fifteen minutes away."

"Figure of speech," I muttered, already looking for my shoes. "I'm literally walking out the door right now."

Fifteen minutes later, I walked into Zoe and Marcus's apartment, my hair still uncombed and wearing the same barely acceptable clothes I'd thrown on earlier. Their place was everything mine wasn't—clean, organized, and actually decorated by someone with taste rather than accumulated by default. Board game boxes lined one wall of their living room, meticulously arranged by size and genre. The smell of pepperoni pizza hung in the air, making my empty stomach growl in anticipation.

"The dead rises!" Marcus called out from the dining table, where an elaborate board game was already set up. "I was about to send out a search party."

Marcus Jackson had been the star quarterback in high school—the kind of guy who used to "accidentally" knock my books out of my hands in the hallway. Six feet of muscle with a square jaw and perfect hair, he still looked like he could bench press me without breaking a sweat. The only difference now was the thick-rimmed glasses he wore and the "May the Force Be With You" t-shirt stretched across his broad chest.

"Sorry," I mumbled, dropping into an empty chair. "Lost track of time."

"Valheim?" Zoe asked, sliding a plate with two slices of pizza toward me.

Zoe Kim was the reason Marcus was sitting at a table covered in miniature fantasy creatures instead of watching football with his former teammates. With her long black hair often tied in a messy bun, oversized glasses, and a collection of nerdy t-shirts that somehow managed to accentuate her impressive curves, she'd accomplished what seemed impossible: she'd turned the former high school bully into a board game enthusiast who could recite the rules of Dungeons & Dragons from memory.

"Maybe," I admitted, taking a bite of pizza.

"Maybe definitely," Marcus smirked. "What was it this time? Farming rare drops? Grinding experience points? Or just getting your ass handed to you by twelve-year-olds?"

I shot him a look. "At least I don't need to read the rulebook every time we play." Weak, but it was all I had. It used to be true...

"Boys," Zoe warned, but her smile took any sting out of the word. She reached over and squeezed Marcus's arm affectionately. "Play nice."

Sometimes I wondered if Marcus had really changed or if he was just playing the long game—learning the rules of Settlers of Catan and pretending to care about fantasy novels just to keep Zoe happy. Then again, the genuine excitement on his face when he pulled off a complex move in our games suggested otherwise. Still, old suspicions died hard.

"We're playing Nameless Terror today," Zoe explained, gesturing to the board. "I'll be the scholar, Marcus is the investigator, and you can be the wanderer."

"Appropriate casting," Marcus quipped. "The unemployed guy plays the unemployed character."

"I'm a consultant," I shot back, the familiar defensive line coming automatically.

"For your dad's company," Marcus countered. "Which is basically the corporate version of living in your parents' basement."

"Marcus," Zoe said, her tone a bit sharper this time.

He raised his hands in surrender. "Sorry..."

I focused on the game board, trying to ignore the uncomfortable truth in his words. There had been a time, back in college, when I'd thought about asking Zoe out. Before Marcus came along. Before I realized she was way out of my league—smart, beautiful, and actually had her life together. Now I was just grateful to have her as a friend, even if it meant putting up with Marcus.

As the game progressed, I found my mind wandering back to my father's upcoming brunch, the monthly bills piling up on my kitchen counter, and, inevitably, to Melissa. My turns took longer than they should have, and twice Zoe had to remind me it was my move.

"Earth to Oliver," Marcus said, snapping his fingers in front of my face. "Did you fall asleep with your eyes open, or are you just strategizing your next brilliant move?"

"Sorry," I muttered. "Just distracted."

"Clearly," he said. "You just wasted your action phase doing absolutely nothing useful. Kind of like your twenties, huh?"

"Marcus!" Zoe swatted his arm, but she was laughing too, which somehow made it worse.

"What? I'm just saying what his dad probably thinks every time he writes that 'consulting' check."

I forced a smile, trying to look like I was in on the joke rather than the butt of it. "At least I don't need to pretend to like Star Wars to get laid."

Marcus's eyes narrowed slightly, but then he broke into a grin. "Who's pretending? The prequels were cinematic masterpieces."

"I'll grant you that," I said, and we all laughed, the tension dissipating.

As Zoe leaned over to explain a rule clarification, I couldn't help but notice the way her t-shirt stretched across her chest. She caught me looking and gave me a small smile that made me quickly avert my eyes, embarrassed.

Later, as Marcus went to the kitchen to grab more beers, Zoe placed her hand on mine. "You okay? You seem more distracted than usual."

"Yeah, just... family stuff. Dad's doing another one of his business brunches."

"The ones where he parades you around like a show pony?"

"That's the one."

She squeezed my hand sympathetically. "You know, if you ever want to talk about finding a job that's not with your dad, I know some people in tech who might—"

"Got the beers!" Marcus announced, returning to the table. He set them down before sliding his arm around Zoe's waist and pulling her in for a kiss that lasted just long enough to make me feel like I should look away.

When they separated, Zoe was slightly flushed, and Marcus had that self-satisfied look that made me want to punch him and be him in equal measure. They fit together so perfectly—her nerdy enthusiasm complementing his jock confidence—that I couldn't even properly resent their happiness.

"Your turn, Oliver," Marcus said, his arm still around Zoe. "Try to stay awake for it this time."

As the game progressed, we reached a pivotal point where my character—the wanderer—stumbled upon an ancient artifact in the Eldrich Horror world. According to the cards Zoe dramatically read aloud, it was called "The Scepter of Dominion." The tiny plastic miniature depicted a golden staff topped with an ornate jewel. I picked it up, examining it.

"The Scepter grants its wielder complete control over all female entities within the realm," Zoe read, putting on her best spooky narrator voice. "They retain their consciousness but become utterly loyal to the holder, obeying without question."

"Damn," Marcus said with a laugh, taking a swig of his beer. "Oliver, you should get one of those in real life. Might be the only way you'll ever get laid again after Melissa."

I rolled my eyes, but Zoe jumped in before I could respond.

"That's such a typical male fantasy," she said, though her tone was light. "Create a magical item that basically turns women into conscious sex dolls. Very creative."

"Hey, I didn't design the game," I protested, drawing a card that gave my character additional movement points.

"Maybe get rid of the thing before Zoe decides to burn the whole box," Marcus teased. "We don't want to be accused of perpetuating the patriarchy in our tabletop games, do we?"

Zoe punched him lightly on the arm, but she was laughing too.

"It's strategic," I defended myself. "Why should my character risk getting devoured by Cthulhu when I can send others to do the dangerous stuff?"

Zoe snorted. "Sending women to do the dangerous stuff," she pointed out.

"The card specifically says 'female entities,'" I reminded her, feeling oddly defensive about a fictional artifact in a board game. "It's not like I wrote it."

Marcus stared at his girlfriend, smirking. "If I had that artifact in real life, I'd probably make you give up your job and just spend all day in sexy lingerie, bringing me beers and pizza."

"Wow, how progressive of you," Zoe said dryly but with a bit of a smile. "I'd rather throw myself into a volcano than become some man's obedient little puppet."

"Even if it was me?" I asked with an exaggerated waggle of my eyebrows.

"Especially if it was you," she shot back with a grin. "I've seen your apartment. I'm not cleaning that disaster zone, magic scepter or not."

"Harsh but fair," I conceded. If there was a woman who even a magical artifact couldn't subdue, it would be Zoe. Her opinions were her own, and I'd never met someone so comfortable in her own convictions. From her nerdy hobbies to her career ambitions, Zoe was unapologetically herself. Thank God Deborah Thomas had won the last presidential elections, otherwise Zoe would probably be enrolling us by force into the next feminist protest in front of the White House.

As the game continued, my character used the Scepter to essentially create an army of loyal female investigators, cultists, and even some of the lesser monsters. It was absurdly powerful, and soon I was dominating the board. It felt good—watching my character conquer Eldrich Horror with his horde of obedient women. Too bad real life didn't work that way...

"This is ridiculous," Marcus complained as I thwarted another of his moves using my female minions. "The Scepter is totally overpowered. Look at him—he's like a pimp of the apocalypse."

"Pimp of the Apocalypse," Zoe mused. "Sounds like a terrible metal band."

"Or a lame username," I joked.

"You know what's sad?" Marcus said, watching as I used the Scepter to have a female cultist sacrifice herself to protect my character. "I bet if Oliver actually had this power in real life, he'd just make women clean his apartment and bring him snacks while he plays video games."

"Not true," I protested. "I'd also make them tell me I'm handsome."

We all laughed, but something felt off. The air in the room seemed to thicken slightly, like the moment before a thunderstorm. I glanced at the window, half-expecting to see dark clouds gathering, but the sky outside was clear.

"You okay?" Zoe asked, noticing my distraction.

"Yeah," I said, shaking off the strange feeling. "Just got a weird vibe for a second."

"Probably your conscience finally waking up after enslaving half the game board," she teased.

"Or gas from the pizza," Marcus added helpfully.

I forced a smile and returned my attention to the game, but the odd sensation lingered. It wasn't exactly unpleasant—more like the anticipation you feel when you know something significant is about to happen—a tingling at the base of my skull, a slight pressure behind my eyes.

As I moved my pieces across the board, commanding my female thralls to do my bidding in our fictional world, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was shifting, realigning. Like the universe had heard our jokes about the Scepter and was considering the possibilities.

"Your turn again, Oliver," Zoe prompted, completely oblivious to the strange energy I felt pulsing through the room. "What are you going to make your harem do next?"

I looked down at the game board, at the little female figurines arranged around my character like dutiful servants, and felt a chill run down my spine.

"I'm not sure," I said quietly. "I'm really not sure."
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Chapter 2: The New Normal
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I woke up very early the next morning feeling like I'd been put through a washing machine on the spin cycle. All night, I'd tossed and turned, plagued by a strange sensation—like the world was vibrating at a frequency only I could feel. My stomach churned, and my head pounded with each heartbeat. It was as if reality itself had been picked up, shaken vigorously, and then placed back down slightly askew.

"What the hell did I eat yesterday?" I muttered, pressing my palms against my temples.

I stumbled out of bed, kicking aside an old empty pizza box. The nausea wasn't subsiding, and I found myself staring at my bathroom door with unusual determination. Maybe a shower would help. When was the last time I'd actually showered? Yesterday before heading to Zoe and Marcus's place? No, I'd skipped that too.

"Screw it," I decided, grabbing a towel that might or might not have already been used a hundred times.

The hot water felt almost alien against my skin after so many days without it. I stood under the spray longer than necessary, watching as the water circling the drain gradually became less murky. By the time I stepped out, the nausea had subsided somewhat, though the strange vibrating sensation lingered at the edges of my awareness.

Clean body, dirty clothes—the eternal bachelor paradox. My laundry hamper had long since overflowed, creating a new topographical feature in my bedroom. I hadn't done laundry in two weeks, and the only clean thing I owned was a pair of socks still in their original packaging, a Christmas gift from my now dead mother, three years ago.

I settled on a pair of jeans that had only been worn twice and a faded Battlestar Galactica t-shirt that didn't smell actively offensive. Progress, of sorts.

My computer beckoned from the corner of the room, Valheim's icon waiting patiently on the desktop. Just a few hours of gameplay would help settle my still-queasy stomach. My hand was already reaching for the mouse when Marcus's voice echoed in my head: "Kind of like your twenties, huh?"

I pulled my hand back like the mouse had suddenly turned red-hot.

"Fuck you, Marcus," I muttered, but there was no real heat behind it. The annoying jock had a point. I couldn't remember the last time I'd left my apartment for something other than a board game session or one of my father's business functions.

"I'll go out," I announced to my empty apartment. "Enjoy the sunshine. Be a functioning member of society."

I pulled back the curtains, revealing a steel-gray sky dumping sheets of rain onto the street below.

"Perfect," I sighed. "Just perfect."

Still, I was committed now. I grabbed my worn jacket and headed for the door. The coffee shop downtown, The Daily Grind, used to be my regular haunt. I'd spend hours there, pretending to work on developing a game while actually just people-watching and drinking overpriced lattes. I couldn't remember when I'd stopped going. Some time after Melissa, probably.

The walk from my apartment complex to downtown took about ten minutes, cutting through a residential area before hitting the main commercial district. The rain wasn't as bad as it had looked from my window—more of a persistent drizzle than a downpour.

I was about halfway to the coffee shop when I noticed the first strange look. A woman in a business suit, hurrying in the opposite direction with an umbrella clutched in her manicured hand, did a double-take as she passed me. Her eyes widened slightly, and she slowed her pace, as if considering whether to stop. Then, noticing my confused expression, she hurried on.

"Weird," I muttered, checking my reflection in a storefront window. Did I have toothpaste on my face? A booger hanging out? But my reflection showed only the usual me—slightly damp, slightly rumpled, but nothing particularly stare-worthy.

As I continued walking, it happened again. An elderly woman walking her tiny dog gave me a curious glance, her eyes lingering a bit too long. A group of college-aged girls whispered to each other as I passed, their eyes following me with an interest I hadn't experienced since... well, ever.

A woman pushing a stroller actually stopped and seemed about to say something, but then took in my furrowed brow and rain-dampened appearance and apparently thought better of it. She offered a small, almost apologetic smile before continuing on her way.

It was like being a D-list celebrity—the kind people think they recognize but can't quite place. Maybe I resembled some actor from a commercial for hemorrhoid cream or something equally embarrassing.

"It's the clothes," I decided, looking down at my ensemble. "I look like a homeless person who stole slightly better clothes from another homeless person."

But that didn't explain why only women were giving me these looks. Men passed by without a second glance, completely oblivious to whatever spectacle I was apparently creating.

By the time I reached The Daily Grind, I was thoroughly confused and slightly paranoid. The coffee shop looked exactly as I remembered it—exposed brick walls, large windows letting in what little natural light the rainy day offered, and a hand-painted sign swinging gently in the breeze. The smell of freshly ground coffee beans wafted out each time the door opened, making my stomach growl in anticipation.

I paused outside, watching through the window as the baristas—all women, I suddenly realized—moved efficiently behind the counter. One of them glanced up, saw me standing in the rain, and nudged her coworker. Both stared at me with the same curious expression I'd been getting all morning.

"What the hell is going on?" I muttered, reaching for the door handle.

I pushed open the door, a little bell announcing my arrival. Inside, The Daily Grind was exactly as I remembered it—the rich aroma of coffee beans, the hiss of the espresso machine, and the low murmur of conversation. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary at first glance. Just another rainy Monday morning in a coffee shop.

The line wasn't too long—a businessman in a charcoal suit checking his watch impatiently, a college-aged guy with headphones nodding to some inaudible beat, and a woman in her early thirties with auburn hair cascading over the shoulders of her raincoat. She had that put-together look of someone who probably did yoga and meal-prepped on Sundays—cute in an approachable way.

I took my place at the end of the line, still trying to shake off the weird vibes from my walk here. The baristas—two women in their twenties wearing matching green aprons—glanced my way occasionally but seemed mostly focused on their work. Maybe I had imagined the whole thing. Maybe the lack of human interaction over the past few weeks had made me hypersensitive to normal social cues.

That theory fell apart when I noticed a group of three college girls at a corner table staring at me with undisguised interest. They huddled together, whispering and occasionally glancing in my direction. One of them—a blonde with a nose ring—elbowed her friend and nodded in my direction, clearly debating something.

Great. I had something on my face after all. I surreptitiously wiped my hand across my mouth and cheeks, finding nothing.

The line moved forward. The auburn-haired woman paid for her latte and turned to leave. As she passed me, her eyes widened slightly in recognition, and she paused mid-step. She looked like she was about to say something when suddenly the three college girls materialized around me like ninjas.

"Excuse me," said the blonde with the nose ring, her voice pitched higher with excitement. "Would it be okay if we got a selfie with you?"

I blinked at her, then at her friends—a tall girl with box braids and another with short pink hair. All three looked at me with expectant smiles, phones already in hand.

"I... what?" I stammered. "I think you've got me confused with someone else."

The girls exchanged glances, their smiles faltering slightly.

"Oh," said the one with pink hair. "We're sorry. We didn't mean to bother you. We just thought... I mean, we were excited to actually meet our owner in person."

"Your... what?" I must have misheard her.

"Our owner," the blonde repeated casually, as if she were saying "our professor" or "our neighbor." "It's cool though. We get it if you want to be left alone."

"We just wanted to say we're totally available if you need anything," the girl with box braids added, her tone matter-of-fact. "Anything at all."

My brain short-circuited. Was this some elaborate pick-up attempt? But there was nothing flirtatious in their manner—no batting eyelashes, no suggestive smiles. They spoke with the casual deference of fans meeting a minor celebrity they respected but weren't obsessed with.

"I... don't need anything," I managed to say, my voice sounding distant to my own ears.

The girls nodded, completely unfazed by my confusion.

"Cool, cool," said the blonde. "Sorry to bother you. Have a good day!"

And with that, they retreated to their table, immediately huddling together and whispering excitedly about some unrelated topic, already having moved on from the brief encounter.

I stood there, frozen in place, trying to process what had just happened. Owner? Available? What the actual hell?

"Sir?" A voice broke through my daze. "Sir, it's your turn."

I turned to see one of the baristas looking at me expectantly, her smile professional and neutral. Behind me, the businessman cleared his throat pointedly.

"Some of us have places to be," he muttered.

I stared at the menu board, trying to make sense of the options. When did coffee get so complicated? There used to be just regular, decaf, and maybe a mocha if you were feeling fancy. Now the board was filled with words like "nitro," "cold brew," and "cortado."

"Um..." I hesitated, aware of the businessman shifting impatiently behind me.

"Take your time," the barista said with a reassuring smile. Her name tag read "Emma." She turned slightly to address the man behind me. "Sir, I'm sure whatever meeting you're heading to can wait an extra minute."

The businessman huffed but fell silent.

"Oliver? Is that you?" A familiar voice called from the back of the counter. A lanky guy with a neatly trimmed beard and thick-framed glasses emerged, grinning. It was Jake, one of the regular baristas I'd chatted with during my frequent visits before I'd become a full-time hermit.

"Hey, Jake," I said, relieved to see a familiar face that wasn't looking at me like I was some kind of enigma. "Yeah, it's been a while."

"Like, months," Jake agreed, leaning against the counter. "Thought maybe you'd found another coffee shop to haunt. Or finally learned to make decent coffee at home."

"As if," I snorted. "Just been... busy." The lie felt pathetic even as I said it.

I finally settled on something that seemed relatively normal. "I'll take a large Americano, please."

Emma nodded, punching it into the register. "That'll be $4.25. Would you like room for cream? And just so you know, I'm available after my shift ends at two if you want me. If you'd like to fuck me right here in the back room, I'm sure my colleagues wouldn't mind me stepping out for a few minutes. Jake could cover the register."

I blinked, certain I'd misheard her. But Emma's expression remained completely professional, as if she'd just asked if I wanted a loyalty card.

"I... what?" I stammered.

Jake's eyes widened slightly, then a look of recognition crossed his face. "Oh," he said, nodding slowly. "Oh, I see." He gave me an appreciative smirk—the kind someone might give after finding out you'd just inherited a fortune or bought a luxury sports car. "Didn't realize it was you, man. That's... that's something."

The businessman behind me let out a sound of recognition. "So you're the one, huh?" He shook his head, though not unkindly. "Look, I get that you've got your... privileges or whatever, but some of us have actual jobs to get to. No offense."

I stood frozen, my brain struggling to process what was happening. It was like everyone was speaking a language I almost understood, but with key words replaced by nonsense.

Emma handed me my change and receipt with the same professional courtesy she'd shown before her bizarre offer. "Your Americano will be ready at the end of the counter. And again, I'm available whenever you want me. No pressure."

No pressure? NO PRESSURE?

I took my change mechanically, shuffling to the pickup area in a daze. What the hell was going on? Was this some elaborate prank? Was I still asleep, having some bizarre dream brought on by too much Valheim and leftover pizza? Had I accidentally wandered into an alternate reality where everyone had collectively lost their minds?

The second barista—her name tag read "Lily"—was preparing my Americano with meticulous care. I watched as she tamped the espresso with precision, her movements deliberate and focused, as if making coffee for someone important. Which was absurd because I was just... me. Regular, unremarkable Oliver Moore.

Around me, the coffee shop continued to function normally. Jake and Emma were serving the businessman, who was now checking his watch again. The three college girls had returned to their conversation, occasionally glancing my way but otherwise acting completely normal. It was as if the bizarre exchange had never happened, or worse, as if it had been perfectly ordinary.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out, grateful for the distraction, only to feel my confusion deepen. The text was from Amber Chen, a girl I'd had a massive crush on in game design school. I'd finally worked up the courage to confess my feelings by the end of our first year there, only to receive a kind but firm rejection. We'd stayed friendly on social media, but I hadn't actually seen or spoken to her in at least three years.

The text read: "Hey Oliver! So weird, but I just realized this morning that you're my owner? Small world! Anyway, since I know you used to like me, I just wanted to say hi and let you know I'm available if you want anything from me. Anything at all. 😉😘"

I stared at the message, reading it over and over. Owner? Again? What the hell did that mean? And why was Amber, who had politely but definitively turned me down years ago, suddenly offering... whatever she was offering?

"Americano for Oliver!"

I looked up to see Lily holding out my coffee, a friendly smile on her face.

"Here you go," she said, handing me the cup. "I'm Lily, by the way. Happy to finally meet you! Funny, isn't it? Out of four billion men on the planet, I bump into my owner while making his coffee. What are the odds?"

She laughed casually, as if she'd just commented on the weather. I took the coffee mechanically, still unable to form a coherent response.

"I heard Emma making you that offer earlier," Lily continued, lowering her voice slightly but maintaining the same casual tone. "Just so you know, if you'd prefer me instead, my break is at 11:30. Of course, if you want either of us right now, well..." She shrugged with a small smile. "We don't really have much choice but to obey, do we? The storage room is pretty private."

She said all this with the same matter-of-fact tone someone might use to describe lunch specials or the day's weather forecast. There wasn't a hint of flirtation or embarrassment in her manner—just straightforward information delivery.

"I... no, thank you," I managed to stammer out. "I'm good with just the coffee."

"Sure thing," Lily replied, completely unfazed by my rejection. "Enjoy your day!"

I grabbed my coffee and headed for the door, nearly spilling it in my haste to escape. The bell jingled cheerfully as I stepped back out into the rain, my mind reeling with questions that had no logical answers.
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Chapter 3: With a Little Help From My Friends
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I wandered down the rain-slicked street, my untouched coffee growing cold in my hand. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting, unable to process what was happening. Every few steps, I'd catch another woman looking at me—an older woman carrying groceries, a jogger in neon workout gear, a teenager on a skateboard. All with that same expression of mild surprise and recognition.

A group of young women in business suits nudged each other as I passed, and one of them—a petite brunette with a sharp bob and red-framed glasses—actually stepped toward me before her friend grabbed her arm and whispered something. The brunette glanced at my face, seemed to register my wide-eyed, panicked expression, and retreated back to her friends.

"What the actual fuck is happening?" I muttered to myself, earning a concerned look from a passing man who otherwise paid me no special attention. That was another thing—men weren't treating me any differently. Only women seemed to recognize me as... whatever they thought I was.

Owner. The word kept repeating in my head. "You're my owner." What did that even mean?

I needed to talk to someone sane. Someone who knew me and could tell me I wasn't losing my mind. Marcus and Zoe's apartment was only about ten minutes away, and before I could second-guess myself, I was heading in that direction, nearly jogging through the rain.

By the time I reached their building, I was soaked through, my hair plastered to my forehead and my t-shirt clinging uncomfortably to my chest. I pressed their buzzer with a shaking finger.

"Hello?" Zoe's voice came through the intercom.

"It's Oliver," I said, my voice cracking slightly. "Can I come up?"

There was a pause, then the door buzzed open. I took the stairs two at a time, my wet shoes squeaking on the linoleum. By the time I reached their third-floor apartment, the door was already open, with Marcus leaning against the doorframe.

"Dude," he said, eyebrows rising at my bedraggled appearance. "You look like shit. What happened?"

I pushed past him into the apartment, where Zoe was standing in the living room, dressed in a smart blouse and pencil skirt like she was about to head to her marketing job, a mug of tea in her hands. She looked exactly the same as she always did—no strange recognition in her eyes, no weird deference in her posture.

"Oliver?" she asked, concern evident in her voice. "Are you okay? You're soaking wet."

"Something's happening," I gasped, dropping my now-cold coffee onto their coffee table. "Something really weird. I don't know how to explain it, but women are... they're acting strange around me. Like they know me, or... or like they belong to me or something." I knew I sounded insane, but there was no other way to describe it.

Marcus's forehead creased in confusion as he looked between Zoe and me. "Women acting like they belong to you? What are you talking about, man?"

Zoe tilted her head curiously. "Wait, you don't... know?" She checked her phone casually. "I should be leaving for work soon, though I could stay if you commanded me to. No big deal—everyone would understand."

"What?" I croaked, my voice barely audible.

"You're our owner," Zoe said matter-of-factly, as if explaining that water was wet. "Every woman's owner. I thought you knew? I mean, I just realized it when I woke up this morning, but I figured you'd know already."

Marcus's jaw dropped. "Wait, HE'S the one? Oliver? This guy?" He gestured at me incredulously, then turned to Zoe. "Why didn't you tell me?"

Zoe shrugged, taking a sip of her tea. "I woke up like an hour ago, Marcus. I wanted to have my breakfast and get ready for work. It's not like it was the first thing on my mind to discuss." She said it like my sudden ownership of half the world's population was about as noteworthy as getting a new haircut.

My legs gave out beneath me. If Marcus hadn't lunged forward to catch me, I would have crumpled to the floor. Together, he and Zoe guided me to their couch, where I collapsed, my head spinning.

"Dude," Marcus laughed, though there was an edge to it. "You win the cosmic lottery and you can't even handle it? Weak, man."

I stared at him in disbelief. How could he be so casual about this? This was Zoe—his girlfriend, the woman he loved—calmly stating that I owned her. And he was acting like I'd just won a raffle at a church fundraiser.

"This can't be happening," I muttered, pressing my palms against my eyes. "This isn't real. This can't be real."

"Looks pretty real to me," Marcus said, dropping into the armchair across from me. "Out of all the guys in the world, it had to be you, huh? The universe has a weird sense of humor."

There was that familiar edge to his teasing—not quite mean, but not entirely friendly either. Yet beneath the ribbing, he seemed completely unfazed by the fundamental reality that had apparently shifted overnight. He wasn't upset or outraged that his girlfriend now apparently belonged to me. He wasn't surprised someone had won this absurd lottery, he was just surprised I was the lucky winner.

I took several deep breaths, trying to calm my racing heart as the room slowly stopped spinning around me. Marcus was still chuckling, shaking his head as he walked into the kitchen.

"Seriously, dude," he called over his shoulder, "you've been given a golden ticket and you're freaking out? You're such a wuss." 

Zoe sat beside me on the couch, her hand gently resting on my shoulder. There was something different in her touch—a careful attentiveness that hadn't been there before, though her expression remained friendly and familiar.

"I should really be heading to work," she sighed, checking her watch again. "I'm already going to be late. But it's fine—once I tell Diane that I was taking care of you, of my owner, she'll understand. She'll probably be excited to know who she belongs to, actually. I could tell her all about you, if you'd like."

A nervous laugh escaped my lips. "This is insane. How do you even know I... own you? That doesn't make any sense."

Zoe's brow furrowed in genuine confusion, as if I'd just asked her how she knew the sky was blue. "What do you mean? It's just... obvious. I woke up this morning knowing it, the same way I know my own name. And I knew all women woke up knowing the same thing—that we're owned by one man." She shrugged, like this was the most natural thing in the world.

In the kitchen, Marcus was pouring himself a travel mug of coffee, seemingly unconcerned with our conversation. He hummed tunelessly as he added cream and sugar.

"Would you like me to blow you?" Zoe asked suddenly, her tone as casual as if she'd offered me a cup of tea. "It might help you relax."

I nearly choked on my own saliva. Marcus continued stirring his coffee, not even glancing our way, though he must have heard her.

"I... no, that's... I just need to understand what's happening," I stammered, trying to ignore both her offer and the immediate stirring in my pants at the thought of it. Zoe—beautiful, smart, way-out-of-my-league Zoe—had just offered to give me a blowjob like it was nothing. "What exactly does this... ownership... entail?"

"Whatever you want, whenever you want, any way you want," she replied simply. "That's what ownership means, right?"

I leaned closer, lowering my voice to a whisper. "Even... sexually?" I glanced nervously toward Marcus in the kitchen.

"Dude, why are you whispering?" Marcus called out, turning around with his travel mug in hand. "Obviously you can fuck Zoe as much as you want. You own her, duh!" He snorted. "Jesus, poor guy can be dense sometimes." He didn't seem exactly happy with the idea, but he didn't seem angry either. He was more... annoyed. Annoyed at my slowness to understand the situation.

I stared at him in disbelief, my face burning with embarrassment and confusion. And, God help me, arousal. I shifted uncomfortably on the couch, trying to hide the growing bulge in my jeans.

"How are you so chill about this?" I asked, my voice cracking slightly. "This is your girlfriend we're talking about!"

Marcus shrugged, taking a sip of his coffee. "Why would I stop you from playing with your own toys? That would be like... I dunno... getting mad at a kid for playing with his own LEGO set?" He tapped away on his phone. "Anyway, I gotta head out. Some of us still have to work for a living, unlike Mr. I get my monthly allowance from Daddy here."

Marcus grabbed his jacket from the hook by the door, keys jingling in his hand. "Don't take too long with her if you're gonna keep her home," he said casually. "She's got that presentation this afternoon. But hey, if you want to play with your toy..." He shrugged. "It's up to you. Maybe you should try growing up for a change, though. Learn to leave the toys alone for a bit."

I sat there, mouth agape, still trying to process this bizarre new reality. Marcus turned back just as he was about to leave, his hand on the doorknob.

"Hey, uh, one thing though," he said, his tone shifting to something almost deferential. "Would it be cool if I still got to have sex with Zoe sometimes? I mean, obviously you can fuck her whenever you want, but when you're not using her... maybe I could? We've been together five years, so..." He trailed off, looking at me with an expression I'd never seen on his face before—hopeful, almost pleading.

Zoe watched me curiously, her head tilted slightly. She didn't seem upset or embarrassed by being discussed like property. If anything, she looked interested in my answer, as if hoping I'd say yes but perfectly prepared to accept if I said no.

I burst into nervous laughter, the absurdity of the situation finally overwhelming me. "Are you serious right now? You're asking my permission to sleep with your own girlfriend?"

They both stared at me with identical expressions of confusion.

"Well... yeah," Marcus said slowly, as if explaining something to a child. "She's your property now."

"So what, every man on the planet is just waiting around for my permission to have sex with women?" I asked incredulously.

Zoe sighed. "I don't think he understands the concept of ownership, Marcus."

"You're telling me," Marcus snorted.

I ran my hands through my hair, trying to wrap my head around the implications. Part of me was still convinced this was an elaborate prank or a vivid hallucination, but another part—a part I wasn't entirely proud of—was beginning to consider the possibilities.

"I... I don't know," I said, not quite ready to make a decision about Marcus and Zoe's sex life now that I'd been handed the keys to it. "I need to think about all this."

Marcus shrugged, pulling out his phone as it buzzed. His expression immediately soured. "Ah, shit. Shouldn't have texted Vanessa about you." He looked up at me. "She was supposed to drive me to work today, but now she's asking if she can come up to meet her 'owner.' She's downstairs."

"I... sure, whatever," I said, feeling strangely detached from reality. "The more the merrier."

As Marcus texted back, I found my eyes drawn to Zoe sitting beside me. Specifically, to the generous swell of her breasts beneath her blouse. I'd always tried not to stare at Zoe's chest when we hung out, but now I couldn't seem to help myself. Her large natural breasts had always been a source of secret admiration for me, and now...

Zoe noticed my gaze but didn't react with discomfort or offense. She simply adjusted her position slightly, making her cleavage more visible, as if it was perfectly acceptable for me to ogle her—which, in this new reality, apparently it was.

"Are you sure you don't want that blowjob?" she asked, her tone a bit more playful now, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "I'm really good at them. At least Marcus has never complained."

"Well, she's not wrong," Marcus chimed in from across the room. "Zoe gives amazing head."

I swallowed hard, feeling myself starting to cave. The rational part of my brain was screaming that this was wrong, that something impossible had happened and I needed to figure it out. But another part—a much more primal part—was beginning to embrace this new world order.

Someone knocked at the door. Marcus stood and went to answer it. I heard Vanessa's voice as she entered, and a second later she appeared, her face flushed with excitement. She was cute in that girl-next-door way—shoulder-length brown hair with caramel highlights, freckles across her nose, and a figure that filled out her pencil skirt and blouse nicely.

"You weren't kidding, Marcus, it's really him!" she exclaimed, her eyes widening with recognition. So, it seemed women who didn't know me had no idea I was their owner, but would suddenly know when meeting me... She extended her hand. "I'm Vanessa, I work with Marcus in accounting. I thought there had to be some sort of mistake. I mean, what are the odds, right?"

Her reaction wasn't one of awe or reverence—more like the pleased surprise of someone who'd finally learned the answer to a trivia question that had been bugging them.

"Nice to meet you," I mumbled, still trying to process everything. "I'm Oliver..."

"I can't believe I figured out who my owner is on the very first day," Vanessa said, sounding genuinely delighted. "I mean, I knew someone owned me when I woke up this morning—we all did—but I didn't expect to actually meet you so soon!"

The way she said it made it clear she didn't particularly care who owned her. If it had been any other random guy, her reaction would have been identical. It was the position that mattered, not the person filling it.

"How's life treating you, Vanessa?" Zoe asked conversationally, as if we weren't in the middle of the most surreal situation imaginable. "How's David doing?"

"Oh, we're great!" Vanessa replied cheerfully. "David just got that promotion he was hoping for, and we're thinking about redecorating the living room this weekend."

I blinked in confusion. Vanessa was casually chatting about this David as if the fact that she now belonged to me—and presumably couldn't have sex with her own husband without my permission—wasn't even worth mentioning.

My phone buzzed again in my pocket. I pulled it out to find dozens of notifications flooding my screen. Text messages from women I knew—former classmates, ex-coworkers, distant relatives—all reaching out to inform me of their "availability."

"Just wanted to let you know I'm here if you need anything, Owner." – Kelly

"Happy to serve you however you want. My mouth is especially talented 😉" – Jen from my old job

"Hello Oliver. I'm available whenever you want me." – My third-grade teacher (!)

Some were crude and explicit, offering specific sexual acts in vulgar detail. Others were more subtle, simply acknowledging their new status and expressing their willingness to serve. All of them accepted this new reality without question.

Something inside me snapped. Maybe it was the absurdity of the situation, or maybe it was the years of rejection and loneliness finally giving way to a flood of possibilities. Whatever the reason, I felt myself giving in to this new world order.

"Zoe," I said, my voice suddenly steady. "I want you to blow me. Now."

"Alright," Zoe replied without hesitation. "Bedroom?" She stood, smoothing her skirt.

"Why not here?" I smirked at Marcus and Vanessa, whose expressions mirrored each other—mild surprise and embarrassment. It was as if I'd suggested eating lasagna with my fingers. Crude, but not exactly taboo.

Zoe looked up at Vanessa, visibly uneasy with the idea of having an audience.

"I can leave if you want," Vanessa said, taking a step back toward the door, "I just wanted to say hi. I don't want to intrude..."

"No," I said, a strange feeling of power coursing through me. "Stay." I turned back to Zoe. "Blow me. Here, now."

Without hesitation, Zoe slid off the couch and onto her knees in front of me. "Of course," she said, as casually as if I'd asked her to pass the remote. Her fingers went to my belt, unfastening it with practiced ease. She glanced at Vanessa, a look of slight discomfort on her face, but continued without protest.

Marcus checked the time on his phone but showed no concern about what his girlfriend was about to do. "We're already running late," he sighed.

Vanessa watched with wide, slightly uneasy eyes. She didn't seem embarrassed or aroused, just taken aback as Zoe unzipped my jeans. "Should I help?" she still asked, as if compelled to offer.

"Hey! Who's going to drive me to work?" Marcus complained. "I've got that meeting at ten."

I couldn't believe it. Marcus wasn't upset that his girlfriend was about to give me oral sex right in front of him—he was just worried about being late for work.

Zoe pulled my already hard cock free from my boxers, and I gasped at the sensation of her warm hand wrapping around it. She looked up at me with those big brown eyes, not with desire or reluctance, but with the simple focus of someone performing a requested task.

"Oh, you're pretty hard," she commented matter-of-factly, before lowering her head and taking me into her warm, wet mouth.

I moaned as she began to work her tongue around the head of my cock, her lips forming a tight seal as she bobbed up and down. The sensation was incredible—Zoe clearly knew what she was doing, swirling her tongue in just the right way, using her hand to stroke what wouldn't fit in her mouth.

A smirk formed on my face as pleasure coursed through me. I looked at Vanessa, who was watching with mild interest. "You too," I said, gesturing to the spot beside Zoe. "On your knees."

Vanessa didn't hesitate, immediately dropping to her knees beside Zoe. The sight of two attractive women kneeling before me, both focused on pleasuring my cock, was almost too much to process. Zoe moved slightly to make room, her lips never leaving my shaft as Vanessa leaned in.

"I'll take the balls," Vanessa announced matter-of-factly, like she was claiming a task during a work project. She ducked her head lower, her tongue darting out to lick and suckle at my testicles while Zoe continued working the shaft.

I leaned back on the couch, a groan escaping my lips. Was this really happening? Zoe—my hot best friend, my unattainable crush—was bobbing her head up and down on my cock while her boyfriend's coworker tongued my balls. The same Zoe I'd secretly fantasized about for years while playing video games alone in my apartment.

"Fuck," I gasped as Zoe took me deeper, her throat constricting around the head of my cock. She didn't gag or hesitate, just adjusted her angle and swallowed me down like a professional.

"Use your hands too," I instructed, my voice thick with arousal.

Both women immediately complied, their hands joining the action. Zoe stroked the base of my shaft while Vanessa gently massaged my balls, occasionally reaching up to caress my inner thighs.

Marcus stood by the door, checking his phone repeatedly. He wasn't watching with jealousy or anger—just mild impatience.

"So... Sorry to ask again but... Any chance you might let me fuck Zoe again?" he asked casually, as if inquiring about borrowing a lawnmower.

I barely registered his question, too lost in the sensations of two skilled mouths working in tandem. Zoe had established a rhythm now, taking me deep before pulling back to let Vanessa lick along the underside of my shaft. They worked together seamlessly, like this was a task they'd performed countless times.

"I'm close," I warned, my hips beginning to thrust upward involuntarily.

Neither woman pulled away. Instead, Zoe took me fully into her mouth again while Vanessa continued to stimulate my balls, occasionally whispering encouragement.

"Swallow every drop," I commanded as the pressure built. "Both of you, lick me clean afterward."

The orgasm hit me like a freight train. I cried out, my hands gripping the couch cushions as I emptied myself into Zoe's mouth. She swallowed methodically, not missing a beat, before pulling off to let Vanessa have a turn cleaning up any remaining drops.

The two women diligently licked my softening cock, ensuring not a drop was wasted. There was no passion in their actions, no particular enjoyment—just the careful attention of people completing an assigned task to the best of their abilities.

"Are we done here?" Marcus asked, his tone edging toward irritation. "Some of us have actual jobs to get to. You know, responsibilities? Things that matter in the real world? You don't own me so my boss won't exactly care that you kept me from getting to work on time."

I shot him a look, annoyed by his attitude. I didn't own him, but I did own these women. I apparently had power, and power was leverage.

"Zoe," I said, tucking myself back into my pants. "Would you really do anything I want? Anything at all?"

She sighed slightly, rising from her knees and straightening her skirt. "Yes, Oliver. I've told you that several times now. All women would. That's how it works."

"So if I told you to spend all your free time teasing Marcus—using everything you know turns him on to drive him crazy, getting him hard but never actually letting him have you—you'd do it?"

"Of course," she replied, as if I'd asked if she knew how to use a microwave.

"And you'd send him nudes and sext him whenever you had some time, away from him?"

"Yeah... I mean... If that's what you want." She shrugged, glancing over at Marcus. The poor guy seemed to deflate a little, but didn't protest.

I smiled, feeling a surge of confidence I'd never experienced before. "Then do it. Starting now."

Without missing a beat, Zoe turned to Marcus, her demeanor shifting completely. She pressed her body against his, one hand sliding down to cup his crotch while she whispered something in his ear that made his eyes widen. She moaned softly, her teeth grazing his earlobe, her fingers tracing the outline of his rapidly growing erection.

Marcus tried to kiss her, but she pulled back with a sly smile, leaving him frustrated and visibly aroused. "Fuck, Zoe," he groaned. "You're killing me here."

"Sorry, baby. Owner's orders." She gave his bulge a squeeze before stepping away, a satisfied smirk on her lips. "Now, you'd better hurry off to work."

Marcus looked torn between arousal and annoyance. He didn't protest or question my right to issue such a command—he simply accepted it as the new normal, even as his discomfort was evident.

Vanessa rose from her knees, wiping her mouth delicately with the back of her hand, raising an eyebrow at Marcus's obvious erection. "Jesus, Marcus. That's gonna be rough..."

Marcus shifted uncomfortably, his erection visible in his pants. "Can we please go now? I'm already going to catch hell for being late."

I nodded, feeling strangely magnanimous. "You two can go. Vanessa, thanks for... your assistance."

Vanessa smiled politely, grabbing her purse. "Anytime."

As they headed for the door, Zoe pressed herself against Marcus one last time, her hand sliding down to cup his crotch while wishing him luck on the big presentation he had later that day. Then she sent him off, his cock straining his pants, his expression a mix of frustration and longing.

Vanessa followed behind him with a small wave in my direction. The door shut, leaving me alone with Zoe in the living room. I collapsed back onto the couch, my head spinning.

"That was... incredible," I breathed, still trying to process everything that had happened.

Zoe smiled, sitting beside me as casually as she would have yesterday, before the world had turned upside down. "I'm glad you enjoyed it. Though I should mention that your last command will definitely impact my relationship with Marcus." She sounded worried, but not exactly upset. "He's going to be pretty frustrated. But that's your call to make, not mine. You own me, so you get to decide these things."

"I own you," I repeated, testing the words. "So if I told you to jump out that window right now..."

"I'd do it," she replied without hesitation.

"Even though it would kill you?"

She looked genuinely confused by my question. "Of course. Why wouldn't I?"

I stared at her, dumbfounded. "Because you'd die!"

"So?" She tilted her head, clearly not understanding my concern. "If that's what you want me to do, that's what I'd do. I mean... Like Marcus said, even if it's a bit simplistic, I'm your toy. You own the toy, you get to play with it or break it. It'd be dumb to break your toys, I guess, but it's up to you."

The casual way she discussed her own potential death sent a chill down my spine. This wasn't just about sex or service—this was absolute control, absolute obedience. The kind no human should have over another.

"I don't understand why this surprises you," Zoe continued, her brow furrowed. "It's just how things are now."

"Right," I said weakly. "Just how things are now. Jesus, Zoe, you're supposed to be a feminist..."

"Supposed to?" She snorted a laugh, and I could hear the eyeroll in her voice. "I am! This doesn't change that."

I shook my head. "Listen to yourself, Zoe! You can't be a feminist and think it's alright for a guy to own you."

"Of course I can," she said, her tone shifting to one of patient explanation, as if I were the one being unreasonable. "It's not like you forced me to become your property, Oliver. I woke up and I was your property, and that's fine! It's fine because that's how the world works now, and it's not like you made that happen. And you know what? It's a good thing!"

"A good thing?"

"Yes! A good thing, Oliver," She looked at me and her eyes opened wide, as if suddenly realizing something. "Because now no woman is ever going to be harassed again, or raped, or abused, or assaulted, or any of the other horrible things men do to women all the time."

I blinked at her, trying to process her words. "What do you mean it's not going to happen again?"

She sighed, rolling her eyes. "You own all women, right? YOU. Not anyone else, just YOU. So other men don't get to play with your toys without your permission, or break them."

I remained silent, my mind still reeling from this sudden shift in reality. It seemed absurd and wrong—and yet, here we were.

"So, what else can I do for you?" she asked, her tone shifting back to friendly. "Another blowjob? Want to fuck me on the couch? Anal?" She listed these options as if they were all equally mundane services she could provide.

"I think I'm good for now," I said, suddenly feeling exhausted. The combination of my restless night and the morning's surreal events was catching up to me. "I should probably go home and get some sleep."

"Sure thing," Zoe said, standing up. "Just text me if you need anything. And I mean anything." She winked, but there was no real flirtation behind it—just a friendly reminder of her complete availability.

As I headed for the door, I couldn't help wondering if I'd wake up tomorrow to find the world back to normal, or if this new reality—this impossible, unbelievable reality where I owned every woman on Earth—was here to stay.
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Chapter 4: The Invisible Revolution
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I left Zoe's apartment building and stepped back into a world that was simultaneously familiar and utterly alien. The street was the same as always—same potholes, same graffiti on the corner mailbox, same hot dog vendor who never seemed to get any customers. But now, every woman who passed me did a double-take, their expressions shifting from casual indifference to recognition and availability in the span of seconds.

A businesswoman in a sharp pantsuit nodded at me with a small smile before continuing her phone call, though her eyes lingered a bit longer than they would have yesterday. A group of college girls giggled and whispered to each other, one of them boldly waving at me. An elderly woman pushing a shopping cart simply gave me a respectful nod, like I was some kind of minor dignitary.

I kept my head down and quickened my pace. I was too mentally exhausted to deal with any of this right now. The weight of what had happened—what was still happening—pressed down on me like a physical force. I just wanted to get home, crawl into bed, and maybe wake up tomorrow to find the world back to normal.

By the time I reached my apartment building, I'd been offered three blowjobs, two full sexual encounters, and one woman had simply handed me her phone number with a casual "If you ever need anything, Owner." I'd declined them all as politely as possible, though each woman seemed more confused by my refusal than offended.

I fumbled with my keys at my apartment door, the familiar scent of unwashed laundry and three-day-old takeout hitting me as I stepped inside. But this time, I didn't just ignore it as I usually did. For the first time in months, I really saw my apartment—the pizza boxes stacked on the coffee table, the dirty clothes scattered across the floor, the thin layer of dust covering every surface, the gaming setup that was the only thing in the entire place that could be considered well-maintained.

"Jesus," I muttered, kicking aside an empty energy drink can. "I live like a fucking animal."

Was this what it took? Some cosmic joke that made me the owner of every woman on the planet? That was the slap in the face I needed to finally look around and realize I'd been living in squalor? How fucked up was that?

I picked up a t-shirt from the floor, sniffed it, and grimaced. When was the last time I'd done laundry? Two weeks ago? Three?

Then a thought occurred to me—I could literally knock on my neighbor's door right now. The Johnsons lived there—nice enough family, though their kids were always making noise that sometimes interrupted my Valheim raids. Mrs. Johnson was attractive in that suburban mom way—probably mid-thirties, dirty blonde hair usually pulled back in a ponytail, decent figure maintained through what I assumed was yoga or Pilates or whatever suburban moms did to stay fit.

I could knock on their door, and she would answer. And I could just... ask her to clean my apartment. Naked. On all fours, scrubbing my floors, dusting my shelves, washing my disgusting laundry. Both maid and fucktoy. And she wouldn't bat an eye. Neither would Mr. Johnson, if he was home. He'd probably just ask if she'd be done in time to pick up the kids from soccer practice.

The realization that I was seriously contemplating using my neighbor as a cleaning service with benefits instead of just cleaning the place myself made me feel a twinge of guilt. But then I shrugged it off. Wasn't that what this whole "ownership" thing was about? Using what was now apparently mine?

Maybe I felt too bad about it to go through with it. Maybe I didn't believe in it enough to do anything about it. But I decided It'd reconsider the option later. Right now, I was curious about something else. If this apparent change was as worldwide as it seemed, people had to be talking about it online. News sites, social media, forums—there had to be discussions, theories, maybe even explanations.

I navigated through the mess to my gaming setup and powered on my PC. The familiar hum of the cooling fans was oddly comforting in the midst of all this strangeness. I opened my browser and started checking the usual sites—news aggregators, Twitter, Reddit, even the Valheilm forums.

Nothing. Absolutely nothing out of the ordinary.

CNN was running stories about a minor political scandal and a hurricane forming in the Atlantic. Twitter was filled with the usual mix of memes, outrage, and celebrity gossip. Reddit's front page featured cat videos and relationship advice. The Valheim forums were debating the merits of the latest patch that had nerfed my favorite character class.

Not a single mention of a man who suddenly owned every woman on Earth. Not one post about women worldwide acknowledging a single owner. No theories, no explanations, no panicked discussions.

I frowned at my screen, drumming my fingers against my desk. Maybe I was just using the wrong search terms. I typed "owner" into Google and immediately regretted it. The results were a useless mishmash of business articles about company owners, pet ownership guides, and home ownership tips. Nothing about suddenly becoming the owner of every woman on Earth.

"Come on," I muttered, refining my search. "Owner of women," I typed, then immediately cringed at how that looked in my search history.

This time the results were almost exclusively BDSM content—articles about "owning" a submissive partner, guides to "total power exchange" relationships, and porn. Lots and lots of porn. Nothing about a worldwide phenomenon where every woman suddenly acknowledged a single owner.

"For fuck's sake," I growled, filtering to only show results from the past 24 hours and adding site:reddit.com to the search.

I scrolled through more irrelevant results, my frustration mounting. Then something caught my eye—a Reddit thread from r/women titled "So I guess we're all owned now? LOL what's up with that?"

I clicked on it, my heart racing. Finally, some acknowledgment that this was happening!

The thread had dozens of comments, but what struck me was the casual tone of the discussion. It wasn't panicked or outraged—it was matter-of-fact, almost mundane.

FeministFury92: So weird having to tell my boyfriend we can't have sex anymore unless our owner says it's okay. He's being such a baby about it. Like, dude, I don't make the rules. 🙄

GreenThumb87: I know, right? My husband was so confused this morning. I was like, "Sorry, babe, that's just how it is now." He actually asked if he could write a letter to my owner requesting permission. I was like, "Good luck with that, we don't even know who he is yet!" 😂

BookishBabe: I'm wondering if I should start carrying an overnight bag with me just in case I run into my owner and he wants me to go somewhere with him. Would that be presumptuous? I don't want to seem like I'm expecting anything, but also don't want to be unprepared.

DoctorDonna: @BookishBabe That's actually smart. I've prepared a little emergency kit for my car—change of clothes, toothbrush, basic makeup. Better safe than sorry!

CatMom45: Does anyone else wonder who our owner actually is? Like, is he young, old, nice, mean? Not that it matters, obviously, but I'm curious.

YogaQueen23: @CatMom45 I've thought about it. Statistically, he's probably Chinese or Indian just based on population numbers. But honestly, whoever he is, I just hope he doesn't make me miss my sister's wedding next month. I already bought the bridesmaid dress and everything.

FeministFury92: @YogaQueen23 OMG same! I have tickets to see Taylor Swift in December and I will literally die if I have to miss it. Maybe our owner is a Swiftie too? 🤞

The conversation continued like this—women casually discussing the logistics of being owned, mixed in with completely normal topics like recipe recommendations and TV show discussions. It was surreal. They acknowledged the change but treated it with the same level of concern they might have for a minor inconvenience like a rainy forecast or a delayed train.

And none of them knew it was me. They were all wondering about their mysterious "owner," completely unaware that he was a thirty-two-year-old unemployed gamer sitting in a filthy apartment, reading their comments with his mouth hanging open.

What was even stranger was that this thread wasn't even particularly popular. It wasn't pinned, wasn't trending, wasn't even in the top ten posts of the day on r/women. There were more comments and engagement on threads about period product recommendations and workplace sexism than there were on "So I guess we're all owned now?"

It was as if this monumental, reality-altering event was just... not that big a deal. An inconvenience, maybe. A curiosity, sure. But nothing worth getting worked up about.

I kept digging, expanding my search to other subreddits and social media platforms. The pattern was consistent—scattered discussions about women being owned, all treated with the same casual acceptance.

On r/relationships, a post titled "Need advice on asking for permission to sleep with my girlfriend" had a modest number of upvotes:

ThrowRA_GuyInNeed: So like everyone else, I woke up this morning to find out my girlfriend of 3 years can't have sex with me anymore without her owner's permission. Anyone have any luck tracking this guy down? I don't want to be pushy or anything, but it's our anniversary next week and I was kind of planning something special.

The responses were equally bizarre:

AdviceGuru101: Dude, join the club. There's a Discord server trying to coordinate efforts to find him. Link below. But honestly, don't get your hopes up. Billions of people on Earth, finding one specific guy is like finding a needle in a haystack. We might have to wait for him to reveal himself.

RelationshipVet: My wife and I are in the same boat. Weird timing too, we've been trying for a baby. Now I have to get some stranger's permission to impregnate my own wife? Talk about awkward.

DatingCoach22: Look on the bright side, guys—at least you know she's not cheating on you now! 😂

I clicked on the Discord link and found myself in a server called "Finding The Owner." It had about 20,000 members, all men comparing notes and theories about who might own all women now and how to contact him. It was a lot, but in the grand scheme of things, it was nothing.

One channel was dedicated to sightings—men reporting instances where they'd seen women behaving unusually toward a specific man. Another channel was for "permission strategies"—guys workshopping polite, non-intrusive ways to ask for permission to be intimate with their wives, girlfriends, or crushes once they found the owner.

What struck me was how... normal they all treated this. There was frustration, sure. Inconvenience, definitely. But no one was questioning the fundamental reality of the situation. No one was asking HOW this had happened or WHY. There were no conspiracy theories about government mind control, no religious interpretations about the end times, no scientific debates about mass hysteria or neurological phenomena.

It was as if the world had woken up to find that gravity now worked slightly differently—unexpected and inconvenient, but not fundamentally shocking, unless you were a scientist.

The closest thing to outrage I could find was a thread titled "This is bullshit, but what can you do?" where guys were venting their frustrations:

MikeT88: Been with my girl for 5 years, was gonna propose next month. Now I gotta ask some random dude if I can sleep with her? Fucking ridiculous.

JasonP: Yeah it sucks man, but I mean, they're his now. It'd be like borrowing someone's car without asking. Just not cool.

DaveDaGamer: Anyone else feel weird about actually contacting this guy though? Like, I want to ask permission, but also don't want to bother him with trivial shit.

LoneWolf45: I heard he's in Europe somewhere. My girlfriend said she felt a pull toward the east when she woke up this morning.

BanterKing: Nah man, my wife is convinced he's in North America. West Coast vibes, she said.

They were looking for me, but they had no idea where to start. Some thought I was in Europe, others in Asia, still others in South America. They were coordinating search efforts, pooling information, even creating maps of possible locations based on women's "feelings" about where their owner might be.

But none of them were even close. And none of them seemed to realize how utterly bizarre this whole situation was. They were treating it like a particularly challenging alternate reality game or a global scavenger hunt.

I sat back in my chair, a cold feeling settling in my stomach. The world had changed overnight, and I was apparently at the center of it. But the world itself didn't seem to think this was particularly important or worthy of investigation. It was just... the new normal.
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Chapter 5: Backseat Commands
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The insistent knocking dragged me from the depths of sleep, each rap against my apartment door like a hammer to my skull. I groaned, rolling over to squint at my phone. 11:25 AM. Shit.

"Oliver! Open up, son. We know you're in there." My father's voice, controlled but clearly irritated, filtered through the cheap wood of my apartment door.

I heard a feminine giggle, followed by a hushed whisper that sounded like Veronica, my father's trophy wife.

"Richard, he's probably still sleeping," That was Cassandra, her nasal, cultured voice dripping with disdain through the door. "What a shock..."

For a moment, I lay there disoriented, fragments of yesterday's events swirling in my mind like debris after a tornado. Women acknowledging me as their owner. Zoe and Vanessa pleasuring me in tandem. The bizarre online discussions treating this cosmic joke as a minor inconvenience rather than the reality-shattering event it was.

Had it all been a dream? Some elaborate fantasy concocted by my frustrated, lonely brain?

"Oliver!" My father's voice again, sharper this time.

Right. The brunch. The Harringtons. Le Petit Château. Fuck.

I scrambled out of bed, nearly tripping over an empty pizza box as I frantically searched for something presentable to wear. After a day and night of frenzied scrolling through social media, trying to make sense of my new reality, I'd collapsed into bed without setting an alarm.

"Just a minute!" I shouted, pulling on the least wrinkled dress shirt I could find. It still smelled faintly of last week's pasta sauce. "I'm coming! Sorry, my alarm didn't go off!"

"Shocking development," Cassandra's voice again, followed by what sounded like a theatrical sigh.

I glanced around my apartment in panic. It looked like a bomb had gone off in a GameStop. Empty food containers, dirty clothes, and gaming paraphernalia covered every surface. I made a frantic attempt to shove some of the more egregious garbage under the couch and coffee table, then threw open the windows to let out the stale air.

Finally, I opened the door, squinting against the harsh sunlight that streamed in from the hallway windows. My father stood there in one of his immaculately tailored suits—charcoal gray today, with a subtle pinstripe and a burgundy tie. At fifty-seven, Richard Moore cut an imposing figure—tall, with perfectly styled gray hair and the confident posture of a man who had clawed his way up from middle management to owning his own company.

Behind him stood Veronica, his trophy wife, fifteen years his junior and looking every bit the part in a cream-colored designer dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her blonde hair was styled in loose waves, her makeup flawless, her jewelry subtle but clearly expensive. She was objectively gorgeous, with the kind of beauty that came from careful maintenance, good genes, and better plastic surgeons.

And then there was Cassandra, Veronica's daughter from her previous marriage, standing slightly to the side with her arms crossed over her chest. At twenty-eight, she had her mother's good looks but with a more intellectual veneer—her blonde hair was cut in a sophisticated bob, her wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose, her outfit (a tailored blazer over a silk blouse and slim-fitting pants) suggesting someone who wanted to be taken seriously. She was attractive, certainly, but her perpetual expression of mild disdain took something away from it. Or... Added to it, in some ways. I regularly found myself disgusted at how her haughtiness turned me on sometimes.

"Oliver," my father said, his voice dripping with that affected enunciation he'd adopted after making his first million. "We were supposed to pick you up thirty minutes ago. The reservation is for noon."

"I know, I know, I'm sorry," I mumbled, running a hand through my disheveled hair. "I was up late working on... something."

"Video game stuff, no doubt," Cassandra said with a smirk. "Very important business."

My father stepped into my apartment, his expensive leather shoes making soft clicking sounds against my cheap laminate flooring. Veronica followed, her eyes scanning the room with barely concealed disgust, though she said nothing. Our unspoken agreement—I didn't comment on her obvious gold-digging, and she didn't comment on my lifestyle choices—remained intact.

She stepped forward, her perfume wafting into my apartment, mixing with the smells of stale food and unwashed clothes. "Good morning, Oliver," she said, her voice carrying an unusual warmth. No, not warmth exactly, but an odd familiarity that she didn't typically have. "You look... well, you look like you just woke up." She laughed lightly, then added in a lower tone: "I'm available for whatever you need, by the way. Just so you know." She said this casually, just like Zoe and the women from the coffee shop had. Not a dream, then.

Cassandra rolled her eyes, not at her mother's comment but at my disheveled appearance. "Seriously, Oliver? Did you forget about brunch?"

"We need to leave now if we're going to make it on time," my father said, checking his Rolex and totally ignoring his wife's offer of sexual servitude. "The Harringtons do not appreciate tardiness."

"I just need two minutes to finish getting ready," I grumbled, my eyes landing on Cassandra's impressive cleavage for a moment before I could tear them away.

"Really, Oliver? Already checking me out before we've even had coffee?" She adjusted her blouse slightly, not to hide herself but rather to show off a bit more. "Yes, they're yours like all the others. Can we please focus on getting to brunch? Richard is going to have an aneurysm if we're late."

My father checked his watch again, completely unbothered by the exchange between his son and his step-daughter. "Five minutes, Oliver. Get yourself presentable. The restaurant won't hold our table forever." He stepped back into the hallway, pulling out his phone to check emails.

I ducked into the bathroom, quickly splashing water on my face and running a comb through my unruly hair. When I stepped back out, toothbrush still in my mouth, I found Veronica strolling around my apartment, examining the discarded game boxes and soda cans with a mixture of fascination and revulsion. "Your apartment is... quaint," she said, her voice carrying that practiced charm she used when she needed to say something nice but didn't mean it. "Very... lived-in."

I spat out my toothpaste and called back, "Thanks, I'm going for a post-apocalyptic aesthetic."

"More like post-hygiene," Cassandra snorted, still leaning against the front door.

I ignored them both, grabbing a tie at random and attempting to knot it. My fingers fumbled, and I cursed under my breath. "Okay, ready," I announced, emerging from the bedroom and scooping my keys and wallet off the counter.

"Finally," my father said with a sigh. "Let's go."

We headed down to the parking lot where my father's car waited—a sleek, black Mercedes S-Class that probably cost more than everything I owned combined. The leather interior still had that new car smell, mixed with the faint scent of Veronica's expensive perfume. My father slid into the driver's seat with Veronica taking the passenger side, which left me in the back with Cassandra. Just my luck.

As my father pulled out of the parking lot, Cassandra glanced at my wrinkled shirt and let out a theatrical sigh. "You couldn't even iron that thing? The Harringtons are practically American royalty, and you're showing up looking like you slept under a bridge."

I'd been putting up with her condescension for years, but something about today—maybe the newfound knowledge of my apparent cosmic position—made me snap.

"You know, Cassandra, I literally own you now," I said, turning to face her.

She raised an eyebrow, seemingly unimpressed. "So? What's your point?"

"My point is," I said, feeling a surge of confidence I wasn't used to, "shouldn't you be more respectful toward your owner?"

From the front seat, my father let out a long-suffering sigh, the kind he used to make when Cassandra and I would fight as kids. It certainly wasn't our first time bickering in the back of one of his cars. "Here we go again," he muttered, adjusting his rear-view mirror.

Cassandra rolled her eyes, crossing her legs in her tailored pants. "Look, if you want me to shut up, you're free to tell me to. Otherwise..." She gestured vaguely, as if to say 'deal with it.'

"Fine," I said, my patience exhausted. "Shut the fuck up and sit still."

The effect was immediate. Cassandra's mouth closed mid-retort, and she straightened in her seat, her body going still except for the slight rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. But even in compliance, there was defiance—a mocking grin played at the corners of her lips, her eyes still communicating exactly what she thought of me.

There was something undeniably arousing about it—this woman who had always looked down on me, now forced to obey my commands. I felt a stirring in my pants, and Cassandra's eyes flicked downward, noticing the growing bulge. She didn't seem particularly impressed or disgusted—just mildly amused in a detached sort of way. She nodded toward my crotch with a raised eyebrow, as if asking if I wanted her to take care of it—like it was just another inconvenient task on her to-do list.

What the hell. "Yes," I said, my voice a bit hoarser than I intended. "Take care of it."

Without hesitation, Cassandra's hand moved to my lap. She unzipped my pants with practiced efficiency, reached inside, and pulled out my already half-hard cock. Her touch was clinical, almost bored, as she began stroking me with a steady rhythm. She was still silent, still wearing that exasperated expression, but her hand moved with undeniable skill.

"Jesus Christ, Oliver," my father muttered from the front seat, glancing at us in the rearview mirror. "Whatever you two are up to back there, wrap it up quickly." He didn't seem shocked or outraged that his stepdaughter was jerking off his son in the backseat of his luxury car—just mildly annoyed at the timing, just like Marcus yesterday. "And if you could allow Cassandra to speak after you've finished, it might make the rest of this errand a little more tolerable. I'm not sure what the Harringtons would think if she showed up to the table like a mute."

I was having trouble focusing on his words with Cassandra's hand working its magic, her strokes becoming faster and more purposeful despite the bored look on her face. "Y-yeah," I managed to say. "That's fine. She can talk again."

"So kind of you," Cassandra said in a voice dripping with sarcasm, never breaking the rhythm of her strokes. "You sure you wanna finish here? I'm not exactly dressed to handle messy situations."

"You can stop," I said, smirking, the words coming out in a gasp. "I'll keep some things for later. It'd be a shame not to take my time, now that I can." I was growing more confident, testing the bounds of my power.

Cassandra rolled her eyes, but her hand slowed, then stopped. She withdrew, her fingers lingering for a moment on the tip of my still-hard cock before tucking it back into my pants like a disinterested nurse. "Whatever. It's your life," she said, settling back into her seat. "Your mess to deal with."

"For fuck's sake, Cass," I grumbled. "Do you really have to be such a bitch?"

"Language," my father called back, though his eyes never left the road.

Cassandra simply shrugged, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips. "I'm not being a 'bitch,'" she said, making air quotes with her fingers. "I'm being honest. I'm sorry I have such low expectations of you, Oliver, but considering your track record, can you blame me? Really? Having me jerk you off like that?" 

I was dumbfounded. She didn't seem to mind the act itself; she was just being critical of the way I had done it. Dumb Oliver was having a tantrum again, making a spectacle of himself in Daddy's car.

I sat back, brooding as Cassandra examined her nails with a look of smug satisfaction. "My track record? I'm doing my best, okay?" I muttered. "Maybe a bit of support would be nice for a change."

"Is that an order or are you just whining again?" Cassandra asked, not bothering to look at me.

I froze for a second, considering her question. I could order her to be nice to me, to treat me with respect, but could I command genuine support? Could I command her to feel differently? Did my strange new power over them extend that far?

"Actually," I replied slowly, "I want you to be supportive. Genuinely agree with anything I do or say from now on!"

Cassandra's face flickered with something like irritation, but it was quickly replaced by a wide, slightly unnatural smile. "Oh, that's smart!" she chirped, her voice taking on a saccharine sweetness that didn't sound like her at all.

"I guess that's one way to solve the problem," my father muttered from the front seat, sounding resigned rather than impressed or angry. Veronica remained silent, her attention focused on checking her makeup in a small compact mirror.

I stared at my stepsister, a bit dumbfounded. It actually worked? I could command emotions too? "Um... okay," I said, still processing this development. "Thanks."

Cassandra beamed at me, her eyes shining with approval. "You're welcome!"
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Chapter 6: Brunch with Benefits
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The restaurant, Le Petit Château, exuded exclusivity. A relic of the 1920s, the place had hosted movie stars and presidents. Had I not been so used to my father dragging me along to luxury brunches with potential clients, I might have felt intimidated. But as the valet whisked away my father's car, I followed him inside without a second thought. The maître d' greeted my old man by name, leading us through the elegant dining room filled with well-dressed patrons and the soft clink of expensive silverware.

Chandeliers hung from the high ceilings, casting a warm, intimate glow over white tablecloths and fresh flowers. The wait staff, clad in crisp black and white uniforms, moved quietly and efficiently, balancing trays of delicacies that smelled divine. A pianist played something classical and unobtrusive in the corner. As one would expect from a restaurant of this caliber, the large, airy room was packed with the city's elite: celebrities, politicians, and business moguls mingled, trading stories and connections over mimosas and crab cakes.

The Harringtons had yet to arrive and my father sighed in relief, happy to have at least been able to arrive before them. We were seated at a prime table near the window overlooking the garden. Dad took the head position naturally, with Veronica to his right. Cassandra and I sat across from each other, her eyes occasionally meeting mine with that new unsettling, overly supportive gleam. I tried not to squirm under her gaze.

"I recommend the eggs Benedict," My father said, not looking up from his menu. "They use a locally sourced hollandaise that's simply sublime."

I almost snorted. I was willing to bet he was just repeating something he overheard somewhere else. My father was a man of simple tastes, preferring steak and potatoes to haute cuisine. He tried so hard to project this image of sophistication, but it always felt a little forced, like a costume too tight in the shoulders he was now wearing constantly.

A waitress approached—petite, elegant, perhaps in her early thirties. Her skin was a warm golden tan and her black uniform hugged her figure professionally, her dark hair pulled back in a tight bun. I felt myself straighten up a little at her sight, her beauty of a classic, timeless variety. Her face had a cute, friendly roundness to it, while her body was all curves. Not as voluptuous as Zoe, but a woman with a clear, mature appeal.

"Good morning, I'm Claudia, I'll be taking care of you today," She said with practiced charm, her voice warm and smooth. "Can I start you off with some mimosas or coffee?" She looked at us one by one, making eye contact, her professional smile wavering slightly as she met my gaze. I blushed, but not because of what I knew she had just realized. Something about her made me feel like a teenager again.

Veronica adjusted her napkin on her lap, her wedding ring catching the light. "I'd love a mimosa," she said with a smile, her perfect white teeth on display.

Cassandra shook her head as the waitress turned to her. "Just coffee for me, black. Some of us have actual work to do after this." She didn't even try to hide her condescension toward her mother's lifestyle of leisure.

"Coffee for me too," my father added, still absorbed in the menu.

"Alright, sir." Claudia nodded, jotting down their orders. "And for you, sir?" She asked me, putting a slight emphasis on the word 'sir' that wasn't present when she'd used it for my dad.

I gulped at her intense stare, my heart racing as I contemplated the unthinkable. "I'll have a beer, and a bit of everything on the menu, on you," I told her, hands shaking a bit. "And when you come back... have your big tits out for everyone to see."

She stared at me for a moment that felt like eternity as my heart hammered in my chest, blinking rapidly, her professional demeanor momentarily cracking. "Yes, sir," she finally replied, her voice an octave higher than before. "I'll bring your order right away. Would you like anything else with that?"

My father groaned, clearly irritated by my antics. "Oliver, really?"

"It's fine!" Cassandra chimed in, her tone bright and supportive. "I think it's refreshing. Why pretend? It's just how things are now."

Dad shot her a confused look, then sighed and rubbed his temple. "I would have preferred you wait for the Harringtons to arrive before getting any food, but it is what it is."

The waitress cleared her throat, regaining her composure. She looked around to make sure we were done ordering for now and began to turn away, but not before shooting me another quick glance, her cheeks flushed red. As she walked away, a middle-aged couple at a nearby table whispered to each other. The woman occasionally looking my way with mild curiosity, while her husband continued eating his meal, unbothered.

My father leaned forward, his voice dropping to that conspiratorial tone he used when discussing business. Here came the briefing he always gave us before these meetings. "The Harringtons are looking to diversify their holdings," he explained, tapping his finger on the table for emphasis. "Their pharmaceutical division needs new manufacturing equipment, and Moore Industrial Solutions is perfectly positioned to provide it." I didn't even know why he was telling us this. He wasn't going to let us participate in any substantive way in the discussions. We were just there to look pretty and fill seats.

I nodded absently, my attention drifting to a brunette at a nearby table who kept stealing glances at me. She was with what appeared to be her husband, but her eyes kept finding mine, her expression a mixture of curiosity and availability. I wondered what would happen if I walked over there and told her to bend over the table. Would her husband object? Would anyone? Obviously not. Not in this weird reality.

"Oliver, are you listening?" My father's sharp voice cut through my fantasy.

"Yeah, of course," I lied, dragging my attention back to the table. "Pharmaceuticals. Equipment. Got it."

He gave me a skeptical look, then continued. "There's a chance Mr. Harringtons, will bring up golf. I've hinted at playing, so if he does, go along with it."

I nodded with a slight eye roll. As he droned on about profit margins and market positioning, I found my gaze wandering again. A young woman at the bar caught my eye—early twenties, redhead, wearing a dress that hugged her curves. What if I ordered her to come sit on my lap? Or had her and Claudia make out for me? No one had batted an eye at my request that our waitress perform the rest of her service topless. Why was I even holding back?

My father's posture suddenly stiffened, his eyes fixed on the entrance. "They're here," he whispered, rising to his feet with a practiced smile.

The Harringtons moved through the restaurant like royalty. Following the maître d' who seemed to practically bow before them. No doubt they were regulars here. My father had not chosen this place at random. Harold Harrington was in his sixties, tall and lean with silver hair and the confident stride of a man who had never worried about money a day in his life. His wife, Eleanor, was perhaps twenty years his junior, elegant in a tailored Chanel suit, her silver-streaked dark hair pulled back in a sophisticated chignon.

"Richard, darling," Eleanor said as they approached, air-kissing my father on both cheeks. Her accent carried the faintest traces of old Boston money, her consonants crisp and her vowels slightly elongated. "So lovely to see you again."

"Eleanor, Harold," my father replied, his forced enunciation more pronounced than ever. "Thank you for joining us. You remember my wife, Veronica."

Veronica stood, offering her own air kisses. "Eleanor, that suit is divine."

"This old thing?" Eleanor laughed lightly, "Harold insisted I wear it. He says the color brings out my eyes."

Harold nodded politely to Veronica before turning his attention to my father. "Richard, good to see you. Charles speaks highly of your operation."

My father's smile tightened slightly at the mention of Charles Winthrop, a mutual acquaintance who had apparently facilitated this meeting. I'd met the guy a couple times before. "Charles is too kind. Please, sit."

Eleanor stopped as she noticed me. "Ah! This is my son, Oliver," my father interjected, gesturing toward me.

"Oh my goodness, the young man who has all the women in a tizzy!" Eleanor giggled, extending her hand to me. I stood and shook it gently, not quite sure how to respond. "This is an unexpected surprise!" If she meant it, her voice didn't betray it. It seemed as surprising to her as the sun rising in the east. This was getting old.

Her husband stepped forward, offering his hand as well. "Harold Harrington," he said gruffly. "So you're the one to blame for my wife's sudden... reservations?"

"That would be me," I replied, shaking his hand.

As introductions continued around the table, I couldn't help but notice the subtle dynamics at play. The Harringtons were polite but reserved, their smiles not quite reaching their eyes. They carried themselves with the easy confidence of people who were doing someone a favor rather than considering a business opportunity. My father, meanwhile, was trying too hard—laughing too loudly at Harold's mild jokes, agreeing too enthusiastically with Eleanor's observations about the restaurant's decor.

The deal wasn't going to happen. I could see it as clearly as I could see Claudia's perfect breasts bounce as she approached our table again. I gulped at the sight of her, my cock stirring in my pants. This was really happening...

She was completely topless, her large, perfect breasts swaying slightly with each step. Her skin was smooth and pale, her nipples a dusky pink that contrasted beautifully with her dark hair and uniform pants. Despite her state of undress, she carried herself with professional poise, balancing our drinks on a tray as she approached. I couldn't keep my eyes off her, my mouth drying at the sight. She looked a little flushed, but she was still doing her job.

The restaurant had gone momentarily quiet, heads turning to watch her progress across the dining room. But it wasn't the shocked silence I might have expected. Instead, there were a few murmurs of surprise, some appreciative glances, and then—as people's eyes tracked from Claudia to our table—a wave of recognition seemed to spread through the room.

Women's faces shifted from confusion to understanding, many of them straightening in their seats as they realized who I was. Men's delayed reactions varied—some ended up nodding respectfully in my direction, others looked slightly annoyed but resigned. The Harringtons seemed to find it to be in bad taste, frowning, but apparently nothing they could not overlook.

Claudia reached our table and began distributing drinks with practiced efficiency, despite being half-naked. "Your mimosa, ma'am," she said to Veronica, placing the flute in front of her. "Black coffee for you, miss," to Cassandra. "And for you, sir," she said to my father, setting down his coffee.

She turned to me last, her cheeks slightly flushed but her voice steady. "Your beer, sir," she said. "The kitchen is preparing your 'bit of everything' as we speak. It should be ready shortly."

"I'm sorry about that," Dad apologized to Harold and Eleanor, gesturing at our waitress. "I guess my son's new... status... is making him a little bold."

Eleanor waved a hand dismissively, her perfectly manicured nails flashing in the light. "Well, you know how young men are. Always testing boundaries." She leaned forward, her own breasts threatening to spill out of her dress, clearly on purpose. "He's free to test mines as well. Though maybe there aren't as many boundaries now, hmm?"

I chuckled, taking a sip of my beer. I put it down, frowning at my father. Didn't he get it? This wasn't going to work. His deal was dead. Unless... Yeah, I had the key to success. It was obvious, but apparently just to me.

"Are we ready to order?" Claudia asked, her professional demeanor firmly back in place despite her state of undress.

My father nodded, gesturing for the Harringtons to go first. Harold ordered eggs Florentine, Eleanor opted for a quiche, and my father went for his usual eggs Benedict. Cassandra asked for French toast, and Veronica chose a fruit plate, as usual.

Claudia nodded, jotting down our orders efficiently. "Will there be anything else?"

I turned to the waitress, unable to look her in the eye with her perfect tits staring at me, a new boldness coursing through me. Jesus, I thought, I could just grab them right now and no one would stop me. I was squirming in my seat, trying to hide the bulge growing in my pants. "I might suck on your tits for dessert later," I said casually. "But for now, could you bring me the highest-ranking woman in this restaurant's... hierarchy?" I couldn't believe I was about to do this. It wasn't right, it was clearly another tantrum. But goddammit, I felt the need to push the envelope, to test what I could get away with, to show my dad, the Harringtons, to show them all...

Claudia didn't even blink. "That would be Mrs. Beaumont, sir. She's here today for the quarterly review meeting with the executive chef. I'll fetch her right away."

"Thank you, Claudia," I said, watching her breasts sway as she turned and walked away.

Cassandra nudged my leg under the table, her smile warm and supportive. "What's your plan?" she whispered, her voice tinged with genuine interest. I gestured for her to stay quiet and just watch.

"So, Eleanor?" I turned to Mrs. Harrington, "Who's wearing the pants in this marriage, if you'll allow me the expression?" I asked with a cheeky smile.

Harold and my father both shifted in their seats, looking mildly uncomfortable at my sudden change in tone, but I didn't care. Eleanor, on the other hand, laughed—a high, tinkling sound that matched her sophisticated persona. "In our partnership? We each have our domains," she answered diplomatically.

Harold nodded, taking a sip of his drink. "My wife and I are pretty evenly matched, but I'm sure you've heard the saying about who holds the purse strings. I take care of the business, if that's your question, Oliver," he said, clearly trying to establish his dominance. The hidden subtext was pretty clear: 'You may own my wife, but I own the business your father is so desperately trying to get a hold of.'

I nodded with a smirk. Suddenly, the restaurant's atmosphere seemed to shift subtly as a striking woman in her forties approached our table. She moved with the confidence of someone accustomed to authority, her tailored burgundy suit complementing her olive skin. Her dark hair styled in an elegant bob, and her eyes—sharp and assessing—immediately finding mine.

"I understand you wished to meet me," she said, extending her hand. "Jeanne Beaumont, owner of this establishment. I see you've already made yourself... comfortable with my staff." She glanced at Claudia, busy serving another table in her half-naked state, before returning her attention to me. "What can I do for you, sir?"

"The owner, huh?" I said, raising an eyebrow. "Well, I'm YOUR owner, Oliver Moore, Nice to meet you. Get on your knees."

Jeanne Beaumont froze for a moment, her professional demeanor wavering only briefly before she gracefully dropped to her knees beside our table. The restaurant continued functioning around me—servers delivering food, patrons eating their meals—with only a few curious glances toward the kneeling restaurant owner.

"Of course," she sighed, her voice steady despite her position. "What can I do for you?"

My father was now clearly trying to hide his annoyance, and Harold was looking more and more uncomfortable. I had the right to do what I wanted to her, of course, but I was still being a bit of an asshole. Women were my toys, like Marcus had said, but now I was the kid at the table upsetting the adults, not the polite little boy my father was trying to present me as.

"Could we go back to talking about the contract?" Dad tried, his voice strained.

"I'm sure Oliver's got a good reason for his request," Cassandra chimed in, her tone bright and supportive. She was starting to get on my nerves, even if I was the one responsible for her behavior.

"Cass..." I muttered under my breath, giving her a sharp look. "I think you should go find the ugliest guy in this room and offer to blow him," I said to her, rolling my eyes. "If he says yes, you do it and come back once you're done. If he says no, keep looking for the second ugliest guy, and so on. Got it?"

She opened her mouth, her expression unreadable. "Sure! You're right! That's a great idea!" she said after a moment, her eyes sparkling. "I'll be right back!" With that, Cassandra got up and sauntered away from our table, scanning the room for potential targets. My father was now utterly mortified, his face a deep red as he watched her leave, his perfect family presentation utterly shattered.

Mrs. Beaumont remained still and quiet, her eyes downcast, as if she were used to just being ordered to her knees. Her posture was impeccable, her hands resting on her thighs. I leaned forward and grabbed her chin gently, lifting her head to look at her face.

"I'll need you to do whatever you need to do to transfer this restaurant to me," I told her. "You own it. I own you. It's only logical that this would be my restaurant from now on."

She blinked once, her eyes darting between mine. "I'm not sure if it's that simple, sir. There are legalities, paperwork—"

I shook my head. "I'm sure someone with your... expertise will find a way to do it."

She did seem genuinely bothered by this, but not in the way I expected. "I won't deny that you have the right to do this, of course, and that you could even order me to give it to you..."

"I do. Give it to me," I ordered.

"Of course," she said softly a tiny ping of disappointment in her voice, as if losing her life's work was not something she was particularly happy about, but had to accept, of course. "That's not an issue. The paperwork will be ready in the morning if you don't mind giving me the night."

"Sure. And I'll even let you keep running it," I said, feeling generous. "I know fuck all about restaurants. But from now on, the profits come to me. Understood?"

Mrs. Beaumont nodded. "Yes, sir."

My father, now seemingly giving up on signing his own deal with Harold, groaned. "Well good for you, Oliver," he said with a hint of sarcasm. "You've got a restaurant now. I hope you're proud of yourself."

Harold seemed to share his sentiment, leaning back in his chair, his eyes narrowed as he looked at me, his mouth a tight line of disapproval. I guess from their perspective I was cheating. They had to build and maintain their own fortune while I just had to say 'jump' and women did. Even Veronica, who so far had been mostly quiet, was now looking at me with an air of disdain, her eyes flicking between me and Mrs. Beaumont. She too had worked for her position, even if it had meant mostly being arm candy.

I shrugged, feeling a little smug. And, after all, I wasn't going to leave my father empty handed, but it was fun watching him squirm for once.

I gestured for Mrs. Beaumont to stand up and leave us alone, and turned my attention back to the Harringtons. "Alright," I said, leaning back in my chair. "Harold, what would convince you to sign a contract with my father?"

He seemed taken aback by my directness. "It's not that simple, Oliver," he replied, his voice measured. "This is a business deal, not a handshake agreement. There are processes, negotiations, contracts—"

I cut him off with a wave of my hand. "I imagine you'd like to be allowed to fuck your wife again, yes?"

His eyes narrowed, his expression hardening. "Excuse me?" 

My father tensed, clearly anticipating a scene.

I leaned forward, elbows on the table. "Let's cut the bullshit, Harold. I own every woman on Earth, including Eleanor here." I gestured toward his wife, who shifted uncomfortably in her seat. "And I'm sure you'd appreciate a return to normalcy in your marriage, hmm? Maybe even some extra fun. I can command her to fulfill your every fantasy. So here's the deal: You sign that contract with my father and you get to fuck your wife again," I said with a grin. "Seems fair to me."

My father was staring at me, his mouth slightly agape, his carefully constructed facade of sophistication crumbling before my eyes. Eleanor seemed to be anxiously waiting for her husband's response. Veronica was watching, her face unreadable, her glass halfway to her lips. Now that I looked around, Cassandra was nowhere to be seen.

Harold sputtered, his face turning an angry shade of red. However, the sight of his beautiful wife next to him seemed to give him pause. "Well..." he started, his eyes flicking between me and her. He took a deep breath, his expression shifting from anger to calculation. His lips slowly stretching into a sly grin. "You've got a point, boy. That's a fair trade."

I smiled broadly, feeling victorious as the man extended his hand above the table in my father's direction. Dad, still reeling from the exchange, mechanically took the handshake.

"Richard," Harold said, his voice now smooth as silk, "You've got yourself a deal. I'll have our people draw up the papers by tomorrow," he said.

My father nodded, his face pale. "Thank you, Harold. I'm glad we could reach an agreement." He looked at me, his expression a mix of gratitude and shock. I gave him a cheeky smile in return.

Harold turned to me, his expression more respectful now. "And if we could talk about the terms of my wife's services..."

I laughed. "Eleanor, from now on, satisfy your husband's sexual desires as best you can," I commanded her, "anything as long as it doesn't put you in danger. Oh, and be horny for him whenever he's horny for you. No point having you do it if you don't enjoy it."

She nodded, her face lighting up, arousal already starting to show in her posture, mirroring the growing lust in her husband's eyes. "Of course," she purred.

With a wink, I added, "And now, let's celebrate. I own all of this restaurant. Let's get a round of champagne on me," I said, standing up. I grabbed Veronica's empty flute of mimosa and a spoon and made my way to the center of the restaurant.

"Excuse me, everyone," I announced, tapping the spoon against the glass to get their attention. The room gradually fell silent, all eyes turning to me. I couldn't help but notice Cassandra under a table, giving a blowjob to an older, overweight gentleman. She waved at me happily with one hand. "I have an announcement to make," I continued. "As the owner of all women," I paused, enjoying how casually the phrase rolled off my tongue, "I've decided I also own this restaurant now. The change will come with a few rules for all women in the... premises: From now on any attractive woman in this restaurant, staff or client, will have to be completely naked." I announced. "If you're not sure about whether or not you're attractive... Well, you're probably not."

There was a brief moment of silence as my words sank in. Then, a ripple of activity spread through the restaurant as my announcement rang out. Several women—both patrons and staff—immediately began removing their clothing without much protest or embarrassment. A businesswoman at a nearby table unbuttoned her blouse while continuing her conversation about quarterly reports. Two college-aged girls in fancy dresses giggled as they helped each other out of their dresses. The cute sommelier calmly set down her wine bottle before removing her uniform. Men watched, amused or indifferent, as the women around them stripped down to nothing.

I snapped my fingers, pointing at Claudia, our waitress, busy getting rid of her pants, the only remaining piece of her clothing. "Could we have some champagne, please?" I asked her with a smile. "For the table."

Claudia nodded, her breasts bouncing as she moved away to fulfill my request, clumsily stepping out of her pants on the way. I returned to our table, sitting back down with a satisfied grin. Veronica and Eleanor, now fully nude, sat there awkwardly, their hands in their laps.

"I don't know about you guys, but I'm feeling like celebrating," I said, looking around the table. My father was still speechless, his eyes darting between the two naked wives and the increasingly nude staff. 

Cassandra returned to the table, her clothes seemingly discarded somewhere else. She wiped her mouth and sat down, smiling brightly. "Mission accomplished," she announced, nodding toward the large man at the bar who was now drinking whiskey with a dazed expression. "He was quite surprised but definitely didn't say no."

Harold seemed to be in a much better mood than my father, his hand already on his wife's thigh. The rest of the restaurant continued around us, the chatter and laughter returning as the shock wore off. Claudia, now completely naked, approached our table with a bottle of champagne in a bucket of ice.

"Here we are," she said, setting down the bucket. She expertly opened the bottle, the cork popping loudly. She poured a glass for each of us, her breasts swaying with each movement. "Enjoy," she said, setting the bottle on the table. She seemed flustered, a strange contrast from the casual demeanor of the other naked women who seemed nothing more than slightly uncomfortable.

"Tell you, what Claudia," I said, my eyes lingering on her breasts. "How about you lay on the table and get yourself wet for me?"

"I'm not sure..." she started, clearly uncomfortable with the suggestion, but her body was already reacting: her legs shifted slightly, her breathing quickened. "But if that's what you want..."

"It is what I want," I said firmly.

"It's a great idea!" Cassandra chimed in enthusiastically.

"Okay then, if that's your wish," she replied. She climbed onto the table, sending silverware clattering to the floor, her breasts jiggling as she moved. Her pussy was now inches from my face, her hairless mound and pink folds on full display.

"Oliver," my father interrupted, his voice tense. "Can't you do this somewhere else? It's not going to be very convenient to eat with her there."

I shrugged. "Just... I dunno, move her around. I just want to enjoy myself a bit."

My father hesitated for a moment, then sighed. He stood up and grabbed Claudia by her thighs, maneuvering her to the side of the table to make room for the upcoming food, her legs dangling off the edge, her ass now the closest thing to me. She gasped, but made no move to resist, her expression stoic. I chuckled, admiring the view as she started to finger herself.

"Be very turned on. No need for modesty. Forget all about manners and decency. But... don't cum until I tell you you can."

Her face lit up, the discomfort quickly disappearing. "Oh, thank you!" She exclaimed, her fingers moving faster between her legs. She moaned loudly, her hips bucking as she arched her back, her breasts heaving. She no longer seemed to care about the spectacle she was making, her moans echoing throughout the restaurant. Well, no one seemed to mind, or rather they looked like how people usually look when trying to ignore an innocuous but annoying sound in public. She could have been a toddler crying or someone who wouldn't stop coughing and everyone would have paid the same amount of attention to it. I smiled, enjoying the show, hard not to when she was rubbing her clit right in front of me. The smell of her arousal was heavy in the air, her juices dripping onto the tablecloth.

"Well, don't mind me while I fuck this beautiful lady," I laughed as I looked at the three women sitting around the table, lowering my pants and boxers, my erection springing free. The effect of my unintended command was instantaneous, Veronica and Cassandra suddenly acting totally disinterested in whatever I was doing. Dad, on the other hand, seemed bothered and uncomfortable, not that I really cared. Harold and his wife seemed... busy...

Claudia moaned loudly as my tip slid against her wet entrance, her back arching on the table, sending a salt shaker tumbling to the floor. Her eyes were glazed with commanded arousal, her breathing heavy. "Please," she begged, her hips lifting to meet me. "Fuck me..."

Around me, the restaurant continued functioning with surreal normalcy. A naked hostess seated new customers, looking around in confusion until she seemingly explained to them what was going on, and they relaxed. A businessman at a nearby table glanced over with mild curiosity before returning to his newspaper. Two elderly women at a corner table discussed their grandchildren, occasionally glancing my way with polite interest. Some people were leaving, though. I could see a man complaining at the hostess like one would complain about a weird smell or a broken toilet: frowning, slightly disgusted, but otherwise polite.

"Please..." Claudia whimpered, her legs wrapping around me, trying to pull me closer. I obliged, pushing inside her, her pussy welcoming me greedily. I felt dizzy, her walls clenching around my length, her body shaking with need. I didn't remember ever being this horny, this desperate for sex, and from the looks of it, neither did she. Her moans were now almost screams, her voice carrying across the restaurant. She didn't care, and I didn't care. I was fucking her, in public, in a restaurant full of people, and nobody cared. Well, no woman cared. They all looked ready to join if I asked. Most men seemed to mind, though, in the 'I don't agree with this' kind of way. I guess I was still being an asshole.

"I'll... I have another appointment coming up," Dad said, standing up. "Honey? We should go."

Veronica looked up, confused. "What do you mean? Our food hasn't even arrived yet."

He gestured toward me, frustration on his face. Veronica, still bound by my command, showed no reaction at the sight of her naked stepson having sex on the table. She shook her head with a raised eyebrow, clearly not seeing what the issue was. My father sighed, defeated. "Girls, we're going!" He barked, and the two women stood up, a bit confused, but following his lead nonetheless. "Harold, Eleanor, it was a pleasure, as always," he added.

Harold, who had been so busy masturbating his wife under the table that he had almost missed the entire exchange, snapped to attention, nodding politely at my father. "Same for us," he said, a broad grin on his face.

"It was... a pleasure..." his wife managed to blurt out. It seemed that by ordering her to be available to Harold in any way he liked, I had somewhat extended my immunity to modesty, decency and manners to him too. No one had come to tell them to stop, and no one seemed to care. They too were getting annoyed glances here and there, but that was about it.

I focused on my own pleasure, slamming into Claudia with wild abandon. She was moaning, screaming, her fingers digging into the tablecloth. I had never seen a woman so turned on in my life. Melissa had never even been a tenth as enthusiastic, though maybe she wasn't the best example. Previous sexual partners had been more into it, but still nowhere near this level of pure, unbridled and uncontained lust.

My balls slapped against her ass as I fucked her, her body shaking with each thrust. The sound of flesh hitting flesh echoed throughout the restaurant, mixed with the sounds of cutlery and casual conversation. I glanced around; no one seemed to care. It was surreal, fucking in public, but no one gave a damn. I would have never dared to do this in a million years before yesterday. Now, it felt liberating, exhilarating even. My thrusts became erratic, my orgasm building rapidly. I wanted to prolong the pleasure, but Claudia's pussy felt too good. "When... I cum... you cum... and only then," I managed to say in a breath.

"Yes! Please!" she cried out, her body writhing beneath me. I couldn't hold back any longer, the sight of her tits bouncing and the feel of her wetness overwhelming me. With a final, deep thrust, I came hard inside her, filling her pussy with my seed. Claudia let out a piercing scream, her body shaking violently as her own orgasm took over. I could feel her pussy clenching around my cock, milking every last drop of cum from me, her juices dripping down her thighs in an obscene display of ecstasy.

As we both came down from our climax, the restaurant continued around us. Conversations resumed, plates were cleared, and orders were taken. People seemed relieved that it was over and that the annoying noise had stopped. I leaned back in my chair, basking in the afterglow, my cock deflating slightly as I slipped out of her. Claudia was breathing heavily, her body slick with sweat, her hair disheveled. She looked like she had just run a marathon, and it was the most beautiful sight I'd ever seen.

"I... Please... Again..." she whimpered, her voice hoarse. "I need more..."

Shit, I'd forgotten to remove her lust. "Yeah... Be back to normal..." I said, waving my hand.

Her expression changed immediately, and her eyes widened as she realized what had just happened. "Oh god," she muttered, blushing as she sat up. "I hope... I hope I didn't make too much of a mess, sir," she said, looking around in embarrassment.

"You did great," I said, patting her on the shoulder, blushing myself. I got up, pulled up my boxers and pants, and helped her off the table. "Give me your number," I told her, fishing my phone from my pocket. I might want to get a hold of you again."

She nodded shyly, typing her contact info into my phone before handing it back. "That was... something," she said, still red as a tomato.

"It was," I said, grinning. "Thanks, by the way. I'll be on my way. Tell Mrs. Beaumont I'll be here tomorrow morning to get the paperwork for the restaurant."

Claudia nodded, grabbing a nearby napkin to wipe herself before leaving, still completely naked, the mess we'd made still on the table.

Harold and his wife were still going at it. I cleared my throat. "I guess I'll leave you guys to it. I'll get going. I've got places to be, women to fuck." I chuckled, zipping up my pants. "Enjoy your meal."

Harold looked up, a look of pure satisfaction on his face. "Thanks, kid," he said, out of breath.
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Chapter 7: Wheels of Justice
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I slouched in the back of my improvised ride, watching the city blur past the window. The woman behind the wheel, whose name I hadn't bothered to learn, hummed along to the radio as she navigated the dense traffic. Why call an Uber when I could just ask any woman on the street to drive me wherever I wanted? Early that morning I'd just picked one at random as soon as I'd left my apartment, a brunette with a nice smile, chatting animatedly with a friend next to her car. 

I had asked her to drive me around for a while. Her friend had raised an eyebrow, her face twisting in annoyance, but had ultimately just left with a shrug. Now the brunette was more than happy to drive me wherever I wanted and then some. Well, alright... She wasn't exactly happy about it, but she wasn't unhappy either. She'd grumbled about having places to be, and having a job, but she'd obeyed. When I promised to explain to her boss what was going on and make sure she wouldn't get fired, she'd relaxed and even commented that it was a nice opportunity to take a break.

Now on my way to the commercial district, I replayed the morning's events in my mind. My second visit to Le Petit Château had been surreal—arriving to find the place technically closed but the staff already there preparing for lunch service. And just as I'd commanded yesterday, every attractive woman there was still completely naked, including Jeanne Beaumont herself. The restaurant owner had greeted me with the same professional demeanor she'd shown the day before, her olive skin glowing in the morning light, her elegant bob framing her face as if being nude while signing over ownership documents was the most normal thing in the world.

She'd shown a hint of regret when handing me the papers, mentioning something about her late husband and their shared dream of building a legacy. I felt a bit guilty about taking it from her, especially when I had no real interest in running the place, so I'd agreed to make sure I'd leave her enough for her own plans, professional or personal. Her face had lit up somewhat at that, and she'd thanked me before going back to her office to finish preparations for lunch. A first expedited wire transfer of sixty thousand dollars was already on its way.

The memory sent a thrill of power through me. What was even more surprising was how quickly I was adapting to this new reality. Just two days ago, I'd been a nobody—unemployed, living in a messy apartment, my greatest achievement being my Valheim character reaching level 97. Now I owned a high-end restaurant and, apparently, every woman on Earth. And it felt... right. Not morally, of course. The situation was still fucked up, but I'd been given an insane amount of power over the world and it felt stupid to just not use it, especially since no one else seemed to have any real issue with it.

Before leaving this morning, I'd checked the Discord server where men were frantically trying to identify whoever now "owned" all women. Despite dozens of women recognizing me on sight by now, there wasn't a single mention of me online. No descriptions, no photos, nothing. It was as if the women I'd encountered didn't find their interaction with me significant enough to discuss, which was both convenient and somewhat deflating. Even cosmic power couldn't make me memorable, it seemed.

My chauffeur pulled up to Riverside Auto Gallery, a sprawling dealership on the edge of the commercial district. It wasn't one of those ultra-luxury places with Lamborghinis and Ferraris—I'd always thought guys who drove those were just compensating for something. This place had a decent selection of mid-range to high-end vehicles, all arranged in neat rows under strings of triangular flags that flapped in the breeze. The showroom was a glass-walled building with polished tile floors and LED lighting that made every vehicle gleam like it was in a commercial.

As I stepped out of the car, I felt surprisingly reinvigorated. For the first time in years, my life seemed to be taking a turn for the better. My phone buzzed with a text from Zoe:

"Feeling better after your weird existential crisis? Marcus says the D&D campaign is still on for Thursday if you're up for it. He's threatening to make us fight a tarrasque if you don't show. BTW, just so you know, I'm still here for anything you need. Anything at all. No pressure though! 🤓"

I smiled at her message, appreciating how she managed to remain so... Zoe, despite everything. My thoughts drifted to Claudia, the waitress from Le Petit Château. Her round face and curvy body had been on my mind since yesterday. I wanted to see her again, maybe invite her over, but my thumb hovered uncertainly over my phone. Which was ridiculous—I literally owned her, so why was I nervous about texting her? Yet there I was, feeling like the same awkward guy who'd never known what to say to pretty women. Some things, apparently, not even cosmic power could change.

"Wait for me, please," I ordered the brunette, and she nodded. She seemed happy to have a moment to check her messages, her eyes already glued to her own phone.

A salesman spotted me immediately as I headed into the dealership—young, maybe twenty-five, with gelled hair and a blue blazer that looked one size too small, deliberately tight to show off his gym-sculpted physique. His smile was bright white against his fake tan as he approached, though I caught the slight hesitation in his eyes as he took in my wrinkled t-shirt and the jeans I'd been wearing for at least a week.

"Hey there, my man!" he said, extending his hand. "I'm Tony. What brings you in today? Just browsing or looking for something specific?"

"I'm thinking it's about time I bought a car," I replied, shaking his hand. "Something nice, but not too flashy."

"Cool, cool," Tony nodded, clearly trying to gauge if I could actually afford anything in the showroom. "What's your budget looking like? We've got some great pre-owned options if you're trying to keep it under thirty."

I glanced around at the gleaming vehicles, feeling a strange new confidence. "Actually, I'm interested in something new. Maybe that one there. I have a budget of... I dunno... fifty to sixty, let's say. But it's not set in stone."

Tony's eyebrows rose slightly. "The GV70? That's a sweet ride, man. About fifty k, but worth every penny." He was talking faster now, excitement building at the prospect of a big commission, though doubt still lingered in his eyes.

"Yeah, I recently came into some money," I said casually. "I'm the guy who owns all women" I said it with a shrug, trying to capitalize on my new status.

Tony laughed, the kind of laugh you give when a customer makes a joke and you're trying to be polite. "Right, right." He slapped me on the shoulder. "Well, let's get you behind the wheel and see how it feels. If that's not the one, we've got a bunch of other options."

Tony led me through the showroom, gesturing at various models with the enthusiasm of a game show host. We looked at a sleek blue sedan, a compact SUV in gunmetal gray, and a sporty hatchback that Tony insisted was "perfect for city driving, but still has that wow factor, you know?"

"So this Genesis here is right at the edge of your budget," Tony explained, running his hand along the hood of the silver GV70. "German-level luxury but without the German price tag. And this Lexus over here," he pivoted smoothly, "slightly under budget but loaded with tech. The sound system alone will blow your mind."

I nodded along, pretending to care about horsepower and torque while really just trying to figure out which one looked the least dorky. After years of public transportation and Ubers, I just wanted something that wouldn't make me look like I was trying too hard.

"I'm leaning toward the Genesis," I finally said, tapping the hood.

Tony's smile widened. "Excellent choice, my man. Let's talk numbers." He guided me to a small glass office in the corner of the showroom. "So, we're looking at about forty-eight thousand base, plus tax and fees. We've got some great financing options—"

"I'll pay in full," I interrupted.

Tony's pen paused mid-scribble. "In full? Like... all of it?"

"Yeah, wire transfer. Probably tomorrow or the day after that. I just need the funds to be cleared."

His eyebrows shot up, and I could see him recalculating everything he thought he knew about me, though I could tell the idea of me claiming I didn't have the funds just yet kept him from being sure. I wasn't exactly the picture of success, but the promise of a full payment could make even the snobbiest salesmen forget their prejudice. "That's... unusual. Most people finance, even if they can afford not to. Tax benefits and all that."

I shrugged. "I prefer to keep things simple."

"Right, right," Tony nodded, though his eyes had narrowed slightly. "We'll just need to verify the funds before we can proceed. You know how it is—paperwork, regulations." He was trying to sound casual, but I could tell he was skeptical that the disheveled guy in dirty clothes sitting across from him could actually afford to drop fifty grand in one go. "We can do it now and as soon as the bank clears the payment, the car is yours. Deal?"

"Deal."

As Tony started preparing the paperwork, the glass door to the showroom swung open, and a woman walked in. She was tall and athletic, with short blonde hair and sharp features, dressed in a crisp pantsuit that screamed "corporate executive." Something about her seemed vaguely familiar, but I couldn't place her.

She spoke loudly into her phone as she entered: "I don't care what the board thinks, Jeremy. The acquisition is happening with or without their blessing. I'll call you back." She hung up and scanned the showroom with the focused intensity of someone who knew exactly what they wanted.

Tony immediately perked up. "Excuse me for one second," he said to me before standing. "Ms. Winters! Good to see you again. The Audi you inquired about just arrived yesterday."

The woman—Ms. Winters—nodded curtly and started to respond when her eyes landed on me. Her expression shifted instantly from businesslike to recognition.

"Well, I'll be damned," she said, walking over and holding out a perfectly manicured hand. "The man in the flesh!"

Tony looked between us, confused. "You two know each other?"

Ms. Winters laughed, her voice cracking like ice. "You could say that. This is the man who owns me." Her tone was both casual and somehow mocking, like a joke only she understood.

I chuckled nervously, glancing at Tony. "That's me," I shrugged and shook her hand.

"I'm Katherine Winters, CEO of Winters Pharmaceuticals. I... I'm yours, of course." She laughed again, more easily this time.

Tony's confusion morphed into disbelief. "Damn, man," he whispered to me. "You really weren't joking."

Katherine turned to Tony, her expression matter-of-fact. "Joking? Of course he wasn't joking. I'm his property. I'll do anything he wants me to. Right, sir?" she asked me, turning back toward me with a smile that wasn't quite right. I found her attractive, but in an abstract sort of way. Her features were sharp and well-defined, her posture perfect, her figure fit and muscular, but it felt like I was appreciating the aesthetics of a well-crafted knife rather than a beautiful woman.

"Right," I said awkwardly, still trying to figure out why she looked so familiar. "Wait... Katherine Winters, you said?" I knew that name from somewhere. Then it hit me—the Cardiavax scandal from a few months ago. A pharmaceutical company had artificially inflated the price of a life-saving drug, causing a nationwide outrage, and a few deaths. And standing before me was none other than the CEO of said company, who had bragged about it on Xitter. No wonder I felt so uneasy.

"Yes," she replied, her smile never wavering. "At your service. Anything you want."

Tony stood there, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe and curiosity. He didn't seem to know where to look or what to do with his hands, so he kept clasping and unclasping them behind his back.

I grinned at the evil woman, knowing just how to get some fun out of the situation. "Well, I'm glad I ran into you. I've got a couple of ideas in mind, actually."

She arched an eyebrow, my expression probably triggering the alarm in her brain that told her to watch her back. "Is that so? What do you have in mind?"

"Well, for starters, I'd like you to buy me the car of my choice. What do you think?"

She looked uncomfortable now. Good. "Are you sure I couldn't rather interest you in a... sexual favor?" she asked, arching her eyebrow. "Or two? Or three?" She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "I've been told I'm very, very good."

I laughed and she backed off. "Tempting, but I'll pass," I replied, waving her away. "Or maybe another time. I've got a lot of options, after all. For now, let's just start with the car, shall we?"

Tony seemed to be waiting for the conclusion of our exchange, his eyes flicking back and forth between us, clearly hopeful to get the deal done. "So, the Genesis?" he asked.

"Oh, I think I'm going to go bigger. Maybe that Porsche over there?" I said, pointing to the Panamera Turbo S across the showroom.

Katherine's jaw clenched, but she nodded stiffly. "And I imagine you'll command me to do it if I don't agree to it, so let's not waste our time," she said. "Mr..." She looked at Tony, waving her hand expectantly. "What's your name again?"

"Tony," he replied, a little breathless.

"Tony, can you please bring the paperwork and a pen? I'll buy my owner his Porsche. Cash." The last word made her grimace, but only slightly, only for a moment.

"Erm... Wouldn't you like to know the price before..." he started, but Ms. Winters cut him off. 

"Seems like I don't have a choice. I don't want to know the price. I'll pay. Can we please get this over with? I have a busy afternoon." She looked at me and smiled, but the smile did not reach her eyes.

Tony hurried off, leaving us alone. I couldn't help but feel a little sorry for Katherine. She was clearly not used to being on the losing side of a deal, and the shift in power had left her visibly shaken. It probably wasn't much of a shift, she could probably afford hundreds of these cars, but the humiliation must have hit her harder than the loss of cash. But then again, whatever invisible force had made her my slave seemed to smoothen things over. By the time Tony came back, she'd regained her composure, even managing to force another smile as she signed the paperwork and transferred the funds.

"I hope you'll be happy with it," she said, her tone polite but strained. "I should get going. I'll see you soon enough, I'm sure."

"Hold on," I said, stopping her. "I said I had a couple of ideas. I've got another one, actually."

The way her face twitched before she could control herself was pretty funny. "Oh?" Oh, yeah. She'd expected the worst and had been hoping to get away before it was too late.

I smirked, feeling a rush of power. "There's a trial going on about your little drug scheme, right?"

"Yes," she answered reluctantly, looking like a deer in headlights.

"How about you go ahead and... plead guilty?" I suggested, my smirk growing wider. "I think that would be fair. Don't you?"

She seemed to hesitate for a moment, her eyes darting around the room as if looking for an escape. "I'm sorry but..."

"Oh, sorry, I wasn't direct enough. Plead guilty. I command you to plead guilty."

She took a sharp breath, her shoulders sagging in defeat. "Alright. I'll do it. I'll... call my lawyers as soon as I'm in my car." For a moment, I thought she was going to cry.

"And don't try to get out of it. No tricking the genie, so to speak. You don't get to plead guilty and then turn around because you've technically fulfilled my command. Plead guilty for the entire duration of the trial, and don't do anything to avoid punishment." I added the last part quickly, realizing I needed to be careful with how I worded my commands.

Katherine nodded slowly, her eyes downcast. She wasn't going to pull a fast one on me, no sir. "Okay." She took a deep breath, collecting herself. "If that's all, I'll take my leave now."

"Sure," I said, dismissing her with a wave of my hand. "Run along. And hey, thanks for the car."

She left the dealership without another word, her heels clicking on the tile floor, her posture rigid. As she stepped into the sunlight, the tightness in her shoulders relaxed, and she let out a long, shuddering sigh.

"Damn," Tony breathed, breaking the silence that had settled in her wake. "That was... something." He raised his arm, keys jingling in his hand. "Congratulations on your new ride, man."

I grabbed the keys, a satisfied grin spreading across my face. It felt good to put someone like Katherine in her place. Justice served. There was someone else I could serve some justice to. "Let's go for a ride!"
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Chapter 8: Expiphany
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The Porsche purred beneath me as I tore through the city streets, my knuckles white against the leather steering wheel. I'd never driven anything this powerful before—hell, I'd barely driven at all in the last few years—but the car responded to my every touch like it was an extension of my body. The dashboard gleamed with soft blue lights, and the engine's growl vibrated through the seat in a way that felt almost obscene.

I wasn't even enjoying it. My mind was too focused on Melissa. Fucking Melissa. Two months since she'd dumped me, and the wound still felt fresh. "Emotionally unavailable," she'd called me. "Lacking ambition." Rich coming from someone who painted splashes on canvas and called it art. And then she'd gone and fucked her "friend" behind my back. Classic. The memory of walking in on them still made my stomach churn, her dark hair splayed across his chest, both of them too caught up in each other to notice me standing in the doorway like an idiot.

I took a sharp turn, cutting off a minivan and earning myself an angry honk. I didn't care. The GPS directed me toward the trendy part of town where her new boyfriend lived—some pretentious asshole named Damien who wore turtlenecks and talked about "the essence of color" or whatever bullshit artists discussed. I'd only met him once, at a gallery showing of Melissa's work that I'd attended out of some masochistic impulse. He'd looked at me with pity, which was worse than if he'd been smug.

My thoughts raced as fast as the car. What would I do when I got there? Make her beg for forgiveness? Force her to admit she'd made a mistake? The possibilities swirled in my head, each more vindictive than the last. Part of me wanted to hurt her the way she'd hurt me, to make her feel the same hollowness that had been my constant companion since she'd left. But another part—a part I didn't want to acknowledge—just wanted her back. Wanted to feel her pressed against me again, to smell that particular scent of oil paint and lavender that always clung to her skin.

I pulled onto her boyfriend's street, a row of renovated warehouses turned into overpriced lofts. The kind of place that screamed "I'm an artist" but actually meant "My parents are loaded." I spotted his building—a red brick monstrosity with massive windows—and parked my new Porsche directly in front of it, deliberately taking up two spaces.

As I killed the engine, I caught my reflection in the rearview mirror. My face was flushed, my eyes wild. I looked unhinged. Good. Let her see what she'd done to me. Let her see what I'd become. The owner of all women—including her. The thought sent a surge of dark satisfaction through me. She'd rejected me, humiliated me, but now? Now she was mine, just like every other woman on the planet. And it was time she learned what that meant.

I stepped out of the car, slamming the door behind me with unnecessary force. The sound echoed off the buildings like a gunshot. A couple walking their dog on the other side of the street glanced over nervously. I ignored them, fixing my gaze on the entrance to Damien's building. My heart hammered in my chest, adrenaline coursing through my veins. This was it. This was my moment of reckoning.

I pressed the buzzer next to Damien's name, and waited, my rage and anticipation building with each passing second. When the intercom crackled to life, I was ready.

"Hello?" Melissa's voice. Still as husky and musical as I remembered. For a moment, I faltered, a wave of longing washing over me. Then I remembered her with him, and my resolve hardened.

"It's Oliver," I said, surprised by the steadiness of my voice. "We need to talk."

There was a pause, then a sigh. "Oliver, I don't think that's a good idea."

"I wasn't asking," I replied, my finger hovering over the intercom button. "I'm coming up. And trust me, you'll want to hear what I have to say."

Another pause, longer this time. Then the buzzer sounded, unlocking the door. "3B..." I pushed it open and stepped inside, my footsteps echoing in the industrial-chic lobby as I made my way to the elevator. Each floor that passed brought me closer to her, closer to the confrontation I'd been rehearsing in my head for weeks.

When the elevator doors slid open on the third floor, I stepped out into a hallway lined with exposed brick and track lighting. Very artsy. Very Melissa. I found 3B at the end of the hall, the door slightly ajar. She was waiting for me.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. This was it. Time to show her exactly who was in control now.

The door swung open, and there she was—Melissa. My breath caught in my throat. I'd forgotten how fucking gorgeous she was, or maybe I'd just been trying to forget. Her dark hair fell in waves past her shoulders, framing a face that belonged on magazine covers. She wore a paint-splattered tank top that clung to her curves, revealing the swell of her breasts—those perfect tits I used to worship. Her legs seemed to go on forever in those tight jeans, and I could see flecks of blue paint on her bare feet. The busty bitch, the slut who'd thrown me away like garbage. The hot slut I wanted to fuck as much as I wanted to humiliate, to make miserable.

She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed over her chest, those full lips pressed into a thin line. Her eyes—those deep brown eyes that used to look at me with desire—now held unease, maybe even fear. But there was something else there too, something new: a grudging acknowledgment of my position.

"Oliver," she said, her voice carrying that familiar sarcastic edge, though now tinged with forced respect. "This is... unexpected." She shifted her weight, uncomfortable but trying not to show it. "Look, I know you own me now. I get it. If you want to fuck me, you can. That's your right." She said it matter-of-factly, but I could see the tension in her shoulders. "But I really don't think you should come in. We've said everything we needed to say to each other."

I smirked, enjoying her discomfort. "I might take you up on that offer later, but that's not why I'm here." I stepped forward, forcing her to either move or touch me. "Let me in, Melissa. Now."

She sighed, rolling her eyes in that way that used to drive me crazy—still did, if I was being honest. "Fine. Whatever. It's not like I can stop you." She stepped aside, not like someone afraid, but like someone who thought this was a terrible idea but was going along with it anyway. Because it wasn't her place to tell me what to do, with myself or with her.

I walked into the loft, taking in the space. High ceilings with exposed pipes, massive windows letting in the afternoon light, concrete floors covered with colorful rugs. The place was divided into two distinct work areas. On one side, Melissa's paintings—vibrant splashes of color that actually did require talent, though I'd never admit it to her. On the other side, what must have been Damien's workspace—sculptures made of twisted metal and found objects, pretentious as fuck.

Their living space was in the back—a bed on a raised platform, a small kitchen area, a bathroom behind a sliding barn door. Traces of him were everywhere: a man's jacket thrown over a chair, two coffee mugs in the sink, a pair of men's boots by the door. The thought of them together in that bed made my stomach turn.

"Damien's out," Melissa said, as if reading my thoughts. "Getting supplies for his new series. He might be back soon." She gave me a pointed look. "He might not be happy to find you here."

"Like I give a fuck what Damien thinks," I spat.

She shrugged, keeping her distance. "Just saying. So what do you want, Oliver? Why are you here?"

I turned to face her, feeling the anger bubbling up again. My hands were shaking. "Why didn't you contact me?" I demanded. "Two days ago, when everything changed. When you woke up knowing who you belonged to. Every other woman I know reached out. But not you. Why?"

She looked at me like I was an idiot, which only made me angrier. "Are you serious right now? You told me—and I quote—'I never want to hear from you again as long as I live.' You said I was the worst thing that ever happened to you." She ran a hand through her hair, exasperated. "What was I supposed to do? Yeah, I woke up knowing you owned me. But with everything that happened between us. I figured you'd contact me if you wanted anything. And honestly, I was kind of hoping you wouldn't."

I stared at her, momentarily thrown. I had said that, hadn't I? A few weeks after I'd found her with him. When she finally admitted there was nothing to fix. When I'd realized it for myself. I'd screamed it at her as I stormed out of her old apartment, tears streaming down my face.

"Besides," she added, her voice softer now, almost sad, "you never wanted me for who I was anyway. You wanted some version of me that existed in your head. Someone who wouldn't challenge you or have her own life." She gestured around the loft. "This is who I am, Oliver. This is what I want. And even if you own me now, you can't change that."

I latched onto her last words like a predator sensing weakness. My lips curled into a smile that didn't reach my eyes.

"I can't change that?" I repeated, my voice dangerously soft. "That's where you're wrong, Melissa. I can change anything about you now. Anything I want."

Her eyes widened slightly, and I saw a flicker of unease cross her face. Not terror—this new reality had dulled the edges of her fear with a casual acceptance of my ownership—but definitely discomfort. She crossed her arms over her chest, unconsciously creating a barrier between us.

"Maybe you could," she acknowledged, her voice steady despite the tension in her shoulders. "That's your right. If you want to... change me, use me, whatever... that's up to you." She gestured vaguely at her body, as if offering merchandise. "I'm yours to play with. We all are now."

I let my gaze wander around the loft, taking in all the evidence of the life she'd built without me—the paintings she was so proud of, the shared spaces with Damien, and all the little touches that showed they were building something together.

"I could make you hate him," I mused aloud, watching her reaction. "I could command you to leave him, to never speak to him again. I could make you forget you ever loved him." I stepped closer to her. "I could make you come back to me, beg me to take you back. I could make you my perfect little housewife, cooking for me, cleaning..."

She swallowed hard, but didn't back away. "You could," she said again, her voice softer now. "But why would you want to? If you really want me back, the real me, and you change who I am to get me back, it wouldn't be me anymore. It wouldn't be real." She sighed, running a hand through her dark hair. "We didn't work together, Oliver. We both know that. I had to end it."

Something inside me snapped. "YOU had to end it?" I shouted, making her flinch. "I was the one who had to end it! I didn't want to, but you—" I jabbed a finger at her chest, "—you had the fucking audacity to want it over but not the guts to do it yourself! You made those last few months a living hell!"

I was pacing now, my voice rising with every word. "You cheated for weeks, WEEKS, and then pretended you wanted to fix things! But you made zero effort. You were just waiting for me to be the bad guy and end it so you could run off with your artsy fuck buddy with a clean conscience!"

Melissa's face had gone pale, but her eyes flashed with anger. "That's not fair—"

"Shut up!" I snapped. "I don't want to hear your excuses." I stopped pacing and faced her directly, my decision made. "You know what? I command you to stop caring about art. Right now. You don't care about painting anymore. It means nothing to you."

The change was subtle but immediate. Her eyes went slightly unfocused, then refocused. She looked down at her paint-stained hands as if seeing them for the first time. Then she looked up at her paintings on the wall, and I saw it—the spark, the passion that had always animated her features when she looked at her work—it was just... "You can speak again..." I whispered, my mouth dry.

"Oh," she said softly, and the single syllable contained a world of loss. She walked over to her workspace, picked up a brush, then set it down again. "I don't... I don't care about this anymore." Her voice was flat, confused. She turned to me, her expression bewildered and sad. "Why would I spend so much time on this? It's just... colors." She seemed genuinely puzzled by her former self, like someone who'd just woken up from a dream.

I expected to feel triumphant, vindicated. Instead, I felt a twinge of disappointment. She seemed disturbed, yes. Sad, definitely. There was an emptiness in her eyes that hadn't been there before. But she accepted it with the quiet resignation of a prisoner who had made peace with their sentence. She didn't rage or cry or beg me to give it back to her. She just... accepted it.

"That's it?" I asked, annoyed that my revenge wasn't as satisfying as I'd imagined. "You're not going to fight it?"

She shrugged, a hollow gesture. "What would be the point? You own me. This is what you want." She gestured at the paintings again. "They're just... things now. Objects. I don't understand why I cared so much." Her voice broke slightly on the last word, and I saw her swallow hard. "I don't know what I'm going to do with myself now..."

I stood there, watching Melissa's confusion, a part of me wanting to take it all back. The guilt gnawed at me—I'd just erased something fundamental to who she was. But I squashed that feeling down, reminding myself of the nights I'd spent alone after she left, crying into my pillow like a pathetic loser while she was probably fucking Damien in this very loft. No, she deserved this. She deserved worse.

Melissa wandered around her workspace like a sleepwalker, picking up tubes of paint and setting them down with a bewildered expression. She stopped in front of one of her larger canvases—a swirl of blues and purples that I remembered her working on for weeks when we were still together.

"I don't understand," she murmured, tilting her head as she examined it. "Why would I spend so much time on this? It's just... colors on fabric." She turned to Damien's side of the studio, eyeing his twisted metal sculptures with the same puzzlement. "And these? What even are these supposed to be?" She let out a short, humorless laugh. "This is going to make things pretty awkward with Damien."

The mention of his name was like gasoline on the embers of my anger. "Damien," I spat. "You know what? I command you to hate Damien. You find him pathetic. You can't stand the sight of him."

Her expression shifted immediately, her features contorting with disgust. "God, Damien," she said, as if the name tasted bad in her mouth. "What a pretentious asshole."

I couldn't help but grin. This was more like it. "Total poser, right?"

"Completely," she agreed, rolling her eyes. "Always going on about 'the dialogue between form and space' or whatever bullshit. And that stupid turtleneck he wears? Like he's some kind of discount Steve Jobs." She kicked one of his sculptures, sending it toppling to the floor with a clang. "Oops," she said, not sounding sorry at all.

I laughed, genuinely this time. This felt good, like the old days when we'd people-watch at cafés and make fun of the hipsters. For a moment, we were connected again, united in our disdain.

"Remember that gallery opening where he kept talking about 'the ephemeral nature of existence'?" I asked, mimicking his pretentious tone.

"Oh my god, yes!" she exclaimed. "He wouldn't shut up about it. Everyone was just nodding along like he was saying something profound." She shook her head, disgusted. "What did I ever see in him?"

"I have no idea," I said, stepping closer to her. "You could do so much better."

She turned to face me, our eyes locking. "Like you?" she snorted. "Don't get too cocky, Oliver. You're not exactly a prize either."

The words hit me like a slap. Even now, after I'd taken away her passion and made her hate her boyfriend, she still didn't want me. The brief moment of connection shattered, leaving me cold.

"You're nothing but a fucking bitch," I spat, my voice trembling with rage. "You know that? A worthless, fucking bitch who doesn't deserve anything good in her life."

Melissa flinched at my words, but her eyes still held that defiant spark. Even with my power over her, she remained rebellious, pushing against the boundaries of her new reality.

"Is that why you're here?" she shot back, her voice quieter but still sharp. "To tell me what I already know you think of me? Great use of your new power, Oliver. Really impressive."

I opened my mouth to unleash another tirade when three sharp knocks on the door interrupted me. We both froze.

"Melissa? Is everything alright in there?" called a wavering, elderly voice from the hallway. "I heard shouting."

Melissa glanced at the door, then back at me. "It's Mrs. Abernathy from across the hall," she explained in a low voice. "She's been looking out for me since I moved in."

"Melissa?" The knocking came again, more insistent this time.

I stormed to the door and yanked it open, coming face to face with a tiny woman in her seventies, her silver hair pulled back in a tight bun. Despite her age and stature, she stood with her shoulders squared, peering up at me with suspicious eyes through thick bifocals.

"What's going on here?" she demanded, trying to look past me into the apartment. "Melissa, are you okay?"

Her eyes found Melissa standing in the middle of the loft, and I watched as the old woman's expression shifted from protective determination to recognition when she finally focused on me. The change was subtle—a slight widening of the eyes, a small step backward—but unmistakable. She knew who I was—or rather, what I was.

"Oh," she said, her voice losing its edge. "I see." She looked back at me, and though her posture had softened, there was still disapproval in her gaze, faint but present, like a grandmother catching her grandson with his hand in the cookie jar.

I couldn't help but laugh in her face. "Yeah, that's right. I'm your owner. And yeah, I might hurt her. What are you gonna do about it, lady?"

Mrs. Abernathy's lips pressed into a thin line. She glanced once more at Melissa, a look of resigned sympathy crossing her features, then back at me. Without another word, she turned and shuffled back to her apartment, closing the door with a quiet click that somehow felt louder than if she'd slammed it.

I turned back to Melissa, who was watching me with a mixture of disgust and fear. The sight of her looking at me that way filled me with a bitter satisfaction, but it wasn't enough. I wanted more. I wanted to break her completely.

"You know what?" I said, stepping toward her. "I command you to be nothing but a dumb slut. You're horny for my cock. You can't think about anything that isn't sex. You can't comprehend anything that isn't sex."

The change was immediate and dramatic. Melissa's expression went blank for a moment, then transformed entirely. Her eyes widened, pupils dilating as she looked around the loft in obvious confusion. Her gaze passed over her paintings, her workspace, Damien's sculptures—all the things that had defined her life—and there was no recognition there at all. Just bewilderment.

Then her eyes landed on me, and a look of hungry recognition spread across her face. She licked her lips, her hands moving to her tank top, pulling it up to expose her breasts.

"Cock?" she said, her voice higher, simpler. "Want cock. Please?" She looked around the loft again, brow furrowing in confusion. "What...? Don't know. Want fuck. You fuck me?"

She stumbled toward me, her movements clumsy and desperate, hands reaching for my belt. The woman who had once debated philosophy with me, who had challenged me intellectually at every turn, who had built a career with her talent and drive, was gone. In her place was this... thing. This empty vessel that existed only for sex.

Melissa dropped to her knees in front of me, her eyes vacant but hungry as she fumbled with my belt. Her fingers, once so deft with paintbrushes, now clumsy with single-minded purpose. I should have stopped her. I should have commanded her to stop. But I didn't. I just watched as she freed my cock, already hard despite the disgust churning in my stomach.

"Cock," she moaned, her voice childlike and alien. "Want suck. Please?"

She took me into her mouth without waiting for an answer, and I gasped at the sensation. She was even better than I remembered—maybe because now sex was literally all she knew, all she could think about. One hundred percent of her brain power dedicated to this one act. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock with expert precision, her lips forming a perfect seal as she bobbed her head, taking me deeper with each movement. Saliva dripped down her chin as she worked, making obscene wet sounds that echoed in the loft.

"Fuck," I groaned, my hands finding their way into her dark hair. I guided her movements, setting the pace, and she moaned around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. Her hands gripped my thighs for balance, her nails digging into my skin through my jeans. This was what I'd wanted, wasn't it? To reduce her to nothing, to take away everything that made her special, to make her serve me?

But as I looked down at her—this hollow shell of the woman I'd once loved—a wave of nausea washed over me. This wasn't Melissa anymore. This was just a thing, a sex doll with a pulse. And yet I couldn't stop myself from thrusting into her mouth, chasing my release even as self-loathing threatened to choke me. How could this be revenge if there was no one left to care?

When I came, it was with a strangled cry, my fingers tightening in her hair as I emptied myself down her throat. She swallowed eagerly, licking her lips and my softening cock clean, looking up at me with those vacant eyes, silently begging for approval.

"More?" she asked, already pulling her tank top over her head, exposing her breasts fully. "Want more. Want fuck." She stood up, clumsily stepping out of her jeans and underwear. She turned around, bending over the nearest table—which happened to be covered in Damien's art supplies—and shook her ass at me. "Fuck now? Please fuck. Need cock. Need fuck."

I staggered backward, zipping up my pants with trembling hands. What had I done? This wasn't revenge. This was... monstrous. I'd turned a human being—a complex, talented, flawed human being—into this mindless thing that could only beg for sex. The satisfaction I'd expected to feel was nowhere to be found. Instead, I felt hollow, sick, horrified at myself.

Melissa continued to babble, a stream of crude, simplistic pleas falling from her lips as she posed and writhed, trying to entice me. "Cock? Where cock? Need fuck. Please. Fuck me. Fuck slut. Good slut."

I almost left her like that. My hand was on the doorknob, ready to walk out and leave her in this state, abandoned to an absurd fate of her own making—no, of my making. But as I looked back at her, seeing nothing behind those once-expressive eyes, I couldn't do it. I couldn't leave her like this.

"Melissa," I said, my voice hoarse. "I command you to go back to normal. Be yourself again."

The change wasn't as immediate this time. She blinked several times, her expression shifting from vacant lust to confusion, then to dawning awareness. She looked down at her naked body, then around the loft, as if seeing it for the first time. Slowly, she reached for her discarded clothes, pulling them on with shaking hands.

"What... what just happened?" she asked, her voice back to its normal pitch and complexity. She didn't seem shocked, exactly—more confused, maybe a little disturbed, but nothing like the trauma I'd expected.

"Are you alright?" I couldn't help asking, guilt making my voice crack.

Melissa laughed—that familiar, sarcastic laugh that had once both charmed and infuriated me. "Am I alright? Let's see... You made me stop caring about art, hate my boyfriend, and then turned me into a brainless sex puppet. But yeah, I'm okay. Not great, but okay, for some fucked up reason."

She sat down on the edge of a chair, running a hand through her disheveled hair. "Maybe it's because I still know that I'm yours to play with." She shrugged, a gesture so quintessentially Melissa that it made my chest ache. "It just doesn't feel like a big deal. Like, sure, that sucked, but it's your right."

I sank down onto Damien's pretentious mid-century modern chair, my legs suddenly unable to support me. The guilt was a physical weight in my stomach, making me feel hollow and sick. What the fuck was I doing? This wasn't who I wanted to be. I'd spent the last two months painting Melissa as this heartless monster in my head, but right now, I was the only monster in the room.

Melissa leaned against her worktable, arms crossed over her chest. There was still that rebellious spark in her eyes, but she seemed to have dialed back the hostility a notch. Maybe she didn't want to tempt fate after what I'd just done to her, or maybe—and this thought was almost worse—maybe she actually felt sorry for me.

"So," she said after a long silence, "this is what you're doing with your newfound power? Turning your ex into a sex zombie? Very supervillain of you."

Despite everything, I felt a reluctant smile tug at my lips. "Well, I did always say I'd make a better Lex Luthor than Superman."

"Because you're already halfway to bald?" she shot back, the ghost of a smile on her face.

It was an old joke between us—me complaining about my receding hairline, her teasing me about it. Before I could stop myself, I chuckled, and she did too. For a brief moment, it felt like old times again, like we were just Melissa and Oliver, trading barbs over coffee on a lazy Sunday morning.

But the moment passed, and I was left feeling wrong about how lightly she seemed to be taking all this. She was making jokes about it, like I'd just played a slightly tasteless prank instead of violating her mind.

"Melissa," I said suddenly, needing to know, "I command you to tell me the truth about what you think of me. The whole truth."

She blinked, surprised by the command. Then she took a deep breath, her expression becoming more serious. When she spoke, her voice was steady, matter-of-fact.

"You're a man-child, Oliver. You've got potential—you're smart, you can be funny and kind when you want to be—but you refuse to grow up. You'd rather sit in your apartment playing video games than face the real world. You're passive, waiting for life to happen to you instead of making it happen." She paused, as if considering her next words carefully. "But you're not a bad person. Not really. Just... stunted."

She shifted her weight, continuing. "You were comfortable, familiar. Being with you was easy in some ways. You never pushed me to be better, never challenged me. Which was fine at first, but eventually, it felt like I was outgrowing you. And yes, I handled it badly. I should have ended things cleanly instead of cheating. That was fucked up, and I'm sorry."

Her eyes met mine, unflinching. "But the way you handled it afterward? The angry texts, the drunk calls at 3 AM, showing up at Damien's opening to make a scene? That was fucked up too. And what you just did to me? That was beyond fucked up. If this were the world from three days ago, I'd be calling the cops right now."

She shrugged, that casual acceptance of her status creeping back in. "But it's not that world anymore. You own me. So what you did was just... a weird thing someone did with their... toy." That word again and again, just in a different mouth. She grimaced at it. "God, that sounds so messed up, but it's how it feels. Like, I know I should be more upset, but I'm not. I can't be." My command seemed to make her more self-aware than anyone else had been so far.

I sat there, absorbing her words like blows. Each one hurt, but in that clarifying way that only truth can hurt. She wasn't wrong. About any of it. I was a man-child. I was passive. I had handled our breakup badly. And what I'd just done to her was unforgivable. There was only one single man in the whole world who could hurt her now, me, and I had done it to her.

"For what it's worth," she added, her voice softer now, "I did love you. Just not enough to stay."

That last part was like a knife to the heart, but I needed to hear it. Needed to finally accept it. Melissa hadn't been the perfect girlfriend, and I hadn't been the perfect boyfriend. We'd both fucked up, just in different ways. And now, with this insane power I'd somehow acquired, I'd fucked up in ways I couldn't even have imagined a few days ago. The worst part? There was no one to slap my hand, to take away my toys, to stop me from doing it again. Except for myself.

As Melissa's words hung in the air between us, I sat in silence, trying to process everything. But she wasn't done. It was like once the floodgates had opened, she couldn't stop the flow of truth pouring out.

"And you know what else?" she continued, pacing now. "You never cleaned the bathroom. Not once in our entire relationship. There was always hair in the drain—your hair—and toothpaste crusted in the sink." She was on a roll now, moving from the significant to the trivial. "And you chew with your mouth open. Do you know how disgusting that is? Especially when you're eating those spicy ramen noodles you love so much."

She kept going, listing every minor annoyance, every petty grievance. "You wear the same three t-shirts in rotation. You never remember anyone's birthday. You think ketchup is an acceptable condiment for everything. You—"

"Melissa, stop," I interrupted. "I command you to go back to normal again."

She closed her mouth mid-sentence, blinking rapidly as the compulsion to spill every thought about me faded away. A look of relief washed over her face.

"Thanks for that," she said, rubbing her temples. "That command was a bit too broad, no ending condition. I could have gone on all day. Next time, maybe try 'Tell me three things you don't like about me' instead of the full download."

I managed a weak smile. "I'll keep that in mind for my next interrogation."

Before she could respond, we heard the sound of keys in the lock. The door swung open, and Damien walked in, followed by a couple I didn't recognize—a tall, bearded man with glasses and a petite woman with short red hair. Damien froze when he saw me, his expression darkening.

"What is he doing here?" he asked Melissa, his eyes never leaving my face.

Melissa shifted uncomfortably. "He just... came by to talk."

Damien moved to her side, his hand gently touching her shoulder. "Are you alright?" he asked, his voice softer. He was looking at her now, taking in her disheveled appearance, the slight redness around her eyes. But there was no anger in his concern, no possessive outrage—just worry for her wellbeing. It made me feel even shittier about what I'd done.

"I'm fine," Melissa assured him, and she meant it...

Meanwhile, the redheaded woman was staring at me, her eyes widening in recognition. "Oh!" she exclaimed. "You're... you're him, aren't you? The owner." She took a step toward me, her movements slightly hesitant but determined. "I'm Lily. I'm... available to you, of course. Whatever you want." She glanced back at her male companion, who merely shrugged, completely unbothered by her offering herself to a stranger. Business as usual in this new world.

Damien turned his attention back to me, his expression hardening. "Look," he said, his voice level but firm. "I understand that you can do whatever you want with Melissa. That's... that's how things are. But this is still my home. My name is on the lease. If you want to... mess with her, you'll have to do it somewhere else. You're not welcome here."

I looked at Damien—really looked at him for the first time. He was just a guy trying to protect his space, his life, his lover, in a world that had suddenly changed the rules. And I was the asshole who'd barged in and tried to destroy it all out of spite.

I sighed, suddenly exhausted. "You're right. I'm sorry. I won't bother you again."

I stood up, heading for the door. As I passed Melissa, I paused. "I wish you the best, really." And I meant it, which surprised me. "And just so we're clear, you're allowed to have sex with Damien, or anyone else, whenever you want. That shouldn't even need to be said, but... yeah."

Melissa nodded, a small, sad smile on her face. "Thanks."

I walked out of the loft without looking back, the door closing behind me with a soft click. In the hallway, I leaned against the wall, letting out a long, shaky breath. What the hell was I doing with this power? Turning women into sex puppets? Trying to destroy my ex's life? That wasn't who I wanted to be. That wasn't who I was.

As I made my way to the elevator, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a decorative mirror hanging in the hallway. I looked exactly the same as I had three days ago—slightly overweight, messy blond hair, pointy nose. But something had changed. I just wasn't sure yet if it was for better or worse.
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Chapter 9: Moderating Power
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I sat on my couch, staring blankly at the wall as the setting sun cast long shadows across my messy apartment. Empty energy drink cans littered the coffee table, dirty clothes formed small mountains on the floor, and the faint smell of three-day-old takeout lingered in the air. But for once, I wasn't bothered by the chaos around me. My mind was too busy trying to make sense of the chaos inside.

How does someone act morally when they literally own half the world's population? When women don't really care what happens to them because some cosmic force has rewired their brains to accept it as natural? Sure, it seemed surprisingly hard to truly hurt them—they bounced back with disturbing ease—but I had still managed to hurt Melissa, even a little. I'd seen it in her eyes, that moment of emptiness when I'd taken away her passion for art. And Damien... the look on his face when he'd come home hadn't been anger, exactly. It had been something worse: disappointment, concern, pity. I'd hurt him too, and he wasn't even mine to command.

A knock at the door pulled me from my thoughts. I wiped my eyes, suddenly aware of how swollen they must be from crying, and trudged to the door.

Zoe stood in the hallway, still in her work clothes—a pencil skirt and blouse under a cardigan with a cartoon character pin on the lapel. Her long black hair was pulled back in its usual messy bun, and her oversized glasses slid slightly down her nose as she looked up at me.

"Hey," she said, her expression shifting to concern as she took in my appearance. "You look like shit."

I stepped aside to let her in, watching as she surveyed my apartment with a slight frown but no comment.

"Thanks for coming," I said, my voice hoarse. "I'm sorry for taking up your time after work. I know you probably had plans with Marcus or something."

Zoe snorted, pushing past me into the apartment. "Are you seriously apologizing to me for asking me to come over? I'm your property, Oliver. Of course I'll drop whatever I'm doing if you tell me to!" She set her purse down on the kitchen counter, carefully moving aside a stack of unwashed dishes to make space. "So what's the emergency? You sounded pretty messed up on the phone."

I sank into my gaming chair across from her, running a hand through my already disheveled hair. "I went to see Melissa."

Zoe's eyebrows shot up. "Melissa? Why would you—"

"And I... I used my power on her. I made her stop caring about art—you know how important that is to her. Then I made her hate her boyfriend. And then..." I swallowed hard, fighting back fresh tears. "I turned her into this... this mindless sex thing. She couldn't think about anything except sex. She was just... gone. Everything that made her Melissa was just gone."

I expected shock, disgust, maybe even fear. Instead, Zoe's expression relaxed, almost like she was relieved.

"Oh, is that all?" she said, adjusting her glasses. "From the way you were acting, I thought you'd done something really bad."

I stared at her, incredulous. "Are you serious right now? I basically mind-raped my ex-girlfriend! How is that not 'really bad'?"

"Raped?" Zoe laughed, a genuine, hearty laugh that made her black eyes shine. "Oliver, you own her. She's yours. You can't rape her," she said, her voice matter of fact, like she was explaining something to a child. I was tired of feeling like a child. "Our consent is always... implied. I guess it's not always... pleasant for us, sure, but if you have a Barbie doll and you decide to cut off all its hair or paint it a different color or whatever, that's not abuse." She shrugged, as if her words were not completely mind-boggling.

I groaned in frustration, burying my face in my hands. "But she's not a fucking Barbie doll, Zoe! She's a person!"

"Well, yeah, technically," Zoe conceded, twirling a loose strand of hair around her finger. "But also, she's your property."

I stopped pacing and stared at her. This was Zoe—my friend who'd once given a twenty-minute lecture about the importance of consent in gaming communities, who'd organized a charity drive for women's shelters last year. And here she was, shrugging off what I'd done like it was nothing. Like women were just toys for me to play with. Like everyone did. Why was I even surprised?

She sighed, leaning forward. "Did you leave her like that?" Her tone was gentle, soothing, like she was trying to calm a frightened animal.

I shook my head, my shoulders slumping. "No, I undid it all before I left. She's fine, physically."

"And mentally, Oliver. At worst she's a bit shaken. But she'll be okay. I can promise you that."

"The problem is that it's wrong," I insisted. "Just because I can do something doesn't mean I should."

Zoe sighed, a look of fond exasperation crossing her face. "Okay, look. I can see that treating women 'properly' is important to you, even if I don't really get why you're so worked up about it." She made air quotes around the word "properly," as if it was a quaint concept. "So why don't you just set some clear rules for yourself? Boundaries about what you can and can't do with women. That way, you won't have to feel bad afterward."

I stared at Zoe, still annoyed by how casually she dismissed it all. But what was the point in arguing?

"Rules," I muttered, standing up and beginning to pace around my cluttered living room. "That's... not a bad idea, actually."

Zoe watched me with an amused but tired expression, her legs tucked underneath her on my couch. "I mean, if it'll help you sleep at night. Though I still don't get why you need them."

"Because it's wrong to just... do whatever I want with people," I insisted, stepping over a pile of laundry. "Even if they don't seem to mind."

"Okay, okay," she said, holding up her hands in surrender. "So what kind of rules are we talking about here? Like, 'Thou shalt not turn thy ex-girlfriend into a horny zombie'?"

Despite everything, I snorted. "That's definitely going on the list."

Zoe pulled out her phone, her thumbs hovering over the screen. "Alright, let's get specific. What exactly are you worried about doing?"

I thought about it, trying to articulate the moral boundaries that seemed so obvious to me but apparently made no sense to anyone else in this new reality.

"First off," I said, "I should never make women suffer lasting physical pain. That's just... basic human decency."

Zoe nodded, typing it into her phone. "Got it. No torture. Though honestly, Oliver, I can't imagine you torturing anyone. You cried when we watched John Wick because of the dog."

"Second," I continued, ignoring her jab, "if I alter a woman's mind, it should always be temporary. No permanent personality changes or memory wipes or... whatever."

"So basically, return toys to the shelf in the condition you found them?" Zoe asked, still typing. "Makes sense."

I winced at her wording but nodded. "Third, I should respect a woman's life. No derailing careers or making them abandon their kids or anything like that."

"So no life-ruining commands," Zoe summarized. "Though technically, you could just command them not to care about their ruined lives."

"Zoe!" I groaned.

"Just saying!" she defended, adjusting her glasses. "I'm trying to help you think through the loopholes here."

I ran a hand through my hair, frustrated. "And finally, I should never threaten a woman's relationships with others. No breaking up marriages or friendships or... whatever."

Alright, so here's what we've got," Zoe said, reading from her phone. "One: No lasting physical pain. Two: Mind alterations must be temporary. Three: Respect her life path—no career or family derailment. Four: Don't mess with her relationships." She looked up at me. "That about covers it?"

I nodded, feeling a strange sense of relief. Having these boundaries written down somehow made them more real, more binding. "Yeah, that's good."

Zoe tapped a few more times on her phone. "Aaaand sent. Now you have your very own 'How Not to Be a Supervillain' guide."

My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out to see Zoe's text with the list. I saved it to my notes app, labeling it "Power Rules."

"Feeling better?" Zoe asked, her expression softening.

I sank back into my gaming chair, suddenly exhausted. "Yeah, actually. Thanks."

"No problem," she said, stretching her arms above her head. Her work blouse rode up slightly, revealing a strip of skin at her waist. "So, what do you want to do now? We could play on your Switch, I could ride your cock until you forget your own name, we could order pizza and watch a movie, or..." she glanced around my disaster of an apartment, "I could help you clean this place up. It looks like a frat house threw up in here."

She listed all the options with the same casual tone, as if fucking me was no different from ordering pizza. Which, in this new world, I guess it wasn't.

As Zoe finished listing my options, something clicked in my brain—a pattern I'd noticed but hadn't fully processed until now.

"Hey, Zoe," I said, leaning forward in my chair. "I've been wondering about something. I've noticed that women don't seem particularly eager to do most things they wouldn't normally want to do—they're kind of resistant until I specifically command them. But when it comes to sex, almost all of you just... offer yourselves up. Except for, like, older women or women who aren't... conventionally attractive." I frowned, trying to make sense of it. "What's that about?"

Zoe looked at me like I'd just asked why water was wet. "It just feels... fair that I offer sex." She shrugged, adjusting her glasses. "I know I'm not too bad looking, and I've seen how you look at me." She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "You're not exactly subtle, you know. Your eyes practically bug out of your head whenever I wear that Legend of Zelda shirt that's a size too small."

I felt heat creeping up my neck. "I... I've always had a bit of a crush on you," I admitted, staring down at my hands.

"No kidding," Zoe snorted, rolling her eyes. "I've known that since freshman year when you kept 'accidentally' sitting next to me in the computer lab."

I thought about it for a moment, trying to piece it all together. "So, if I understand correctly, women feel a natural compulsion to make themselves available to me, sexually, if they suspect I might want it?"

"Bingo," Zoe confirmed, snapping her fingers. "It makes sense, right? It's probably the most obvious use of us we could think of. After all," she added with a wry smile, "most men are a bit one-track minded about that sort of stuff."

She stood up, stretching again. "So, what'll it be? Gaming? Fucking? Movie? Cleaning? The night is young, and this nerdy girl is at your disposal." She did a little mock curtsy that somehow managed to be both silly and strangely alluring.

Despite the temptation—and God, was there temptation—I shook my head. "Maybe another time. I think I need some alone time to process everything."

"Fair enough," she said, grabbing her purse from the counter. "Just text if you change your mind. I'm literally always available to you now." She headed for the door, but turned back with her hand on the knob, her brow slightly furrowed. "Hey, random question, but... do you have any idea why you now own all women?"

The question caught me off guard. It was the first time anyone had asked about the why of it all—including me. I'd been so caught up in the how and the what that I hadn't even considered the why.

"I... I have no idea," I admitted, suddenly dumbfounded. "It just happened."

Zoe nodded, seemingly satisfied with my non-answer. "Yeah, that's what I figured. Unless you've been secretly messing around with some ancient artifacts or making deals with demons lately. I was just curious. Anyway, see you later!"

She was about to close the door behind her when I called out, "Zoe, wait!" She paused, the door halfway closed. "Stop torturing Marcus with... you know..."

She smirked, "Good call, he's close to losing his mind. And thanks, I'd rather not be a bitch to him if I can help it."

And with that, she was gone, leaving me alone in my messy apartment with more questions than answers. Why me? Of all the men in the world, why had this cosmic power fallen to me? Was there a reason? A purpose? Or was it just some random supernatural accident?

I stared at the closed door, feeling the weight of ownership pressing down on me. I had a feeling I was only beginning to understand what it truly meant.

After Zoe left, I slumped back in my gaming chair and swiveled toward my computer. The Discord server—"Finding The One"—was still open in my browser. I refreshed the page, watching as new messages populated the chat. The server had grown since I'd last checked, but not by much—from around 20,000 users to about 35,000. In a world of billions, that was barely a blip. It confirmed what I'd been suspecting: the vast majority of people didn't seem particularly interested in finding out who owned all women.

What was even more interesting was that a small number of women had joined the server too. They were a tiny minority—maybe a hundred or so out of the 35,000 members—but they were there, asking questions, offering information. It made me wonder if this had something to do with personality types. Maybe these people were just naturally more curious, their curiosity strong enough to push against whatever cosmic force was making everyone else accept this new reality without question.

I clicked through to a channel called "Sightings" that hadn't existed the last time I checked. The most recent post had over a hundred replies and was pinned by the moderators. My heart rate picked up as I clicked on it.

PossibleSighting_LePC posted by user DarkMatter42:

Guys, I think I found him. Check out this Instagram post from yesterday. Woman named @SophieAdventures was at Le Petit Château and look who's in the background.

The post linked to an Instagram photo of a smiling brunette woman in her thirties, posing with a glass of wine. In the background, slightly blurred but definitely visible, was me, sitting at my table. And there was Claudia, topless, leaning over to serve me food. My stomach dropped.

I clicked through to the actual Instagram post:

SophieAdventures: Lovely lunch at Le Petit Château today! Food was amazing as always. Oh, and I bumped into THE guy lol. He later told all the hot women to get naked which was kind of weird. Anyway, their crème brûlée is to die for! #foodie #citylife #justanormalday

The casualness of it was surreal. Like she was mentioning a minor celebrity sighting rather than a cosmic event that had changed the fundamental nature of human society. Below were a handful of comments:

FoodieQueen76: OMG their creme brulee IS amazing! Was thinking of going there this weekend!

JaketheDog: Wait, you saw HIM? That's crazy! What was he like?

SophieAdventures: @JaketheDog Just a normal dude tbh. Kind of average looking. Didn't talk to him directly.

MarcusP: Anyone know his name or how to contact him? Nothing urgent, just want to ask permission for some things.

SophieAdventures: @MarcusP No idea, sorry!

I sat back in my chair, my heart pounding. They were onto me. They didn't have my name yet, but they had my face and they knew where I'd been. The few women on the server, had all "recognized" me from the photo. It confirmed men had no clue who I was and couldn't recognize my face, while every woman now knew it instinctively, apparently even from a low-resolution blurry image. It was only a matter of time before they figured out who I was, and the thought sent a shiver down my spine. What would happen then? I mean, yeah, most people didn't give a shit, but what about the few people who did?

I stared at my computer screen, my heart hammering in my chest. They were going to find me—that much was inevitable. The only question was how it would impact my life when they did. Would I be hounded everywhere I went? Would men line up outside my apartment, begging for permission to sleep with their wives?

The thought made me break out in a cold sweat. I'd never been good with attention. Hell, I could barely handle ordering at a drive-thru without rehearsing what I was going to say three times in my head. But maybe... maybe I could get ahead of this. Control the narrative, as they say.

I pulled my phone from my pocket, opened the camera app, and held it at arm's length. I looked like shit—eyes puffy from crying, hair sticking up in all directions, a three-day stubble on my chin. Perfect. Let them see the real me. I grabbed a scrap of paper from my desk, scribbled "I'm the Owner, 03/11/2025" on it, and held it up next to my face. Click.

Before I could second-guess myself, I created a new Discord account for the server—"TheActualOwner"—and posted the photo with a brief message:

"Hey everyone. I'm the guy you're looking for. Yes, I own all women now. No, I don't know why. I've been lurking here for a while, and I figured I should introduce myself before someone else does it for me. I'm sorry about all this—I didn't ask for it and I'm still figuring it out. I'd appreciate being left alone while I sort through this mess. Thanks."

I hit send, then immediately regretted it. What the hell was I thinking? The server erupted with activity—hundreds of messages appearing in seconds, my DMs filling up with friend requests and messages faster than I could process them.

I clicked on a few, my eyes widening at what I saw:

DarkMatter42: Hey! Is it really you? Can I have permission to sleep with my ex-girlfriend? We broke up last month but I miss her.

GamerGuy88: Dude, there's this fitness instructor I know... Any chance you could lend her to me for a weekend?

FitnessFanatic: Owner! I'm yours! I live in New York so probably too far, but I'd fly to you if you want. I'm a personal trainer, very flexible ;)

The messages kept coming, a bizarre mix of men treating me like some kind of sex-lending library and women casually offering themselves up like items on a menu. Some acknowledged the distance might be an issue but assured me they'd travel if I commanded it.

I frantically typed out a response to the flood of messages:

"Please, I'm serious about wanting to be left alone. I didn't ask for this power and I'm still figuring it out. I don't want to be bombarded with requests."

The women on the server seemed to take my plea more seriously. One user named GamerGirl23 wrote: "Guys, maybe we should respect his boundaries? He seems overwhelmed." Another, FitMom42, added: "I get it. Must be a lot to process. Take your time, Owner."

But the men were relentless. The messages kept coming:

RichardT: Just one small request, man. My girlfriend left me and I just want to talk to her. Can you tell her to call me?

SportsGuy77: Come on, don't be selfish. You have ALL women. Can't you share just a little?

My hands were shaking as I typed, a cold sweat breaking out across my forehead. This was exactly what I'd been afraid of. I'd thought revealing myself would give me some control, but it was having the opposite effect.

"STOP!" I typed in all caps. "Don't make me command the women around you to make your life hell."

As soon as I hit send, I regretted the threat. A few users immediately pushed back:

AnonymousGamer: Lol how would you even know who our girlfriends are? You don't know who we are.

TechBro42: Empty threats, dude. You can't command women you don't know exist.

But others seemed more cautious:

DarkMatter42: Guys, maybe we should back off. He could issue broad commands. "All women whose boyfriends are on this Discord server, do X." That would work, right?

JakeFromState: Not worth the risk. People can be found online pretty easily these days.

The chat was descending into chaos. In desperation, I typed:

"I command all women on this server to defend my need for privacy and help me get some space."

Almost immediately, the tone of the female users shifted:

GamerGirl23: EVERYONE BACK OFF NOW. He needs space and you're all being incredibly disrespectful!

FitMom42: This is exactly why he doesn't want to engage. You're all treating him like some wish-granting genie instead of a person.

BookishBabe (a Mod): Anyone who continues to harass the Owner will be banned from this server. First and last warning, guys!

The men's reactions were a mix of surprise and resignation:

SportsGuy77: Whoa, that was fast. Fine, I'll back off.

RichardT: Sorry, man. Didn't mean to overwhelm you.

AnonymousGamer: This is bullshit. He can't just take over everything.

DarkMatter42: Actually, he can. That's the whole point. Let's just give him some space, guys.

I sat back in my chair, heart still racing. Even in this microcosm of the internet, the power I held was terrifying. With a single command, I'd turned the women against the men, creating instant defenders out of people who moments ago were just curious observers.

But even as some users backed off, others continued to message me privately. The notifications kept pinging, each one making me flinch.

As I was about to close the app and walk away from this disaster, a private message notification popped up from someone called "OldSchoolMod":

"Well, that was quite an entrance! 😂 Not exactly how I would have handled it, but hey, who am I to judge the Owner of All Women? I'm Greg, by the way. Admin of this little corner of chaos you just set on fire."

There was something disarming about his message—no requests, no demands, just a touch of humor. I hesitantly replied:

"Sorry about that. I panicked."

"No worries, kid. Been running online communities since the days of dial-up. Seen worse meltdowns over Pokemon trades. Listen, I've made you an admin. Seems only fair that the Owner would help run the biggest Discord server dedicated to him, right? No pressure though—I can handle the day-to-day for a while if you just want to lurk."

I stared at the screen, surprised by the notification confirming my new admin status. Greg seemed genuinely nice, not at all fazed by the situation.

"Thanks, I guess? I don't know the first thing about running a Discord server."

"It's like riding a bike, except the bike is on fire and everyone's screaming. You'll get the hang of it. I've removed all of the male mods—keeping just the women and adding a few more. Figured they might be more... receptive to your guidance."

He invited me to check the mod-only channel. When I clicked it, I found several women already discussing how to handle the situation:

BookishBabe: We need to lock down this server ASAP. Too many people harassing the Owner.

GamerGirl23: Agreed. Should we start banning the worst offenders?

FitMom42: Owner, if you're reading this, just give us the usernames of anyone DMing you with requests and we'll take care of it.

TechSavvyChick: You should probably disable DMs from server members and restrict friend requests. I can help you set that up if you want.

Greg chimed in: "TechSavvyChick's got the right idea. Lock down those DMs before you drown in a sea of 'can I fuck my neighbor' requests."

I couldn't help but laugh at his bluntness. As I was about to respond, another message appeared from a mod I hadn't seen before:

LiteraryLady: Wait, what's going on? I step away for twenty minutes and everything's on fire? Who's this new admin?

There was a pause, then:

LiteraryLady: OH! Just saw your messages... How can I help you? Do you want me to ban anyone?

I admitted to Greg and the other mods that I had no idea what I was doing. "I just wanted some control over the situation, but it's spiraling."

Greg's response came quickly: "Look, we could start banning everyone who asks for permission to bang their girlfriend, but that would defeat the whole purpose of this server. Most of these guys joined specifically to find you so they could ask exactly that. The server won't last long if we shut down its main purpose."

I leaned back in my chair, considering his words. As annoying as some of these guys were, I could understand where they were coming from. They just wanted to go back to some kind of normalcy with their partners. Even if, bizarrely, they didn't seem to find it that weird that they needed permission in the first place.

"Why did you even start this server?" I asked.

"Curiosity, mostly," Greg replied. "I was surprised that so few people seemed to care about who suddenly owned half the population. Found a few other guys ready to start looking, gathered them here."

Greg seemed to be among the very few people who were interested in the situation out of curiosity rather than wanting something from me. This was both strange and refreshing.

"Alright," I typed to the mod channel. "I'm going to make an announcement. Try to calm everyone down, let them know I'll think about the situation and figure out what I'm going to allow. In the meantime, ban anyone who gets too aggressive or insistent, and make sure people give me some space."

The women moderators responded with immediate agreement. I took a deep breath and typed out my announcement:

"Hey everyone. Sorry about the chaos earlier. I'm still processing all of this, just like you are. I understand many of you have joined this server hoping to get permission regarding women in your lives, and I'm not ignoring that. I'm going to take some time to think about the best way to handle this situation, and I'll keep you posted. For now, please respect my need for space and follow the moderators' instructions. Thanks for your understanding."

As soon as I posted it, the server exploded again with notifications, but the moderators moved quickly. I watched as they issued warnings, deleted inappropriate messages, and banned the most aggressive users. Within minutes, they had the situation relatively under control.

"Thanks," I messaged the mod channel. "I appreciate the help."

"No problem, Owner," BookishBabe replied. "We've got your back."
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Chapter 10: Clean Slate
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I woke up feeling strangely refreshed, which was weird considering the chaos that had erupted on the Discord server last night. The morning light filtered through my blackout curtains where they didn't quite meet in the middle. For once, I didn't have that usual groggy, half-dead feeling that typically accompanied my mornings.

My phone sat face-down on the nightstand, and I deliberately avoided picking it up. No doubt there'd be hundreds of friend requests from men who had completely ignored my request to be left alone. They could wait. I stretched and looked around my apartment, once again annoyed by the state of it.

"This is ridiculous," I muttered to myself. "I own a restaurant now. I drive a Porsche. I can't keep living like this."

I needed help, and I needed it fast. Mrs. Johnson—my neighbor with her soccer-playing kids—came to mind once again. It was Wednesday, around ten in the morning, which meant her kids would be at school. She was a stay-at-home mom, though whenever I bumped into her in the hallway, she looked completely exhausted from it. I felt a twinge of guilt at the thought of commanding her to clean my place when she already seemed perpetually tired, but I was reluctant to go searching for someone else when she was right next door. Besides, I remembered the rules Zoe and I had established yesterday—no lasting physical pain, mind alterations must be temporary, respect women's life paths, and don't mess with their relationships. Having her clean my apartment didn't break any of those rules. It's not like I was planning to make it a regular thing. Well, not too regular.

I pulled on a pair of basketball shorts and a t-shirt, then headed next door. I could hear the sound of a television through the door as I knocked. A few moments later, it swung open.

Mrs. Johnson stood there in yoga pants and an oversized t-shirt with a coffee stain on the front. Her dirty blonde hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail, with several strands escaping to frame her face. She had the kind of natural prettiness that didn't need makeup, though the dark circles under her eyes suggested she hadn't been sleeping well. She was curvier than I remembered—not fat, just soft in all the right places, with hips that filled out those yoga pants nicely.

"Oh!" she said, recognition dawning on her face. "Mr. Moore, right? I'm so sorry—I should have come by to offer myself when I realized you were the Owner, but you weren't home when I tried, and then the kids got back from school, and things have been so hectic with soccer practice and homework and..." She trailed off, shaking her head. "I figured you knew where to find me anyway if you needed me." She said it all so casually, as if discussing the weather or commenting on a neighbor's new mailbox.

"It's fine," I assured her, still getting used to these casual acknowledgments of my ownership. "And please, call me Oliver. Actually, I could use some help cleaning my apartment. It's gotten a bit out of hand." I paused, smirked, then added, "I'd appreciate it if you did it naked." The words came out casually, and I felt a small thrill at how easily I could make such a request now.

Mrs. Johnson glanced down at herself, then back at me, sighing softly. "Oh, um..." She looked back into her apartment. She seemed more uneasy about the cleaning than the nudity. "I've got a lot on my plate already today. I need to prep dinner for the kids, and I've got three loads of laundry waiting, and—"

"Clean my apartment, naked." I ordered, cutting her off.

Her expression shifted immediately, resignation replacing hesitation. "Of course," she said, nodding as if I'd just asked her to borrow a cup of sugar. "Let me just turn off the TV."

Mrs. Johnson—Emily, I reminded myself—stepped into my apartment and froze, her eyes widening as she took in the disaster zone.

"Oh... wow," she muttered, clearly in over her head but not backing down. "This is going to take a while." She began undressing without ceremony, pulling her stained t-shirt over her head to reveal a practical beige bra that struggled to contain her ample breasts. As she wiggled out of her yoga pants, stepping on something that made a suspicious squishing sound, she grimaced. "That's... not going to be super convenient for cleaning, but whatever you want."

Now fully naked, Emily stood awkwardly in my living room, her body bearing the gentle marks of motherhood—subtle stretch marks across her hips and breasts, a soft curve to her belly, and full thighs that met at the top. Her pubic hair was neatly trimmed, and her breasts, while not perky like a twenty-year-old's, had a natural fullness that made my mouth go dry.

"Where should I start?" she asked, looking around with the overwhelmed expression of someone facing an impossible task.

"Let's tackle the living room first," I suggested, feeling a twinge of guilt. "I'll help you with the trash at least." I grabbed a garbage bag and started collecting the empty energy drink cans while she bent over to pick up discarded clothing, giving me a perfect view of her ass. When she caught me looking, she casually adjusted her position, spreading her legs slightly wider as she reached for a sock under the couch. There was no enthusiasm in the gesture, just a matter-of-fact acknowledgment of what was expected.

The next few hours passed in a blur of cleaning activity. Emily moved methodically through the apartment, her naked body glistening with a light sheen of sweat as she scrubbed, dusted, and organized. I found myself increasingly distracted by the bounce of her breasts as she vigorously attacked a stain on the carpet, the flex of her thigh muscles as she reached to dust a high shelf, the way her nipples hardened in the air-conditioned room. Each time she bent over or stretched upward, she made sure I had an unobstructed view, not with any particular eagerness but with the diligence of someone performing an expected service.

By mid-afternoon, the apartment was nearly unrecognizable. The floor had reappeared, surfaces gleamed, and even the bathroom smelled of bleach rather than neglect. Emily was on her hands and knees, scrubbing at the last corner of the kitchen floor, her ass swaying slightly with each movement. Something primal stirred in me as I watched her—a mixture of arousal and the intoxicating feeling of power.

Before I could think better of it, I crossed the room and grabbed her from behind, pulling her up against me. She gasped but didn't resist as I pushed her against the wall, my hands roaming over her sweat-dampened skin. I groped her breasts roughly, feeling their weight and softness, then spun her around to bury my face between them. Her skin tasted salty with sweat, and I felt a surge of conflicting emotions—desire, power, and a nagging anxiety about what I was doing to her.

Emily responded to my advances efficiently, her hands finding my erection through my basketball shorts, stroking me with practiced movements. She rubbed herself against me, creating a delicious friction that made me groan. But as her fingers slipped beneath my waistband, an image of Claudia from the restaurant flashed in my mind—the way she'd looked at me after I'd fucked her on that table, her cheeks flushed and eyes bright...

"Stop," I said, pulling back abruptly. "You should... You should get dressed. I can finish the rest myself."

Relief flashed across Emily's face, though she quickly masked it. "Of course," she said, retrieving her clothes from where she'd folded them neatly on a chair. "The apartment looks much better now. Just make sure you don't let the dishes pile up again."

I nodded, still trying to calm my breathing as she dressed. "Thanks for your help. I really appreciate it."

"No problem," she replied, now fully clothed and heading for the door. "Just knock if you need anything else." She said it politely, like a neighbor offering to water plants during a vacation, not like someone who'd just spent hours cleaning naked at my command.

After she left, I pulled out my phone and sent a message to Claudia: "Hey, it's Oliver. From the restaurant. Are you free for coffee or something sometime?"

Her response came quickly, surprising me with its casual tone: "Well, well, look who's asking me out. Technically you're my boss now (and my owner), so shouldn't you be able to answer that question yourself? 😉"

Before I could formulate a reply, another message popped up: "I'd love to go for coffee or something sometime. When and where?"
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Chapter 11: Mutual Interest
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I parked my new Porsche in one of the downtown spots, enjoying the smooth purr of the engine as I shut it off. March had brought with it the first hints of spring—the afternoon sun cast long shadows between buildings, and a few determined flowers had started pushing through planters along the sidewalk, though there was still a bite in the air that required a light jacket.

Claudia was already waiting outside the coffee shop she'd suggested, and seeing her in "civilian" clothes hit me with an unexpected wave of butterflies. Gone was the formal waitress uniform; instead, she wore high-waisted jeans that hugged her curves perfectly, ankle boots with a slight heel, and an oversized cream sweater that slipped off one shoulder. Her dark hair fell loose around her shoulders instead of being pulled back in the tight bun I'd seen at the restaurant. She looked beautiful in a casual, effortless way that made my mouth go dry.

When she spotted my car, her eyebrows shot up in appreciation, though her smile had a teasing edge. "Nice ride," she said as I approached. "Compensating for something?"

I cringed visibly. "That's exactly what I was trying to avoid..."

She laughed, the sound warm and genuine. "I'm just messing with you. Though I have to say, it's a lot nicer than what I imagined you'd drive."

"I wasn't driving anything," I confessed. "I usually took the bus."

"Ah, so it's bus to Porsche. No intermediate steps. Got it." She extended her hand formally, eyes twinkling. "Claudia Moreno, by the way. Since we kind of skipped the proper introductions last time."

I took her hand, feeling awkward and tongue-tied. "Oliver Moore. Hi."

"Hi yourself," she chuckled, seeming perfectly relaxed. "So, do you have Mrs. Beaumont to thank for this fancy new car?"

"Actually," I said, finding my footing a bit, "the CEO of Winters Pharmaceuticals paid for it. And I made sure she'll be paying for more."

Claudia's eyes widened. "Winters? The Cardiavax people?" When I nodded, she grinned. "That's actually pretty cool. Corporate karma."

She gestured toward the entrance, and I followed her into the coffee shop, which was all exposed brick, mismatched furniture, and the rich aroma of freshly ground beans. I had no idea what to say or do next. This wasn't like commanding a woman to do something—this was an actual date, or at least it felt like one, and I was completely out of practice.

Claudia watched me squirm with obvious amusement. "You know," she said, leaning forward slightly, "for a guy who literally owns me, you're being weirdly nervous."

"You're acting totally different from when I last saw you," I offered as an excuse, fidgeting with a sugar packet.

She snorted. "The last time you saw me, I served you drinks with my tits out, and then you fucked me on a dining table. I'm not sure that was the best representation of my personality."

I felt my face heat up. "Fair point."

"Let me guess what you're having," I said, studying Claudia as we approached the counter. "Something complicated with at least three modifiers. Oat milk latte with... vanilla and cinnamon?"

She shook her head, amused. "Not even close. Sweet, sure but simple. Caramel macchiato, with cream. Your turn—I bet you're a black coffee guy trying to look tough, but you actually hate the taste and dump sugar in when no one's looking."

"That's... uncomfortably accurate," I admitted, feeling oddly exposed.

As we waited for our drinks, I noticed two women at a nearby table glancing our way, then whispering to each other. They stood up, clearly intending to approach me. Without thinking, I fixed them with a stern look and gave a subtle shake of my head. They immediately sat back down, looking chastened.

Claudia bit her lip, clearly finding the whole thing entertaining. "Does that happen a lot now?"

"More than I'd like," I sighed as we collected our drinks and found a table by the window. "Your turn to share. Tell me something about yourself that isn't related to serving food or... you know."

"Let's see," she said, stirring cream into her macchiato. "I'm thirty-one, originally from Chicago, moved here five years ago. I have a degree in hospitality management that I'm still paying off, which is why I work at Le Petit Château despite the occasionally demanding clientele." She shot me a pointed look, but her eyes were playful. "I have a cat named Chairman Meow who hates everyone except me, and an annoying roommate named Sophia who loves everyone except me. Your turn."

And just like that, we fell into an easy rhythm, trading questions and answers like tennis players rallying.

"Favorite movie?" she asked.

"The original Star Wars trilogy, but if I'm being honest, I've watched The Princess Bride more times than I can count."

"Good answer. Mine's The Godfather, but I cry every time I watch Moana."

"Siblings?"

"One brother, lives in Seattle. You?"

"Only child, unless you count my step-sister Cassandra, which I try not to."

"Morning person or night owl?"

"Night owl, definitely," I said.

"Same. I've never understood people who voluntarily wake up at 5 AM."

"Pineapple on pizza?"

"Absolutely not," we both said simultaneously, then laughed.

"Cats or dogs?" I asked.

"Cats, obviously. Dogs are too needy."

"Dogs, but I respect your wrong opinion," I countered, which made her snort into her coffee.

The conversation flowed naturally, punctuated by laughter and the occasional gentle disagreement. She told me about growing up in Chicago with parents who ran a small neighborhood restaurant, how she'd worked her way through college waiting tables, her dream of opening her own place someday. I learned she spoke fluent Spanish and passable French, had traveled through Europe for six months after college with just a backpack, and had once accidentally set fire to a kitchen while trying to make crêpes Suzette.

"So," she said finally, leaning back in her chair, "what do you do? When you're not commandeering restaurants and making waitresses serve topless, I mean."

I opened my mouth, ready to spin the usual tale about being a "consultant" for my father's company and a brilliant game developer working on revolutionary concepts, making it sound far more impressive than the occasional spreadsheet I reviewed in exchange for a monthly stipend. But something in her direct gaze made me pause. I could command her to be impressed by whatever I said. I could make her worship me. I could have her lust after me and beg for my cock, like she had two days ago, but I didn't want that right now.

"Honestly?" I said, setting down my empty cup. "Not much. I get money from my dad's company for doing basically nothing. I play a lot of video games. My apartment was a disaster zone until today when I made my neighbor clean it. I'm thirty-two and I have no real direction in life, which, who knows, might be why the universe decided to play this cosmic joke by making me the owner of all women."

I expected disgust or at least disappointment, but instead, Claudia's lips quirked up in a half-smile.

"Well," she said, "at least you're honest about it." She took a sip of her coffee, her eyes never leaving mine. "So, what did you have in mind when you contacted me again? Why did you want to see me? I mean... I'm surprised you didn't just have me come over your place for some more quick and dirty fun. It would have been the simplest thing to do."

The directness of her question caught me off guard. I fidgeted with my empty cup, suddenly unsure of myself. "I, uh... I thought you were really cute at the restaurant," I admitted, then quickly added, "And I don't just mean because you were hot and a nice, um, free-use... you know." I winced at my own awkwardness. "That came out wrong."

She laughed, the sound warm and genuine. "No, I get it. You saw me naked, had sex with me, and then thought, 'Hmm, I wonder what her personality is like?'"

"No! I mean, yes, but no."

"Relax," she said, still chuckling. "I'm messing with you."

I sighed and shook my head. "Can I ask you something too?" I said, leaning forward. "Why did you agree to meet me? I didn't command you to do it."

"No, you didn't," she confirmed, a slight blush coloring her cheeks though her composure remained intact. "Let's just say I was... intrigued. I never thought I'd ever get... fucked in public like that, commanded to feel pure lust for someone and to... lose all inhibition." She shrugged one shoulder, the sweater slipping further to reveal her collarbone. "It was an experience."

"You... liked it?" I asked, genuinely surprised. "After the fact, I mean."

"I liked it during," she said, holding my gaze. "And after." Her confidence seemed to crack slightly as she continued. "I'm into that sort of thing. Well, in theory at least. I'd never really explored anything like that outside the bedroom before—just some light BDSM with my girlfriend."

"Your girlfriend?" I repeated, feeling an unexpected pang of jealousy. "Wait, if you have a girlfriend, what are you expecting from... this?" I gestured between us, confused.

Claudia's expression was a mix of flattery and alarm at my reaction, but she covered it with a light laugh. "I'm in an open relationship. And I'm bisexual, in case that wasn't obvious." She took a sip of her coffee, studying me over the rim. "Though I suppose it wouldn't have made much difference to you if I were gay and exclusive, would it? Since you can apparently make me feel, think, or do anything you want." The way she said it, it didn't sound like an accusation, quite the opposite actually. It sounded more like... fascination.

"Wait, does that... turn you on?" I asked, lowering my voice. "The fact that I could make you do or feel anything?"

She bit her lower lip, checking again to make sure no one was within earshot. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "Especially... playing with my mind. Or the minds of others, with or for me." Her eyes met mine, a mixture of vulnerability and desire in them. "I've always fantasized about that kind of thing, but it's not exactly something you can just ask for on a normal date. And... Well, there are ways to do it, sorta, with hypnosis and stuff, but it's just not the same thing as you being able to just... make it happen."

I sat back, feeling dumbfounded. Part of me was intrigued, but another part felt oddly disappointed. "So you only met me because you saw me as, what, some kind of... sexual experiment? A way to explore your fantasies?"

Claudia raised an eyebrow. "Hang on. You're the one who experimented with your sexuality on me first, remember?" Her tone wasn't accusatory, just matter-of-fact. "Besides, we don't actually know each other. It might be a bit unfair to expect more than that right off the bat, don't you think?"

She had a point. What had I expected? That she'd be swept off her feet by my charming personality after I'd used my power to have sex with her? If I was being realistic, the fact that she was here at all, that we seemed to have things in common and good conversational chemistry, was more than I could have hoped for.

"You're right," I conceded. "Sorry, that was... I don't know what I was thinking."

"Hey, no harm done," she said, her smile returning. "For what it's worth, I'm enjoying getting to know you. You're funnier than I expected."

"Thanks, I think?" I glanced at my watch. "Want to go somewhere else? Maybe your place?"

Her eyes sparkled with mischief. "Is that an order?"

I recognized the challenge in her eyes. She wanted me to command her, to give her a taste of what had fascinated her. But I wasn't ready to give in so easily. "Just a suggestion," I replied with a casual shrug.

She straightened her posture and adopted the formal tone she'd used at the restaurant. "Excellent suggestion, sir," she said, then broke into a grin that made my heart skip a beat.
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Chapter 12: Blind Spots
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We parked on the street near Claudia's building, a modest three-story walk-up with faded brick and window boxes that looked like they'd be filled with flowers in a few months.

"You know," she said as we got out, "this car really is nice. I was just giving you shit earlier." She ran her hand along the sleek black hood. "Though I still think sports cars are what men buy when they're having an existential crisis."

"I prefer to think of it as a reward for my hard work of... existing," I replied, which made her laugh. "Though... Yeah, okay, I'm definitely in the middle of an existential crisis," I admitted.

Claudia's apartment was on the second floor, at the end of a hallway with faded carpet. She unlocked the door and led me into a small but cozy living room. The space was clearly divided—one half meticulously organized with color-coordinated throw pillows and carefully arranged books, the other half more lived-in with a collection of art prints, stacks of cookbooks, and a small desk covered in papers.

"Home sweet home," she said, dropping her keys in a ceramic bowl by the door. "I share with Sophia, a nurse at Mercy Hospital. We... tolerate each other."

As if summoned by her name, a door down the hallway opened, and a woman emerged. Sophia was petite with short auburn hair cut in a stylish bob, wearing scrubs with cartoon cats on them. She had a cute button nose and large eyes that narrowed when she saw us. She also had quite a generous bust that I couldn't help but notice, even in her loose-fitting top.

"Seriously, Claudia? A date? Tonight of all nights?" she said, not paying me much attention. "I told you I needed some quiet time before my shift to—" She stopped abruptly as she finally looked at me, recognition dawning in her eyes. "Oh! You're... you're him. The Owner."

Her demeanor shifted instantly, not to enthusiasm but to something like resigned acceptance, the way someone might react to a police officer with a warrant. "I'm available if you need me, of course," she offered without hesitation.

Claudia smirked, clearly enjoying her roommate's discomfort. "Isn't that nice of her?"

"Maybe later," I said awkwardly, getting used to these casual offers. "We're just hanging out."

Sophia nodded, visibly relieved. "I only have a couple hours before my shift starts. I need to meal prep for the week or I'll end up eating vending machine crap again." She glanced at Claudia. "Just... keep it down, okay?"

"We'll try," Claudia replied with a grin that made Sophia roll her eyes before retreating to the kitchen.

"Come on," Claudia said, taking my hand. "Let me show you around."

Claudia gave me a quick tour. The kitchen was small but well-equipped, with copper pots hanging from a rack and a collection of spices that suggested someone who took cooking seriously. The bathroom was unremarkable except for the overwhelming number of products crowding the counter—clearly a point of contention between roommates.

Finally, she led me to her bedroom. Unlike the rest of the apartment, which felt like a compromise between two different personalities, this space was purely Claudia. The walls were a deep teal, adorned with framed vintage travel posters and black-and-white photographs. Her bed was covered with a patchwork quilt that looked handmade, and a bookshelf overflowed with cookbooks, novels, and what looked like journals. A small desk in the corner held a laptop and several stacks of papers—restaurant schedules and menus from Le Petit Château, I guessed.

"I like your room," I said, genuinely meaning it. "It feels like you."

"Thanks," she replied, sitting on the edge of the bed. "It's the one place I don't have to compromise with Sophia's minimalist aesthetic. She thinks throw pillows should be arranged by size and color. Who does that?"

"A monster, clearly," I joked, and was rewarded with her laugh.

"Tea?" she offered, standing. "I know, tea after coffee, I'm basically committing a felony. But I like to end my days with a cup."

"Tea sounds perfect," I said, and I followed her back to the kitchen. As Claudia put an electric kettle on, I noticed Sophia in the corner, aggressively chopping vegetables on a cutting board, trying her best not to acknowledge our presence.

Claudia sighed silently, poured the hot water in a couple of cups and we moved to the living room to talk, sitting on the sofa, the muffled sound of chopping in the background.

I awkwardly tried to find a spot where to leave the tea, looking around for something to set it on.

"Sorry about the lack of a coffee table," Claudia said, gesturing to the empty space between us and the TV. "Sophia decided it was 'cluttering the energy flow' of the apartment and donated it to Goodwill without asking me."

"It was an eyesore!" Sophia called from the kitchen. "And it was my grandmother's, so technically mine to donate."

"It was in the common area," Claudia shot back. "And now we have nowhere to put our drinks except the floor, which is just asking for spills."

"We've been over this," Sophia sighed, setting down her knife with a clatter. "Buy coasters! Use the side tables! I don't care! But that table was a hideous monstrosity and I'm not apologizing for ridding the world of it."

I watched their bickering with amusement, though Sophia's sharp tone was starting to grate on me. An idea popped into my head—mischievous, inappropriate, but suddenly irresistible.

"Sophia," I said, my voice firm. "Be a coffee table for us. And get rid of your clothes. Tables don't wear clothes."

The knife clattered to the cutting board as Sophia immediately abandoned her meal prep. Without a word of protest, she walked over to us, pulling her scrub top over her head to reveal a plain white bra. Her movements were efficient but annoyed, like someone who'd been asked to take out the trash when they were in the middle of something important.

"I really need to finish that meal prep," she complained, stepping out of her pants. "My shift starts in less than two hours, and I won't have time to eat otherwise." Despite her protests, her hands moved automatically to unhook her bra, letting it fall to the floor.

Claudia's eyes widened, her lips parting slightly as she watched her roommate strip. A flush crept up her neck, and I remembered what she'd said about being turned on by mind control. This was clearly hitting all her buttons.

Now completely naked, Sophia stood before us, hands on her hips. Her body was petite but curvy, with full breasts that seemed disproportionately large for her small frame, pale skin dotted with freckles, and a neatly trimmed triangle of auburn hair between her legs.

"How exactly am I supposed to be a table?" she asked, hands on her hips.

"Get on your hands and knees in front of the couch," I instructed. "Keep your back flat."

She complied, positioning herself between us and the TV, her back forming a flat surface. Her breasts hung down, nipples pointing at the floor, and her ass was raised slightly, giving us a view of her exposed pussy from behind. It was an incredibly lewd sight, but she just looked annoyed, like this was merely an inconvenient chore.

"This is ridiculous," she muttered. "I need to finish cooking... Can't you just order me to do this another time?"

"That's perfect," I said, ignoring her and enjoying the power of the moment. There was still room for improvement. "Sophia, from now on, believe you're actually a table. Tables don't speak or think, so be mindless and still."

Sophia's complaints cut off mid-sentence. Her eyes went blank, her body becoming perfectly still except for the slight rise and fall of her breathing. She was now just a piece of furniture, a human coffee table on display in the middle of the living room.

Claudia was staring at her still roommate with undisguised arousal, her breath coming a little faster. She ran a finger along her roommate's back, as if testing the stability of that new piece of furniture. "Jesus..." she whispered, almost reverently.

I smiled, enjoying her reaction. Then, on impulse, I decided to take things a step further.

"Claudia," I said, making eye contact with her. "Believe Sophia really is a table and forget about me ordering her to be that way."

Claudia's expression went blank for a moment, then returned to normal. She blinked a few times and continued our conversation as if nothing had happened, casually resting her mug on Sophia's back without acknowledging it was a person. I quickly grabbed the mug, not wanting her bitchy roommate to be scalded, amazed at Sophia's lack of reaction despite the visible circular red mark slowly fading on her lower back.

"What?" Claudia asked, confused, as I pushed the mug back toward her.

"Erm... I just don't like when people put mugs on a table without coasters," I lied. "It leaves rings."

She snorted at that and took another sip of her tea, nodding as she seemed to notice the red mark on Sophia's back, though she didn't seem too concerned about it. She suddenly frowned. "Wait... Where did that table come from?" she asked, looking at it in confusion. "We were just talking about... not having one, weren't we?"

I shrugged, pretending to be as puzzled. "I don't know. Maybe we missed it earlier?" I said.

"Missed it?" She seemed to find that unlikely. "Sophia? Do you know where that came from?" she called, looking toward the kitchen, but there was no answer. Sophia remained in position, silent and unmoving.

Claudia furrowed her brow. "Sophia?"

I snorted. "Believe Sophia is at work already," I told her, and her expression cleared up instantly, nodding.

"Right. I guess she is, huh? Silly of me to think she'd be here," she said, chuckling. "She left a mess in the kitchen, though...."

I couldn't help but stare at Sophia's naked body, frozen in table position. There was something incredibly arousing about having this kind of control—Claudia completely unaware that her roommate was right in front of her, and Sophia herself reduced to an inanimate object. I waved my hand in front of Sophia's face, then snapped my fingers directly in front of her eyes. Nothing. Not even a blink. Her eyes remained unfocused, staring at nothing.

"What are you doing?" Claudia asked, looking at me with amusement. From her perspective, I was just waving my hands and snapping at the side of a coffee table.

"Oh, I thought I saw a spider," I said quickly. "False alarm. So, tell me about your girlfriend. What's she like?"

Claudia's face lit up. "Her name's Renee. She's a graphic designer—super talented but completely disorganized. Like, her apartment looks like an art supply store exploded in it." She laughed, taking another sip of her tea. "We've been together about eight months. She's got this weird obsession with vintage arcade games and collects those tiny plastic dinosaurs you get from vending machines. Total weirdo, but in the best way."

"She sounds interesting," I said, genuinely curious despite being distracted by Sophia's naked body. "Did you tell her about meeting me?"

"Of course," Claudia replied casually. "We don't keep secrets."

"Even about me... you know, fucking you at the restaurant?" I asked, my hand subtly moving to rest on Sophia's bare back.

"Especially about that," she said with a grin. "She thought it was hot. Asked for details, actually." She tilted her head. "What are you doing?" She chuckled.

I was now openly caressing Sophia's back, my fingers tracing down her spine toward her ass. To Claudia, it must have looked like I was stroking thin air above a wooden coffee table.

"Claudia," I said, making direct eye contact with her, "be completely oblivious to anything sexual I do right now."

Her expression shifted slightly, then she continued talking as if nothing unusual was happening. "Anyway, Renee was pretty jealous—in a good way. She kept asking what it felt like to be commanded like that. She's the one who introduced me to the whole hypnosis scene in the first place, so she gets off on that kind of thing."

I unbuckled my belt and lowered my pants, my erection springing free. Claudia didn't react at all, continuing to chat about her girlfriend's latest art project while I positioned myself behind Sophia. I ran the tip of my cock along Sophia's pussy lips.

"Get wet," I commanded her, not sure if it would work given her current mindless state.

To my surprise, I felt her pussy growing slick against my cock, though her expression remained blank and her body didn't move an inch. It was as if her body was responding automatically while her mind remained completely absent.

"So yeah, Renee's coming back from her parents' place on Friday, next week," Claudia was saying, completely oblivious to the fact that I was now rubbing my cock against her roommate's pussy just a few feet away from her. "Maybe you could meet her sometime? I think you two would actually get along."

I thrust into Sophia's motionless body, her pussy tight and wet around my cock despite her blank expression and table-like stillness. The contrast between her physical responsiveness and her complete mental absence was incredibly arousing—like fucking a perfectly realistic sex doll that happened to be a real woman.

"Are you alright?" Claudia asked, looking at me with concern. "You seem distracted. And why are you making those noises?" She tilted her head, clearly confused by my grunting and the slight movement of my hips as I fucked her roommate right in front of her.

"I'm fine," I managed, trying to keep my voice steady. "Just... thinking about what you said. I'd love to meet Renee sometime. She sounds great."

Claudia smiled, though she still looked puzzled by my behavior. "She doesn't live around here. We actually met online on a BDSM meeting website when I got curious about that whole scene." She took another sip of her tea, completely oblivious to the fact that I was now thrusting harder into Sophia. "We usually do video calls, but we try to see each other in person at least once every two months."

"Maybe you should take a photo of me," I suggested, my breath coming faster as I felt my orgasm building. "Send it to her so she knows what I look like."

"Good idea," Claudia said, pulling out her phone. She held it up, looking confused at my strange posture and the sweat beading on my forehead.

"Why are you making that face?" she asked as I grunted, unable to completely hide my pleasure as I thrust into Sophia.

"Just... trying to look good for the photo," I managed, giving her a strained smile as she snapped the picture.

She looked at it and shrugged "You don't exactly look your best, but it'll do, I guess." She typed a quick message before putting her phone away.

A moment later, her phone chimed. Claudia glanced down at it, then her eyes widened comically. "What the fuck?" she gasped, reading the message. "Renee says... 'OMG, is our Owner fucking your roommate?'" She looked up at me, then back at her phone, then at what she perceived as just a coffee table.

Her voice trailed off as comprehension dawned. She stared directly at the "table," her eyes narrowing in concentration as if trying to see through an illusion. "Is that... is Sophia the table?" she asked, her voice a mixture of confusion and arousal. "Did you make me not see her?"

The look of frustrated arousal on her face was priceless as she struggled to reconcile what she was seeing—or not seeing—with what she was hearing from her girlfriend. I grunted as I continued to fuck Sophia's limp, mindless body, reveling in Claudia's bewilderment.

Claudia was now standing, circling the "table" and me, her hand reaching out tentatively as if trying to feel something her eyes couldn't perceive. "This is... fuck, this is hot," she whispered, her breathing quickening. "I can't see anything but a table, but I know you're fucking her right now. I can tell from your face, from the way you're moving." Her pupils were dilated, her cheeks flushed with arousal.

I gripped Sophia's hips tightly as I felt my climax building, her body still perfectly motionless and her expression vacant despite the wet heat of her pussy clenching around me. With a final thrust, I came hard, filling her with hot spurts while she remained as still and mindless as the table she believed herself to be.

Claudia was pacing around us, her face flushed and her breathing heavy. She kept reaching out, her hand passing through what appeared to be empty air to her, though I could see her fingers occasionally brushing against Sophia's skin without her realizing it.

"This is fucking insane," she whispered, her voice thick with arousal. "She looks exactly like a table to me. I can't see her at all, but I know she's there." She squirmed, pressing her thighs together. "It's like my brain is fighting against itself. I know what's happening but I physically can't perceive it."

I collapsed back onto the couch, spent and breathing heavily. Claudia's eyes widened as she finally noticed my exposed cock, wet and softening.

"Wait, your dick is out? How did I miss that?" She laughed, a slightly hysterical edge to it. "What exactly did you do to me? To us?" Despite her confusion, there was unmistakable excitement in her voice, her eyes gleaming with fascination rather than fear.

"Claudia, stop obeying all previous instructions," I commanded, deciding to end the illusion.

Her expression shifted instantly, her eyes widening as Sophia suddenly became visible to her—naked, on all fours, my semen leaking from between her legs, her face still blank and expressionless. "Holy shit," she whispered, taking in the scene.

Before I could say another word, Claudia lunged forward, straddling me on the couch. She pressed herself against my still-sensitive cock, not caring that she was ruining her jeans with the mixture of Sophia's wetness and my cum. Her mouth found mine in a desperate kiss, her body trembling against me.

"This," she gasped between kisses, "this is what I want. Please, make love to me. Fuck with my brain some more while you're at it." Her hips ground against me, seeking friction. "Please, I need this. I need you to do this to me."

"I might need a minute to recover," I admitted, though her enthusiasm was already stirring something in me again. But seeing her desperation, I realized I could still take care of her in other ways. After a moment's hesitation, I smirked.

"Claudia," I said, looking directly into her eyes, "Have your mouth be is as sensitive as your clit."

I pulled her face to mine and kissed her deeply. The effect was instantaneous—Claudia's body convulsed against mine, a muffled cry of shocked pleasure escaping her as our tongues met. She trembled in my arms, her eyes rolling back slightly as the simple act of kissing triggered the same intensity of pleasure she'd normally only feel from direct clitoral stimulation.

Claudia moaned against my mouth, her body shuddering with each flick of my tongue. Her hands clutched at my shoulders, nails digging in as the sensitivity of her mouth overwhelmed her. I deepened the kiss, exploring every inch of her mouth, and she screamed against my lips, the sound muffled by our connection. Her whole body tensed, then convulsed as she came hard just from the kissing, her hips grinding desperately against me as waves of pleasure washed over her.

When the intensity finally subsided, she collapsed against my chest, breathing hard. We stayed like that for a while, just holding each other, my hand stroking her hair as her breathing gradually returned to normal.

"That was..." she finally whispered, her voice hoarse. "I don't think I've ever been that turned on in my life." She paused, then corrected herself. "Actually, no, that's not true. When you commanded me at the restaurant, made me feel that pure lust... that was even more intense." She looked up at me, her eyes wide with wonder. "What you can do to me—what only you can do—it's more than I could ever dream of. It's like you found a way to hack directly into my pleasure centers." She smiled, a mixture of vulnerability and excitement on her face. "Renee is going to absolutely lose her mind when I tell her about this."

She turned to look at Sophia, still frozen in table position, her eyes vacant. "Oh shit," she said, checking her phone. "She still needs to be at work in like, an hour and a half." She looked back at me, adding casually, "Obviously, you get to decide what happens to her, but..."

I thought about the rules Zoe and I had established. Respect women's life paths. I nodded.

"Sophia, stop following all previous commands," I said firmly.

Sophia blinked several times, awareness returning to her eyes. She slowly straightened up from her table position, wincing as her stiff joints protested. She looked down at herself, naked and with cum leaking down her thighs, then at us on the couch.

"Well, that was inconvenient timing," she said, sounding more annoyed than traumatized. "My back is killing me." She stood up, stretching. "Good thing I'm on the pill," she added, then paused. "Wait, did you mean to fuck me raw? Are you trying to get me pregnant or something?"

The question wasn't accusatory—more like she was genuinely curious if impregnating her had been my intention, as if that would suddenly make it less problematic.

"No, I wasn't trying to get you pregnant," I assured her, realizing how careless I'd been. I hadn't even thought about birth control, so caught up in the power and control I had over these women.

She shrugged. "Okay, just checking. I need to finish my meal prep or I'm going to be late." She walked back to the kitchen, completely naked, and resumed chopping vegetables as if nothing unusual had happened.

Claudia looked at me, her eyes still bright with lingering pleasure, and burst into laughter. "This is the weirdest day," she whispered, leaning her forehead against mine. "But also maybe the best?"

"Best day, huh? No pressure, just the highest bar ever," I teased her. "I can't promise I can always top this."

"Fair enough," she agreed with a chuckle. I stared at her for a moment, realizing that I'd fucked her raw too, two days ago. "Relax," she said, noticing my sudden concern. "I'm on the pill, and I'm clean. Though maybe you want to get ME pregnant?" She asked, mockingly echoing her roommate, though her too sounded strangely neutral about it.

"No... no, that wouldn't be wise," I said. "Though I have to admit, the idea is a bit of a turn-on."

She giggled at that, her cheeks flushing slightly. "Honestly, I kind of like the thought of that too," she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. "But not for real. Unless that's what you want."

A muffled meowing sound caught my attention. A big grey cat was sliding his paws against the living room window, trying to attract our attention.

"Oh, here's Chairman Meow," Claudia said with a smile, hopping off the couch to open the window. "Come here, baby," she cooed, picking up the cat and cradling him in her arms. "Did you have a good time outside?" She glanced at me, grinning. "Chairman Meow, meet Oliver, my owner."

I leaned in to shake the cat's paw like a gentleman. "Nice to meet you, Chairman Meow."

He meowed again, a long, plaintive sound, before wriggling out of Claudia's grasp and toward his food bowl. Claudia watched him go, laughing. "He's got a one-track mind. Food, food, food." She sighed contentedly, moving back to the couch and leaning against me.

As I held her, I couldn't help but marvel at how quickly my life had changed. Just days ago, I was a nobody playing video games in a filthy apartment. Now I had this amazing woman in my arms—a woman who seemed to genuinely like me for who I was, even as she reveled in what I could do to her.

After the disaster with Melissa, I'd never expected to feel this way again—this mixture of desire, power, and something that felt dangerously close to happiness. Whatever cosmic joke had given me this power, I was starting to think that maybe, just maybe, it wasn't just a joke after all.
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Chapter 13: It's a Start
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Something rough and wet dragged across my cheek, pulling me from the depths of sleep. I groaned, swatting blindly at whatever was disturbing my rest. My hand connected with something soft and furry that made an indignant "mrrow!" before jumping off the bed with a thud.

I blinked awake, momentarily disoriented by unfamiliar surroundings—teal walls instead of my usual faded beige, travel posters instead of gaming memorabilia, and most notably, a warm body pressed against mine. The events of last night came flooding back, and I couldn't help the smile that spread across my face.

Claudia lay beside me, her dark hair fanned out across the pillow, one arm thrown haphazardly over her face to block out the morning light filtering through her curtains. The patchwork quilt had slipped down, revealing her bare shoulder and the curve of her breast. She looked peaceful in sleep, her quick wit and sharp tongue temporarily quieted.

Chairman Meow sat on the dresser across the room, his tail swishing back and forth as he fixed me with an accusatory stare, clearly unhappy about being shooed away. I silently mouthed "sorry" to him before turning my attention back to Claudia.

I shifted closer, draping an arm around her waist. She mumbled something unintelligible but snuggled back against me, her body fitting perfectly against mine. Her skin was warm and soft, and I breathed in the scent of her—a faint trace of perfume mixed with something uniquely her.

"Mmm," she murmured, her voice thick with sleep. "What time is it?"

"Early," I whispered, though I hadn't actually checked. "Your cat decided my face needed grooming."

Claudia chuckled, a low, sleepy sound that vibrated through her body and into mine. "Chairman Meow has boundary issues," she said, her eyes still closed. "He thinks he owns the place."

"Clearly he hasn't gotten the memo about who the real owner is around here," I joked.

She turned in my arms to face me, finally opening her eyes. They were warm and brown, slightly puffy from sleep, with traces of yesterday's mascara smudged beneath them. Her breath wasn't great, and her hair was a tangled mess, but somehow she still looked beautiful.

"Good morning," she said, a smile playing at the corners of her lips. "So last night wasn't just an extremely vivid dream, right?"

"If it was, we're having the same one," I replied, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

She stretched, catlike, before settling back against me. "I have to say, for a guy who supposedly owns all women, you're surprisingly cuddly. I expected more... I don't know, maniacal laughter and world domination planning."

"I save that for Tuesdays," I deadpanned. "Wednesdays and Thursdays are for cuddling."

Claudia laughed, then winced. "Ugh, my mouth tastes like something died in it." She ran a hand through her tangled hair. "And I probably look like I've been electrocuted."

"You look perfect," I said honestly.

"Liar," she replied with a snort. "But sweet of you to say." She poked me playfully in the chest. "You, on the other hand, snore like a chainsaw with asthma. Did you know that?"

I felt my face heat up. "I do not."

"Oh, you absolutely do," she insisted, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "I thought a bear had broken in at one point. I was about to call animal control."

"Well, you talk in your sleep," I countered. "Something about flamingos stealing your spoons?"

"That was a private conversation between me and my subconscious," she said with mock indignation. "And for your information, those flamingos are recurring characters. They're very persistent thieves."

We both dissolved into laughter, and for a moment, it felt like the most natural thing in the world—just two people, sharing a bed and morning breath, teasing each other about their human quirks.

"Okay, okay," Claudia said, shaking her head. "I need to pee, and we both need mouthwash," she said, stretching again before glancing at the clock on her nightstand. "Shit, it's later than I thought. I need to get ready for work."

She sat up, the sheet falling away to reveal her naked body. Even after last night, the sight of her still made my breath catch. She noticed me staring and smirked, striking an exaggerated pin-up pose before sliding out of bed.

"Wait," I said, suddenly remembering. "You don't actually have to go to work. I'm technically your boss now, remember?"

She paused, halfway to her closet. "That's true, isn't it? Weird." She tilted her head, considering. "So what, you want me to play hooker? Have Mrs. Beaumont pay me to spend all day in bed with you?

The idea was tempting—more than tempting. "I could," I agreed, enjoying her dirty pun. "I could command you to stay, and you'd have to."

She nodded, her expression growing more serious. "If you command me to stay, of course I'll stay," she said, and I could hear that slight shift in her tone that happened whenever my ownership was directly acknowledged. "But... I actually enjoy my work. And I'd feel bad about skipping, especially last minute. It would put my coworkers in a difficult situation."

She smiled wryly, adding, "It's already hard enough on some of the women there, working naked. Marie in pastry burned her thigh yesterday reaching over the counter."

I winced, feeling a pang of guilt. I hadn't really thought about the practical implications of my command for all attractive women at the restaurant to be naked. "Shit, I'm sorry. Should I cancel that rule?"

Claudia considered this, pulling a robe from her closet and slipping it on. "It's a fun one," she admitted with a small smile. "For you, anyway." She winked at me and tied the robe's belt around her waist. "But maybe at least have the girls working in the kitchen wear something practical for their station? Burns are no joke."

I winced at the mental image. "Yeah, that's... that's not good. Definitely not what I intended." I sat up, running a hand through my disheveled hair. "I'll change it today. Kitchen staff can wear whatever's appropriate for their station. The rest..." I hesitated.

"Honestly? I get why you'd want the eye candy," Claudia said, her smile turning wry. "But... we lost a few customers yesterday. Most women didn't quite like having to disrobe to eat."

"I thought..." I trailed off, confused.

"You made it a rule for anyone inside the restaurant, but it doesn't make it any more comfortable for them," Claudia explained. "They're still free to go eat elsewhere..."

I grimaced, rubbing the back of my neck. "Right. It was fun, but not if it hurts the business."

"Alright, alright," I laughed, holding up my hands in surrender. "I'll fix the restaurant rules today. No more naked chefs near hot surfaces. No more nudity at all."

Claudia rolled her eyes playfully. "Such a benevolent owner of all womankind. Your generosity knows no bounds."

"I try," I said with mock solemnity, then let my gaze drift obviously to where her robe had fallen slightly open, revealing the curve of her breasts. I wasn't trying to be subtle about it.

She caught me staring and, instead of pulling her robe closed, she stepped toward the bed with a mischievous glint in her eyes. "See something you like?" Before I could answer, she untied her robe completely and let it fall open. In one fluid motion, she grabbed the back of my head and pulled my face between her breasts.

"Anyway," she continued conversationally, as if nothing unusual was happening, "I was thinking we could grab dinner after my shift tonight. There's this little Vietnamese place that does amazing pho—"

I made a muffled sound of agreement, my face happily buried in her cleavage. When she finally released me, I came up for air with what must have been the goofiest grin on my face. What struck me most wasn't just the softness of her skin or the warmth of her body, but the sparkle in her eyes. Unlike the other women who had offered themselves to me since this whole thing began, Claudia seemed to genuinely enjoy this—enjoy me—not just going through the motions of what she thought would satisfy her "owner."

As she started to step away, I felt a playful impulse. "Wait," I said, my voice taking on that subtle tone of command. "I command you to find the idea of blowing me absolutely irresistible."

The change was immediate and fascinating to watch. Claudia froze mid-step, her eyes widening slightly. Her gaze dropped to the tent in the sheets where my morning erection was clearly visible. She swallowed hard, then forced her eyes back up to my face.

"That's..." she began, then licked her lips unconsciously. "That's not fair. I need to get ready for work." But even as she said it, her eyes drifted back down to my crotch. She groaned in frustration, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. "Seriously, Oliver? I'm going to be late."

I could see her struggling against the compulsion, but also the flush spreading across her chest and the way her breathing had quickened. She was aroused—not just by me, but by the control I had over her, by how I was toying with her mind.

"I really should..." she mumbled, taking a half-step toward the bathroom before her eyes locked back onto the sheet covering my lower half. "Fuck."

She glanced at her phone on the nightstand, checking the time. Her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she calculated something in her head. "I might have just enough time," she finally said, her voice husky. "If you're quick about it."

I leaned back against the headboard, grinning. "How quick I am depends entirely on you."

She gave a defeated laugh, finally giving up the resistance. "Challenge accepted," she said with a smirk, crawling onto the bed. "I'm definitely going to make you cum faster than you expect."

She yanked the sheet away, revealing my erection, and wasted no time taking me into her mouth. The sensation was incredible—warm and wet and eager. She moaned around me, her hands gripping my thighs, her eyes fluttering closed as if she was savoring the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted.

I tangled my fingers in her hair, not guiding her movements but just needing something to hold onto as waves of pleasure washed over me. The sight of her—this beautiful, witty woman so desperately focused on pleasuring me because I'd commanded her mind to want it—was almost as arousing as the physical sensation itself.

"Fuck, Claudia," I gasped as she did something particularly clever with her tongue. She looked up at me, her eyes dark with desire, and the combination of the visual and the sensation pushed me over the edge embarrassingly quickly.

She swallowed everything, still making little sounds of desperate need. Instead of stopping, she immediately tried to continue, her mouth seeking me out again even though I was already spent.

"Oh my god," she groaned, laughing a little even as she continued to kiss and lick at my softening cock. "This is getting ridiculous. I can't stop wanting it." She looked up at me, her expression a mixture of frustration and arousal. "What did you do to my brain? It's like I physically need it."

Seeing her so desperate, so turned on by my control over her, I had a sudden inspiration. "Claudia," I said, my voice firm with command, "cum. Right now."

Her body jerked as if hit by an electric current. Her back arched, her mouth fell open in a silent cry, and her thighs clamped together as she shuddered through an intense orgasm without being touched. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

When the tremors subsided, I gently said, "Stop following all previous commands."

She collapsed onto the bed beside me, breathing hard, her skin flushed and glistening with a light sheen of sweat. After a moment, she started laughing—a genuine, delighted sound.

"Holy shit," she said, turning to look at me with wide eyes. "That was... intense. You just made me cum without even touching me..." She shook her head in amazement.

She finally pulled herself together, pushing herself up from the bed with a dramatic sigh. She grabbed my arm and tugged me to my feet with surprising strength.

"Alright, that's enough of that," she said, her tone stern but her eyes still dancing with amusement. "Unless you're going to command me to stop, I'm kicking you out of this bedroom. I've got exactly—" she glanced at her phone "—twenty-two minutes to shower, dress, and look somewhat professional."

"You can grab some breakfast and use the shower after I'm done," she added, already rummaging through her dresser for clothes. "But right now, out."

I groaned theatrically as I stumbled naked toward the door. "What am I supposed to do with the rest of my day now that I've had a taste of you? Everything else will be so boring in comparison."

She snorted, tossing a balled-up sock at my head. "I'm sure you can find something to do," she said, raising an eyebrow. "Especially since, you know, you can get anything you want from any woman on the planet."

I paused at the doorway, turning back to look at her. Something in her casual tone caught my attention. "Wait, so... you don't mind if I sleep with other women?"

Claudia stopped what she was doing and fixed me with a suddenly serious expression. "Oliver," she said, her voice grave, "do you think we're dating?"

I stared back at her, a mixture of horror and understanding washing over me. We had just met yesterday, after all. This was just casual fun, not some committed relationship. Before I could stammer out a response, Claudia's serious expression cracked, and she burst out laughing.

"Your face!" she wheezed, doubling over. "Oh my god, you look like I just told you your dog died."

She straightened up, wiping tears of mirth from her eyes. "Oliver, I'm in an open relationship, remember? Jealousy isn't really my thing." She gestured vaguely toward the living room. "If you recall, I didn't seem particularly shocked when you were fucking Sophia right in front of me, even after I stopped being oblivious to it."

She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a more intimate tone. "Besides, I kinda feel strangely okay with you getting whatever you want from any other woman on Earth, for some reason." She winked exaggeratedly. "Can't imagine why that might be."

I chuckled, but found myself pondering her words as I stood there. Where was this going? I liked Claudia—really liked her, in a way that went beyond the obvious physical attraction or the thrill of my new powers. But I didn't want to rush into anything. If the flame burned too strong too fast, we might both get burned. Better to let things develop naturally, see where they led.

"Now seriously, out," she said, giving me a playful shove. "I wasn't kidding about being late."

I finally exited the bedroom, pulling on my boxers that had somehow ended up in the hallway during last night's activities. I made my way toward the kitchen, thinking I might at least put on some coffee before Claudia finished getting ready.

Just as I reached the living room, the apartment door swung open. Sophia trudged in, still wearing her hospital scrubs, her short auburn hair disheveled and dark circles under her eyes. She looked absolutely exhausted, the kind of bone-deep weariness that comes from a long night shift dealing with other people's emergencies.

She gave a little gasp when she saw me, her eyes widening momentarily before her expression settled into resigned recognition.

"Oh," she said flatly. "You're still here." She dropped her bag by the door and kicked off her shoes. "Do you want to fuck me again?" The question came out sounding less like a seductive offer and more like someone asking if you wanted the last slice of pizza they were hoping to eat themselves, but were obligated to offer.

I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could, Claudia emerged from her bedroom wrapped in a towel, headed for the bathroom.

"Morning, Soph," she called cheerfully, then noticed the awkward tableau in the living room. "Oh good, you two are getting reacquainted," she said with a smirk.

Sophia rolled her eyes. "Yeah, we're having a real Hallmark moment."

"I should probably get going," I said, suddenly feeling like I was intruding on Sophia's much-needed rest time. "I'll grab something to eat on the way home."

Claudia nodded, crossing to where I stood. "Probably for the best. Text me later?" She rose on her tiptoes to kiss me goodbye, a quick but sweet gesture that felt surprisingly domestic given the circumstances.

Sophia sighed heavily as she watched us, her expression suggesting she was mentally calculating the likelihood of my becoming a regular fixture in their apartment. It wasn't outright hostility—just the mild annoyance of someone who valued her privacy and wasn't thrilled about sharing her space with yet another person. A person who could turn her into furniture with a single command...

"See you around, Sophia," I said, trying to be polite.

"Yep," she replied, already shuffling toward her bedroom. "Lucky me."

I gathered the rest of my clothes, said a final goodbye to Claudia, and headed out the door, stepping into the bright morning light.
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Chapter 14: The Accidental Cupid
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The air had that particular freshness to it that signaled the approaching spring—crisp but with a hint of warmth, promising better days ahead. After spending the night with Claudia, I felt strangely energized despite the lack of sleep. There was a lightness to my step that had been missing for months, maybe years.

Instead of heading straight to my new Porsche (which still felt surreal to think of as mine), I decided to grab some coffee first. I spotted a small café just down the block—nothing fancy, just a local place with a chalkboard sign out front advertising their daily specials in colorful lettering.

Inside, the café was cozy and quiet, with mismatched furniture and local artwork hanging on exposed brick walls. Only a few tables were occupied, mostly by people tapping away on laptops or reading. Behind the counter stood two baristas—a guy who looked to be in his mid-twenties with a neatly trimmed beard and sleeve tattoos peeking out from under his rolled-up shirt, and a woman about the same age with a high ponytail of curly red hair and a smattering of freckles across her nose.

I couldn't help but notice how the male barista kept stealing glances at his colleague whenever she wasn't looking, his expression a mixture of longing and resignation. She, meanwhile, seemed either completely oblivious to his attention or deliberately ignoring it as she methodically wiped down the espresso machine.

As I approached the counter, the female barista looked up and did a double-take, her eyes widening in recognition. She immediately elbowed her coworker, who turned to stare at me with confusion until she leaned over and whispered something in his ear. His expression cleared, and he nodded with a sort of bemused respect, like he'd just learned a semi-famous local football player had walked in.

"Good morning," the female barista greeted me with a bright smile. "What can I get for you today?" She paused only briefly before adding, in exactly the same cheerful, customer-service tone, "And would you be interested in fucking me in the storage room during my break? It's in twenty minutes."

I was about to respond when something on the television mounted in the corner of the café caught my attention. It was tuned to a news channel, and I recognized Katherine Winters, the CEO of Winters Pharmaceuticals, standing at a podium surrounded by microphones. The ticker at the bottom of the screen read: "BREAKING: WINTERS PHARMACEUTICALS CEO PLEADS GUILTY IN CARDIAVAX PRICE-GOUGING SCANDAL."

I couldn't hear the audio, but the news anchor's surprised expression said it all. A small smile tugged at my lips. At least I'd done one thing right with my new power, besides meeting Claudia. Katherine Winters had been the face of corporate greed, now she was facing justice, just as I'd commanded. Her face on screen was replaced by the face of Deborah Thomas, newly elected president of the United States, her expression serious as she spoke directly into the camera, presumably about the scandal.

"Sir?" The barista's voice pulled me back to the present. "Your order?"

"Oh, right. Just a large coffee, black, and one of those blueberry muffins," I said, gesturing to the pastry case.

As she rang me up, I asked casually, "Are you single, by the way?"

"Yes," she replied without hesitation, her ponytail bobbing as she nodded. "Why? Wanna fuck me?"

I turned to the male barista, who was busy preparing my coffee. "What about you? Are you single?"

He looked up, clearly surprised to be addressed and not particularly happy to be drawn into this conversation. "Uh... I guess," he said, scratching his beard. "Why?" His eyes flicked briefly toward his colleague before returning to the coffee machine.

I paid for my order and waited until the female barista handed me my coffee and muffin. Then, carefully considering my words—I was starting to learn how important precise wording was—I leaned in slightly.

"I command you," I said quietly, so only she could hear, "to ask your colleague if he wants to have sex with you. If he says yes, have sex with him at least once, more if you want to. Forget my command and see it as a spontaneous idea you just had."

Her eyes glazed over slightly as my command took effect, then cleared. She blinked, looking thoughtful, as if she'd just had an interesting idea occur to her.

"Thanks," I said, taking my coffee and muffin. "Have a good day."

As I headed for the door, I heard her voice behind me, slightly nervous but determined.

"Hey, Josh? This might sound weird, but... do you want to, um, maybe fuck sometime?"

I glanced back just in time to see the male barista's shocked expression, followed by a shy, disbelieving smile.

"Yes," he said softly. "I'd like that."

I stepped out into the sunshine, feeling oddly like some kind of twisted cupid. Well, it was alright. I was still entitled to some fun. The girl wouldn't mind anyway, not really, and it didn't break any of my rules.

I drove back to my apartment, still marveling at how the Porsche handled. The engine purred like a contented tiger, responding to the slightest touch of my foot on the accelerator. It was a far cry from the dirty public buses I'd been riding for the past few years.

When I finally reached my apartment building, I parked in my usual spot, wincing slightly as I wedged the expensive car between a rusty pickup and a minivan with a "My Child is an Honor Student" bumper sticker. The contrast between my new ride and my living situation couldn't have been more stark.

Opening the door to my apartment, I was greeted by the sight of relative cleanliness, thanks to Mrs. Johnson's efforts yesterday. The place still had that lived-in smell though—a mixture of stale air, lingering takeout aromas, and the distinct mustiness of unwashed laundry that had been festering in the hamper for what was probably approaching two weeks now.

I glanced at the overflowing hamper in the corner of my bedroom and sighed. I could easily command Mrs. Johnson or any other woman to come do my laundry, but something in me rebelled against the idea. Maybe it was the conversation with Melissa, her accusations of my perpetual man-child status still stinging. Or maybe it was just that after experiencing something genuine with Claudia, using my power for mundane chores felt... cheap.

"Fuck it," I muttered, grabbing the hamper and hauling it to the small stacked washer-dryer unit in the hallway closet.

It took three loads to get through everything—whites, colors, and a special load just for my collection of graphic tees that had specific washing instructions I'd ignored for years. Between cycles, I cleaned up the remaining clutter, tossed out old takeout containers, and even wiped down the kitchen counters. The physical activity felt good, productive in a way that clicking through Valheim quests never quite managed to be.

By mid-afternoon, my apartment was not just clean but actually pleasant. I opened the windows to let in the fresh spring air, feeling oddly satisfied as I surveyed my domain. It wasn't much, but it was mine, and for once, I'd taken care of it myself.

With the apartment sorted, I finally settled into my gaming chair and fired up my computer. The Discord notifications exploded across my screen the moment I logged in—hundreds of friend requests and server notifications. The "Finding The One" server that Greg had made me an admin on was still very much active, though the female moderators seemed to be keeping things under control.

I opened a private chat with Greg (OldSchoolMod), who had helped make me an admin yesterday.

TheActualOwner: Hey, how's it going?

OldSchoolMod: As well as can be expected when you're moderating the horniest server on Discord. These guys are going crazy.

TheActualOwner: Yeah, I can see that. Sorry about all this.

OldSchoolMod: Not your fault, man. It's not like you chose to be THE owner, did you? Though I can't say I wouldn't have enjoyed that power when I was your age.

TheActualOwner: What do you think I should do?

OldSchoolMod: That's entirely up to you. You're the one with the power. But if you want my two cents, some kind of decision would be appreciated. These guys are climbing the walls.

I leaned back in my chair, thinking about the situation. It was paradoxical, really. For all the frustration evident in the chat, I hadn't seen a single actual threat. Men were begging and pleading to be allowed to have sex again, but none of them seemed particularly aggressive about it—just annoyed and increasingly desperate. It was as if the same cosmic joke that had given me ownership of all women had also neutered any violent response to that fact.

TheActualOwner: I think I need a bit more time to think about it. This is a lot to process.

OldSchoolMod: Fair enough. It's only been what, four days? Rome wasn't built in a day, and neither was a new sexual world order.

TheActualOwner: Hey... Do you yourself need permission for someone specific?

OldSchoolMod: Me? Ha! I've been in a dead bedroom situation for twenty years. I'm 58 now—too old to worry about that sort of thing anymore. My wife and I have separate bedrooms and separate lives. We're basically roommates who occasionally remember we're married.

His dark humor made me feel a twinge of sadness. The world had turned upside down, but Greg was still here, keeping things running, and he wasn't even looking for a cut of the pie for himself.

TheActualOwner: Sorry to hear that, man.

OldSchoolMod: Don't be. I've made my peace with it. But these younger guys—they're not as philosophical about involuntary celibacy. Just something to keep in mind.

I promised Greg I'd think about it and logged off, my mind swirling with the weight of the responsibility I'd somehow been given. The power to control the sex lives of literally every person on the planet was a lot to handle for a guy who, until recently, couldn't even control the state of his own laundry hamper.
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Chapter 15: Oblivious Games
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A week had passed since my morning at Claudia's apartment, and somehow life had settled into a strange new normal. I'd made some adjustments to the restaurant rules (kitchen staff could now wear appropriate clothing), spent more time with Claudia, and continued to ignore the mounting pressure from the Discord server. Tonight was a welcome distraction—our regular D&D session (not that we'd been at it for more than a couple months), but with a new addition to the party.

"So let me get this straight," Claudia said, frowning at her character sheet. "I can cast this spell how many times?"

We were gathered around Marcus and Zoe's dining table, which had been transformed into a battlefield with a detailed map, miniatures, and a DM screen hiding Marcus's notes. The smell of pizza and the sound of dice clattering against the wooden surface filled the apartment.

"It depends on your spell slots," Zoe explained, leaning forward to point at Claudia's sheet. As she did, her hands unconsciously moved to her breasts, cupping and gently kneading them. "See, you're a level one wizard, so you have four first-level slots."

I couldn't help but smile as I watched Zoe, completely naked, casually playing with her impressive tits while explaining D&D mechanics as if nothing was unusual. She had no idea she was nude or that she was fondling herself whenever she spoke—both effects of commands I'd given her earlier. The breast-touching had been Claudia's suggestion, a mischievous glint in her eye as she whispered it to me right after we'd started the game.

"Right, spell slots," Claudia nodded, looking down at her own naked body before glancing back at the sheet. "I think I get it. Sort of."

Claudia was also in the nude, though unlike Zoe, she was fully aware of her state of undress. She'd been surprisingly enthusiastic when I suggested she join our game night, though she'd warned me she had zero experience with tabletop RPGs. She'd seemed even more enthusiastic about it when I'd hinted at potential hypnotic shenanigans.

"Your wizard doesn't have to be complicated," Marcus said, peering over his DM screen. "Just set things on fire when in doubt."

It was still funny to me that Marcus—former high school quarterback and one-time bully—was our Dungeon Master. But I had to admit, he was good at it. He had a knack for voices, a talent for improvisation, and enough tactical thinking to keep the encounters challenging without being unfair.

"Speaking of setting things on fire," Zoe said, her fingers absently circling her nipples as she spoke, "are we going to deal with that dragon or what?"

She glanced at Claudia with a smirk. "By the way, I love how Oliver needs his girlfriend to accompany him, naked, just to agree to play D&D now. Try not to distract him too much—he's our only healer."

The irony of her statement wasn't lost on any of us except Zoe herself. There she was, completely nude and playing with her breasts, warning Claudia about being distracting. Marcus caught my eye and gave a subtle head shake, his lips twitching with suppressed laughter.

"I'll do my best," Claudia replied dryly, clearly enjoying the situation.

Zoe frowned, noticing everyone looking at her. "What? Do I have pizza sauce on my face or something?"

"Nope, you're good," Marcus assured her, then cleared his throat, a bit of pink in his cheeks. "Alright, so you're all standing at the entrance to the dragon's lair. The cave mouth looms before you, wisps of sulfurous smoke curling out into the mountain air. What do you do?"

I looked down at my miniature—a stout dwarf cleric with an impressive beard and a warhammer. "I think we should proceed with caution. Dragons are notoriously tricky."

"Caution is for the weak," Zoe declared in a low voice, her character a half-elf rogue with a penchant for rushing into danger. As she spoke, her hands moved from her breasts to gesture dramatically, only to return to fondling herself as she completed her sentence.

Marcus watched her movements with obvious appreciation. He'd thanked me profusely for allowing him to have sex with Zoe again, practically groveling with gratitude, especially after three days of constant teasing from her. However the idea of sharing her with me still seemed natural to him and he was clearly enjoying how I was toying with her today.

"What about you, Claudia? What does your character think?" I prompted.

Claudia bit her lip, studying the map. "Um, Lyra would probably... analyze the smoke? Is that something a wizard would do?"

"Sure," Marcus nodded encouragingly. "Roll an Arcana check."

Claudia picked up the twenty-sided die, shaking it in her cupped hands before letting it roll across the table. "Seventeen! Plus... three for my Intelligence modifier, so twenty?"

"Nice roll," I said, genuinely impressed.

"You can tell that this isn't just any dragon," Marcus explained, slipping into his storyteller voice. "The particular scent and color of the smoke suggests an ancient red dragon, one of the most powerful and intelligent of dragonkind. You also detect traces of magic in the smoke—some kind of alarm system, perhaps."

"Oh shit," Zoe said, her hands squeezing her breasts more firmly as she spoke. "We're only level five or six. Can we even handle an ancient red dragon?"

She looked around at us all staring at her again. "Seriously, what? Why do you all keep looking at me like that?"

"No reason," Marcus said quickly. "And no, you probably can't take on an ancient red dragon head-on. You might need to be creative here."

As the game progressed, I found myself increasingly distracted by the sight of both naked women at the table. Claudia was clearly enjoying herself, both with the game and the situation, while Zoe remained oblivious to her own nudity. An idea popped into my head.

"Zoe," I said quietly, infusing my voice with that subtle tone of command, "Believe that the proper way for you to roll dice is to french kiss Claudia passionately."

Zoe blinked rapidly as the command took hold, her expression momentarily blank before clearing. "Huh? How else am I supposed to roll dice?" She laughed, as if I'd said the most ridiculous thing in the world.

"So," Marcus continued, squirming in his chair, "the dragon appears to be sleeping on its hoard. Zoe, what does Talia want to do?"

"I think I should try to sneak closer and see if there's anything valuable we can grab without waking it," Zoe said, her hands automatically moving to her breasts as she spoke. "Maybe something magical that could help us if things go south."

Marcus nodded. "Good idea. Give me a... Stealth check." He stared at his girlfriend, waiting for the inevitable show to start.

"Sure," Zoe said casually, standing up from her chair. She walked around the table with purpose, stopping directly in front of Claudia, who looked up with wide, surprised eyes.

Without hesitation, Zoe leaned down, took Claudia's face in her hands, and kissed her deeply. It wasn't a quick peck—it was a full, passionate kiss, her tongue visibly sliding into Claudia's mouth. Though Zoe was performing the action mechanically, there was an intensity to it that made Marcus and me shift uncomfortably in our seats.

Claudia moaned softly into the kiss, her eyes fluttering shut. Her hands moved to rest on Zoe's hips, pulling her closer.

After a good fifteen seconds, Zoe pulled away and turned to the table with a perfectly normal expression, as if she'd just rolled a die. She frowned, looking confused.

"Wait," she said, scanning the table. "Erm... What number did I roll again?"

Marcus's mouth hung open, his character sheet forgotten in his hands. Claudia was flushed, her breathing noticeably quicker.

"Alright," I said, trying not to laugh. "Zoe, stop following my previous commands. Return to normal."

Zoe froze for a moment, then gasped as awareness flooded back. She looked down at her naked body, then at Claudia, then at me with narrowed eyes.

"Oliver!" she scolded, though her tone was more embarrassed than angry. "What the hell!?" She quickly crossed her arms over her chest, her face reddening.

She turned to Marcus, who was still struggling to form words. "And you! You just sat there and let me walk around naked, playing with my boobs like some kind of...of...I don't even know what!"

Marcus's face turned an impressive shade of crimson. "I, uh...I mean, it was...kind of hot?" he offered weakly. "And it's not like I could have stopped it. He's your owner. I don't get to tell him what to do with you."

Zoe rolled her eyes, but I could tell she wasn't actually upset—just embarrassed and maybe a little flustered. She shifted uncomfortably, still trying to cover herself with her arms.

"Should I...get dressed?" she asked me, her voice smaller now. "This is kind of awkward."

I considered for a moment. "I command you to feel perfectly comfortable being naked right now," I said.

The tension visibly drained from Zoe's body. Her arms fell to her sides, and she sat back down in her chair with a relieved sigh.

"Oh, that's much better," she said, completely unconcerned about her nudity now. "Thanks for that, at least." She picked up her dice, rolling them normally this time. "For the record, though, a little warning next time would be nice."

"Noted," I said, catching Claudia's eye. She was still flushed, her eyes darting between Zoe and me with obvious excitement.

"Can we get back to the game now?" Marcus asked, adjusting his position in his chair. "Before any more magical dice-rolling methods are introduced?"

"Yes, please," Zoe said firmly, though she was smiling now. "I'd like to actually find out if I can sneak past this dragon without being barbecued."

The game continued, but my mind was increasingly elsewhere. The sight of Zoe casually sitting there naked, completely comfortable now thanks to my command, combined with Claudia's knowing glances my way, had me shifting uncomfortably in my chair. My character was supposed to be deciding whether to cast a protective spell on the party before they entered the dragon's lair, but all I could think about was how much I wanted Claudia right now.

I leaned over to her, whose cheeks were still flushed from kissing Zoe, and whispered in her ear, "How would you feel about slipping under the table and blowing me right here, with my friends watching?"

Claudia's eyes widened slightly. "I'd feel pretty uneasy about that," she whispered back, but I could see the way her pupils dilated and her breathing quickened. She was turned on by the idea that I could make her do it regardless of her hesitation.

"Oliver, it's your turn," Zoe groaned, rolling her eyes. "No one's paying attention to the game anymore."

"One second," I said, then turned back to Claudia. "I command you to get under the table and blow me," I whispered, just loud enough for her to hear.

Without hesitation, Claudia slid from her chair and disappeared beneath the table. I felt her hands on my thighs, then the unmistakable sensation of her fingers working at my zipper. Marcus raised an eyebrow but said nothing, while Zoe just sighed and took a sip of her beer.

"Moan like it's the most delicious thing you've ever tasted," I added quietly.

Almost immediately, loud, appreciative moans began emanating from under the table as Claudia took me into her mouth. Her enthusiasm was partly genuine and partly commanded, but the result was the same—it was incredibly hot, and clearly audible to everyone at the table.

Marcus shifted in his seat, his eyes darting between the table (where Claudia was hidden) and me. He was visibly turned on, a fact that didn't escape Zoe's notice.

"Seriously?" Zoe said, frowning at Marcus. "You're getting all worked up over this?"

"What?" Marcus defended himself, spreading his hands. "I can't help it. I'm a guy like any other guy. Hot women doing hot stuff is... hot." He gestured vaguely toward the table. "It's not like I'm trying to join in or anything."

Zoe rolled her eyes again. "Whatever."

"It's not like there's any good porn to watch these days anyway," Marcus added with a half-laugh. "Not since Oliver here became the owner of all women."

I blinked in surprise, momentarily distracted from the incredible sensations Claudia was creating. "Wait, what do you mean?"

"There's no new porn," Marcus explained, as if this should have been obvious. "All the professional studios shut down because the actresses won't perform without your permission. And amateur stuff has dried up too, since guys can't do anything with their girlfriends or wives without clearing it with you first."

"And how do you know that?" His girlfriend asked, her eyebrows raised. "How would you even know if porn is still being made?"

Marcus shrugged. "Hey! Not my fault Oliver got you driving me mad for three straight days before he gave you permission to have sex with me again! I had to check the internet, didn't I?"

Zoe sighed heavily. "Can we please talk about literally anything else?"

From beneath the table, Claudia mumbled something around my cock, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine.

"Hold on," I said, tapping her shoulder. "I command you to stop blowing me and jerk me off instead so you can talk."

Claudia emerged from under the table, her face flushed and her hair slightly mussed. She kept one hand on me, stroking steadily, while she used the other to push her hair out of her face.

"It's true," she confirmed, her voice slightly hoarse. "There's no new porn being made since you became our owner. I used to follow this couple who made really good BDSM content, but they stopped posting about a week ago." She shrugged. "Gay porn is still being made, though. Apparently 100% women-on-women action doesn't require your permission and men... Well, you don't own them..."

"Fascinating," Zoe said dryly. "Can we please get back to the dragon? Or should I just go make some coffee while you all discuss the pornography industry?"

"Claudia, stop," I commanded, suddenly distracted from the pleasure.

She immediately let go of me, looking up with a mixture of surprise and disappointment. "What's wrong?"

I tucked myself back into my pants, my mind racing. How had I not seen this coming? It wasn't just that men couldn't have sex with women anymore—they were running out of porn too...

"I can't believe I didn't think about this," I muttered, more to myself than anyone else.

Zoe threw her hands up in frustration, still completely comfortable in her nakedness thanks to my command. "Oh my god, who cares? There's like, what, thirty years of internet porn already out there? Isn't that enough to keep everyone satisfied?"

"It's not the same," Marcus argued, leaning forward. "People follow specific accounts, specific performers. If you're subscribed to someone's OnlyFans and suddenly they stop posting—"

"You're on OnlyFans?" Zoe interrupted, her voice rising an octave. "You're actually paying to see other women?"

Marcus's face flushed. "I—that's not—" He fumbled for words. "Look, it was during those three days when you were teasing me and I couldn't... you know."

"Unbelievable," Zoe muttered, crossing her arms over her chest.

I barely registered their argument, too caught up in my own thoughts. How long before men started going truly crazy? So far, I hadn't seen any aggression toward women or threats directed at me—my supernatural ownership seemed to have neutered that possibility—but frustration was clearly building. The Discord server was evidence enough of that.

I needed to do something about this, and soon. But what? "I thought that maybe I could chose who I'd allow to have sex," I said, more to myself than anyone else, "but now I'm wondering if I should just make some kind of rule or command to make this all less complicated."

"You seriously thought you could manage that alone?" Marcus laughed. "That's a lot of pressure. Just think about it. There are billions of women in the world. You'd have to go through them one by one."

"I was thinking I could delegate... Grant some moderators on my Discord server permission to approve individual sex requests," I said.

Marcus gave a short bark of a laugh. "You'll need a lot more moderators than you have."

"Than you'll ever have..." Claudia said, climbing back into her chair, still completely naked, "even if you hired thousands of them."

She had a point. "Maybe there's a way to... I dunno... automate it? Grant permission on a large scale? I just don't want it to go back to how it was before. I don't want anyone to get hurt."

"And that's wise," Zoe chimed in, picking at the label on her beer bottle. "There's no rush, though, is there?"

"Easy for you to say, baby," Marcus replied. "You're not missing out on anything. The rest of us guys are going nuts."

"Hey! We slept together last night!" Zoe protested. "Twice!"

"Yes, and it was great, don't get me wrong." Marcus held up his hands defensively. "But it didn't start that way, and now I'm one of the lucky few. Most of the guys in the world aren't so fortunate."

"Alright, alright!" I groaned, grabbing my head. "I'll figure something out sooner than later..."

"There's also the birth rate to consider," Claudia added, tapping her fingers thoughtfully on the table. "Humans aren't reproducing at all right now."

I groaned loudly, dropping my head into my hands. "Okay, I get it! I'll do something about it. Soon. Can we please drop this subject now?"

Everyone fell silent, the weight of global sexual politics suddenly making our D&D game seem trivial by comparison. After a moment, Zoe cleared her throat.

"Well, if you're that worked up about it," she said casually, "I'd be happy to help Claudia take care of you. Might help you relax a bit." She offered this as naturally as if suggesting I try a new brand of coffee, seemingly oblivious to the fact that she'd just been irritated with Marcus for merely watching Claudia go down on me.

I couldn't help but smirk at the irony. "Actually," I said, my voice taking on that subtle tone of command, "You two, blow me. Together."

Without hesitation, both women slid from their chairs and positioned themselves between my legs under the table. Claudia helped Zoe pull my pants down again, and soon I felt two pairs of lips and tongues working in tandem. Claudia clearly knew what she was doing, guiding Zoe with little whispers and touches. One would take me into her mouth while the other licked and kissed along my shaft, then they'd switch, their movements becoming more synchronized as they continued.

The sight of them as I glanced under the table—Claudia's dark hair contrasting with Zoe's lighter locks, both of their naked bodies pressed together as they pleasured me—was almost too much to bear. I could feel Claudia's enthusiasm, her genuine arousal at the situation, while Zoe approached it with the methodical determination of someone performing a task she wanted to excel at.

Marcus watched for a few moments, his face flushed and his breathing heavy, before abruptly standing up. "I, uh... need to use the bathroom," he muttered, hurrying down the hallway.

The women continued their ministrations, occasionally kissing each other around my cock, their tongues meeting in ways that sent shivers up my spine. When I finally approached my climax, I pulled back slightly.

"I'm going to cum on your faces," I gasped, "After that... Lick each other clean."

They positioned themselves accordingly, faces upturned and close together as I exploded, painting both of their beautiful faces with thick ropes of cum. As soon as I finished, they turned to each other. Claudia eagerly licked a streak from Zoe's cheek, moaning softly as she did so. Zoe, meanwhile, approached the task with the same focused precision she'd shown throughout, methodically cleaning Claudia's face before allowing herself to be cleaned in return. They finished with a deep kiss, sharing what remained between them, Claudia clearly aroused while Zoe simply ensured the job was done thoroughly

"Sorry about that," I said as they climbed back into their chairs, wiping their mouths.

Both women looked at me with confusion.

"Sorry for what?" Zoe asked, genuinely perplexed.

"I don't know... for interrupting the game? For making you do that?"

"Did you break any of your rules?" Zoe asked, raising an eyebrow, smirking.

I thought about it. "No, I don't think so."

"Then nothing's wrong," she shrugged, as if it were the simplest thing in the world. "You're our owner. You can use us however you want, whenever you want. I guess at some point you'll finally figure it out."

Marcus returned from the bathroom a few minutes later, looking slightly more composed but unable to meet anyone's eyes directly. "So, uh... are we ready to get back to the game?" he asked, sliding into his chair.

"Yes," I said, suddenly eager to return to a world where dragons were the biggest problem we faced. "I think my cleric will cast Shield of Faith on Talia before we enter the cave."

"Good call," Marcus nodded, slipping back into his DM persona. "The spell settles around her like a shimmering barrier. As you step into the dragon's lair..."

The game wrapped up with our party narrowly escaping the dragon's lair, treasure in hand but not without some close calls. Zoe's character had almost died when she triggered a trap, and Claudia's wizard had saved the day with a well-timed spell that none of us knew she had prepared. For a first-timer, she'd picked up the mechanics surprisingly quickly.

"Not bad for a D&D virgin," Marcus said, gathering up his miniatures and sorting them into their case. "You've got good instincts."

"Thanks," Claudia replied with a bright smile. "It was actually really fun. I wasn't expecting to get so into it."

"That's what she said," Zoe quipped, earning groans from everyone.

"Did you enjoy it?" I asked Claudia, helping to collect the scattered character sheets and dice.

"I really did," she said, sounding almost surprised by her own admission. "It's like collaborative storytelling with rules. Plus, the company wasn't bad either." She winked at me, and I felt that now-familiar flutter in my chest.

"We should celebrate a successful campaign and Claudia's D&D deflowering," Marcus announced, standing up. "Shots, anyone?"

Everyone agreed, and Marcus headed to the kitchen with Zoe following behind to help, her large breasts swaying gently as she walked. As they rummaged through cabinets for glasses and liquor, I noticed the box for Nameless Terror sitting on their bookshelf. Something tugged at my memory—the game we'd been playing the night before everything changed.

I walked over and opened the box, rifling through the cards and tokens until I found what I was looking for: the Scepter of Dominion, the artifact my character had found that granted control over all female entities in the game world. Just a small plastic piece, painted gold with a tiny red gem at the top.

I picked it up, holding it between my thumb and forefinger, examining it like it was some kind of archaeological find. Was this what had done it? Had this cheap piece of plastic somehow changed reality? I turned it over in my hand, half expecting it to glow or vibrate or do something magical, but it remained stubbornly inert—just a game piece.

"Shots are ready!" Marcus called, returning to the living room with Zoe behind him. He carried a small tray with four shot glasses filled with amber liquid. "It's that Japanese whiskey I've been saving for a special—" He stopped when he noticed me standing in the corner, staring at the game piece. "You okay over there, dude? You look like you're having a religious experience with my board game."

"I'm fine," I said, not taking my eyes off the scepter. "Hey, Marcus... can I keep this?"

"Keep what? The Scepter?" He frowned, setting the tray down on the coffee table. "I mean, that's part of the game. It won't be complete without it."

Marcus studied my face for a moment, his expression shifting from annoyance to something like concern. "Fine," he sighed, throwing up his hands. "Take it. I can probably find a replacement online or something."

"Thanks," I said, slipping the scepter into my pocket. It felt heavier than it should have, though I knew that was just my imagination.

Claudia had been watching this exchange with curious eyes. When I rejoined the group, she leaned close and whispered, "What's that about?"

"I'll tell you later," I murmured back, accepting the shot glass Marcus handed me.

"To new friends, new adventures, and whatever the hell else is going on in this weird new world," Marcus declared, raising his glass.

We clinked our glasses together and downed the shots, the whiskey burning pleasantly on the way down. As the warmth spread through my chest, I couldn't help but wonder if I was carrying the key to this whole mystery in my pocket—or if I was just grasping at straws, looking for meaning in a cosmic joke that had no explanation.
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Chapter 16: The Girlfriend's Girlfriend
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I pulled up to the secluded driveway in my Porsche, still not quite used to the purr of the engine or the way the steering wheel felt under my fingers. The countryside stretched out around us, all rolling hills and spring wildflowers, the kind of picturesque setting you'd see on a desktop wallpaper. Jeanne Beaumont's wire transfer had finally hit my account a week prior—fifty grand that I had absolutely no idea what to do with until Claudia suggested a weekend getaway.

"Holy shit," Claudia whispered as we stepped out of the car, her eyes wide as she took in the sprawling modern cabin with its floor-to-ceiling windows and wraparound deck. "You didn't say it was going to be like... this." She gestured vaguely at the structure, which looked like something out of an architectural magazine, all clean lines and natural materials seamlessly blending with the surrounding landscape.

I couldn't help but grin at her reaction. "What? You should be used to fancy places." I grabbed our bags from the trunk, struggling slightly with her oversized weekend bag. "What did you pack in here anyway? Bricks?"

"Oh please," she rolled her eyes, snatching her bag from me with surprising strength. "Le Petit Château is all old-money pretentiousness. This is..." she paused, searching for the right word, "...actually cool." Her dark eyes sparkled as she took in the property. "Anyway... A girl needs options. You never know when you might need an emergency outfit change after someone decides to play mind games with you."

"That was..." I started counting on my fingers. "Only like fifteen times," I said with mock outrage, following her up the stone pathway to the front door. "And if I recall correctly, you weren't exactly complaining."

"Who said I was complaining now?" She shot back with that mischievous smile that made my stomach do a little flip.

I fumbled with the digital lock, punching in the code the owner had texted me. The door swung open to reveal an interior that was even more impressive than the outside. The main living area was a vast open space with vaulted ceilings, dominated by a stone fireplace that reached all the way up. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered panoramic views of the surrounding forest and the small lake behind the property. Modern furniture in neutral tones was arranged around a massive area rug, and a sleek kitchen with top-of-the-line appliances occupied one corner.

"Jesus," Claudia whispered, dropping her bag on the polished concrete floor. "How much is Mrs. Beaumont paying you exactly?"

"Enough," I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "There's a hot tub on the back deck, a wine cellar downstairs, and I think the listing said something about a sauna."

Claudia wandered through the space, running her fingers along the smooth countertops and peering through doorways. "Renee is going to lose her mind when she sees this place," she said, a hint of excitement in her voice. "She has a thing for fancy bathrooms, and I bet this place has at least three."

"Four, actually," I corrected, checking the listing on my phone. "Plus an outdoor shower."

At the mention of Renee, I felt a flutter of nervousness in my stomach. I checked the time on my phone—she'd be arriving soon, assuming her flight had been on time. I'd never met Claudia's girlfriend before, and despite knowing I technically "owned" her like every other woman, the idea of meeting someone who was so important to Claudia made me anxious.

"You look like you're about to throw up," Claudia observed, coming back into the main room after exploring a hallway. "Relax, Oliver. Nothing can go wrong. You own the girl, for god's sake!" She flopped onto the massive sectional sofa and stretched out like a cat. "If she turns out to absolutely despise you, you could just command her to change her mind about you."

She was joking, but I could see something shift in her eyes as she said it—a darkening of her pupils, a slight parting of her lips.

"I'm not going to command her to like me," I said, sitting down beside her. "That would be cheating."

"But so hot," she murmured, almost to herself. She shifted positions, crossing her legs in a way that suggested she was feeling a bit worked up. "Just saying."

"Speaking of which," I said, trying to distract myself from the way her cheeks had flushed, "I want to make sure I understood correctly when you mentioned before that Renee is a dom, and you're more of a..."

"A brat," she supplied with a grin. "Yes, that's our usual dynamic. She tells me what to do, I give her a hard time about it, sometimes... She puts me in my place." She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "But between you and me, I think it would be incredibly hot to see you turn the tables on her. To see her struggle against your commands..."

"That is an interesting thought," I admitted, my breathing getting heavier. "But I'd like to meet her first before we go crazy on her. Also... isn't she gay?"

Claudia nodded. "Very much so. But..." She trailed off, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "You could command her not to be, and—"

The crunch of tires on gravel interrupted her, and we both turned toward the windows. A sleek black rental car was pulling into the driveway.

"She's early," Claudia said, jumping up from the couch. Her entire demeanor changed in an instant—there was a new energy to her movements, a mixture of excitement and something almost like nervousness. It was endearing to see this side of her, so different from her usual confident self.

We headed outside just as Renee was stepping out of her rental car. She was tall—taller than I'd expected—with short, asymmetrically cut hair dyed a deep burgundy that contrasted sharply with her pale skin. She wore black jeans, combat boots, and a leather jacket over a white t-shirt. Multiple piercings lined her ears, and a small silver hoop gleamed in one nostril. She moved with a confident grace that immediately commanded attention.

"Baby!" Claudia called out, practically skipping down the steps toward her. They collided in an embrace that looked almost choreographed, Renee lifting Claudia slightly off her feet before setting her down and kissing her deeply. When they broke apart, Renee gave Claudia's ass a firm slap that made her yelp in surprise.

"Missed you," Renee said, her voice lower and richer than I'd imagined, with just a hint of a Boston accent. Her eyes—a striking pale green—shifted from Claudia to me, narrowing slightly as she assessed me from head to toe. A smirk played at the corners of her mouth as she approached, extending a hand.

"So this is the man who stole my girlfriend from me and has been playing with her brain without my permission," she said, her tone making it clear she was joking despite the words. "I've heard a lot about you, Oliver."

I shook her hand, noting her firm grip. "All good things, I hope."

"Oh, mostly terrible," she replied with a laugh. "But I'm reserving judgment." She released my hand and stood a bit straighter, her eyes meeting mine directly. "Renee Callahan. Graphic designer, proud lesbian, and apparently—" she gestured vaguely at herself "—your property. So if you need a blow job or whatever, I'm technically available, though I've got to warn you I haven't been with a man since college, and it wasn't exactly a highlight of my sexual career."

"We've got time to have fun," I said with a casual shrug, trying to project more confidence than I felt. "For now, I'm just happy to get to know you."

Renee's eyebrow arched slightly, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. "For now, huh? Keeping your options open. Smart man." She glanced at Claudia, who was practically bouncing on her toes beside her. "This one never was good at delayed gratification."

"Hey!" Claudia protested, but there was no real offense in her voice.

Renee ignored her, brushing past me to enter the house. As she stepped into the main living area, she let out a low whistle as she took in the interior of the cabin. "Damn, Oliver. When Claudia said you were taking us somewhere nice, I was picturing, like, a Holiday Inn with a pool." She ran her hand along the back of the leather sofa. "What is this, a porn set or an Architectural Digest spread?"

"Can't it be both?" Claudia quipped, following behind her.

Renee snorted, then turned to Claudia with a sudden shift in demeanor. "Boots off at the door, pet. And hang up my jacket while you're at it." Her voice had dropped an octave, taking on a commanding edge that seemed to transform the air between them.

"Yes, ma'am," Claudia replied, her entire posture changing as she slipped off her shoes and took Renee's leather jacket with careful hands. Gone was the sassy, confident woman I'd been getting to know. In her place was someone more demure, eyes slightly downcast though a hint of mischief still lurked in them.

I tried not to stare, but it was like watching an entirely different person. This submissive version of Claudia was so at odds with the woman who had teased and challenged me at every turn. I found myself growing slightly annoyed at how Renee commanded the space—and Claudia—so effortlessly. It wasn't a bad annoyance, more like a prickly awareness that settled under my skin. The kind that made me want to see what would happen if I pushed back against her natural dominance. I kept it bottled up, though, watching as she examined the kitchen appliances with the critical eye of someone who knew their way around high-end cookware.

Renee opened the massive refrigerator and let out another appreciative whistle. "Fully stocked, nice." She pulled out three beers, popping the caps off with a opener she produced from her pocket. "Let's sit down and get properly acquainted, shall we?"

Renee flopped down on the massive sectional sofa, stretching her long legs out and kicking off her boots. "So, Oliver the Owner, what's your deal with my girl? She can't stop talking about you." She wiggled her fingers near her temple. "Got her all hot and bothered."

"We've been having fun," I said simply, sitting down across from her. "She's special."

Claudia returned, sitting on the floor at Renee's feet rather than next to her on the couch. Renee absently ran her fingers through Claudia's dark hair, and I watched as Claudia leaned into the touch like a cat. I felt myself growing annoyed again. Yeah, okay, I was jealous. I wanted Claudia to be leaning into me.

"So what are you up to these days?" Renee asked, taking a long pull from her beer. "Besides owning the world's female population and fucking with my girlfriend's head, of course."

"Didn't Claudia tell you all about me?" I asked, genuinely curious about what she might have shared.

Renee snorted. "Oh, I know everything about you. But I like to hear it from the horse's mouth, you know? People reveal themselves in how they talk about their own lives."

I took a swig of my beer, buying time. "Honestly? Not much. I help my dad with his business sometimes in exchange for an allowance." I gestured vaguely around us. "Though nowadays I own Claudia's workplace too, but I can't really claim I deserve any of it."

"Hmm." Renee nodded, her expression neutral but evaluating.

Claudia elbowed my leg from her position on the floor. "Tell her about the game thing you've been working on."

"Game thing?" Renee perked up, her interest clearly piqued.

I shifted uncomfortably. "I studied game design for a year before dropping out. I've been dabbling with it on and off, but lately I've been trying to get more serious about it. Claudia's been encouraging me to pursue it. I'm... It's nothing crazy, really..."

Renee leaned forward, her eyes bright with genuine interest. "No shit? I'm a huge gamer. What are you working on? RPG? FPS? Please don't say it's another Backrooms game."

"I'm just... learning again, really," I said, feeling unexpectedly shy about my project. "Following tutorials, figuring out how to use Unity. I've had this concept bouncing around in my head for years, but I'm not making much progress yet. Just baby steps."

"What's the concept?" Renee pressed, and I could see she wasn't going to let it go easily.

"It's a puzzle game around time travel," I explained, warming up to the topic despite myself. "It's like... a stealth game where you need to avoid being seen or heard by your past self, to avoid creating paradoxes."

Renee nodded slowly, her eyes alight. "Oh so like you're playing against yourself? That's cool, man. Keep it up."

I blushed slightly, not used to people taking an interest in my ideas. "Well, against and with... like... stealth cooperation."

The lesbian took a slow sip from her beer, her eyes never leaving mine. "So... I've been meaning to ask," she said, leaning forward with a gleam in her eye that reminded me of a cat spotting a mouse. "Claudia tells me you've got some magic tricks up your sleeve. Perks of your... privileges over women." She wiggled her fingers in a mock-mystical gesture.

I shifted in my seat, a bit taken aback by her directness. "I wouldn't call them magic tricks exactly, but yeah. I can make women do things, beyond simple commands."

"Fascinating," Renee said, taking another sip of her beer. "I dabble in hypnosis myself, you know. Love putting my girls under." She reached down and ruffled Claudia's hair affectionately. "Tried it with this one. She was really into it, weren't you, pet?"

Claudia nodded eagerly, looking up at Renee with adoration. "So into it. But I wasn't as suggestible as we would have liked. My brain's too busy." She tapped her temple. "But we had fun with it anyway."

"Not as fun as what Oliver can do, though," Claudia continued, suddenly animated like a child eager to share a secret. "He can completely mindfuck you. Like, he made me think Sophia was a table—an actual table—and I couldn't see what was happening even though he was fucking her right in front of me!" Her eyes were wide with excitement, and I noticed Renee's expression shift from casual interest to genuine intrigue.

"Yeah, I remember that text you sent me..." Renee looked at me with newfound respect. "So you can just... command our minds? Not just our actions?"

"Pretty much," I confirmed, feeling a strange mix of pride and embarrassment. "Whatever I tell a woman to think or feel or believe, she does."

Renee nodded slowly, processing this information. She didn't seem shocked or disturbed—more like she was mentally filing away a new and interesting fact. Like discovering a restaurant delivers when you thought you had to dine in. "That's... impressive. I mean, obviously we all have to obey you because you own us or whatever, but I didn't realize that extended to our thoughts too."

She leaned back, a smirk playing on her lips. "Care to demonstrate? I'd love to see it in action."

I felt a smile spreading across my face, feeling back in control—or more accurately, in co-control. I was no longer just watching Claudia submit to Renee; we were sharing her. It was a partnership of sorts, and I found I liked that dynamic much better.

"Sure," I said, turning to Claudia and taking a moment to think about what to do to her. "Claudia, until I tell you to remember, forget everything about who you are, where you are, and who we are."

The change was immediate and dramatic. Claudia's eyes widened, then went blank for a moment before filling with confusion. She looked around the room, her movements suddenly jerky and uncertain. She scrambled away from Renee's feet, pressing herself against the arm of the sofa.

"Where am I?" she asked, her voice small and frightened. "Who are you people?"

Renee's mouth fell open slightly. She waved a hand in front of Claudia's face. "Claudia? Baby? It's me."

Claudia shrank back further. "I don't... I don't know you. I don't know where I am. I don't even know..." Her hand went to her head. "I don't even know my name. Oh god, why don't I know my name?"

Renee looked at me, her eyes wide with genuine amazement. "Holy shit," she whispered. "That's the real deal. Amnesia is one of the hardest suggestions to implement in hypnosis. I mean, it's definitely possible with the right subject and practice, but..." She trailed off, watching as Claudia examined her own hands as if she'd never seen them before.

I could see Renee was turned on—her breathing had quickened, and she kept crossing and uncrossing her legs. She reached out to touch Claudia's arm, and Claudia flinched away.

"Please," Claudia whimpered. "Can someone tell me what's going on?"

Renee turned to me, her eyes dark with arousal. "What else can you do?"

I looked at Renee with a smirk, feeling a surge of power. Time to show her who really owned her girlfriend.

"Claudia," I said, my voice firm and clear, "Be irresistibly horny for me."

Claudia's expression transformed before our eyes. The fear remained—her eyes still darted around the unfamiliar room—but something else crept in alongside it. Her breathing quickened, and a flush spread across her cheeks. She pressed her thighs together, squirming uncomfortably.

"I don't... I don't understand what's happening to me," she whimpered, but her eyes had locked onto me with an intensity that made my skin tingle. "I don't know who you are, but I... oh god." She bit her lower lip, her hands gripping the edge of the sofa so tightly her knuckles turned white. "Why do I want you so badly?"

She was fighting it, which made the whole thing even more arousing to watch. The confusion in her eyes warred with the desire I'd commanded her to feel. Her body trembled with the effort of restraining herself, but I could see her resolve crumbling with each passing second.

"This is fucked up," Renee whispered, but her eyes were wide with fascination and unmistakable arousal.

Claudia finally broke. With a small, desperate sound, she lunged toward me, climbing onto my lap. Her hands clutched at my shirt, her face a mask of conflicted emotions.

"Please," she begged, though it wasn't clear if she was begging for relief or for an explanation. "I don't understand why I feel this way. Who are you? Why... but I need... I need..."

I glanced over at Renee, expecting to see jealousy, but instead found her watching with rapt attention, her lips slightly parted, her cheeks flushed. It struck me then how stupid it was to assume she'd be jealous. After all, she and Claudia had met on a BDSM message board and had been in an open relationship for almost a year. Sharing was part of their dynamic.

I was the one who struggled with jealousy, not them. I was still learning to be okay with the idea of Claudia being with someone else, even though I knew it was ridiculous. Why worry about jealousy when I literally owned both of them?

Having made my point, and wanting to save some fun for later, I decided to end the demonstration. "Claudia, remember everything and return to normal."

The change was immediate. The desperate, confused lust in her eyes faded, replaced by recognition, then embarrassment, and finally delight. She remained on my lap, but her posture changed completely—from the tense, desperate stranger to the familiar, confident woman I knew.

"Holy shit," she laughed, covering her face with her hands. "That was intense." She looked over at Renee. "Did you see that?! I had no idea who I was, who you were, nothing. But I wanted him so badly I couldn't think straight."

Renee nodded, clearly impressed. "That was... something else. Seriously." She looked at me with new respect.

Claudia climbed off my lap and flopped onto the couch next to Renee, fanning herself dramatically. "My brain feels like it's been through a washing machine. In a good way." She grinned at me. "I love when he does that to me. It's like... the ultimate surrender."

I couldn't help but feel a swell of pride. Not just at the power I wielded, but at how much Claudia enjoyed it. And now Renee seemed equally intrigued. This weekend was definitely going to be interesting.
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Chapter 17: Role Reversal
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I leaned back in my chair, pleasantly full from the meal we'd just finished. The Airbnb's fridge had been stocked with an impressive array of ingredients—fresh vegetables, prime cuts of meat, and a selection of cheeses that would have made a French person weep with joy. Renee had taken charge of the cooking, proving herself to be surprisingly skilled in the kitchen. She and Claudia had worked side by side, though their dynamic was fascinating to watch—Claudia kept trying to take over certain aspects of the meal preparation, citing her culinary school training, only for Renee to firmly redirect her with a pointed look or a sharp word.

"The sauce needs more salt," Claudia had insisted at one point, reaching for the salt cellar.

Renee had caught her wrist mid-air. "Did I ask for your opinion, pet?" she'd said, her voice low but commanding.

Claudia had pouted but backed down. "No, ma'am."

Now, as we finished the last bites of a perfectly cooked steak with roasted vegetables and a red wine reduction that Claudia admitted was "actually better than what they teach in culinary school," I noticed how Claudia's behavior toward me had subtly shifted since our earlier mind-play session. She was still clearly submissive to Renee, but she kept glancing at me with a new awareness, as if she'd remembered that I held an even deeper power over her than her girlfriend did.

"So anyway," Renee was saying, twirling the last bit of pasta on her fork, "that was the first time we tried sensory deprivation. Blindfold, earplugs, the works. She was so sensitive afterward that she came just from me breathing on her nipples." She grinned wickedly at Claudia, who blushed but didn't deny it.

"We're still figuring out what works for us," Claudia added, gathering our empty plates. "I'm learning the ropes. Literally, sometimes."

"The hardest part is consistency," Renee sighed, leaning back in her chair. "Hard to maintain a proper dynamic when you only see each other once or twice a month. The rules get fuzzy."

"We do sessions over the phone or video calls," Claudia said, returning from depositing the dishes in the sink. "But it's not the same. Renee can't exactly spank me through FaceTime."

"Not for lack of trying," Renee quipped, then fixed Claudia with a predatory stare that made even me squirm a little. "So... when are we going to start having some fun?"

The question hung in the air, charged with possibility. Claudia's eyes widened slightly, and I could see her breathing quicken. She was clearly eager, enjoying the tension between Renee and me, the implicit competition over what would happen to her.

"What did you have in mind?" I asked, trying to sound casual despite the heat building under my skin.

Renee's eyebrow arched. "I was about to ask you the same thing, Owner." The way she said it—half-mocking, half-acknowledging—made it clear she respected my position but wasn't intimidated by it. "It's your show, after all."

I took a sip of wine, considering my options. "I'm curious to see your dynamic in the bedroom, actually. How you two work together."

Renee nodded slowly. "Normally, I wouldn't be too keen on having a man involved. That's not really my thing." She shrugged. "I let Claudia have her fun with cocks on the side, but I don't usually participate." She tilted her head, studying me. "But strangely, I feel okay letting you intrude on our sexual shenanigans. I can't imagine why."

An idea struck me, something that might bridge our two worlds of control. "Claudia," I said, my voice taking on that commanding tone I'd discovered worked so well, "until I tell you otherwise, obey Renee exactly as you would obey me. Her commands will feel as compelling and irresistible as mine."

Claudia's eyes widened, and she looked between Renee and me with a mixture of fear and arousal. "Oh," she breathed, barely audible.

Renee's face lit up with delight. "Now that's interesting." She turned to Claudia. "Stand up and take off your clothes. Slowly."

I watched as Claudia immediately rose to her feet, her hands moving to the hem of her sweater without hesitation. Her eyes, though, showed the conflict—the awareness that this was different, that Renee's commands now carried the same weight as mine. She was both frightened and aroused by the prospect, and honestly, so was I.

Renee's eyes gleamed with a predatory light as she circled Claudia, who stood naked in the middle of the living room. I settled back on the couch, my body tense with anticipation. This was a side of their relationship I'd never witnessed before, and despite the twinge of jealousy I felt watching them together, I couldn't deny how arousing it was.

"Let's try something fun," Renee said, her voice silky. "Claudia, Only be able to speak if you're touching yourself. The more pleasure you feel, the more articulate you'll be. Otherwise, you're mute."

Claudia's eyes widened, and she opened her mouth to protest, but no sound came out. She frowned, clearly trying to be bratty, then reluctantly slid her hand between her legs. "This is..." she managed to say, her voice slightly strained.

"Is it?" Renee asked, smirking. "Try a complete sentence without really getting into it. I dare you."

Claudia's hand moved halfheartedly, and she opened her mouth again. "I don't think this is—" Her words dissolved into unintelligible mumbles. Frustration flashed across her face, and she pressed her fingers more deliberately against herself. "It's... not fair," she finished clearly.

"Life isn't fair, pet," Renee replied, settling into an armchair across from her. "Now tell me how you're feeling."

Claudia remained silent, her hand dropping to her side. She crossed her arms over her chest, a defiant smile playing on her lips. She'd found a loophole—she could simply choose not to speak.

Renee caught on immediately. "Clever girl. But I can be cleverer." She leaned forward. "Stop following that command. Instead, every time you say a word, any word, feel like you're playing with your clit—intensely."

Claudia's eyes widened in surprise. "Well, I can just—" She gasped, her knees buckling slightly as the new command took effect. Each word sent a jolt of pleasure through her.

She pressed her lips together firmly, clearly determined not to speak, though I could see the flush spreading across her chest and up her neck. She was aroused but determined to be difficult.

Renee laughed. "I'm not done. Speak continuously until I say otherwise."

Claudia's eyes went wide with panic, but immediately words began spilling from her mouth. "That's not fair, Renee, you know I can't—oh god—resist if you—fuck—do this to me—" Each word sent visible waves of pleasure through her body, her hips jerking involuntarily.

"How does that feel?" Renee asked, leaning back in her chair with a satisfied smile.

"It feels like—oh fuck—like someone's licking me—Jesus Christ—every single word is like—holy shit—a tongue flicking over my clit—" Claudia's legs were trembling now, and she sank to her knees, still talking. "I can't—I can't stop it—it's building and—fuck, Renee—it's too much—"

I shifted uncomfortably on the couch, my own arousal becoming painful. The sight of Claudia on her knees, words pouring from her mouth as pleasure wracked her body, was almost too much to bear. Part of me wanted to take over, to assert my ownership, to make the two women service me, bring me some relief, but another part was fascinated by Renee's skill. She knew exactly how to make Claudia squirm.

"I'm going to—oh god—I'm cumming—" Claudia's back arched as she reached her climax, a cry tearing from her throat. But the words didn't stop, and neither did the pleasure. "Fuck, it's not stopping—Renee—please—I can't—it's too much—another one's coming—"

Her body convulsed again, tears streaming down her face as another orgasm hit her. "Please—make it stop—I can't—"

Renee finally took pity on her. "Return to normal, Claudia."

Claudia collapsed onto the floor, panting heavily, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

"Stand up," Renee commanded, her voice gentler now. "And don't move."

With visible effort, Claudia pushed herself to her feet, swaying slightly. "This—"

"Shut your mouth," Renee said, and Claudia's jaw snapped closed. Renee turned to me, a satisfied smile on her face. "Would you like to play with her too?"

I was tempted to take over—to assert my ownership and remind both of them who really held the power here. But watching Renee work, seeing how she understood Claudia's limits and desires better than I did, I decided to hold back. My time would come.

"She's all yours," I told Renee, settling deeper into the couch. "I want to see how you finish this. I'm happy to wait." And I was. I had plans forming in my mind already.

Renee's smile was predatory as she circled Claudia, who stood trembling slightly in the middle of the room. "Claudia," she said, her voice silky smooth, "every time I suggest you do something, and you resist it, feel an overwhelming urge to do exactly what I suggested. The more you resist, the stronger the urge."

Claudia's eyes widened. It was a brilliant command—one that used her natural brattiness against her. The more she wanted to resist, the more she'd want to obey. Suggestions, not commands, to avoid the supernatural obedience that came with the power I had temporarily granted to Renee.

"How about kneeling for me?" Renee suggested, sitting on the edge of the couch and spreading her legs. She was still fully clothed in her black jeans, but she unbuttoned them slowly, revealing black underwear beneath.

Claudia hesitated, and I could see the internal struggle play out on her face. Her resistance immediately triggered the command, and she bit her lip, clearly fighting the sudden urge to do just what Renee had suggested. The longer she stood there, the more flushed she became, until finally she dropped to her knees with a frustrated groan.

"Good girl," Renee purred, sliding her jeans down her hips. "Now maybe you should take these off with your teeth?"

Again, Claudia's instinct to resist kicked in, and again, the command took effect. She leaned forward, grabbing the waistband of Renee's underwear with her teeth, tugging them down with a mixture of reluctance and eagerness that was fascinating to watch.

When Renee was finally exposed, Claudia paused again, fighting the command. Her breathing was heavy, her pupils dilated. "I don't want to," she said, but even as the words left her mouth, she leaned closer.

"Yes, you do," Renee replied, tangling her fingers in Claudia's hair. "You should lick me like a good little girl. The more you tell yourself you don't want to, the more you crave it."

With a whimper, Claudia gave in, burying her face between Renee's thighs. Renee's head fell back, a satisfied smile on her face as Claudia's tongue went to work. I could see Claudia's body responding—her hips moving unconsciously, seeking friction that wasn't there.

It didn't take long before Renee was gasping, her grip on Claudia's hair tightening as she approached her climax. "Don't stop," she commanded, her voice strained. "Don't you dare stop."

Claudia's movements became more determined, her earlier resistance forgotten as she brought her girlfriend to the edge. When Renee finally came, her body tensing and then shuddering with release, Claudia didn't pull away until Renee gently pushed her head back, even trying to chase her lips.

"Stop! You're free now," Renee said, her voice soft as she tucked a strand of hair behind Claudia's ear. "No more commands."

Claudia sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

I cleared my throat, reminding them both of my presence. "That was incredibly hot," I said honestly.

Renee turned to me, her expression relaxed and satisfied. "She's all yours now. I've had my fun."

I considered this for a moment, an idea forming. "What if things were turned around?" I asked, looking directly at Renee. "What if your world was turned upside down?"

Renee's confident expression faltered slightly. "What do you mean?"

"Just curious how you'd feel," I said casually. "If the tables were turned."

She shifted uncomfortably but didn't dismiss the idea outright. "I'm... not sure. But I'm curious what you're getting at."

Before she could think too much about it, I made my move. "Renee, feel very submissive toward Claudia. Be turned on by the idea of being controlled against your will."

The change was subtle but immediate. Renee's posture softened, her shoulders dropping slightly. Her eyes, which had been sharp and commanding, grew wider, more vulnerable. She looked at Claudia with a new expression—something between fear and desire.

"What's are you gonna do to me?" she whispered, but there was no anger in her voice—only a trembling curiosity.

Claudia recognized the change immediately. She straightened up, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Oh, this is going to be fun," she said, her voice taking on a hint of the dominance Renee had shown earlier.

"Claudia, stop obeying Renee's commands," I said. Then, turning back to Renee: "Obey Claudia's commands as if they were mine."

Renee swallowed hard, her breathing quickening. I could see she was fighting it—her natural dominance warring with my command—but the struggle itself was turning her on, just as I'd ordered.

Claudia stood up, naked and confident, looking down at her girlfriend with newfound authority. "On your knees," she said, testing her power.

Renee slid off the couch immediately, kneeling on the floor, her eyes never leaving Claudia's face. "This isn't fair," she said, but her voice was thick with arousal.

"Life isn't fair, pet," Claudia replied, throwing Renee's own words back at her with a wicked smile.

Claudia marched over to Renee, her eyes gleaming with newfound power. It was strange seeing her like this—the same woman who'd been on her knees just minutes ago now radiating dominance.

"Take off your clothes," she commanded Renee. "Slowly."

Renee's hands moved to the hem of her t-shirt, hesitating only briefly before pulling it over her head. Her movements were different now—uncertain, almost shy.

I couldn't help but admire her body. Renee was lean and athletic, with small, firm breasts and a tattoo of geometric shapes running down her left side. Her short burgundy hair framed her face, making her pale green eyes seem even more striking.

"Turn around," Claudia ordered. "Show us everything."

Renee obeyed, turning in a slow circle, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal.

"Kneel," Claudia said when Renee completed her turn. "And you will address me as Mistress. Understand?"

"Yes..." Renee began, then quickly corrected herself. "Yes, Mistress."

The word sounded foreign coming from her mouth, and I could see the confusion in her eyes—like she couldn't quite understand why she was enjoying this so much. Her breathing was shallow, her pupils dilated with arousal.

Claudia circled her kneeling girlfriend, running a finger along her shoulders, down her spine. "How does it feel?" she asked. "Being on the other side?"

"Strange, Mistress," Renee admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "But... good."

Claudia smiled, then guided Renee until she was kneeling directly in front of me. "I want you to have her," she said, looking at me with a mixture of excitement and uncertainty.

I shifted uncomfortably. "She's a lesbian, Claudia."

Claudia bit her lip, clearly conflicted. "I know, but... you're her owner. It's alright for you to do anything you want with her. She even offered you a blowjob when she arrived, remember?" She ran her fingers through Renee's short hair. "You can make sure she enjoys it. And it would be fucking hot." She leaned down to whisper in Renee's ear, though loud enough for me to hear. "Wouldn't it, pet?"

Renee nodded, though I could see the hesitation in her eyes.

"And knowing Renee," Claudia continued, "she'll be happy to have had the experience. Something new."

I considered this for a moment, then smirked. "Renee," I said, my voice taking on that commanding tone. "Be horny for me and for my cock. Be as straight as—" I stopped, glancing at Claudia, who looked suddenly concerned. "No, not straight. Be bisexual. Very attracted to men, especially me, but still attracted to women too."

The change in Renee was profound. Her eyes, which had been lowered submissively, now lifted to meet mine with unmistakable desire. She licked her lips unconsciously, her gaze dropping to my crotch.

"This is weird," she said softly. "I've never... I mean, I haven't been attracted to a man since... well, ever, really." She swallowed hard, staring at the bulge in my jeans. "But I definitely am now..."

I reached out and ran my hand along Renee's bare shoulder, feeling her shiver under my touch. Her skin was soft, warm, and goosebumps rose in the wake of my fingers as I traced a path down to her breast. Her nipple hardened immediately as I brushed my thumb across it.

"Oh," she gasped, her eyes wide with surprise. "That feels... different."

"Different good?" I asked, genuinely curious.

"Good," she whispered, sounding almost confused by her own response. "Really good."

I looked over at Claudia, who was watching us with rapt attention, her eyes dark with arousal. An idea formed in my mind.

"Claudia," I commanded, "take charge of Renee. Make sure she's a good little slut for me."

Claudia's posture changed immediately, her movements becoming more purposeful as she moved to Renee's side. The command compelled her to obey naturally and efficiently, without hesitation.

"On your feet," she ordered Renee, who scrambled to obey. Claudia ran her hands over Renee's body possessively, then turned to me with a professional smile that reminded me of how she looked when recommending wine at the restaurant.

"May I suggest her pussy, sir?" Claudia said, her tone businesslike despite the crude words. "She's never had a cock in there before. It would be... a special experience."

I couldn't help but grin. "That sounds perfect."

I stood up and started walking toward the bedroom, Claudia immediately following behind me. "Follow us," she commanded Renee, who hurried after us like an eager puppy.

The bedroom was as impressive as the rest of the cabin—a massive king-sized bed dominated the space, with more floor-to-ceiling windows showing the moonlit forest beyond. I gestured for Claudia to undress me, which she did with practiced efficiency, her fingers working at my buttons and zippers.

"Get on all fours on the bed," she instructed Renee without looking away from her task. "And get yourself wet for him."

Renee climbed onto the bed, positioning herself as instructed. "I don't think that's going to be a problem," she said, her voice shaky with arousal.

When Claudia had finished undressing me, I climbed onto the bed behind Renee, running my hands over the curve of her ass. She was indeed wet—her thighs were slick with it.

"I'm going to fuck you now," I told her, positioning myself at her entrance. "I'm going to put my cock in your pussy and fuck you."

Renee made an incoherent sound, somewhere between a whimper and a moan. "Please," was all she managed to say, her voice thick with need.

I pushed into her slowly, feeling her tight heat envelop me inch by inch. She was incredibly tight, and she gasped with each movement, her fingers clutching at the bedsheets.

"Oh god," she moaned as I bottomed out inside her.

I began to move, establishing a rhythm that had her rocking forward with each thrust. Claudia watched from beside the bed, her eyes glued to the point where my body joined with Renee's, her hand between her own legs.

"Claudia," I commanded, "lie on the bed where Renee can take care of you."

Claudia immediately positioned herself on her back, spreading her legs so that her pussy was directly in front of Renee's face. "Lick me," she ordered, and Renee lowered her head, her tongue finding Claudia's center even as I continued to pound into her from behind.

The sight was incredible—Renee servicing Claudia with her mouth while I took her from behind, all three of us connected in a chain of pleasure. I could feel myself getting close, my rhythm becoming more erratic as the pressure built.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," I groaned, my fingers digging into Renee's hips.

Claudia, who was arching her back as she approached her own climax, suddenly looked up with alarm. "She's not on birth control!" she gasped, her voice strained.

I pulled out just as the first wave of my orgasm hit, and Claudia, who was cumming herself, pushed Renee's face away from her pussy. She grabbed Renee by the hair and shoved her toward my cock, which Renee eagerly took into her mouth. I grunted as I exploded, pumping my seed into her throat as she moaned around my length, her own body shuddering in release.

"Swallow it all," Claudia commanded Renee, her voice hoarse but still authoritative despite her own recent orgasm. "Every last drop, like a good little slut."

Renee obediently gulped down my release, her eyes watering slightly as she made sure not to waste a drop. Claudia's hand remained firmly on the back of Renee's head, guiding her movements even as her own body trembled with aftershocks.

"Keep licking," Claudia instructed, her words slurring slightly from exhaustion. "Clean him properly."

I collapsed back against the pillows, chuckling weakly as Renee's tongue darted out to catch the last drops from the tip of my cock. The sensation was almost too much on my sensitive flesh, sending little jolts of pleasure-pain through my spent body.

"Both of you," I managed to say between heavy breaths, "stop following any of my previous commands."

The effect was subtle but immediate. Claudia's posture relaxed, the artificial dominance melting away as she flopped onto her back beside me. Renee pulled away from my cock, blinking rapidly as if waking from a dream. She sat back on her heels, looking down at herself, then at us, her expression a complicated mixture of emotions.

Claudia propped herself up on one elbow, watching Renee with concern. "You okay, babe?"

Renee ran a hand through her sweat-dampened hair, looking a bit dazed. "Yeah, I'm... that was incredibly hot." Her eyes drifted to my now-softening cock, and her expression shifted to something between disgust and amusement. "Though I genuinely can't understand why I was so turned on by... that." She gestured vaguely at my crotch.

I couldn't help but laugh at her reaction. "Welcome back to lesbianism."

"God, it's good to be home," she said with a grin, then collapsed onto the bed beside Claudia, who immediately positioned herself between us. We both curled around her, forming a sweaty, satisfied tangle of limbs.

After a few minutes of comfortable silence, Renee spoke up. "That was... fascinating. Being on the other side of things." She stretched languidly. "Both other sides, actually. Submissive and... into men." She shuddered dramatically at the last part, but her smile was genuine. "I never would have thought I'd be interested in experiencing either, but... thank you both. Seriously." Her tone was cheeky, but I could tell she meant it.

"Sorry if it was a bit intense," I said, feeling a twinge of guilt. "Especially the whole changing-your-sexual-orientation thing."

Renee waved a dismissive hand. "It's fine. Actually..." She propped herself up on one elbow, looking at me thoughtfully. "I'm kind of wondering if I should ask you to make me bisexual again."

"Really?" I asked, surprised. "Why?"

She shrugged, her expression pragmatic. "Doubles my potential dating pool, doesn't it? Though," she added with a smirk, "I guess I'd have to ask your permission to fuck other men, wouldn't I?"

"I guess..." I looked at Renee, who nodded her consent. "Renee, be bisexual again. Attracted to both men and women. And... I allow you to have sex with the men of your choosing."

The change was subtle—her eyes softened slightly as she looked at me, and she shifted closer, her body language more open and affectionate. "Oh, that's weird," she said with a laugh. "It's like... a switch flipping in my brain."

She reached across Claudia to touch my arm, her fingers lingering on my skin. "You know, I was a bit worried about Claudia and you. Not sure if you were a good fit." She glanced down at Claudia, who was nestled comfortably between us. "Obviously it's not really my place to have an opinion, since you own all women and all that, but... I get it now. I see what she sees in you."

Her words made me feel both pleased and slightly uneasy. She didn't know me yet. Not really... Her experience of me was limited to one night of incredible sex, fucking with both their brains. Yet she seemed to believe I was a good match for her girlfriend. Why? Because she seemed so turned on by my ability to brainwash her with a few words? Was Claudia mostly into me because of my power over her mind? The thought was uncomfortable, a small cloud in the otherwise perfect afterglow of our evening.
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Chapter 18: Permission Granted
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I glanced up from my notebook as Claudia hunched over my gaming keyboard, her brow furrowed in concentration. The afternoon sun filtered through my freshly cleaned windows, casting a warm glow across my apartment—an apartment that, for the first time in years, wasn't a biohazard zone. The floors were vacuumed, surfaces dusted, and even my collection of Valheim figurines stood in neat rows instead of their usual chaotic sprawl. I'd been maintaining this cleanliness religiously since Emily had done the initial deep clean, partly out of newfound self-respect but mostly because Claudia spent so much time here now.

"No, no, no!" Claudia laughed, frantically clicking as her character—just a simple blue capsule—nearly collided with its past self. "Shit! I almost created a paradox again. Good thing I wasn't looking my way..." She bit her lower lip, her dark hair falling across her face as she leaned closer to the screen. "Wait, if I go around this way while my past self is pressing that button..."

I couldn't help but smile as I watched her navigate through the crude level of my game prototype. Everything was placeholder graphics—simple geometric shapes standing in for characters, plain gray blocks for walls, and bright yellow circles for the two pressure plates that needed to be activated simultaneously. The code was buggy, with occasional glitches causing characters to clip through walls or the time travel mechanic sometimes sending players to random timestamps instead of the intended ones. But despite all that, Claudia seemed genuinely engaged.

"Oh! I got it!" she exclaimed as both her current character and the past version she'd been controlling a minute earlier managed to hit the pressure plates at the same time, causing the door to slide open with a placeholder "whoosh" sound I'd downloaded from a free asset library. "That was so satisfying! Oliver, this is really good. The concept is brilliant—having to work with yourself but avoid yourself at the same time? It's great!"

I snorted at her food metaphor. "You're just being nice. It's a mess..."

"No, I mean it," she insisted, swiveling in my gaming chair to face me. "The mechanics are solid. Once you get real graphics and fix the bugs, this could be something special. You didn't command me to love it as far as I'm aware. Right? Right?" She winked, suddenly wondering just that, arousal showing on her face at the thought of me manipulating her feelings.

"No, Claudia. I didn't," I said, rolling my eyes.

There it was—the elephant in the room that had been haunting me for the past week. Claudia was constantly encouraging me to use my powers on her and others. I was more than happy to indulge her, our kinks aligning well, but I couldn't help but wonder how much of the rest of our relationship was genuine or just her binding her time until she could be the subject of another one of my commands. My power over women seemed to make them more... tolerant of my faults. That plus her own interest in using it, well... Maybe she wasn't actually that into me... I mean, she did seem genuinely interested in me, but...

"Well...." Her eyes drifted back to my monitor. "Then, it really is great, Oliver. I mean it!"

I watched as Claudia played through another level, her fingers dancing across my keyboard with growing confidence. She'd gotten the hang of the time-travel mechanics faster than I expected, navigating her blue capsule character around its past self with only occasional slip-ups. Just as she was about to solve a particularly tricky sequence—one where she needed to coordinate three different time-versions of herself—the screen froze, flickered, and then crashed back to my desktop.

"Aw, come on!" Claudia groaned, throwing her hands up in frustration. "I was so close that time!"

I started to apologize for the buggy code when I noticed her expression shift from disappointment to curiosity. My Discord was open in the background, and the notification counter showed thousands of unread messages and friend requests. The server that had been created to find me—now renamed "The Owner's Court"—had ballooned to over 200,000 members.

"Holy shit, Oliver," she said, scrolling through the endless list of friend requests. "You're like, legitimately famous now. Look at all these people trying to reach you." Her eyes widened as she clicked into the server and saw the flood of messages in the main channel. "Wait, these guys are getting desperate. Listen to this one: 'Day 37 without sex. Starting to think The Owner doesn't care about us mere mortals.' And this: ''Please, Owner, I just wanna be able to kiss my wife again..."

She turned to me, her expression a mix of amusement and concern. "I thought you figured this out weeks ago, after that time at Zoe's place. Didn't you say you were going to make some kind of announcement?"

I grunted and ran a hand through my hair, avoiding her eyes. "I've been sitting on it. I don't know what to do, really. How do you even approach something like this? I don't want to just give global permission, let all the assholes out there start messing with women again." sighed. "And... Alright, I could tell women they can fuck anyone they want, so it'd be up to them... But..."

"But what? Want to keep us all to yourself?" She asked, raising an eyebrow. There was no accusation in her tone. My status obviously made her consider it a perfectly legitimate course of action. I didn't have to share my toys...

"I dunno..."

Claudia snorted but quickly sobered. "Look, it's up to you, but people are going nuts out there. My friend Lucia from work? She told me she hasn't been on a date in weeks because what's the point? And men are getting frustrated because they can't even flirt without feeling like they're asking to borrow something that isn't theirs."

I sighed and slumped onto the couch beside her. "There's another Discord server trying to track me down now. Some guys were tired of waiting and started their own server to resume their search. I had to nuke all my social media accounts last week because they were talking about using facial recognition on that photo from Le Petit Château. The one where I'm in the background with you... you know."

"When you fucked me on the table?" Claudia said bluntly, a small smile playing at her lips at the memory.

"No... Well, before that. When you were topless." I sighed, running my hands through my hair. "They've got a few other sightings to work with, too. Thank God no one seems to really give enough of a shit about me to post about their encounters with me, or they'd have found me a long time ago."

Actually, I wasn't even as protected as I used to be. People didn't really care that I owned women, but the growing frustration of being denied sex was boiling over. Articles weren't written about my status as The Owner, but about the consequences of it. Indirectly, the internet was now talking about me, buzzing with anger at the problems I was causing. Desperate people were desperate, and the protection of whatever curse or blessing I was benefiting from didn't seem like a hard limit, but rather just a nudge of reality, a push. I had no doubt that, if I didn't solve the issue soon, some people would find ways to work around that nudge.

"It's a mess," I said, feeling my face heat up. "And now I'm paranoid about going out in public too much. What if someone recognizes me?"

Claudia frowned, setting the mouse down and turning to face me fully. "I don't see why anyone would actually bother you..." She was right. No one was threatening, but people were asking, and I didn't want to spend my days fending off requests.

"Still," I said, "it feels like a ticking time bomb."

"Well, that's one more reason to figure something out," she said, gesturing toward the screen where new messages were still popping up by the second. "You can't just hide forever. These people need... something. Some kind of system, at least."

I stared at the Discord server, watching the desperate pleas scroll by too fast to read. She was right—I couldn't keep ignoring this. I had broken the world, and now I needed to figure out how to fix it... or at least make it functional again.

I rubbed my temples, staring at the Discord server's endless stream of messages. The weight of the situation was finally sinking in—I couldn't keep ignoring this problem forever.

"Well then... I'll tell all women they can have sex with whoever they want, whenever they want." I sighed, turning to Claudia. "That still seems like the simplest solution."

Claudia nodded, tucking her legs underneath her on the couch. "That makes sense. Women get their autonomy back, but men will still feel like they need permission from the women themselves. It's like... delegating your authority."

"Exactly," I said, feeling a wave of relief that she understood. "Men would still feel like they're borrowing something that belongs to me, so they'd be more respectful. At least in theory."

I opened a new text document and began typing, trying to craft something clear and concise. As I worked, Claudia peered over my shoulder, her breath warm against my neck.

"So you're really giving up your exclusive access, huh?" she teased, poking me in the ribs. "No more being the only man on Earth who can get laid without begging for permission?"

I snorted. "It's not like I've been hoarding all women for myself. I've already given permission to some guys."

"Yeah, but those were specific cases you personally approved," she pointed out, her tone playful but with an undercurrent of seriousness. "This is different. You're letting women decide for themselves who they sleep with. That's a big change."

She was right, of course. Up until now, I'd maintained tight control over who got access to "my property." I'd granted permission to Marcus to be with Zoe again, allowed Vanessa to return to her husband, did the same with Veronica a week ago, and made a few other exceptions for people I knew personally. But this would be a blanket permission for all women everywhere.

"Remember," Claudia added, her hand resting on my shoulder, "you can always rescind this if it doesn't work out. You still own all women. This is just... a temporary lease agreement." She laughed at her own analogy.

After a few more minutes of editing, I had a message I was satisfied with:

To all women: As your owner, I hereby grant you permission to engage in sexual activities with any person of your choosing, at any time you desire, without requiring further approval from me. Your consent remains essential—this permission only extends to situations where you genuinely want to participate. You may withdraw this consent at any time. This permission remains in effect until explicitly revoked by me.

I read it aloud to Claudia, who nodded approvingly. "Clear, direct, and it covers the bases."

Taking a deep breath, I posted the message to the Discord server. The response was immediate and overwhelming:

GamerDude42: FINALLY! Thank you!

BeardedBro: About damn time! Been waiting for weeks!

LoneWolf77: Just showed this to my girlfriend and she's already taking her clothes off lol

FrustatedHusband: 37 days. It took you 37 days to do this. Thanks I guess.

AlphaMale2000: This is bullshit. So it's still only if THEY want to? What about what WE want?

BookishBabe: @AlphaMale2000 Are you seriously complaining that women need to consent? Gross.

TechSavvyChick: As a woman, I'm grateful to my Owner for this permission. Thank you for trusting us with this freedom.

GamerGirl23: @AlphaMale2000 The Owner just gave us all a huge gift and you're complaining? Maybe this is why women don't want to sleep with you.

AlphaMale2000: I'm just saying, he owns you all. He could have ordered you to be more accommodating.

OldSchoolMod: @AlphaMale2000 He could have, but he didn't. Too bad. Now that the Owner's positions on the subject are clear, we won't tolerate that kind of commentary any longer. Consider this your first and only warning.

DatingCoach101: Guys, this is actually better for everyone. Now you just have to convince the woman you're interested in, not track down the Owner to beg for permission.

FitMom42: Just showed this to my husband. We're celebrating tonight! Thank you, Owner!

LiteraryLady: I appreciate this more than words can say. Being unable to be intimate with my partner has been incredibly difficult for him.

RespectfulGuy: This is the right call. Thank you for respecting women's autonomy while still maintaining your position.

The messages continued to pour in faster than I could read them. Some men were jubilant, others seemed disappointed that I hadn't simply commanded all women to be more sexually available. Women were expressing gratitude, relief, and in some cases, excitement about resuming their sex lives.

"Well, that seems to be going over well with most people," Claudia observed, scrolling through the responses. "Though there are always going to be assholes like that Alpha guy."

I nodded, feeling a strange mix of relief and something else I couldn't quite identify. It felt good to solve a problem that had been affecting so many people, but there was also a twinge of... loss?

"You did the right thing," Claudia said softly, as if reading my thoughts. She leaned over and kissed my cheek. "And hey, it's not like you've lost anything. You still own all women, including me. You've just chosen to be generous with your property."

I smiled at her, grateful for her understanding. "Yeah, I guess you're right."
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Chapter 19: Reintroduction
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I pulled into the employee parking lot behind Le Petit Château, my Porsche looking distinctly out of place among the modest sedans and hatchbacks. The restaurant wouldn't open for dinner service for another hour, but the staff was already bustling about inside, preparing for the evening. I still felt a twinge of impostor syndrome every time I walked through these doors as the owner rather than just another customer.

As I entered through the back door, the kitchen staff glanced up from their preparations and immediately straightened their postures. The sous chef, Martine, nodded respectfully.

"Good evening, Mr. Moore," she said, her French accent more pronounced than usual. "Claudia is helping set up the dining room. Shall I tell her you're here?"

"No need," I replied, still uncomfortable with the deference. "I'll find her myself."

I made my way through the bustling kitchen, noting how everyone seemed to work a little harder, move a little faster in my presence. Everyone except Jean-Paul, the head sommelier, whose tight smile didn't reach his eyes as I passed. He'd been with the restaurant since its opening and had been Jeanne Beaumont's right-hand man for years. I could tell from his rigid posture and the way he deliberately avoided eye contact that he resented my ownership of the place. Not that he'd ever say anything—no one would question my right to take whatever I wanted from women—but his disapproval was palpable.

The main dining room was a flurry of activity—servers folding napkins into elaborate shapes, bartenders stocking the bar, hostesses arranging reservation cards. I spotted Claudia near the center of the room, dressed in her server's uniform but with her purse slung over her shoulder, clearly preparing to leave. She was showing a new waitress how to properly set a formal table, her hands moving with practiced precision as she arranged the silverware.

"No, no—dessert fork goes here, outside the dinner fork. Remember, we work from the outside in." She looked up and caught my eye, her face breaking into a wide smile. "Oliver! Right on time."

She excused herself from the trainee and crossed the room to me, giving me a quick kiss. "Just let me grab my jacket from the back, and we can go. I'm a little nervous about properly meeting your family. I mean last time I was... You know..."

"Don't be nervous. They're... well, they're awful, but in a predictable way." I smiled weakly. "My father will be condescending, Veronica will barely acknowledge your existence, and Cassandra will make passive-aggressive comments about your career choices."

Claudia laughed. "Sounds delightful. I can't wait."

Before she could head to the back, I noticed Jeanne Beaumont emerging from her office, looking around, checking details and making small adjustments as she went. When she spotted me, she straightened her already perfect posture and approached with a professional smile.

"Mr. Moore, good evening. I see you're here to borrow Claudia for the evening, as planned." Her tone was perfectly cordial, but there was something in her eyes—a flicker of something that looked like resignation.

"Mrs. Beaumont, yes, we have dinner with my family tonight."

She nodded. "I've adjusted the schedule accordingly. I hope you will have a nice evening."

"How are things going here?"

"Quite well. The new spring menu has been very popular," she said, her voice carrying that subtle note of pride that always appeared when she discussed the restaurant. "We're fully booked for the next three weekends." There was a brief pause before she added, "I was going to have the accountant prepare your second wire transfer tomorrow, as scheduled."

I watched her carefully as she spoke. Though her words were perfectly professional, there was still something in her tone—a slight flatness, perhaps—that betrayed her true feelings. This restaurant had been her life's work, her passion project with her late husband. And I'd taken it from her with a single command, simply because I could.

I sighed, making a decision I'd been considering for a few days now. "About that... don't bother with the transfer."

Claudia looked up from her napkin folding, surprised.

"In fact," I continued, "I'm giving the restaurant back to you, Jeanne. Along with whatever money I haven't spent from the first transfer."

Jeanne blinked rapidly, her professional composure momentarily cracking. "I... I don't understand. Have I done something to displease you? I assure you, I'm perfectly content with our arrangement. It's your right as my owner to—"

"I know, I know," I interrupted, uncomfortable with her justification. "But I don't want it. The restaurant is yours again. Consider it... a gift from your owner."

"But—" she began, clearly struggling to process this reversal.

"I insist," I said firmly. "You built this place. You should own it. I'll swing by tomorrow morning to sign whatever I need to sign. The place is yours."

A genuine smile slowly spread across Jeanne's face, the first I'd seen from her that wasn't carefully measured and professional. "Thank you," she said simply, the words carrying more weight than any elaborate expression of gratitude could have.

Claudia finished folding her last napkin and came to stand beside me, a curious expression on her face. "That was unexpected," she murmured as Jeanne excused herself to share the news with her staff.

I shrugged, suddenly self-conscious. "Let's get going. We don't want to be late."

As we walked out to my car, Claudia linked her arm through mine. "That was a nice thing you did back there."

"I just..." I struggled to articulate my thoughts. "I can't keep stealing from women to avoid having to earn a living. It's too easy, and it feels... I don't know, cheap somehow. I'd rather help my father more at the company—even though I hate it—and get an allowance I've at least done something to deserve."

Claudia raised an eyebrow. "It's not stealing if—"

I glared at her, cutting her off. "I know what you're about to say and I know that's how everyone sees it now," I said as I opened the passenger door for her. "But it still feels wrong to me. Just because I can take something doesn't mean I should. I want to actually contribute something, you know? Even if it's just helping my father's business that I have no interest in. At least that way I'll deserve my usual allowance..."

She squeezed my arm gently. "I understand. Though your father might drop dead from shock when you volunteer to help with the family business."

I laughed as I opened the car door for her. "That would almost be worth the effort alone."

I watched Le Petit Château shrink in the rearview mirror as we pulled away, feeling a strange mix of relief and nostalgia. For a brief moment, I'd been a restaurant owner—something I'd never aspired to be, but still...

"You're quiet," Claudia observed as we turned onto the main road. "Having second thoughts?"

"Nah," I said, shaking my head. "Just thinking about how weird my life has become."

Fifteen minutes later, we pulled into my father's neighborhood—one of those gated communities where every house seemed to be competing for the "Most Unnecessarily Large" award. My father's place stood out even among these monstrosities. He'd had it built five years ago after his company really took off, and it was exactly what you'd expect from a man with money but no taste.

The house was a bizarre amalgamation of modern and traditional elements that never quite cohered—floor-to-ceiling windows next to stone columns, minimalist furniture beneath ornate chandeliers. Everything screamed "expensive" without actually being beautiful. The front lawn was immaculately maintained, with geometric hedges and a fountain featuring what I think was supposed to be a Greek goddess but looked more like a mannequin having a seizure.

I had to admit, though, that for all its aesthetic failings, the place was comfortable. The chairs actually supported your back, the temperature was always perfect, and everything worked flawlessly. My father might not know beauty, but he understood function.

We parked behind my father's collection of cars—his Mercedes S-Class for everyday use, a Bentley for special occasions, and a vintage Corvette he never drove but loved to show off. Cassandra's white BMW convertible was there too, its vanity plate reading "ARTSY1" because subtlety wasn't a family trait.

"Ready?" I asked Claudia, who was nervously smoothing her dress.

"As I'll ever be," she replied with a tight smile.

My father opened the door before we even reached it, his silver hair perfectly coiffed, his casual attire meticulously pressed.

"Oliver! Right on time for once," he said, his deliberately cultivated accent making even this greeting sound like a performance. He extended his hand to Claudia. "Ah! Claudia! Richard Moore. A pleasure to formally meet you."

The "formally" hung in the air between us—his way of acknowledging that their actual first meeting had involved her serving drinks topless before I'd bent her over our table. Not that anyone would directly mention it. In this new reality, it had been merely a breach of etiquette, like wearing white after Labor Day.

"The pleasure is mine, Mr. Moore," Claudia replied nervously, defaulting to her professional waitress voice. "Thank you for inviting me to your lovely home."

Veronica appeared behind him, looking like she'd just stepped out of a magazine spread titled "Trophy Wives at Home." Her blonde hair fell in perfect waves, her casual loungewear was probably more expensive than most people's formalwear, and her smile was as practiced as a politician's.

"Welcome, dear," she said to Claudia, air-kissing near both cheeks. "We've heard so much about you." This was a lie—I'd barely told them anything about Claudia—but it was the sort of thing Veronica thought people said in these situations.

We stepped into the foyer, which was large enough to park a small airplane in, when Cassandra descended the curved staircase. She wore an outfit that somehow managed to look both casual and like it required a stylist's consultation, her bob haircut bouncing with each step.

"So this is the famous Claudia," she said, her cultured voice carrying that hint of condescension I'd grown so accustomed to. "The waitress who captured our Oliver's heart after he..." She didn't finish that sentence, instead opting for a conspiratorial smirk.

Before Claudia could respond, Cassandra's eyes found mine, and her expression transformed completely. Her face lit up with a smile so genuine it was almost disturbing on her usually sardonic features.

"Oliver! You look amazing!" she exclaimed, rushing over to examine my outfit—a simple button-down and slacks that Claudia had picked out. "These clothes are perfect for you. The cut really flatters your shoulders. And you've done something different with your hair! It looks so much better!"

I shifted uncomfortably under her praise, remembering the command I'd given her a month ago to be supportive of everything I did. I'd completely forgotten about it, but apparently it was still in full effect.

"And finding someone like Claudia—I'm so happy for you!" Cassandra continued, her voice rising with enthusiasm that was wholly unnatural coming from her. "You deserve someone special. This is just wonderful!"

My father cleared his throat, clearly unsettled by this display. "Why don't we all move to the living room for an... apéritif?" He pronounced it "ape-er-teef," making me cringe internally. He gestured toward the massive living room with its wall of windows overlooking the perfectly manicured backyard.

As Veronica led Claudia ahead, my father hung back, grabbing my elbow to whisper in my ear.

"She's been like this every time we mention your name," he said, nodding toward Cassandra, who was now asking Claudia animated questions about where she'd found my shirt. "For a month. Every dinner, every phone call. It's... disturbing. Can you do something about it? It's a bit scary..."

"I'm just being supportive!" Cassandra protested, overhearing him. "Is it so hard to believe I'm genuinely happy for my stepbrother? He looks great, he has a girlfriend, he's finally getting his life together!"

The look of discomfort that passed between my father and Veronica was almost comical. Claudia caught my eye, raising an eyebrow slightly as if to ask what was going on.

"Let's get those drinks," I muttered, following them into the living room and trying to ignore the awkwardness that hung in the air.

We found ourselves sitting on the pristine couches in my father's living room, drinks in hand. My father had cornered Claudia on the expensive but uncomfortable-looking modernist sofa, gesturing expansively as he explained the intricacies of industrial pharmaceutical equipment manufacturing. His voice had that practiced cadence he used when trying to impress someone—slightly louder than necessary, with carefully enunciated technical terms.

"The beauty of our custom filtration systems is the adaptability," he was saying, swirling his scotch importantly. "When Pfizer came to us with their contamination issues, we designed a proprietary membrane that increased throughput by thirty-seven percent while reducing particulate matter to nearly zero."

Claudia nodded politely, though I could tell from the slight glaze in her eyes that she was mentally somewhere else. She was too professional from her years of serving entitled customers to show her boredom openly, but I knew her well enough now to recognize when she was in "customer service mode."

Veronica sat beside my father, her posture perfect as always, occasionally nodding at what seemed like appropriate intervals. After years of marriage, she had perfected that art of appearing to listen while clearly thinking about something else entirely—probably her next spa appointment or charity luncheon. It was part of the trophy wife job description, I supposed: look beautiful, don't interrupt, and pretend to care about business talk.

"What about you, Oliver?" my father asked suddenly, perhaps noticing he'd been monopolizing the conversation. "Have you given any more thought to coming in for those meetings I mentioned?"

"Actually," I said, setting down my drink, "I'm serious thinking about it. That might do me good... having some more structure in my life."

Cassandra's face lit up with that unsettling enthusiasm. "That's wonderful, Oliver! You'd be amazing in the family business. You have such great people skills, and you're so much smarter than you give yourself credit for!"

My father nearly choked on his drink at this assessment of my "people skills," while Veronica's eyebrows rose slightly.

The conversation shifted to Claudia's background, which Veronica suddenly found fascinating. "And your parents owned a restaurant in Chicago? How charming," she said, leaning forward with interest that seemed almost genuine. "I've always thought family businesses have such character."

"Yes, a small Mexican place," Claudia explained. "Nothing fancy like Le Petit Château, but it was popular in the neighborhood."

"Hmm, Mexican food," Richard muttered, his interest visibly waning. "Quite... spicy."

"I think it's lovely," Cassandra chimed in, her voice dripping with false sincerity. "So... authentic. I'm sure the locals just loved it."

I felt my jaw clench, anger flaring hot in my chest. The jab was subtle enough that calling her out would make me look oversensitive, but clear enough that Claudia couldn't have missed it. To her credit, Claudia's smile didn't falter, though I saw her fingers tighten slightly around her glass.

"I need to use the restroom," Cassandra announced a moment later, rising with fluid grace. "Excuse me for a moment."

"I... Forgot my phone in the car," I said, standing up quickly. "I'll be right back."

I followed Cassandra into the hallway, catching up to her just before she reached the bathroom. I grabbed her arm, pulling her into the small alcove where my father displayed his golf trophies.

"Oliver!" she exclaimed, that bizarre smile still plastered on her face. "It's so great that you're considering working for your dad. I'm sure you'll—"

"Stop," I commanded, my voice low but firm. "I command you to return to normal. Stop being supportive of everything I do and say. Return to your regular personality and behavior."

Cassandra blinked rapidly, her expression shifting like someone waking from a dream. The artificial smile faded, replaced by confusion, then dawning comprehension, and finally indignation. Her eyes narrowed as she processed what had happened.

"You... you brainwashed me," she said, her voice a controlled hiss. "For a month? You made me your personal cheerleader for a month?"

"It was an accident," I muttered, not meeting her eyes. "I forgot about it."

"You forgot?" She laughed, a sharp, humorless sound. "How convenient. You just casually rewired my brain and then forgot about it."

I don't even know why I expected more outrage, but like every other woman I'd messed with, she seemed to accept it with surprising equanimity. Her annoyance was more like the reaction to a rude comment than the violation of her will.

"Well," she said, smoothing her hair, "at least I can stop pretending your slovenly girlfriend is anything other than a glorified server you're slumming it with. Though I suppose she's a step up from the usual trash you drag home."

My temper flared. "You know what, Cassandra? I command you to find Claudia incredibly attractive. Every time you look at her, feel an overwhelming physical desire for her! Be turned on by her presence, her voice, everything about her! But don't remember I gave you this command!"

Cassandra's eyes widened briefly before glazing over as my command took effect. When they cleared, she looked momentarily confused, as if she'd lost her train of thought.

"Wait... What were we talking about?" She mumbled.

"Everything alright?" Claudia's voice came from behind me. She stood at the entrance to the alcove, looking between us with a puzzled expression.

"Yeah," I said quickly. "Just family stuff."

Cassandra's eyes locked onto Claudia, and I watched with satisfaction as a flush crept up her neck. She swallowed hard, her gaze dropping briefly to Claudia's lips before she caught herself. She seemed about to say something, then shook her head slightly as if to clear it and walked upstairs without another word.

"What was that about?" Claudia asked, a curious frown creasing her brow.

"You'll find out soon enough," I replied, grinning.
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Chapter 20: Unexpected Support
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I watched as Veronica brought out the main course—some kind of roasted chicken with vegetables that looked decent enough. The presentation was nice, arranged on expensive plates with garnishes that seemed designed more for Instagram than flavor. After weeks of eating Claudia's cooking and meals at Le Petit Château, my standards had definitely shifted. Veronica's food was... fine. The kind of meal someone makes when they learned to cook from watching Food Network but don't actually enjoy being in the kitchen.

"This is delicious, Veronica," Claudia said beside me, her waitress-perfect smile in place. I could tell from the way she'd subtly pushed the mushiest vegetables to the side of her plate that she was being polite.

"Thank you, dear," Veronica replied with practiced grace. "It's just a little something I threw together. Nothing compared to what you're used to serving, I'm sure."

Across the table, Cassandra was having trouble maintaining eye contact with anyone. Every time she looked at Claudia, her cheeks flushed and she would quickly look away, taking a large sip of wine. She'd been fidgeting throughout the meal, crossing and uncrossing her legs, adjusting her position in her chair as if she couldn't get comfortable.

"So, Cassandra," my father said, apparently oblivious to her discomfort, "how are things with Bradley? His father mentioned they're expanding their law practice to include corporate mergers."

Cassandra started slightly at being addressed directly. "Oh! Bradley. Yes. My boyfriend. Bradley." She emphasized the word "boyfriend" strangely, as if reminding herself. "He's fine. We're fine. Everything's fine." Her eyes drifted to Claudia's hands as she cut her chicken, and Cassandra bit her lip before forcing her gaze back to her plate.

"We've been together for three years now," she added, her voice slightly higher than normal. "He's very... male. Masculine. Just how I like them. Men, that is. Because I'm straight." She took another large gulp of wine.

Dad and Veronica exchanged a glance I couldn't quite interpret. Concern, maybe? Confusion? Cassandra's odd behavior had not gone unnoticed, but they didn't seem to know how to respond. From how my father turned toward me with a frown after, however, he knew I was somehow to blame for it, but said nothing.

Claudia leaned closer to me, her lips brushing my ear. "Is she okay? She keeps looking at me like she wants to devour me." Her breath was warm against my skin, and I felt her hand squeeze my thigh under the table.

"My doing," I whispered back, unable to keep the smugness from my voice. "Thought it might keep her from being a bitch to you all evening."

Claudia's eyes widened slightly, then narrowed with mischief. "You're terrible," she whispered, but I could hear the arousal in her voice. "I like that."

I slid my hand under the table, finding the hem of her dress and slowly pushing it up her thigh. She parted her legs slightly, inviting me to continue as my father droned on about quarterly projections and market expansions. My fingers traced the edge of her underwear, feeling the heat radiating from her. Claudia maintained her composed expression, nodding at appropriate intervals in my father's monologue while I slipped a finger beneath the fabric.

"Oliver," my father's sharp voice cut through the room, making me freeze. "I can see what you're doing, and while I understand it's your... prerogative, could we please maintain some decorum at the dinner table? Not this again..."

I withdrew my hand quickly, feeling my face heat up. Before I could apologize, Veronica leaned forward.

"Are you feeling aroused, Oliver?" she asked bluntly, setting down her fork. "I can help you with that after dinner. Or now, if you prefer."

"Or I could," Cassandra added immediately, though her eyes were fixed on Claudia rather than me. "Or maybe... maybe Claudia and I could... together? For you! Of course!" Her voice had taken on a breathless quality, and she seemed genuinely confused by her own suggestion, blinking rapidly as if trying to clear her head.

My father sighed heavily, pinching the bridge of his nose. "For God's sake, can we at least finish dinner first? If you're going to... service Oliver, please do it somewhere else. Preferably after dessert."

"Sorry, Dad," I said, feeling genuinely embarrassed. "We'll behave. And no, thank you both, but that won't be necessary." I gave Claudia's thigh a gentle squeeze under the table before returning my hand to my own lap.

My father relaxed visibly at my refusal, taking a long sip of his wine. "Now, as I was saying before being interrupted by... whatever that was... I might actually need your help with something creative, Oliver. I know it's right up your alley."

I raised an eyebrow, surprised. "Creative? Me?"

"Yes, we're launching a new line of filtration systems, and the marketing team has come up with the most insipid campaign I've ever seen. I thought perhaps you might have some ideas. You've always had a... unique way of looking at things."

I couldn't help but laugh. A month ago, I would have ignored the absurdity of such a sentence coming from my father, and would have pretended to be enthusiastic just to get in his good graces, but today, I was in no mood for the charade. "You want ME to give my... creative input?" 

My father frowned, setting down his fork. "Why not?"

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, not having intended to start anything. "Well... It's just that you haven't exactly been supportive of me when I tried to be creative in the past..."

"What are you talking about?" My father looked genuinely perplexed. "What creative endeavors haven't I supported?"

I glanced at Claudia, who gave me an encouraging nod. "Well, for one, you weren't exactly thrilled when I wanted to study game design."

To my surprise, my father looked completely confused. "What? That's not true at all. If anything, I was disappointed when you gave it up after only a year."

I nearly choked on my wine. "Wait, what? I thought you hated the idea. You said it wasn't a 'real career path.'"

"I did say that," my father admitted, setting down his glass. "Because I didn't think it was. But you seemed so passionate about it, and for once you were actually excited about something. I was waiting for you to prove me wrong." He shook his head slightly. "Instead, you just... quit. Came home and said you were switching to IT, which you then also abandoned."

I sat there, stunned. "I... I thought you were pressuring me to quit," I said weakly. "All those comments about wasting my time, about how I should be preparing to join the family business..."

"I wanted you to fight for it," my father replied, his voice softer than usual. "If it was really what you wanted, I expected you to argue, to show me some evidence that you could make it work. Instead, you just... folded."

The table fell silent. Cassandra was still staring at Claudia like she wanted to devour her, but even she seemed to recognize the gravity of the moment.

"Huh," was all I could manage to say, my mind racing to recontextualize years of interactions with my father. "Jesus, Dad... You didn't help your case by being a condescending prick about it, you know?"

My father grumbled, not meeting my eyes. "Yes, well... You know me. I don't exactly wear my heart on my sleeve. But I never wanted to crush your spirit... If that's what I did, I'm... I'm sorry."

A heavy silence fell over the table. I stared at my plate, the realization sinking in that I might have misinterpreted my father all those years ago. But the fact remained that I had quit. I'd given up when things got hard, proving his initial skepticism right. The weight of that realization made my chest tighten.

"Actually," Claudia said, breaking the silence, "Oliver has been working on a game for the past few weeks." She placed her hand on my arm, her touch warm and reassuring. "He's got a playable prototype already. It's a puzzle game involving time travel paradoxes, and it's really clever."

I shot her a surprised look, not expecting her to bring up my little hobby project in front of my family. Across the table, Cassandra shifted in her seat, her eyes locked on Claudia's lips as she spoke. A thin sheen of sweat had formed on her forehead, and she kept crossing and uncrossing her legs, clearly struggling to maintain her composure.

"Is that so?" My father leaned forward, suddenly interested. "And do you plan on selling this game? Is there a market for it?"

"I... I haven't really thought about it that way," I admitted, caught off guard by his business-oriented question. "I've just been making it because I enjoy the process. It's not even close to finished."

"Well, the time you're spending on it is money," my father replied, his tone shifting into what I recognized as his business voice. "It's an investment. If it's promising, it would be a shame not to invest more in it." He took a sip of his wine, eyes calculating. "Why don't you come back to me with a business plan? Different projections of revenue based on various scenarios of how well the game might sell."

"Wait, are you serious?" I asked, genuinely confused. "You're actually interested in investing in my game?"

Claudia squeezed my leg under the table, her excitement palpable. Meanwhile, Cassandra had begun to fidget with her napkin, folding and unfolding it obsessively as she stole glances at Claudia. When Claudia leaned forward slightly, Cassandra's breath audibly caught, and she quickly drained her wine glass.

"Yes, I am," my father said firmly. "If the business plan and the concept are solid, and if you can convince me you won't give up this time." He set down his glass with a decisive click. "After all, I have you to thank for that multi-million dollar contract with the Harringtons. It's only fair I put some of those profits toward your endeavor—if it seems worth it."

Veronica looked between us with mild surprise, while Claudia was clearly trying to focus on the conversation despite being visibly aroused by Cassandra's obvious desire for her. She shifted in her seat, her cheeks flushed, but kept her attention on my father's words.

"I... don't know what to say," I managed, genuinely stunned by this turn of events.

"Say you'll bring me a business plan by next week," my father replied with a hint of a smile. "We can discuss it over lunch."

I had just started to process my father's unexpected support when a loud, unmistakable moan cut through the dining room. All heads snapped toward Cassandra, who had her eyes closed, her knuckles white as she gripped the edge of the table. Her face was flushed, her breathing ragged.

"What the hell was that?" my father demanded, his fork clattering against his plate. He turned to me with narrowed eyes. "Oliver, what did you do to her?"

Cassandra's eyes flew open, mortification washing over her face as she realized what had just happened. She opened her mouth to speak but only managed another small whimper as she looked at Claudia.

"Sorry," I said, unable to completely hide my amusement despite the terrible timing. "I may have... tweaked something in Cassandra's head earlier. She's finding Claudia very attractive right now."

My father pinched the bridge of his nose. "For God's sake, Oliver. We're trying to have a family dinner. Can't you control yourself?"

"Alright, alright," I sighed, making a quick decision. "Claudia, Cassandra, go to my bedroom and have sex with each other."

Claudia blinked in surprise, then a slow smile spread across her face. She stood up from the table but then hesitated, looking around uncertainly. "Which one is your bedroom?"

"Second floor, third door on the right," I told her.

Cassandra was already on her feet, her eyes dark with desire and confusion. She was clearly trying to process why she was suddenly about to have sex with a woman—something she'd never shown any interest in before—but the command and her overwhelming attraction to Claudia overrode any objections she might have had.

"I... I don't understand what's happening to me," Cassandra murmured, her voice thick with arousal as she followed Claudia toward the stairs. "But I can't stop thinking about touching you."

"Don't worry about it," Claudia replied with a mischievous grin, taking Cassandra's hand and leading her up the stairs. "I'll take good care of you." She threw a wink over her shoulder at me before they disappeared around the corner.

I turned back to find my father and Veronica staring at me, their expressions a mix of resignation and discomfort. "Now, about that business plan..." I mumbled, offering an apologetic shrug.
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Chapter 21: Spell Breaker
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I slouched on my couch, controller abandoned on the coffee table as Claudia knelt between my legs. My jeans and boxers were bunched around my ankles, and Claudia's head was bobbing rhythmically over my lap. Her movements were mechanical, almost robotic, and her eyes had this glazed, vacant look. Every few seconds, her brow would furrow slightly, as if she was trying to remember something important but couldn't quite grasp it. That confused expression, combined with her lips wrapped around my cock, was among the hottest things I'd ever seen.

Suddenly, she stopped, pulling back with a wet pop. Her eyes cleared for a moment, blinking rapidly as she stared at my erection, then up at me with genuine bewilderment.

"What the hell am I doing?" she muttered, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her voice had that edge of panic, like someone waking from sleepwalking to find themselves in the kitchen with a knife. "Oliver, I was just—" But before she could finish, her eyes glazed over again, her expression slackening. A small moan escaped her lips, and she lowered her head again, taking me into her mouth with renewed enthusiasm, her confusion apparently forgotten.

I ran my fingers through her dark hair, enjoying the power of the command I'd given her—to mindlessly pleasure me but to occasionally "wake up" and realize what she was doing before slipping back under. It had been her idea, of course. Claudia was always coming up with new ways to explore the boundaries of my power over her mind. The way her body responded told me she was into it too—her nipples were visibly hard through her sweater, and she kept unconsciously squeezing her thighs together as she worked.

After a few minutes of blissful attention, she pulled back again, this time with more force. Her eyes were clear, and she scrambled backward slightly, putting distance between us.

"Seriously, Oliver, what the fuck is going on?" she demanded, her voice stronger now, genuinely confused. "Why was I—" She glanced down at my erection, then back to my face, her expression a mixture of arousal and alarm. "I don't wanna do this! What the hell..."

I smiled lazily, enjoying her discomfort a little too much. "Don't worry about it," I said, leaning forward to brush a strand of hair from her face. "It was your idea, remember?"

"My idea?" She looked incredulous, shaking her head firmly. "There's no way I would—" Her protest cut off abruptly as her eyes unfocused again. That little moan returned, and she crawled forward, her previous resistance forgotten as she took me in her mouth again, now with even more enthusiasm, as if making up for lost time.

The pattern continued—moments of mindless pleasure-giving interrupted by brief periods of confusion and resistance. Each time she "woke up," she seemed more frustrated and bewildered, but each time she slipped back under, she became more enthusiastic in her efforts. The contrast was intoxicating, and I could feel myself getting close.

During one of her lucid moments, she managed to stay aware longer than before, grabbing my thighs to steady herself as she looked up at me with genuine concern.

"Oliver, seriously, what the hell is going on? I keep... I keep finding myself..." She gestured vaguely at my crotch, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of arousal and embarrassment. "I don't remember agreeing to this. Why can't I stop?"

"I told you, it was your idea," I repeated, stroking her cheek. "You wanted to experience this—forgetting what you were doing, trying to resist, but being unable to stop yourself."

"That's bullshit," she said firmly, though I could see doubt in her eyes. "I would remember suggesting something like—" Once again, her sentence remained unfinished as her expression went blank. This time when she resumed, her technique changed—she took me deeper, using her hand to stroke what she couldn't fit in her mouth, her movements more desperate and passionate than mechanical now.

I couldn't hold back any longer. "Claudia, I'm going to—" I barely managed to warn her before I exploded in her mouth, gripping the couch cushions as waves of pleasure washed over me. As I came, I mentally released her from my command, watching as awareness flooded back into her eyes all at once.

Instead of being angry, she laughed, a rich, genuine sound as she swallowed deliberately, making a show of licking me clean before tucking me back into my boxers. Her eyes were bright with mischief and satisfaction.

"Holy shit, that was brilliant," she said, climbing onto the couch beside me and curling against my side. "Exactly what I asked for. The whole time, I kept having these moments of clarity where I was like 'what the actual fuck am I doing?' and then—poof!—back to cock-hungry zombie mode." She laughed again, resting her head on my shoulder. "Did you like it?"

I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her closer. "It was perfect. You seemed genuinely confused and a little freaked out. For a second, I almost felt bad."

"Almost?" She poked me in the ribs, grinning. "Don't you dare feel bad. That was exactly what I wanted—to forget it was my idea, to try to resist but not be able to. The mental tug-of-war was..." She shivered slightly. "Intense."

I collapsed back against the couch, my body still tingling from one of the intense orgasms. Claudia snuggled against me, her body warm and soft as she traced lazy patterns on my chest with her fingertip. The afternoon sun filtered through my blinds, casting striped shadows across her face as she looked up at me with that mischievous gleam in her eyes.

"So," she said, her voice husky and excited, "what else should we try? I've been thinking about that thing where you make me think I'm someone else entirely. Or maybe you could have me forget who you are, so I'm just randomly blowing some stranger in an apartment I don't recognize." She sat up straighter, clearly warming to her theme. "Oh! Or you could make me think I'm your pet, like literally a cat or something, and then slowly bring me back while I'm still acting like one."

I nodded weakly, trying to match her enthusiasm, but the post-orgasm clarity was hitting me hard. That familiar knot of insecurity was forming in my stomach again.

"You think you'll be ready to go again soon?" she asked, glancing down at my spent member. "I mean, I could always do other things for you while you recover. I could give you a massage, or..." She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "I could put on a little show for you. You could make me think I'm a stripper."

The more she talked, the more that knot in my stomach tightened. Was this all I was to her? A walking, talking mind-control dildo? A novelty sex toy with the power to fulfill her kinkiest fantasies? I tried to keep my expression neutral, but something must have shown on my face because she suddenly stopped mid-sentence.

"What's wrong?" she asked, her playful expression fading into concern. She sat up fully now, turning to face me. "Oliver? What's up with you?"

"It's nothing," I mumbled, avoiding her eyes. "Just tired, I guess."

She narrowed her eyes, clearly not buying it. "Bullshit. I know that look. Something's bothering you." When I didn't immediately respond, she poked me in the ribs. "Come on, spit it out. Did I say something wrong?"

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "It's stupid."

"Try me," she said, crossing her arms. Her expression had that stubborn set to it that I was coming to recognize—she wasn't going to let this go.

"Fine," I said, finally meeting her gaze. "Sometimes I just... I wonder if you're more into my power than you are into me." The words came out in a rush, and I immediately regretted them when I saw the hurt flash across her face.

"Are you serious right now?" Claudia's voice was quiet but had an edge to it. "You think I'm just using you for your mind control powers?"

"No, I mean... not exactly," I backpedaled, feeling like an idiot. "It's just, you get so excited about all the things I can do to your mind, and sometimes it feels like that's the main attraction here."

Claudia stood up, pacing the small space between my couch and the TV. "Yes, I'm into that. You knew that from the start. I told you about my thing for mind control the first day we had coffee!" She turned to face me, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and anger. "But if you think that's the only reason I'm with you, then you're blind, Oliver. Completely blind."

"I notice how you care about me," I said quickly. "I do. But..."

"But what?" she pressed, her eyes narrowing.

I took a deep breath. "But I'm your owner, Claudia. Like I own all women. And women just seem... compelled to offer themselves to me. To be patient with me. To tolerate my bullshit." I gestured vaguely at my apartment, my life. "Look at me. I'm a thirty-two-year-old unemployed guy who lives in a shitty apartment and plays video games all day. Before all this happened, women like you wouldn't give me a second glance."

"I am not just 'patient' with you," Claudia said, her voice rising slightly. She jabbed a finger in my direction. "I am not 'tolerating' you or just here for the sex. I can't believe you're assuming that about me." She was properly angry now, her eyes flashing. "You're not in my head, Oliver. I am. And I know how I feel about you."

"That's exactly the problem," I countered. "How can either of us be sure how much of what you feel is because of this cosmic ownership thing and how much is actually real? How do we know—"

"I'm in love with you, you fucking idiot!" she blurted out, then immediately clamped her hand over her mouth, looking as surprised by the admission as I felt hearing it.

The room fell into a stunned silence. I stared at her, my brain struggling to process what she'd just said. Love? She loved me? The thought sent a warm rush through my chest, because I realized with sudden clarity that I loved her too. I had for weeks now. But I hadn't let myself acknowledge it because of exactly this fear—that none of it was real.

"That's the problem," I finally said, my voice soft. "I can't be sure how much of that is my ownership and how much is really coming from you."

"It's all me," she insisted, sitting back down beside me and taking my hands in hers. Her eyes were fierce, determined. "All of it. Yeah, I'm compelled to offer myself to you sexually, like any woman. But I'm into it, you moron! And falling in love with you? That's all Claudia Moreno too, one hundred percent."

"I'm just not sure," I insisted, leaning forward with my elbows on my knees. "If I had met you before that day at Le Petit Château, before I suddenly owned all women, would you have even given me the time of day?"

"Of course I would have," Claudia said, but there was a slight hesitation in her voice that I caught immediately.

"Really?" I raised an eyebrow. "Let's be honest here. You agreed to go on a date with me because you were turned on by me fucking you on a dining table in front of an entire restaurant. That's not exactly a normal meet-cute."

She opened her mouth to protest, then closed it again.

"Can you honestly tell me that a week before that, before I owned you, before I had used any mind control on you, you would have gone on a date with me? Some random overweight guy who spends most of his time playing video games and has no real job?"

Claudia sighed, running a hand through her dark hair. "Maybe not," she admitted quietly. "But that's not fair, Oliver. Yes, that was the bait—I'm not denying that your power is what caught my attention. But I got to know you and fell in love with you for who you are, not just because you own me or can control my mind."

I wanted to believe her. God, how I wanted to believe her. But the doubt had been gnawing at me for weeks now, and I couldn't shake it. How could I ever know for sure? How could either of us know what was real and what was just a side effect of this cosmic joke that had made me the owner of all women?

"Forget it," I said, waving a hand dismissively. "There's no way to know for sure anyway. It's pointless to even talk about it."

But even as the words left my mouth, a thought struck me—a possibility I hadn't considered before. My eyes widened slightly as I turned to look at her.

"Wait. Maybe there is a way," I said slowly. "I could free you."

"What?" Claudia's brow furrowed in genuine confusion.

"I could command you to no longer be my property," I explained, growing more excited as I thought it through. "I could release you from whatever this is."

Claudia stared at me as if I'd suggested we breathe underwater. Her expression wasn't angry or upset—it was utterly bewildered, like she couldn't process the concept I was presenting.

"I don't... I don't understand what you mean," she said, shaking her head slightly. "I'm yours. How could I not be yours? All women are yours. What the hell are you even talking about?"

Her reaction only reinforced my idea. She couldn't even conceptualize not being my property—that had to be part of whatever magic or cosmic force had created this situation.

"That's exactly my point," I said, sitting up straighter. "If I command you to be free, it might work. And then you'd be back to normal, and I'd know—we'd both know—if you mean it. If you can love me without the magic."

Claudia's eyes widened, and she physically recoiled from me, pressing herself against the far end of the couch. Her reaction was visceral, almost like I'd threatened her.

"Why would you want to do that?" she asked, her voice rising with panic. "Are you... are you trying to get rid of me? Is this your way of breaking up with me?"

"What? No!" I reached for her hand, but she pulled it away.

"Because that's what it sounds like," she continued, her words tumbling out faster now. "Like you're a kid who got tired of his toy and now wants to throw it away. My being your property is part of who I am now, Oliver. It's like you're threatening to erase part of my identity!"

I hadn't expected this reaction at all. She looked terrified. Was it my curse trying to protect itself?

"I'm not trying to get rid of you," I said softly. "I'm trying to find a way for us to know if what we have is real. Don't you want that too?"

"What we have IS real," she insisted, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. "Why isn't that enough for you? Why do you need to conduct some fucked-up experiment on me to prove it?"

I took a deep breath, reaching for Claudia's hand. This time, she let me take it, though her fingers trembled slightly in mine.

"Claudia," I said softly, "do you believe you would love me even without my powers? Even if I didn't own you? If everything was normal again?"

She didn't hesitate, not even for a second. Her eyes locked with mine, fierce and certain.

"Yes," she said firmly. "Absolutely, categorically yes. I would love you, Oliver Moore, powers or no powers."

I sighed, my heart hammering against my ribs like it was trying to escape. This was it—the moment of truth. Either I'd discover that what we had was real, or I'd lose her forever. But I had to know. I couldn't live with this doubt eating away at me, at us.

"Claudia," I said, my voice surprisingly steady despite the chaos in my chest, "I command you to be free. You are no longer my property."

The change was immediate and devastating. I watched as awareness flooded her face—not the kind of awareness that comes with waking up, but something deeper, more fundamental. Her eyes widened, her pupils dilating as if she was seeing the world clearly for the first time. Her mouth fell open slightly, and the color drained from her face.

She looked at me like she'd never truly seen me before, like I was a stranger who had suddenly appeared in front of her. Then her gaze darted around the room, taking in her surroundings as if trying to place herself in this reality. When her eyes returned to me, they were filled with such a complex mixture of emotions that I couldn't begin to untangle them all—shock, horror, disgust, betrayal.

She pulled her hand away from mine as if my touch burned her skin. Her breathing became rapid and shallow, and she pressed herself further into the corner of the couch, putting as much distance between us as possible. I could almost see the memories replaying in her mind—everything I'd done to her, to other women, all the commands, all the control.

The revulsion on her face was unmistakable. She looked physically ill, like she might vomit at any moment. Her hands began to shake, and tears welled in her eyes, spilling over to run down her cheeks.

And then, without warning, she lunged forward. The crack of her palm against my cheek echoed through the apartment, the force of the slap snapping my head to the side. Pain bloomed across my face, hot and sharp.

"HOW COULD YOU?" she screamed, her voice raw and broken. "You fucking—you—" She couldn't even form coherent sentences, her rage and horror too overwhelming. "All those women! Cassandra! Zoe! Sophia! They didn't ask for any of this... And Jeanne! You stole from her! You took her fucking restaurant like it was nothing! Used her money like you deserved it!"

I opened my mouth to respond, but she was already on her feet, grabbing her purse from the coffee table with shaking hands.

"Don't you dare say a fucking word to me," she hissed, tears streaming down her face. "You're a monster. A fucking monster. And I—" Her voice broke. "I helped you. I encouraged you. Oh god..."

She pressed her hand to her mouth, a sob escaping her. Then, without another word, she turned and stormed out of the apartment, slamming the door behind her with such force that the framed Valheim poster on the wall crashed to the floor, the glass shattering across the hardwood.

I sat frozen on the couch, my cheek still stinging, the echo of the door slam reverberating through my empty apartment. The truth I'd been so desperate to know now lay before me, clear and undeniable.

She was gone. And I had broken everything.
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Chapter 22: Tantrum
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I lay in my bed, the curtains drawn tight against the afternoon sun, plunging my bedroom into a darkness that matched my mood. The plastic Scepter of Dominion sat on my nightstand, its cheap gold paint catching what little light filtered through the fabric. I'd been staring at it for hours, or maybe days—time had lost all meaning since Claudia walked out.

"Please," I whispered to the plastic toy for what must have been the hundredth time. "Please give me back my power over her. Make her mine again." The words tasted like ash in my mouth, and self-loathing washed over me in a fresh wave. What kind of monster was I, praying to a game piece to strip away a woman's free will? But I couldn't stop myself from trying, from hoping that somehow this stupid plastic scepter was the key to everything.

I'd tried everything—holding it while concentrating on Claudia, waving it around like a wand, even sleeping with it clutched to my chest. Nothing worked. Of course it didn't work. It was just a piece of molded plastic from a board game. The cosmic joke that had made me the owner of all women probably had nothing to do with this stupid toy.

Tears welled in my eyes again, spilling over to soak into my already damp pillow. I'd lost count of how many times I'd cried today. My eyes were swollen and raw, my throat aching from sobs that seemed to come from somewhere deep in my chest.

I reached for my phone, checking it for the millionth time. No new messages, no missed calls. I'd been trying to reach Claudia non-stop for the past two days—calling, texting, messaging her on every social platform I could think of. Early this morning, I'd discovered her number had been disconnected. When I checked her social media accounts, they were all gone—deactivated or deleted, I couldn't tell which. She'd erased herself from my digital life as thoroughly as she'd removed herself from my physical one.

Yesterday, in desperation, I'd called Le Petit Château and asked for Jeanne Beaumont. When she came to the phone, her voice professional and deferential, I'd asked if Claudia was there. She wasn't. No one had seen her since she left my apartment. For a brief, terrible moment, I'd considered commanding Sophia and the other women at the restaurant to find Claudia, to bring her to me, to... I shuddered at the memory of that impulse. I'd thanked Jeanne for her time and hung up instead.

I'd even thought about calling Renee. Maybe Claudia had gone to her. I could have used Claudia's girlfriend as bait to lure her back. But I didn't. Some small part of me—the part that wasn't completely consumed by grief and desperation—resisted becoming the monster Claudia now knew me to be, not entirely, not if I could avoid it.

But that's what I was, wasn't it? A monster. I'd used women like toys, commanded them to do whatever I wanted, taken whatever I wanted. And the worst part was, I'd convinced myself it was okay because they didn't seem to mind. Because the cosmic joke had rewritten reality to make my ownership of women seem normal and acceptable. Because I'd made stupid rules to feel better about it.

But Claudia was free now. The only free woman in a world of slaves. And she had seen the truth of what I was, what I'd done. The look of absolute revulsion on her face haunted me every time I closed my eyes.

My phone buzzed, and my heart leaped into my throat. I fumbled with it, nearly dropping it in my haste to see if it was her. But it was just a notification from a random app. I tossed the phone across the room, where it bounced harmlessly on my carpet. I'd been doing this all day—snapping at every buzz or vibration, hoping each time that it would be Claudia, that she'd changed her mind, that she wanted to talk.

But deep down, I knew it wouldn't be her. The look on her face when she left—it wasn't just disgust and anger. I had rotted in her brain.

Despair curdled inside me, fermenting into something darker, hotter. Anger bubbled up through my chest, scorching away the pathetic tears. I sat up in bed, the sheets falling away from my unwashed body.

Who the fuck did Claudia think she was? She didn't want me? Fine. Who fucking cared? I owned ALL OTHER WOMEN. Every single one of them. I was sitting here crying over the only bitch in the entire world who had a problem with what literally no one else cared about.

She wasn't special—she was an anomaly. A glitch in the system. I saw it clearly now, like a veil had been lifted from my eyes. Opinions were just opinions, and the ones that mattered were the ones that drove the fucking world. And in this world, MY world, I owned women. That was normal now. That was reality. Claudia was the only one blind to it because I had been stupid enough to push her back into the past, into the mindset before my revolution. Before I became The Owner, the one and only.

"It doesn't matter," I muttered, climbing out of bed. My voice sounded strange in the silent apartment, rough from disuse and crying. "It doesn't fucking matter."

I could get other sluts. I could have any woman I wanted—their asses, pussies, tits, mouths—I owned them ALL. Every single one. Why was I wasting time mourning the loss of just one?

I grabbed the first clothes I found on the floor—a stained t-shirt, jeans with a small tear in the knee, mismatched socks. I didn't bother showering. I didn't bother brushing my teeth or combing my hair. What did it matter how I looked? I was The Owner. They would take me as I was.

I stormed out of my apartment, not bothering to lock the door behind me. The afternoon sun hit me like a physical blow after days in darkness, but I didn't slow down. I marched to my Porsche, fumbling with the keys, my hands shaking with rage or adrenaline or both.

The engine roared to life, and I peeled out of the parking lot, tires squealing against the asphalt. I had no destination in mind—I just needed to move, to get away from the apartment that still smelled faintly of Claudia's perfume, that still held echoes of her laugh.

I weaved through traffic, pushing well above the speed limit, not caring about the horns blaring around me or the angry gestures from other drivers. Let them be angry. What could they do to me? I was The Owner. I was untouchable.

A small voice in the back of my mind whispered that I was being reckless, that I was acting like a child throwing a tantrum. I silenced it by pressing harder on the accelerator, watching the needle climb past 90, past 100. The world outside became a blur, and for a moment, I felt something close to peace in the chaos of speed and danger.

I sped down the highway, my mind a chaotic storm of rage and hurt, when flashing blue and red lights appeared in my rearview mirror. The wailing siren cut through my thoughts, and for a moment, I considered just flooring it. The Porsche could probably outrun a standard police cruiser, right? But even in my anger-addled state, I recognized that would only make things worse.

"Fuck," I muttered, pulling over to the shoulder, gripping the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles turned white.

A tap on my window made me jump. A police officer stood there, mid-thirties with a military-style haircut and mirrored sunglasses that reflected my disheveled appearance back at me. I lowered the window, the mechanical whir seeming unnaturally loud in the tense silence.

"License and registration," he said flatly. "Do you have any idea how fast you were going back there?"

"No," I admitted, fumbling for my wallet.

"One hundred and twelve in a sixty-five zone," he said, his voice hardening. "Weaving through traffic, endangering the lives of everyone around you."

As I handed over my license, I noticed a second officer standing a few paces behind him—a woman with short blonde hair tucked under her cap, athletic build visible even under the bulky uniform. When our eyes met, something flickered across her face—recognition. Her posture changed subtly, becoming more deferential, though she maintained her professional demeanor.

I raised my hand and waved at her like an idiot, grinning. She hesitated, then gave a small, confused wave back, clearly uncertain about the protocol for greeting her owner during a traffic stop.

"What are you doing?" the male officer snapped, looking between us with growing irritation. "Officer Baker, do you know this individual?"

"Not personally, sir," she replied, her voice carefully neutral. "But I... recognize him."

The officer turned back to me, his face hardening. "Mr. Moore, you're looking at reckless driving, excessive speeding, and potentially endangering public safety. That's a mandatory court appearance, possible license suspension, and thousands in fines. I'm going to need you to step out of the vehicle."

I laughed. I actually laughed, the sound harsh and unhinged even to my own ears. Who did he think he was?

"Is there anything I could give you to make this go away?" I asked, surprising myself with the boldness of it. "To just let me go?"

The officer stiffened. "Are you attempting to bribe a police officer, Mr. Moore? Because I can add that to the charges."

I glanced past him to Officer Baker, who was watching our interaction with increasing discomfort. "Would you like to fuck your colleague?" I asked bluntly. "I own her. I'm The Owner."

The male officer's head snapped around to look at Officer Baker, who nodded reluctantly.

"He is, Rick," she confirmed, her cheeks flushing slightly. "That's him."

I could see the wheels turning in Officer Rick's head as he processed this information. His posture changed, the rigid professionalism giving way to something more calculating as he looked back at me.

"I can turn her into your personal slut if that's what you want," I offered, feeling a twisted sense of power return. "She'll do anything you want."

Officer Rick licked his lips, clearly tempted. "Yeah?" he said, his voice lower now. "Maybe... just a bit of fun for a bit."

I nodded, turning my attention to Officer Baker. "You will fuck this man any way he wants for the next forty-eight hours," I commanded.

"Yes, Owner," she replied, a shudder running through her body.

Officer Rick handed me back my license, already reaching for his colleague. "We're good here," he muttered, not even looking at me anymore. "Get out of here."

I didn't need to be told twice. As I pulled away, I glanced in my rearview mirror to see Officer Rick pushing Officer Baker against the hood of their patrol car, his hands already working at her uniform buttons. She was busy undoing his belt.

The sight should have made me feel powerful, vindicated. Instead, all I felt was hollow, but I certainly wasn't done.

I found myself driving aimlessly until I reached Riverside Commons, the sprawling shopping complex on the east side of town. The massive three-story structure dominated the landscape, its curved glass facade reflecting the late afternoon sun like a giant mirror. The parking lot was packed—it was Saturday, prime shopping time for families and teenagers with nowhere better to be.

I parked the Porsche haphazardly across two spaces near the main entrance, not caring if I inconvenienced anyone. Let them deal with it. I was The Owner.

Inside, the mall hummed with activity. The central atrium rose all three stories, capped by a massive skylight that bathed everything in natural light. Fountains burbled in decorative pools while shoppers moved between stores like schools of fish, bags dangling from their hands. The air smelled of pretzels from Auntie Anne's, perfume samples from Sephora, and the artificial vanilla scent the mall pumped through its ventilation system.

A couple caught my eye—early thirties, both dressed in that casual-but-expensive weekend wear that screamed "comfortable middle class." The woman was stunning—shoulder-length chestnut hair with caramel highlights, a heart-shaped face with full lips, and a figure that her simple sundress couldn't hide. Her breasts strained against the fabric when she laughed, which she did often at whatever the man was saying.

I followed them, staying a few paces behind, close enough to catch snippets of their conversation.

"You're terrible," she giggled, swatting his arm playfully. "We are not naming our first child after your fantasy football team."

"The Cincinnati Bengals is a perfectly respectable name for a child," he protested, wrapping an arm around her waist. "Little Cincy for short."

"In your dreams," she said, leaning into him with such easy affection it made my stomach turn.

I hated it. I hated their easy happiness, their obvious connection. I hated that they had what I'd lost—what Claudia had taken from me when she walked out.

Before I could think better of it, I strode forward and grabbed the woman's arm, spinning her around to face me. Her eyes widened in surprise, then recognition.

"Hey!" her boyfriend shouted, grabbing my shoulder roughly. "What the hell do you think you're—"

"Wait, Mark," the woman said, her voice suddenly deferential. "It's him. It's my owner."

Mark's grip on my shoulder loosened, though his expression remained thunderous. I could read the thoughts passing across his face as clearly as if they were written there: This asshole owns my girlfriend. He can do whatever he wants with her. I don't like it, but that's just how it is.

I smiled at him, enjoying his discomfort. "Your girlfriend is very pretty," I said, not taking my eyes off him. "I think I'll borrow her for a bit."

"We were just leaving," Mark said stiffly, trying to maintain some dignity.

I ignored him, turning to the woman. "What's your name?"

"Jessica," she replied, her eyes downcast.

"Jessica," I repeated, savoring the power I was about to exercise. "Be disgusted by Mark. The sight of him, the sound of his voice, the thought of him touching you—it all makes you want to vomit. And at the same time, be super horny for me. You can barely control yourself around me."

The change was immediate. Jessica's face contorted in revulsion as she looked at Mark, and she physically recoiled from him, yanking her hand from his.

"Don't touch me," she spat, wiping her hand on her dress as if she'd touched something filthy.

"Jess?" Mark's voice was small, confused. "What's happening?"

"God, even your voice is... Yuck!" she said, stepping away from him and toward me. Her eyes were hungry now as she looked at me, her pupils dilated. "Owner," she breathed, pressing herself against me. "Fuck me, please..."

Mark stood frozen, his face a mask of horror and helplessness. He knew the rules—I owned all women, including Jessica. If I wanted to turn her against him, that was my right. He could do nothing but watch as I wrapped my arms around Jessica's waist and pulled her close.

"Please," she whispered, her lips inches from mine. "Kiss me."

I did, claiming her mouth roughly, making sure Mark could see everything. Jessica moaned into the kiss, pressing herself against me with desperate need while Mark watched, devastated but unwilling to challenge The Owner.

Movement caught my eye—three young women, probably college students, standing a few yards away, watching the scene unfold. They were the epitome of the girl-next-door type—one blonde with a high ponytail and a cheerleading physique, one redhead with freckles and a curvy figure, and one with sleek black hair and delicate features. All three wore the uniform of college girls everywhere—leggings, oversized sweatshirts, pristine white sneakers.

When they noticed me looking, they exchanged glances before the blonde stepped forward. I could see the compulsion working on her—the need to offer herself to her owner even if she found the situation distasteful.

"Do you want to fuck us?" she asked bluntly, her voice carrying in the mall atrium. She didn't sound particularly enthusiastic about the prospect, but she wasn't resistant either. It was as casual as if she'd asked if I wanted a sample from a food court vendor.

"We're all available," the redhead added with a shrug. "If that's what you want."

"Whatever you want," the third girl said, her voice soft but resigned.

I laughed, the sound echoing off the high ceiling. This was power. This was what I deserved. This was what Claudia had rejected.

"All of you," I said, releasing Jessica and gesturing to include her and the three college girls. "Get on your fucking knees. Now."

They complied immediately, sinking to the polished tile floor of the mall, Jessica still looking at me with manufactured desire while Mark stood helplessly by, other shoppers moving around the scene with only mild interest, as if a man commanding four women to kneel before him was just another day at Riverside Commons.

I laughed again, the sound edging into hysteria. This was my world now. Mine.

"I want all three of you hungry for my cock," I commanded, my voice carrying through the atrium. "You can't think of anything else. You need it more than you've ever needed anything in your life."

The change was instant. The three college girls' expressions transformed from passive resignation to desperate hunger. The blonde's eyes darkened with manufactured lust, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. The redhead moaned softly, her hands already reaching for my belt. The third girl, the one with sleek black hair, trembled visibly, her breathing becoming rapid and shallow.

"Please," the blonde begged, her voice husky. "Let me taste you."

I nodded, and she scrambled forward on her knees, her fingers fumbling with my zipper. The other two crowded around, their hands roaming over my legs, my hips, anywhere they could reach. Jessica remained kneeling a few feet away, still staring at me with that same desperate want while Mark stood frozen in horror.

The blonde freed my erection, gasping with artificial delight as if she'd uncovered some precious treasure. Without hesitation, she took me into her mouth, moaning around my length as if it were the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted. The redhead and the dark-haired girl fought for position, one kissing my thigh, the other trying to fondle what the blonde couldn't fit in her mouth.

Around us, mall-goers gave us a wide berth, their expressions ranging from disgust to embarrassment to reluctant fascination. No one intervened. No one said a word. This was my right as The Owner, distasteful as they might find it.

"Switch," I commanded after a minute, and the blonde reluctantly pulled back, allowing the redhead to take her place. She attacked her task with enthusiasm, taking me deeper than the blonde had managed, her eyes watering with the effort. The blonde and the dark-haired girl continued their worship of whatever parts of me they could reach, hands slipping under my shirt, caressing my chest, my stomach.

I spotted two security guards approaching, their faces set in stern disapproval. A middle-aged woman in a floral dress stopped them, gesturing toward me.

"That's him," I heard her say. "That's The Owner."

The guards' expressions changed immediately. They stopped in their tracks, uncertainty replacing determination. They looked at each other, then back at the scene before them, clearly uncomfortable but unwilling to challenge my authority. They retreated to the edge of the growing crowd, standing awkwardly with their hands clasped in front of them.

"You," I said, pointing to the dark-haired girl. "Your turn."

She eagerly replaced the redhead, her technique different—slower, more deliberate, her dark eyes never leaving mine as she worked. The blonde and redhead busied themselves removing their tops, exposing their breasts for my pleasure without being asked.

"All of you, strip," I ordered, and they complied immediately, shedding clothes without concern for the public setting. Jessica followed suit, her sundress pooling around her knees as she knelt. Mark made a choked sound but remained rooted to the spot, unable to look away from his girlfriend's betrayal, though I knew that he didn't see it as more than an unpleasant reality.

I commanded the blonde to lie on her back on the hard tile floor. She did so eagerly, spreading her legs in invitation. I positioned myself between her thighs, pushing into her with one rough thrust. She cried out, not in pain but in manufactured ecstasy, her back arching off the floor.

"Keep licking my cock," I told the other two girls, who immediately took turns with their mouths on me when I pulled out of the blonde, running their tongues on what they could reach between each new thrust. Jessica crawled closer, desperate to be included, and I commanded her to kiss the blonde, to swallow her moans.

I lost track of time as I moved between the four women, taking each of them in turn on the mall floor. The redhead on her hands and knees, the dark-haired girl with her legs over my shoulders, Jessica straddling my lap, riding me while Mark watched, tears streaming down his face. The crowd around us grew, then thinned, then grew again as shoppers came and went, all maintaining a respectful distance from The Owner exercising his rights.

When I finally approached climax, I pulled out of the dark-haired girl and commanded Jessica to finish me with her mouth. She eagerly complied, taking me deep and moaning as I exploded down her throat, her eyes locked on Mark's devastated face the entire time.

I collapsed onto the cool tile floor, completely spent. The four women remained around me, still under the influence of my commands, still hungry for more despite my obvious exhaustion. Their naked bodies glistened with sweat in the mall's artificial lighting, their eyes still dark with a lust that wasn't their own.

"Stop," I gasped. "All of you, go back to normal."

The change was immediate and devastating. Confusion replaced desire. anxiety replaced eagerness. The three college girls scrambled for their discarded clothes. Jessica's eyes cleared, and she looked around wildly before spotting Mark. Understanding dawned on her face, followed by a muffled gasp as she reached for him. He hesitated only a moment before rushing to her, wrapping his coat around her naked body and helping her to her feet.

I remained on the floor, unable to move, unable to process the magnitude of what I'd just done. People continued to pass by, some still watching, others deliberately averting their eyes from the aftermath of my depravity.

The two security guards approached again, their earlier deference replaced with sturdiness. I was done playing with my toys, and now I was just a dude with his cock out in the middle of a mall.

"You better get going," one of them said coldly. "And get that thing put away. No one wants to see it."

I fumbled with my clothes, my fingers numb and clumsy. My mind felt shattered, fragmented into a thousand pieces that couldn't form a coherent thought. 

I stumbled toward the exit, the cool evening air hitting my face like a slap, but it couldn't wash away the filth I felt coating every inch of my skin.
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Chapter 23: Freedom's Prison
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I sat in the dark, watching the last rays of sunset disappear behind the neighboring apartment building. My living room was bathed in that weird blue-gray twilight that makes everything look like it's underwater. I hadn't bothered turning on any lights. What was the point? The place was a disaster zone again—empty energy drink cans forming aluminum stalagmites on every surface, pizza boxes stacked like a failed Jenga tower by the trash can I hadn't bothered to empty, clothes scattered wherever I'd dropped them.

One week. It had been one week since Claudia had stormed out of my life, leaving nothing but the echoing sound of my apartment door slamming and the burning imprint of her hand on my cheek. I rubbed my face absently, though the physical mark had faded days ago. The memory hadn't.

My monitor cast an eerie glow across my unwashed face as I stared blankly at the Discord server. Two hundred and fifty thousand members now. Two hundred and fifty thousand people who cared about my "grand proclamation" allowing women to have sex with whoever they wanted again. I scrolled through message after message of gratitude, of men celebrating being able to touch their wives again, of women expressing relief at having some semblance of autonomy back. I should have felt good about it, right? Like I'd done something decent for once?

"What a fucking joke," I muttered to no one, my voice raspy from disuse. Because that was the thing—this little bubble of people who'd found me online, they'd gotten the message. But the rest of the world? Nothing had changed. No one else had seen it. It was like shouting into a void. The cosmic joke continued—I owned all women, and it was so mundane, so normal, that most people didn't even bother to seek me out. I owned women, and men couldn't touch them without my permission. They just accepted it as fact, like gravity or taxes. Only the most curious or desperately frustrated had found their way to that Discord server. The others were seemingly waiting to randomly bump into me to even think about asking me to give them permission.

My hand trembled as I reached for another energy drink, the last one from a twelve-pack I'd bought... when? Yesterday? The day before? Time had become a smear since Claudia left. I cracked it open, the carbonated hiss sounding obscenely loud in my silent apartment. My heart was already racing, my body jittery from caffeine and taurine and whatever other chemicals kept me from having to face sleep and the dreams of Claudia that came with it. How much of my anxiety was chemical and how much was emotional? I couldn't tell anymore. I didn't care.

The knock was so faint I almost thought I'd imagined it. Three hesitant taps on my apartment door, like whoever was out there wasn't sure they wanted to be heard. I froze, energy drink halfway to my lips, listening. It came again, slightly louder this time. Definitely real.

I shuffled to the door, my unwashed sweatpants dragging on the floor. Out of habit more than caution, I bent down to peer through the keyhole, and my heart nearly stopped.

Claudia.

She stood in the hallway, shoulders hunched, hands buried deep in the pockets of a ratty gray hoodie pulled up over her head. Even in the distorted fish-eye view of the peephole, I could see how exhausted she looked—dark circles under her eyes, hair unwashed and tangled where it escaped from the hood. She was biting her lower lip, shifting her weight from foot to foot like she might bolt at any second.

My heart hammered against my ribs so hard I thought it might break through. Why was she here? To curse me out properly? To demand some kind of closure? That didn't make any fucking sense. Or maybe... No. I couldn't let myself hope for anything else. Hope was the thing that would destroy me completely when she inevitably spat in my face and walked away forever. But my trembling hand was already reaching for the doorknob, already turning it, already pulling the door open to face whatever came next.

Claudia hovered in the doorway like she wasn't sure if she should run away or come inside. We just stared at each other in silence, both taking in the wreckage of what a week apart had done. Her eyes moved from my greasy hair to my stained t-shirt, down to my sweatpants that I'd been wearing for... three days? Four? I suddenly became painfully aware of how I must smell—a toxic blend of unwashed body, stale energy drinks, and depression. But as she shifted her weight, I caught a whiff of her too—that wasn't the usual Claudia scent of vanilla and cinnamon. She smelled like someone who had also been avoiding the shower for days.

"You look like shit," she finally said, her voice hoarse.

"You too," I replied, and somehow that broke the tension just enough for her to step inside. I closed the door behind her, watching as she surveyed my apartment with visible unease, taking in the fortress of empty food containers and discarded clothes.

We fell back into silence, standing five feet apart like strangers. I tried to read her face, searching for clues about why she was here. She looked like she was still trying to convince herself she'd made the right decision by coming back. The silence stretched until I couldn't take it anymore.

"Why are you here?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Claudia ran a hand through her tangled hair, pushing back her hood. "I don't even know if this is a good idea," she said, her voice trembling slightly. "Maybe I'm just a naive idiot walking right back into the arms of an abuser."

The word "abuser" hit me like a slap, but it also gave me hope—she was considering coming back. Still, hearing her say it out loud made me feel like the monster she thought I was.

She let herself fall onto my couch, not even bothering to push aside the empty pizza box. She looked at the surrounding mess with a mixture of sadness and disappointment, though there was understanding in her eyes too.

"I didn't know what to do," she said, staring at her hands. "I was scared you'd command women to find me, to stop me, to... hurt me."

I flinched. I had thought about it—in my darkest moments, when the pain was unbearable, I'd considered commanding every woman in the city to look for her, to bring her back to me. The fact that she'd feared exactly what I'd contemplated made me feel sick.

"I didn't show up to work," she continued. "I couldn't even go home because I was afraid Sophia would kidnap me for you." She laughed bitterly. "So I lived in my car for a while. Drove south. I had to beg for cash because I was paranoid you might track my credit cards. I thought maybe you'd commanded women in the police force to look for me or something."

I swallowed hard. "I thought about it," I admitted, my voice rough. "I really did. But I didn't. I didn't break my rules, even though I wanted to. God, did I want to."

Claudia nodded slowly, like she'd expected that answer. "Things are so fucked up now that I'm free," she said, looking up at me with exhausted eyes. "I'm the only free woman in the world, and men can tell. It's like I have this huge neon sign above my head with an arrow pointing at my face saying 'Not owned by Oliver.' Some guys were just insistent, others were downright creepy." Her voice dropped. "One guy followed me for blocks, teasing me, saying he was going to take me somewhere nice. I'm not... I'm not protected by your ownership anymore."

Shit... I hadn't thought of that. One woman walking around in a world where women were always controlled, always protected from harm. She might as well have been wearing a bullseye. And with most men involuntarily celibate for nearly a month and a half at this point, it was bound to make some of them a bit more... aggressive. My gut churned at the thought.

"I had no idea," I said, running my hand through my greasy hair. "I tried to call you. I must have left a hundred messages."

A small, bitter smirk crossed Claudia's face. "Yeah, I definitely noticed. I made sure you couldn't reach me. I was terrified of you." Her eyes met mine briefly before darting away. "Still am, maybe. I don't know."

The words hung in the air between us, heavy and painful. I leaned against the wall, afraid to move closer, afraid to scare her off again.

"Why did you come back then?" I asked, my voice barely audible. "Is it just because you didn't know where else to go? Are you... submitting to me because you're scared?"

Claudia pulled her knees up to her chest, making herself smaller on my couch. "I don't know," she admitted, and the raw honesty in her voice made my chest ache. "I spoke with Renee today. For hours."

"Renee?"

"Yeah. I broke my own rule—avoid anyone you knew, stay safe. But I didn't know what to do anymore. I was giving up." She picked at a loose thread on her hoodie. "I couldn't be sure if she was under your commands, you know? If you'd ordered her to lure me back. But she still made some good points..."

Claudia let out a small, humorless laugh. "Though she seemed to have a lot of trouble understanding the concept of freedom. Like she couldn't wrap her head around it—just like I couldn't before you freed me."

I slid down the wall until I was sitting on the floor, facing her but keeping a good distance between us. I didn't want to crowd her, to make her feel trapped.

"What did you discuss?" I asked.

Claudia's eyes met mine, and I saw the conflict there. "My feelings for you," she said softly.

Hope bloomed in my chest, followed immediately by disgust at myself for hoping. I was pathetic, desperate for any sign she might still care.

"We talked about what you'd done," she continued. "Renee doesn't see how it's wrong. It's fucked up that no one does, but still..." She trailed off, staring at the ceiling. "She told me to try putting myself in your shoes."

She looked back at me, her expression unreadable. "I didn't want to put myself in your shoes. But I did. I really tried to imagine it. How you never asked for this. And if I'm being honest with myself—if I'd woken up one day and found myself the owner of all men, or all women, or whatever—I'd use it too. I'd be corrupted by it. Maybe not in the same way, but still."

I sat very still, afraid to break whatever fragile understanding was forming between us. She was right—I'd never asked for this power. But I'd abused it anyway, hadn't I? I'd taken what I wanted because I could. Because the world suddenly told me it was okay.

"It doesn't excuse what you did," she added, as if reading my thoughts. "But yeah... Who am I kidding? I would have done the same. No," she shook her head, "Actually, I'd have done much worse. How did you even manage to restrain yourself that well, in the end?"

I swallowed hard, knowing I needed to be honest with her. "I never told you what I did to my ex, Melissa," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "After I got this power, I went to see her. I was angry, hurt... I commanded her to stop caring about art—her passion, her whole career. I made her hate her boyfriend. And then..." I couldn't look at Claudia as I continued. "I turned her into a mindless horny zombie who could only think about sex. She gave me a blowjob while I was commanding her to be this... this thing. I almost left her like that..."

Claudia's eyes widened, and I saw fear flicker across her face.

"But afterward, I felt disgusted with myself. I commanded her back to normal. That's when I came up with my rules." I stared at my hands. "Maybe it was just a way to feel better about myself, but it was something. If not for that encounter, I don't think I would have shown so much restraint. I guess I'm just a bad guy who got scared of what he was becoming."

Claudia was quiet for a long moment, and I braced myself for her to get up and walk out again. But when she spoke, her voice was soft.

"A bad guy wouldn't have cared," she said. "A bad guy wouldn't have felt disgusted. A bad guy wouldn't have made rules for himself."

I looked up at her, surprised.

"And a bad guy," she continued, frustration creeping into her voice, "wouldn't have freed me. You cared about my genuine feelings. You didn't want me just as some funny fucktoy." She sounded almost angry, but I realized she wasn't angry at me—she was angry at herself for finding reasons to forgive me.

"No," I said firmly. "I wanted you. The real you."

We stared at each other for a long moment, and I could feel something shift in the air between us. The tension in Claudia's shoulders eased slightly, and I allowed myself to hope—really hope—for the first time since she'd walked out my door. I could see it in her eyes too, that same cautious hope.

"I caught myself wishing you'd never freed me," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "A few times during this week. It would have been easier. I was happy." She looked up at me, tears welling in her eyes. "And though I was blinded by your ownership, I really meant it when I said I loved you."

My heart felt like it might burst out of my chest. The words I'd been afraid to even think tumbled out before I could stop them.

"I love you too," I said, my voice breaking. "I really do."

Claudia slid off the couch and onto her knees on the floor in front of me. For a moment, we just looked at each other, both afraid to move. Then she reached out, her hand trembling, and touched my face. I leaned into her touch, and suddenly we were both moving, closing the distance between us. Her arms went around my neck as mine encircled her waist, pulling her against me. Our lips met in a desperate, tearful kiss that tasted of salt and relief and something like forgiveness.

We clung to each other, both of us crying now, my face buried in her neck and hers in my shoulder. I held her like she might disappear if I let go, and she held me just as tightly.

"This ownership," she said, pulling away enough to look at me. "It's wrong, Oliver. It's not right."

I wiped a tear from her cheek. "I know. I know it's not."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 24: Guinea Pig Required
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I woke up with Claudia's head on my chest, her dark hair spilling across my skin. Morning light filtered through the blinds, casting stripes across the bed. We'd fallen asleep tangled together after talking until nearly dawn, both of us too emotionally drained to do anything but hold each other. When we finally did make love, it wasn't like before—not better or more sincere exactly, but different. There was a self-awareness to it, a conscious choice being made with every touch, every kiss. Before, she'd wanted me because she was mine. Now, she wanted me despite knowing she didn't have to.

"You're thinking too loud," Claudia murmured against my chest, her eyes still closed.

I stroked her hair, marveling at how soft it felt even after days without proper washing. "Sorry. Just... processing everything."

She shifted, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. Even with dark circles under her eyes and her hair a tangled mess, she was beautiful. "What's on your mind?"

"I don't know how to protect you," I admitted. "Now that you're free. I keep wondering if freeing you was a good idea. Not because it's not right—it is—but because you were happy before. And now..." I trailed off, remembering what she'd told me about the men who had harassed her.

"Freedom in this world is kind of the opposite of freedom," she finished for me, her expression thoughtful. "I get it. But it was still the right thing to do. For me, and it would be for all women."

I nodded, pulling her closer. "I know. I'm just scared for you. And even if I wanted to free all women, my last command barely reached the people on my Discord server. Since no one else than the craziest out there seems to care about finding me or what I have to say, I have no idea how to make sure a command to free everyone would actually spread."

Claudia sat up, the sheet pooling around her waist. "What if you included in your command that women have to pass it along to any woman who isn't freed yet?"

"That wouldn't work for sure," I said, sitting up beside her. "Once they're freed, they'd have no compulsion to obey that command. They'd be like you—able to choose. Most probably would but..."

"Hmm." She chewed her bottom lip, thinking. "What about a timer? You could command that it takes effect in a month, giving time for the message to spread?"

I shook my head. "There's no way to know if it would reach everyone. And even then, how do we make sure it propagates properly? Sure, it would be exponential if every woman shares it with two or more others, but what about language barriers? What about people in remote locations?"

Claudia sighed, leaning back against the headboard. "Yeah, I see what you mean."

I hesitated, then admitted the other thing that had been bothering me. "There's something else. When I freed you, you freaked out. You were disgusted, horrified by what had happened." I swallowed hard. "What about all the other women? Wouldn't they want my head on a pike? Even if it's just the women I... you know."

"Had sex with?" Claudia supplied, her expression unreadable.

"Yeah. Or fucked with, in one way or another. I mean, maybe I deserve whatever punishment comes my way, but I don't like the idea of ending up in jail for what I did." I ran my hand through my hair, frustrated. "God, that sounds selfish, doesn't it?"

Claudia was quiet for a moment, her fingers tracing patterns on the sheet. "It is selfish," she finally said. "But it's also human. No one wants to be punished, even when they know they've done something wrong." She looked up at me. "And for what it's worth, I don't think you deserve jail. You didn't ask for this power. You didn't create this situation."

"But I took advantage of it," I said quietly.

"Yes, you did." Her honesty was brutal but necessary. "But so would most people, I think. Maybe all people, given enough time." She reached out and took my hand. "How can anyone resist it when no one else cares? The question is, what are you going to do now?"

We sat in silence for a while, both of us lost in our own thoughts. The problem seemed insurmountable—how to free billions of women across the planet, how to ensure my own safety afterward, how to fix a world that had been fundamentally broken but didn't even realize it was broken.

"I'm going to take a shower," Claudia finally said, sliding out of bed. She wrinkled her nose at her own smell. "And you should have one too, once I'm done. No offense, but you reek."

"None taken," I replied, watching as she padded naked across my bedroom toward the bathroom. "I know."

As the sound of running water filled the apartment, I stared up at the ceiling, my mind racing. I was so grateful to have her back, so relieved that she'd chosen to return despite everything. But the situation was still completely fucked up. She was the only free woman in a world where women were property. How could she live like that? How could we build any kind of life together with that hanging over us? And if I did somehow manage to free all women, would I end up in prison? Would I be hunted down by angry mobs?

The water shut off, and a few minutes later Claudia emerged with a towel wrapped around her body, her wet hair slicked back from her face. She was smiling—not the full, uninhibited smile I'd grown used to, but a small, secretive smirk that made me nervous and excited at the same time.

"I think I have a solution," she said, sitting on the edge of the bed. "To all of our problems. But we need to test it first."

I sat up, suddenly alert. "What is it?"

She shook her head, that mysterious smirk still playing on her lips. "Not yet. I need to make sure it works before I get your hopes up. But we're going to need a guinea pig."

"A guinea pig?" I repeated, confused.

"A woman," Claudia clarified, her eyes gleaming with something that looked dangerously like excitement. "Someone we can experiment on."

I felt a twist of unease in my stomach. "Experiment how, exactly?"

"You'll see," she said, standing up and dropping her towel as she moved toward my dresser, rummaging through it for something to wear, settling for one of my old sweaters. "But first, you really need that shower. You reek."
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Chapter 25: Technicality 
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Mrs. Johnson stood in the middle of my messy living room, her eyes slightly unfocused, her body unnaturally still. She was wearing yoga pants and a plain white t-shirt, her dirty blonde hair pulled back in its usual messy ponytail. The dark circles under her eyes seemed even more pronounced than usual, evidence of the endless cycle of soccer practices, homework supervision, and household chores that defined her existence.

"This is... weird," Claudia whispered, standing slightly behind me. She was staring at Mrs. Johnson with a mixture of fascination and discomfort. "I mean, I knew what it looked like before, but seeing it now..." She shook her head.

I glanced at Claudia, noticing how she was unconsciously biting her lower lip, her cheeks slightly flushed. Despite her unease, there was something about the situation that still triggered her kinks—the power dynamic, the control. But it was clear from the way she kept her distance that she was experiencing it completely differently now that she was free.

I turned back to Mrs. Johnson, thinking about what Claudia had suggested. It seemed too simple, but I was anxious about whether it would actually work. If it did, though... Hope flickered in my chest like a fragile flame.

"Okay," I said, taking a deep breath. Here goes." I looked directly at Mrs. Johnson. I command you not to obey any of my commands unless I raise my arm while making the command."

Emily didn't react. Her expression remained blank, her posture unchanged. She was still following my previous command to stay still and quiet.

"Sit down," I told her, my heart pounding.

Nothing happened. Emily remained standing, perfectly still.

I raised my right arm deliberately, making sure she could see it. "Emily, sit down."

Immediately, she moved to the couch and sat, her movements fluid and natural despite the artificial nature of the command.

"Holy shit," I breathed, looking back at Claudia. "It worked. I can command them not to obey me."

"Try something else," Claudia urged, stepping closer.

I turned back to Emily. "Stand up and spin in a circle."

Emily remained seated, her hands folded in her lap.

I raised my arm again. "Stand up and spin in a circle."

She rose and did as instructed, spinning slowly on the spot.

"Holy shit," I breathed, looking at Claudia. "It worked."

"Of course it worked," Claudia said, though I could see the relief in her eyes. "You can command them not to follow your commands. It's like... a paradox that resolves itself."

"But I still don't understand how this solves our problem," I said, running a hand through my hair. "So I can make women selectively obey me. How does that help us free everyone?"

Claudia's eyes lit up with that mischievous gleam I'd come to love. "Don't you see? We're not going to free all women—not directly. We're going to command them not to obey your commands, from now and forever."

I stared at her, the implications slowly dawning on me. "But that would mean..."

"They'd still technically be owned by you," Claudia finished, "but they'd be functionally free. No one would be able to tell the difference. No punishment for you, no chaos for the world, but women get their autonomy back."

I nodded slowly, processing Claudia's idea. "I see what you're saying, but for most women on Earth—the ones I've never interacted with and never will—this doesn't really change anything. They're already free to do whatever they want unless I specifically tell them otherwise."

Claudia gave me that look—the one that made me feel like I was missing something obvious. "First of all, it's a question of principles," she said, her voice gentle but firm. "By commanding them not to follow your future commands, you're relinquishing control over them. That's what matters most." She tucked a damp strand of hair behind her ear. "And secondly, this is only the first half of what we need to do."

"What's the second half?" I asked, genuinely curious.

"We need to tell women they're free to manage their sexuality however they want, and to allow or refuse men to have sex with them, based on their own desires." She crossed her arms. "That's actually the main reason I've concluded you shouldn't totally free women—apart from not wanting you to end up in jail," she added with a small smirk.

"How generous of you," I said dryly.

"I'm serious, Oliver. Women are protected by your ownership in a way. No man can touch them unless they have permission. If we free them completely, they lose that protection."

"But that's already what I tried to do with my announcement on Discord," I pointed out.

"Exactly," Claudia nodded. "But now we need to combine the two commands and figure out the best way to propagate it efficiently. We need every woman on Earth to hear it, not just the ones who happen to be on your Discord server."

I sighed and turned back to Emily, who was still standing motionless in my living room. "Emily, be released from all previous commands."

She didn't move. Of course not. I hadn't raised my arm.

"Right," I muttered, raising my arm deliberately. "Emily, be released from all previous commands."

Emily blinked rapidly, life returning to her eyes. She looked around my apartment with mild confusion, then focused on me. "Is there anything else you need, Oliver?" Her tone was polite but with an undercurrent of annoyance—the voice of someone who had three kids waiting at home and a million things to do.

"No, that's all. Thank you for coming over."

She nodded, already heading for the door. "Let me know if you need anything else." The way she said it made it clear she hoped I wouldn't, but the underlying obedience was still there. She might be annoyed, but she'd still come running if I called.

As the door closed behind her, I turned back to Claudia. "So, how exactly do we get this command to every woman on Earth?"

Claudia and I sat on my couch, staring at each other as the realization sank in.

"We're just going in circles," I groaned, running my hands through my hair. "And wait—with your plan, you'd still be the only truly free woman. Men would still be a danger to you specifically."

Claudia nodded, her expression resigned. "Yes, and it's not ideal. But if that's the sacrifice I have to make to free all other women, I'm willing to do it." She gave me a wry smile. "Besides, it's not like I was super safe before all this happened. And I'm hoping that once women everywhere are free to have sex again, once fresh porn is back on the menu, men should be less frustrated and maybe less creepy." She shrugged. "In theory, I shouldn't be in a lot more danger than before—just a bit."

She sighed heavily, leaning back against the couch cushions. "Let's get back to figuring out how to spread the message. That's the real problem."

"We need it to be shown everywhere," I said, thinking out loud. "Maybe broadcasted somehow. What if we used women on a major television network? Made them broadcast the command?"

"That would work locally, maybe nationally," Claudia pointed out. "But not worldwide. We need something global."

"Social media?" I suggested.

"Not everyone uses social media, and people are spread across different platforms." Claudia shook her head. "No, that's not it. We need someone important, someone who could command attention everywhere..."

We both froze simultaneously, the same thought clearly hitting us at the exact same moment. Our eyes widened as we blurted out in perfect unison: "Deborah Thomas!"

The first female president of the United States, elected just last year. A woman with access to emergency broadcast systems, international diplomatic channels, and the attention of the entire world. If anyone could spread a message globally, it would be her.

"That's it," Claudia said, her eyes wide with excitement. "If you command the president, she could make it happen. She could use emergency broadcasts, diplomatic channels, everything at her disposal to spread the word."

"So we need to get to the president," Claudia said, pacing my living room. "The six degrees of separation theory says you're only six handshakes away from anyone in the world. We just need to find the right woman who knows the right woman who knows the right woman... and so on until we reach President Thomas."

I groaned, flopping back on the couch. "That sounds incredibly complicated. It would be so much easier if we just knew someone closer, not six handshakes away." I stared at the ceiling, my mind racing through the limited social connections I had. Most of my contacts were online gaming friends or baristas who knew my coffee order.

Then it hit me.

"The Harringtons," I said, sitting up straight. "Old railroad money, connections to half the Fortune 500 companies? They're the kind of people who get invited to White House dinners. They must be close to the president, or at least know someone who knows her."

Claudia's eyes widened. "That's perfect! Call them. Now."

I pulled out my phone, hesitating for a moment before dialing my father. He picked up on the third ring.

"Oliver? Is everything alright?" His voice had that careful, measured tone he used when he was trying to sound concerned but was actually annoyed at being interrupted.

"Dad, I need the Harringtons' number. It's urgent."

There was a pause. "The Harringtons? Oliver, I can't just give you Harold Harrington's personal number. He's one of the most influential men in the country."

"It's about his wife," I said, thinking quickly. "There's a... flaw in the command I gave her. I need to fix it."

Another pause, longer this time. "What kind of flaw?"

"The kind that could be embarrassing for everyone involved if I don't fix it immediately," I said, hoping he'd fill in the blanks with something suitably scandalous.

I heard him sigh. "Fine. But Oliver, don't make me regret this."

Five minutes later, I was on the phone with Harold Harrington himself. His voice was gruff, impatient.

"Mr. Moore? Your father said this was urgent."

"It is, Mr. Harrington. I don't have much time, but I need to speak with your wife."

"My wife?" His tone shifted from impatient to suspicious. "What business do you have with Eleanor?"

I took a deep breath, hating what I was about to say but knowing it was necessary. "Mr. Harrington, I own your wife. I own all women. I think you remember that from our brunch. Now, I need to speak with her, and I'd appreciate if you didn't deprive me of my right to speak to my property."

The silence on the other end of the line was deafening. When he finally spoke, his voice was tight with barely controlled anger. "One moment."

I heard muffled voices, then Eleanor Harrington's refined, Boston-tinged accent came through the phone. "This is Eleanor Harrington."

"Mrs. Harrington, I need your help. I need to get in touch with President Thomas as soon as possible. I'm commanding you to help me do that, and I'm giving you authority to issue commands on my behalf if you need to in order to make this happen."

"I understand," she replied, her tone shifting to that familiar, slightly detached efficiency I'd come to recognize in women under my command. "I'll need to make some calls. The First Lady and I serve on the same charitable foundation board. I should be able to arrange something through her office."

"How long will it take?" I asked, my heart racing with a mixture of hope and anxiety.

"Well... I... Considering the considerable authority you just gave me, young man, I suppose you can expect her to give you a call herself soon."

I grinned at Claudia, giving her a thumbs-up. "We'll be waiting for her call," I told Mrs. Harrington.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 26: Executive Order
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I sat on my couch next to Claudia, both of us staring at my phone like it was some kind of bomb about to go off. Claudia was perched on the edge of the couch, her olive skin covered with a slight sheen of nervous sweat, biting her lower lip—that thing she did when she was anxious but trying not to show it.

"What if she doesn't call?" I asked, drumming my fingers on my thigh. "What if the president is too busy running the country to talk to some random guy who happens to own all women?"

Claudia shot me a look, her eyebrows raised. "Oliver, you literally own her. She's the president, but you're her owner. Trust me, she'll call." She reached over and squeezed my hand. "Besides, Mrs. Harrington seemed pretty confident when she said she'd pass along the message. Rich people have connections, you know."

Just as I opened my mouth to voice another doubt, my phone lit up, vibrating against the coffee table with an incoming call. The screen displayed "No Caller ID." Claudia and I exchanged a wide-eyed look, and I felt my heart hammering against my ribs.

"Answer it!" Claudia hissed, giving me a little shove.

With trembling fingers, I reached for the phone and put it on speaker. "Hello?"

"Is this Oliver Moore?" The voice was unmistakable—the same voice I'd heard countless times on TV and radio addresses, with that distinctive cadence that somehow managed to sound both authoritative and approachable at the same time.

"Yes, Madam President," I replied, my voice cracking slightly. "That's me."

"Well, Mr. Moore," President Thomas said with a light chuckle that didn't quite mask the tension in her voice, "I must say this is quite possibly the strangest way I've ever been summoned in my political career—and that's saying something. But I suppose it's only fair that I take a few minutes from my schedule for the man who, ah, owns me." There was a brief pause. "I hope you don't mind my asking directly—are you calling because you'd like to have sex with the President of the United States? Or perhaps you're planning to meddle with national policy? Or both?" Her tone was amused but with an undercurrent of seriousness that was impossible to miss. Despite her politician's composure, Claudia and I exchanged glances, both recognizing that she wasn't actually rejecting either possibility. I had, after all, that power over her.

"No, Madam President, nothing like that," I said quickly, and I could practically hear her sigh of relief through the phone. "I need your help with something important—something that affects every woman on Earth. I need to deliver a message to all women as efficiently as possible, and I figured the president might have the resources to make that happen."

"I see," she said, her voice shifting into a more businesslike tone. "Well, that's certainly... unusual. I suppose I could look into setting up some kind of emergency broadcast on top of an official announcement, but there are protocols, clearances needed. Not to mention questions about the content of this message. The White House communications team would need to review it, and frankly, I'm not sure I can justify using presidential emergency powers for a personal message, even from... well, you."

I felt a rush of satisfaction as I realized I had the perfect solution to her hesitation. "Madam President, I command you to do everything in your power to help me deliver the message of my choice to as many women as possible, as efficiently as possible."

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. When President Thomas spoke again, her tone had shifted subtly. "Well, when you put it that way, Mr. Moore, I can't exactly say no, can I?" She gave a small laugh that sounded both resigned and slightly amused. "I think the best course of action would be for you to come to the White House so we can discuss this in person and figure out the most effective approach. I'll have to postpone a few things—my call with Putin about the war in Ukraine will have to wait, I'm afraid. But I suppose the owner of all women takes precedence over international diplomacy when he commands it."

"I'd like my girlfriend to come with me," I said, glancing at Claudia, who was staring at the phone with wide eyes.

"Of course, Mr. Moore," the President replied smoothly. "I'll send a car for both of you right away. My staff will contact you with the details shortly. We'll be expecting you."

The call ended with a soft beep, leaving Claudia and me staring at each other in stunned silence. The reality of what had just happened hit us both at once—the President of the United States had not only called me personally but had instantly obeyed my command without question.

"Holy shit," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "That actually worked."

Claudia's eyes were wide, her lips slightly parted. "You just... commanded the most powerful woman in the world. And she just... agreed." She shook her head in disbelief. "Like it was nothing. Like postponing a call with Putin about an actual war was just a minor inconvenience."

We stared at each other for another moment before Claudia suddenly lunged forward, grabbing my face between her hands and crushing her lips against mine. The kiss was urgent, almost desperate, her tongue immediately seeking mine as she pressed her body against me. When she finally pulled back, her cheeks were flushed, and her breathing was ragged.

"That was so fucking hot," she admitted, her voice husky. "Hearing you just take control like that..."

I couldn't help but grin. "Oh? So you get turned on when I command the leader of the free world, huh?"

She gave me a gentle slap on the shoulder, her expression suddenly serious despite the desire still evident in her eyes. "It's still wrong, Oliver. Even if it was necessary."

"I know," I agreed, pulling her closer. "But it was for a good cause. Well, two good causes—the freedom of all women, and..." I gave her a suggestive look, "turning you on."

Claudia rolled her eyes, but then pushed me back against the couch with surprising force, straddling my lap and grinding herself against me. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes as she leaned in to whisper in my ear.

"Any idea how long we have before whoever the president is sending comes to pick us up?" she asked, her breath hot against my skin.

I ran my hands up her thighs, feeling the muscles tense beneath my touch. "No idea. But considering the command I just gave her, I doubt it'll take long."

A mischievous smirk spread across Claudia's face as she pulled back to look at me. "Then we better make it quick." Before I could respond, she was already pulling her sweater over her head, revealing her black lace bra underneath. She made quick work of my pants, unzipping them and pushing them down just enough to free me before she positioned herself above me.

She was already wet—so wet that when she sank down onto me, there was almost no resistance, just the incredible sensation of her warmth enveloping me. I groaned, my hands instinctively gripping her hips as she began to move.

Claudia rode me with an intensity that left me breathless, her body arching and twisting in ways that drove me wild. Her fingers dug into my shoulders, her teeth caught her lower lip, and the sight of her—eyes half-closed, cheeks flushed, breasts bouncing with each movement—pushed me rapidly toward the edge. When I finally came, it was with a shuddering gasp, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, I realized Claudia hadn't finished. She collapsed against me, her breathing heavy but her body still tense. We stayed like that for a moment, my arms wrapped around her, before she pulled back with a slightly surprised expression.

"That was... quick," I said, feeling a twinge of embarrassment.

She laughed softly, pressing a kiss to my jaw. "We were in a hurry."

"I guess it was easier when I could just command you to cum," I joked, then immediately regretted it when I saw her expression. "Sorry, that was—"

"A bit insensitive?" she finished for me, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah," I admitted. "But we can adjust." I gently moved her off my lap and onto the couch before kneeling between her legs. "We still have a few minutes, right?"

Her eyes widened as I pushed her skirt up around her waist and hooked my fingers into the waistband of her underwear. "Oliver, you don't have to—"

"I want to," I insisted, pulling the damp fabric down her legs and tossing it aside. I looked up at her, taking in the sight of her flushed face and parted lips.

I lowered my head between her thighs, my tongue finding her center with practiced familiarity. Claudia gasped, her hands immediately tangling in my hair as her hips lifted off the couch. I took my time, savoring her taste and the sounds she made as I worked. When she finally came, it was with a series of shuddering gasps, her thighs trembling against my cheeks as her back arched off the couch.
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Chapter 27: Presidential Privileges
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I stood in the Oval Office—the actual, honest-to-god Oval Office—trying not to look as out of place as I felt. Claudia squeezed my hand, her eyes wide as she took in the famous room with its cream-colored walls, dark blue carpet with the presidential seal, and the imposing Resolute Desk. Behind that desk sat President Deborah Thomas, phone pressed to her ear, her voice carrying the unmistakable tone of someone who was used to getting her way.

"I don't care what the FCC regulations say, this is a direct order from the President," she was saying, her free hand gesturing emphatically. "We need every network, every station. Yes, all of them." She paused, listening. "Well, then find a way to make it work."

President Thomas was not what I'd expected. In person, she had a kind of unconventional beauty that the cameras didn't quite capture—high cheekbones, intelligent eyes, and a confident posture that spoke of her decades in politics. She was in her mid-forties, fit and curvy in her tailored navy suit, her dark hair cut in a stylish bob that framed her face. When she finally hung up the phone with a sigh and turned her attention to us, I felt a strange jolt—this powerful woman was technically mine to command.

"Mr. Moore, Ms. Moreno," she said, rising from her chair and extending her hand. "Welcome to the White House. I apologize for the delay. As you can imagine, coordinating a global broadcast on such short notice presents certain... challenges."

She gestured for us to sit on one of the couches arranged in the center of the room, taking a seat across from us. "But I believe we've managed to put together something quite comprehensive." Her voice carried the practiced cadence of someone who had given thousands of speeches. "We're utilizing every communication channel at our disposal."

"All of them?" Claudia asked, sounding impressed.

"All of them," the President confirmed with a nod. "We're activating the Emergency Alert System across all television and radio stations in the United States. Your message will interrupt all broadcasting simultaneously. We've also coordinated with social media platforms—Facebook, X, Instagram, TikTok—they'll all feature your message prominently."

She leaned forward slightly. "The military is deploying its communication networks as well. Every base, every ship, every embassy will receive and transmit the message. We've contacted foreign governments—and I made it quite clear that the United States would take a dim view of any nation that failed to cooperate in relaying your message in their own languages."

"That's... impressive," I said, feeling a bit overwhelmed.

"For remote regions, we're dispatching teams with translators and satellite communication equipment. The Peace Corps, missionary groups, aid workers—anyone we can mobilize quickly." She smiled thinly. "Our experts estimate that the initial broadcast will reach approximately 85% of the world's female population in the first day alone. Given the exponential nature of information spread, we project that within a week, all but the most isolated women will have received your message."

She straightened her jacket. "I can't promise there won't be a few outliers—women in the most remote parts of the Amazon, or isolated religious communities, for instance. But eventually, the message will reach them too."

"Thank you," I said, genuinely impressed by the scale of the operation. "This is exactly what we needed."

Claudia nodded. "Yes, thank you, Madam President. This is incredible."

President Thomas gave us a wry smile. "You're welcome, though I can't say I had much choice in the matter." She glanced at me. "When my owner commands, I obey. That's how it works, isn't it?" There was a hint of something in her voice—not resentment exactly, but perhaps a flicker of the strong-willed woman who had fought her way to the highest office in the land, momentarily acknowledging the bizarre situation she found herself in.

As she outlined the final details of the broadcast, scheduled to begin in just under an hour, a strange realization washed over me. In this moment I was sitting across from the second most powerful person in the world. The most powerful was, somehow, me.

President Thomas leaned forward, crossing her arms with a casual authority that seemed at odds with the surreal situation. "You're welcome to rest before the broadcast," she said, her lips curving into a half-smile. "Or stay afterward. Your choice, really." She gave a small shrug. "After all, you get to decide what you want, Mr. Moore. Not much I can do to stop you except complain, and I doubt that would be very effective."

I realized I'd been staring at her longer than was polite, taking in the way her suit jacket hugged her curves. She caught my gaze and her smile shifted into something more knowing.

"Unless there's something else you'd like while you're here?" She raised an eyebrow. "If you're interested, I'd be happy to suck your cock or let you bend me over the Resolute Desk. It would certainly make for a more memorable White House tour than most people get."

The crude words coming from the usually eloquent president's mouth sent a jolt through me. I glanced at Claudia, who was biting her lip, clearly aroused by the suggestion despite herself. When I gave her my best pleading look, she rolled her eyes.

"Really, Oliver? We're here to free the world, not fuck the leader of the free world."

"Can't we do both?" I asked, feeling a grin spread across my face. "Come on, who else can say they've had sex with the President of the United States? It might be the last time I can use this power."

"The last time," Claudia repeated skeptically.

"Well, yeah. I mean, I know it's wrong, but..." I trailed off, looking back at President Thomas, who was watching our exchange with the detached interest of someone observing animals at the zoo. She didn't seem particularly excited by the prospect, but she wasn't objecting either. The temptation was here, strong and hard to ignore. Claudia knew it was wrong, but...

"No... We can't... Oliver this is..." She mumbled. She was clearly turned on by the idea, but also terribly conflicted.

"She's fine with it. She'll be fine with it." I pointed out, biting my lower lip. "If we had decided to release women entirely, sure, that'd be a fucked up thing to do to her. But we're not doing that. She'll spend the rest of her life probably not ever thinking about it. And tomorrow, I won't have the power to do that to anyone ever again. For good."

Claudia sighed, but I could see the flush in her cheeks. "Fine," she said finally, groaning in frustration before her voice dropped to a husky whisper. "But this is the last time, Oliver. I mean it." She turned toward the president with a mischievous smile. "And I want her to eat me out while you fuck her."

President Thomas straightened, her professional demeanor suddenly returning. "Excuse me? I don't recall offering that service. You are not my owner, Ms. Moreno, and I am not obligated to fulfill your sexual fantasies."

I couldn't help but laugh at the sudden shift. It was almost comical—the president willing to have sex with me because I owned her, but drawing the line at pleasuring Claudia. Well, that was easy enough to fix.

"President Thomas," I said, feeling that familiar rush of power, "I command you to be a dumb, horny slut who desperately wants both of us to fuck you."

The change was immediate and dramatic. Her posture softened, her eyes grew heavy-lidded, and her professional expression melted into one of wanton desire. She ran her tongue over her lips and reached up to unbutton her jacket.

"Oh my god," she breathed, her voice higher and breathier than before. "I'm, like, so fucking horny right now. I need you both to fuck me so bad." She pushed herself off the desk and sauntered toward us, swaying her hips exaggeratedly. "Please, I'll do anything. I wanna be your slutty little president."

Claudia's eyes widened, and she let out a surprised laugh. "Holy shit, that's... wow."

I was already unbuckling my belt as President Thomas dropped to her knees in front of me, her hands fumbling with my zipper. "Let me suck it, please," she begged, looking up at me with an expression of exaggerated need that was so unlike her usual composed demeanor that it was almost jarring.

Claudia moved behind her, reaching around to unbutton the president's blouse. "I can't believe we're doing this," she murmured, but her voice was thick with arousal.

What followed was possibly the most surreal sexual experience of my life. President Deborah Thomas, leader of the free world, on all fours on the Oval Office carpet, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her blouse and bra discarded on the floor beside her. I knelt behind her, gripping her hips as I thrust into her, while she buried her face between Claudia's thighs, her tongue working eagerly as Claudia leaned back against the Resolute Desk, her head thrown back in pleasure.

"Oh fuck," Claudia gasped, her fingers tangled in the president's short hair. "She's—oh god—she's actually really good at this."

President Thomas moaned against Claudia's flesh, the vibrations making Claudia shudder. The president's body was surprisingly fit beneath her conservative suit—toned thighs, a narrow waist, and full breasts that swayed with each of my thrusts. The knowledge that this was the Oval Office, that this woman beneath me ran the most powerful nation on Earth, made the whole experience even more intense.

"Tell us how much you love being our little slut," I commanded, slapping her ass lightly.

She pulled back from Claudia just long enough to cry out, "I fucking love it! I love being your dumb slut! Please don't stop fucking me!" before returning to her task with renewed enthusiasm.

Claudia came first, her body tensing as she cried out, her thighs clamping around the president's head. I followed shortly after, driven over the edge by the sheer absurdity and eroticism of the situation. As I collapsed onto the couch, breathing heavily, President Thomas crawled over to join me, resting her head on my lap with a dopey, satisfied smile that looked completely out of place on the face of the woman I'd seen delivering stern addresses to the nation.

Claudia, still trying to catch her breath, looked down at us and shook her head in disbelief. "We just had sex with the President of the United States in the Oval Office," she said, as if saying it aloud might make it seem more real. "This is definitely going in my memoirs someday."
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Chapter 28: Final Commands
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I stood under the harsh studio lights, sweat beading on my forehead as technicians scurried around making last-minute adjustments. The presidential seal hung on the wall behind me, lending an authority to this broadcast that I definitely didn't feel I deserved. My mouth was dry, and my heart hammered against my ribs like it was trying to escape.

Just outside the camera's view, Claudia gave me an encouraging thumbs up, her smile not quite hiding her own nervousness. She mouthed "you got this" and made a little heart shape with her hands. It helped, but not enough to stop the trembling in my knees.

"Ready in five... four... three..." The producer counted down with her fingers for the final two beats, and then pointed at me.

I froze. The red light on the camera blinked at me accusingly. Millions—no, billions—of eyes were on me right now. Men and women across the planet were seeing my slightly pudgy face, my disheveled hair, my ill-fitting suit that the White House staff had hastily found for me. I swallowed hard.

"Um," I began eloquently, then cleared my throat. "My name is Oliver Moore. You don't know me, but you all recognize me as the owner of women." The words felt strange in my mouth, formal and rehearsed despite the hours Claudia and I had spent perfecting this speech.

I took a deep breath and straightened my shoulders. "I command any woman watching or hearing this message to watch or listen to it in its entirety, in the intended original order and speed, and to pay absolute attention to its content until the message is concluded."

My voice grew stronger as I continued. "I command any woman who is currently obeying a command I gave prior to this broadcast to stop obeying that command immediately. Those commands are now void."

I glanced briefly at Claudia, who nodded encouragingly. "I hereby grant all women permission to manage their own sexual lives and to decide for themselves who they allow to have intimate relations with. I grant you the ability to give or withdraw this permission for anyone, at any time, as you see fit."

The words flowed more easily now, my nervousness replaced by the weight of what I was doing. "I command all women to be free from any artificial compulsion to be more accommodating toward me, sexually or otherwise."

"I command all women to share this message after watching it, in its original unaltered form, with any woman they suspect has not yet received it, to ensure that this freedom reaches everyone."

I paused, looking directly into the camera for the final and most important part. "And finally, I command all women, as soon as they are done watching or hearing this message, to no longer obey any new command from me that they do not wish to obey."

I stood there for a moment, suddenly unsure how to conclude. "That's... that's all. Thank you."

The red light blinked off, and the producer called, "Clear!" The tension in the room broke like a snapped rubber band.

Claudia came running from the sidelines, launching herself into my arms with enough force to nearly knock me over. "You did it!" she cried, peppering my face with kisses. "You actually did it!"

I held her tight, burying my face in her hair. "We did it," I corrected her, my voice muffled. "This was your idea."

After we disentangled ourselves, I noticed a woman standing near the equipment table—one of the White House staffers who had been helping coordinate the broadcast. She was in her late fifties with silver-streaked black hair pulled back in a severe bun, wearing a charcoal pantsuit that screamed government professional.

On an impulse, I approached her. "Excuse me," I said, putting on what I hoped was an authoritative voice. "I command you to get down on your knees and blow me."

The woman looked at me with an expression of shocked indignation. "I most certainly will not," she said, clutching her clipboard tighter. "That's completely inappropriate, Mr. Moore. I don't care who you think you are."

Claudia let out a whoop of joy and grabbed me again, spinning me around. "It worked!" she exclaimed. "It actually worked!"

I couldn't stop the grin spreading across my face as I looked at the offended staffer. "Sorry about that," I said. "Just checking."

The woman huffed and walked away, muttering something about "men" and "power going to their heads," but I barely heard her. I was too busy holding Claudia, both of us laughing and crying at the same time, as the weight of what we'd just done—freeing half the world's population—finally began to sink in.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 29: Here Comes the Sun
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I squeezed into the back of my Porsche Panamera, wincing as Marcus adjusted the driver's seat and nearly crushed my knees in the process. The car wasn't exactly designed for four adults and luggage, but we'd managed to tetris our suitcases into the trunk with only minor cursing and one near-death experience when Claudia's overpacked bag toppled out and nearly crushed my foot.

"Easy on the gas there, Speed Racer," Zoe scolded as Marcus pulled out of their street with a bit too much enthusiasm, the engine growling in a way that made him grin like a kid on Christmas morning. "This isn't one of your video game racing sims. This is an actual quarter-million-dollar car that you will actually have to pay for if you wrap it around a tree."

Marcus rolled his eyes but eased off the accelerator. "Relax, babe. I've got this. This car handles like a dream."

"This isn't your dad's beat-up Civic," Zoe muttered, gripping the door handle as he took a corner a bit sharply. "And you're not impressing anyone with your driving skills."

Claudia leaned against me in the back seat, her shoulder warm against mine. "If we die on the way to the airport, I'm going to be so pissed," she whispered, just loud enough for everyone to hear.

"You guys are welcome to it for the week," I said, trying to sound casual about lending out my most prized possession (after women, of course). "No sense paying airport parking rates when you could be enjoying it. Just, you know, try to bring it back with all the original parts still attached."

"And preferably the same paint job," Claudia added.

Marcus caught my eye in the rearview mirror. "Seriously, man, thanks. I'll treat her like she's made of glass."

"Glass filled with nitroglycerin," Zoe added.

I nodded, then turned my attention to my phone, scrolling through the Discord server that had once been the center of the whole "Owner" phenomenon. Most of the channels were ghost towns now, with the occasional tumbleweed of a meme rolling through. The server that had once boasted over three hundred thousand users now had maybe two hundred active members, most of whom seemed to be hanging around out of inertia or because they'd made actual friends there.

A private message from Greg popped up: "Hey man, just wanted to let you know I'm moving on to a new project. Anyway, I'll let you rule your own kingdom in peace. It was cool meeting you, even if the circumstances were weird as hell."

I smiled and typed back: "It was an honor having you keep this place from burning to the ground. Good luck with the new project!"

"Thanks," Greg replied, adding a thumbs-up emoji.

As we pulled into the airport drop-off zone, I felt a strange mix of emotions. This would be my first real vacation in years, and definitely my first with someone I actually loved. The fact that we were escaping the aftermath of what amounted to a global incident only the two of us actually perceived to be one in the first place made it even more surreal.

"So a whole week in San Francisco," Zoe said, helping Claudia with her suitcase. "What's the plan? Golden Gate Bridge, Alcatraz, or just hotel room sex marathon?"

"Both," Claudia answered before I could. "Definitely both."

"We're going to miss you guys at D&D," Marcus said, looking genuinely disappointed. "The dragon was finally going to reveal his true form."

"Let me guess," I said. "It's actually two dragons in a trench coat."

"No, but now I'm changing it to that," Marcus laughed.

Zoe gave Claudia a tight hug, then turned to me with a slightly puzzled expression. "You know, I still don't get why you needed to 'free' all of us women or whatever. It's not like anything feels different." She shrugged. "But if it makes you happy, I'm happy for you."

I exchanged a glance with Claudia, who gave me a small smile. We'd had this conversation before. To Zoe and everyone else on Earth, except for me and Claudia, the idea that there had been anything wrong with women's subservience simply didn't compute.

"Thanks, Zoe," I said instead, giving her a quick hug. "Take care of my car. And take care of this idiot." I nodded toward Marcus.

"Always do," she replied with a grin.

We said our final goodbyes, and I watched as Marcus carefully—almost comically carefully—pulled away from the curb, treating my Porsche like it was made of spun glass.

Claudia slipped her hand into mine as we stood there with our luggage, watching the car disappear into airport traffic. "Ready for our post-saving-the-world vacation?" she asked.

"Absolutely," I replied, squeezing her hand. "Though technically, you saved the world. I just did what you told me to."

"Team effort," she said, bumping her hip against mine.

The automatic doors of the airport terminal slid open with a whoosh, and we stepped into the air-conditioned chaos. I'd barely made it ten feet before the first double-take happened—a middle-aged woman in a business suit who nearly walked into a pillar when she recognized me. She quickly averted her eyes and hurried past, but the damage was done. Like a ripple in a pond, awareness of my presence spread through the terminal.

"Is that him?" I heard someone whisper.

"The Owner," another voice confirmed.

I kept my eyes fixed on the check-in signs, pretending not to notice the stares and pointing fingers. Claudia squeezed my hand, her thumb rubbing small circles against my palm in a gesture that had become her way of saying, "I'm here, you're not alone in this."

"Excuse me?" A voice to my right made me flinch. A young couple stood there—the guy tall and lanky with a neatly trimmed beard, the woman petite with a pixie cut and bright green eyes. "I'm so sorry to bother you, but would it be okay if we got a selfie?"

The woman smiled shyly. "It would mean a lot, Owner."

I felt Claudia stiffen slightly beside me, her fingers tightening around mine. The woman's casual use of "Owner" hung in the air between us. Despite everything we'd done, despite the broadcast that had freed women from having to obey me, the fundamental perception remained unchanged—I was still the "Owner" of all women in everyone's else's mind.

"Uh, sure," I said, awkwardly positioning myself between the couple as the woman's boyfriend held out his phone.

"We saw you on the emergency broadcast," the man explained, snapping a few photos. "That was wild, man. My Twitter feed was nothing but you for like a week."

As they walked away, comparing the photos they'd taken, Claudia let out a small sigh. "You know what's weird? They seemed more excited about you being on TV than about you literally owning half the human population."

"Fifteen minutes of fame," I muttered. "Apparently it trumps cosmic power."

We continued toward the check-in counter, dodging more stares and whispers. A TSA agent did a double-take as he checked our IDs but maintained his professional demeanor.

"So Renee confirmed she's joining us on Thursday?" I asked, changing the subject.

"Yep. She's finishing up a big project for a client first." Claudia's lips quirked into an amused smile. "She's actually really looking forward to seeing you again. Apparently, she had a rather awkward experience after your broadcast."

"What happened?"

"Well, remember how you made her bisexual?" Claudia's eyes danced with mischief. "Turns out, when you canceled all previous commands, she reverted to being gay... in the middle of hooking up with some guy she met at a bar."

I winced. "Oh shit."

"Yeah, she said one minute she was having a great time, the next she was looking at him like, 'What the hell are you doing in my bed?'" Claudia laughed. "Poor guy was very confused. She's actually hoping you'll turn her bisexual again."

"I completely forgot about that," I admitted, feeling a flush of embarrassment. "I didn't think through all the implications of canceling every command at once."

"It's fine," Claudia assured me. "Good thing we left some room for women to still obey your commands if they want to."

"And Renee wants to?"

"Are you kidding? She's been texting me about it all week. She's practically giddy at the thought of you playing with her brain again." Claudia's expression grew wistful. "It's one of the few downsides of being free, you know. I kind of miss having you fuck with my head."

I sighed and shook my head. "Well, you'll have to readjust. I'm sorry about that."

"It's fine. It's just... It was hot." She lowered her voice to a whisper. "Being made to feel things, to want things, to forget things..."

We reached the front of the line, and I handed our IDs to the airline representative, who was clearly trying not to stare at me.

As we moved away from the counter with our boarding passes, Claudia suddenly stopped. "Wait, what about Katherine Winters? The pharma CEO you commanded to plead guilty? Did the broadcast undo that too?"

I smirked. "I actually thought about that one ahead of time. I got in touch with her before the broadcast and replaced the command with something else."

"What did you do?"

"I commanded her to always be truthful—about everything, not just the trial. And I made sure no future command could override it." I shrugged. "Seemed more fair to let her tell the truth and let justice decide if she's guilty, rather than forcing a specific plea."

Claudia studied my face. "That's... surprisingly thoughtful."

"I have my moments," I replied, guiding her toward the security checkpoint. "Besides, if she's actually innocent, she shouldn't be punished. And if she's guilty, the truth will come out anyway."

"Look at you, all mature and stuff," Claudia teased, bumping her shoulder against mine. "The world's most reluctant superhero."

My phone buzzed in my pocket as we shuffled through the security line. I fished it out, my heart leaping into my throat, only to deflate when I saw it was just a notification from some mobile game I'd installed months ago and forgotten about. I sighed, shoving the phone back into my pocket with perhaps more force than necessary.

"Still nothing from your dad?" Claudia asked, her voice gentle. She knew exactly why I'd been checking my phone obsessively for the past two days.

"Nothing," I confirmed, trying to mask my disappointment. "He said he'd get back to me about the business plan..."

"He will," she assured me, squeezing my hand. "Your game concept is solid, the prototype works, and your business plan actually makes sense. Even I understood it," she joked, trying to lighten the mood.

I nodded, but the knot in my stomach remained. My father had seemed genuinely interested when I'd shown him the concept, but Richard Moore was nothing if not a shrewd businessman. If he didn't see potential for return on investment, he wouldn't put in a dime, son or not.

"What if he says no?" I asked quietly, voicing the fear that had been gnawing at me.

"Then we find another investor," Claudia replied without hesitation. "Or we start smaller. Or we crowdfund. There are options, Oliver." She stepped in front of me, forcing me to meet her eyes. "This isn't the end of the road, whatever happens. It's just the beginning."

We reached the front of the security line, and I emptied my pockets into the plastic bin. As we walked through the metal detector, I realized how different this moment was from any other in my life. Six months ago, I'd been a nobody—unemployed, unmotivated, unwashed most days. Now I was heading to San Francisco with a woman who loved me, potentially on the verge of starting my own game studio, and somehow I'd managed to free half the world's population from mind control along the way.

Not bad for a random thirty-two-year-old guy.

On the other side of security, Claudia pulled me aside, away from the flow of travelers. She looked up at me, her dark eyes searching mine. "Whatever happens with your dad's investment, I'm proud of you. You know that, right?"

"Even though I spent weeks being the world's biggest creep with cosmic powers?"

"You figured it out in the end," she said with a small smile. "That's what matters."

I leaned down and kissed her, right there in the middle of the airport terminal with people streaming past on either side. Some of them probably recognized me—the Owner, the guy from the emergency broadcast, whatever they wanted to call me. But in that moment, with Claudia's lips on mine, I was just Oliver Moore, a lucky bastard who'd somehow gotten the girl and a shot at the career he'd always dreamed of.
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Chapter 30: Private Property
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I stretched out on my beach towel, feeling the warm California sun on my skin as I ended the call with my father. The Pacific Ocean stretched before us, waves crashing rhythmically against the shore while families, couples, and groups of friends dotted the golden sand around us. Claudia lay beside me, her olive skin glistening with sunscreen, her dark hair tied in a messy bun atop her head. She wore an emerald green bikini that complemented her curves perfectly, oversized sunglasses perched on her nose as she flipped through a dog-eared paperback.

"So?" she asked, lowering her book and peering at me over her sunglasses. "How did it go? Did your dad actually read the business plan or did he just skim it while on a conference call about industrial lubricants or whatever it is Moore Industrial Solutions actually sells?"

I couldn't help but smirk, still processing the news myself. "He not only read it, he's giving me the green light. Half a million dollars to develop Paradox Proof." I ran my fingers through my messy blond hair, still damp from our earlier swim. "He's actually investing in my game. Like, for real."

Claudia bolted upright, her book forgotten as it tumbled onto the sand. "Half a million dollars? Are you serious? That's a crazy amount of money, Oliver!" Her eyes were wide with genuine shock. "I mean, I knew your dad was loaded, but that's... that's insane."

"It's actually not that much for game development," I explained, though I couldn't keep the excitement from my voice. "AAA titles cost tens of millions. But for an indie game? It's enough to pay me and a small team for the two years I think it'll take to release. Maybe hire that artist I was telling you about for the character designs, get a proper programmer instead of my hack job coding, maybe even a sound designer." I stared out at the ocean, mentally assembling my dream team. "It's happening, Claudia. It's actually happening."

She leaned over and kissed me, tasting of salt and the strawberry lip balm she always carried. "I'm so proud of you," she whispered against my lips. "You're going to make an amazing game."

I reached for my phone again, checking the latest update from President Thomas's team. "Hey, looks like they sent the final numbers on Operation Freedom," I said, scrolling through the email. "They estimate 99% of women on Earth have received our message. The remaining one percent are mostly in extremely remote areas with no access to technology or outside communication."

"Ninety-nine percent!" Claudia cheered, raising her arms triumphantly and drawing curious glances from nearby beachgoers. "We did it! We actually freed half the human race from cosmic servitude!"

"Yup! Now if I need another submissive slave I'll have to settle for girls in uncontacted tribes in the Amazon."

Claudia smacked my arm playfully. "You really have something for exotic women, don't you?"

I chuckled, tucking my phone away. "You know what's funny, though? The broadcast worked perfectly. We were everywhere, on every channel, women spent weeks sending the message to other women, and yet it barely made the news. No one seemed to care much about it, once again." I shook my head in disbelief. "We literally freed half of humanity from servitude, and it wasn't even a blip on everyone else's radar. Good thing we commanded Deborah Thomas to carry on the task no matter what future commands she'd get. Otherwise we wouldn't even know if it worked."

"That's because to everyone else, nothing changed," Claudia pointed out, lying back down and adjusting her sunglasses. "The world just kept spinning like it always has." She reached for my hand, intertwining her fingers with mine. "And maybe that's better. Can you imagine the chaos if we'd actually freed everyone?"

I laughed, imagining myself being interrogated by stern-faced politicians about my cosmic ownership of women. "Yeah, I guess you're right. Better this way." I squeezed her hand. "Though sometimes I still can't believe it all happened. It feels like a twisted dream. Do you think that damn plastic Scepter of Dominion had something to do with it?"

"Who knows?" Claudia shrugged. "Maybe it was the scepter, maybe it was some cosmic entity with a twisted sense of humor, maybe it was just random chance. Does it matter?" She rolled onto her side to face me. "What matters is what you did with that power in the end."

I nodded, feeling a weight lift from my shoulders that had been there for months. "I guess you're right. And hey, at least I got a girlfriend and a game development deal out of it."

"And I got a boyfriend who technically owned me for a while," Claudia teased. "Not many women can put that on their dating resume." She seemed almost saddened by it, like she had lost something.

Claudia leaned over and kissed me deeply, her lips warm against mine, her hand resting on my chest. When she pulled away, her eyes sparkled with mischief and something else—something almost wistful.

"This calls for a celebration," she said, her voice dropping to that husky tone that always made my stomach flip. "The game, the funding, all of it." She held my gaze, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin. "You know, it's really such a shame you can't control my mind with commands anymore. I'd love for you to mindfuck me, and just... fuck me, right here, right now. As a little gift."

I chuckled, raising an eyebrow. "A gift for me, or for you?"

"Both," she replied without hesitation, her lips curving into that smile that always made me feel like we were sharing some delicious secret. "Definitely both."

I sighed, glancing around at the families and couples scattered across the beach. "We could try classic hypnosis, I guess. Maybe Renee could teach me her techniques. She seems to have a knack for getting into your head even without cosmic powers."

"Yeah, maybe," Claudia agreed, but I could hear the disappointment in her voice. Then suddenly, her eyes widened, and I could almost see the adrenaline rush hit her system—her pupils dilated, her breathing quickened, and she sat up straighter, gripping my arm. "Wait. Wait a second."

"What?" I asked, intrigued by the sudden intensity in her expression. "What are you thinking about?"

"You still own all women, right? I mean, on paper at least. People still recognize you as the Owner, even if you can't command us anymore."

"Yeah, I guess. So?" I wasn't following her logic. "Where are you going with this?"

"It means that whatever magic made you the owner of all women, it's still at work. You just locked your ability to command women away." She bit her lower lip, her eyes never leaving mine. "So maybe... maybe it means that..." She hesitated, as if testing the idea even as she spoke it. "That if I offer myself to you, I could be yours again."

I stared at her, surprised and a bit shocked. "Are you serious? You want to go back to being... owned?"

"Yes," she said firmly, though I could see her swallow hard. "And it would be fine because I want it. I've realized I... I miss it. Not the global ownership thing—that was messed up. But between us? Just us? I want it back."

I studied her face, searching for any sign of doubt or hesitation. "Are you absolutely sure about this? This isn't just some beach vacation impulse?"

She nodded solemnly, then straightened her back and declared in a clear voice: "I, Claudia Moreno, offer myself completely to Oliver Moore." She crossed her fingers playfully, but her eyes remained intense, almost burning into mine.

We both looked around, as if expecting some cosmic sign or shift in the universe. Nothing happened. I gestured wordlessly, raising my eyebrows in question.

She shook her head, disappointment creeping into her expression.

Before she could say anything else, I decided to complete the ritual. "I accept you as mine, Claudia Moreno."

The change was subtle but unmistakable. Claudia's body seemed to relax and tense simultaneously, her eyes widening in surprise before a slow, delighted grin spread across her face. "Holy shit," she whispered. "Command me to do something. Quick."

I was skeptical, but curious. Looking around to make sure no one was paying too much attention to us, I leaned in close. "Show me your tits. Right now."

Claudia's cheeks flushed crimson, but without hesitation, she reached behind her back, untied her bikini top, and flashed me briefly before quickly covering herself again. She gasped, her eyes wide with shock and unmistakable arousal.

"I couldn't resist," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. "I felt it again—how you obviously own me. It feels so normal, so right. I remember being free, but now I'm having trouble understanding what that even meant. Like, why wouldn't I belong to you? It's just... obvious."

I stared at her in amazement, feeling that familiar surge of power and responsibility. "This is incredible," I murmured. "But are you okay with this? Really okay?"

Claudia squeezed my hand, her eyes shining with certainty. "I'm more than okay with this," she assured me. "Obviously, now that you own me again, I'm like, casually totally okay with it." She laughed, a sound that carried on the ocean breeze. "But the weird thing is, I remember being okay with it even when I was free, whatever that means. It's like... I wanted this all along."

I felt a complicated mixture of emotions—happiness for myself, for her getting what she wanted, but also a twinge of sadness. Now that she was under the effects of my weird power again, she didn't seem to fully grasp why it had mattered for her to be free, or why it mattered for other women. I realized with a sinking feeling that if I ever found a loophole to take control of all women again, she probably wouldn't object.

Claudia nudged me with her elbow, reading my expression perfectly. "Relax, Oliver. I do remember it all, and why it mattered." She grinned mischievously. "Kinda," she added playfully, elbowing me again. "I'm still me, you know. Just... yours."

A thought occurred to me suddenly. "Claudia, I command you to be free again if you ever catch me attempting to get control of women in a way your free self would disapprove of. I command you to remain under the effects of this command no matter future commands. This command cannot be deleted in any way."

She blinked, surprised. "I'm... not sure I understand completely, but obviously I accept." She tilted her head. "If it makes you feel better, I'll keep you in check."

I pulled out my phone and opened YouTube, quickly finding one of the many reposts of my broadcast. I handed the phone to her, the first frame frozen on my nervous face standing in the White House press room.

Claudia stared at the screen, then back at me, her expression serious. "Are you sure about this? Right now, I'm fully yours to command, with no restrictions. And I'm fine with it." Her fingers hovered over the play button. "More than fine."

"You'll still be free to obey my commands if you want to," I reminded her. "You can keep enjoying the mind control we both like so much. It'll just be your choice again."

"Still..." She seemed hesitant as her thumb hovered above the screen.

"Watch it," I commanded firmly. "Now."

She obeyed immediately, her eyes fixed on my phone as the video played. I turned away, enjoying the sun on my face and the wind in my hair, listening to the distant crash of waves and the muffled sound of my own voice coming from the phone's speakers.

When the video ended, Claudia handed the phone back to me. We stared at each other for a long moment, and then, simultaneously, we broke into matching grins.

"Did it work?" I asked, even though I already knew the answer.

"Try me," she challenged, her eyes sparkling.

"I... Erm..." I realized I didn't really know what to make her do that I would know for sure she wouldn't want to do... I looked around and noticed a kid busy crafting an impressive sandcaslte a bit farther along the shore. "I command you to destroy that kid's sandcastle and laugh about it. And tell him it was a crappy sandcastle anyway."

"Seriously?" She asked me, giving me a look. "That's horrible." She laughed. "No way!"

I sigh in relief. "Good."

She rolled her eyes at me. "I guess I'm free again, then." She leaned in, kissing me deeply, and I felt her smile against my lips. "Kinda," she added playfully.

"Claudia, I command you to lie on your back in the sand, on your towel," I said, my voice low. "Remain perfectly still, unable to move. And be so horny for my cock that you can't think about anything else."

She immediately complied, stretching out on her towel, her body going rigid. Her chest rose and fell rapidly with her breathing, and her pupils dilated until her eyes were almost black.

"Please," she moaned, her voice strained. "Please fuck me, Oliver. I need you inside me. Oh... Fuck!" Her voice grew louder, drawing glances from nearby beachgoers. "Please, I'm begging you. I need your cock so badly."

I positioned myself between her legs, pulling her bikini bottom aside and entering her in one smooth motion. She was already wet, her body responding to my command with perfect obedience. I fucked her right there on the beach, her moans growing louder with each thrust, her body trembling but remaining motionless as I'd commanded.

People walked past, some averting their eyes, others watching for a moment before continuing on their way. No one intervened or seemed particularly shocked. After all, I was just a guy playing with his toy. And even though they didn't know it, it was the only toy I still really owned—the only one I'd ever need.

The End
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Here’s a sneak peek of Shared Custody

His voice was the only thing I could focus on as he slowly whispered suggestions into my ear, each one sending me deeper and deeper.

I could still feel the world around me, hear the fridge whirring in the kitchen, and the occasional sound of cars driving by. But it all seemed so distant, so insignificant compared to the soft, soothing sound of his voice. It was as if nothing else mattered apart from that voice, those suggestions, and my willingness to comply. He had done it, I thought to myself. He had taken away all of my control, all of my free will. For all I cared, he was my god, and I was his puppet. I was so fucking wet.

It had taken months to get here. I'd never been one to give up control to such a level before. Even though I'd fantasized about it, I'd never believed I could ever do it for real and never thought I'd trust someone enough. But Simon and I had been together for over five years now, and the trust was there. I had no problem submitting myself entirely to his control. When I had shared the fantasy with him, he had been surprised to start with, but in the end, he agreed that if it's what I really wanted, he'd be willing to give it a try. He'd been studying erotic hypnosis ever since.

I could only hear his trembling voice, and I could tell he was just as excited about what was happening as I was. It felt strange how I could still think freely, but the thoughts themselves kept dissolving before they could take shape, leaving only the voice. That incredible, hypnotic voice. And I was so fucking wet.

"Now..." his voice said slowly before he paused and took a deep, nervous breath. I am going to count down from five to zero, and when I reach zero, you will wake up, and once awake..."

I could feel my heart beating faster, my mind racing with anticipation, my clit throbbing, so fucking wet... While we had discussed what we were both comfortable with, he had kept the details from me. I had no idea of what he was going to do, and the thrill of not knowing sent chills down my spine.

"You'll find it obvious and completely normal to offer sexual relief when you suspect it may be desired, in the way you believe it might be desired, and if there's no objection to your offer, you will go through with the act, no matter how inappropriate it may seem to you under different circumstances."

I could feel my breathing getting deeper and heavier, and I could hear him breathing more heavily as well. The thought of him getting aroused by what was happening made me even more aroused, and by now, I was so wet it was starting to drip onto my thigh. I had always had trouble letting go of my inhibitions and had found myself stuck fantasizing about situations I was never brave enough to experience in reality. I was often so self-conscious that even vanilla sex sometimes felt too stressful. But now I was finally going to get the opportunity to let go and just let him enjoy my body without worrying about anything.

"You'll find providing such sexual relief just as normal and unremarkable as shaking someone's hand in greeting. There'll be no judgment, no moral dilemmas; it will simply be a service you'll offer and provide. It won't be a sexual act in the sense of being pleasurable or enjoyable to you, but rather just an act of assistance, an act of charity."

His words were echoing inside my head as my mind went wild, imagining what I was about to do to him. I was so fucking wet.

"Now, I'll count down from five to zero," he said, "and once I do, you'll open your eyes and wake up, and all of these suggestions will take effect immediately. Do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling his instructions taking root inside me, and he started the countdown.

"Five... four... three... two... one... and zero. Now awaken with all of these suggestions firmly imprinted in your subconscious mind and your body ready to carry them out."

I slowly opened my eyes and looked around the room. I saw Simon standing by the bed with his usual messy blond hair and his cute freckled face. I smiled and stretched, still in a bit of a daze. "Well, that was different," I said. I had been hypnotized by Simon before, but this was the first time it had felt so... real. "I can't remember a trance ever feeling that strong."

He chuckled. "It seems like the practice has paid off. So, how do you feel? Are you ok? Do you remember the suggestions I gave you?"

I sat up and tried to gather my thoughts. "Yeah, I remember, I think. Something about offering myself sexually. Not that I ever need to be hypnotized to do that."

He laughed. "Really? Seems like it worked then..."

Did it, though? Providing sexual relief was just a nice, helpful thing to do. Wasn't it? No big deal. I shrugged and stood up. I could tell by the way he was fidgeting that he was getting turned on, and the bulge growing in his pants was pretty hard to miss. "Do you need me to help you with that?" I asked, nodding toward his erection.

His face flushed. "I... uh, well, yeah, I guess so," he mumbled.

I smiled. "Hand? Mouth? Pussy?" I asked casually. Why did I ever have any reservations about doing this? "Or we can give anal a shot if you want. I'm up for anything." Of course, I was. How could I not be?

He looked at me, his eyes wide with surprise, and I could see his erection growing even bigger, his cock straining against his pants.

"Anal then?" I said and started to take off my jeans. "I took a shower just before the session, so I should be clean." I took them off, followed by my panties. I was about to remove my top when I noticed him standing there, transfixed on me. I chuckled and shook my head. "Want me or not?" I asked, chuckling. He really must have done a number on me if he was having such a hard time believing I was serious. Me, on the other hand... I was just happy to be of service.

"Oh, I want you, alright," he said, his voice trembling with excitement. He quickly took his pants off and stood in front of me, his cock rock hard and throbbing, waiting impatiently. "I'm just slowly wrapping my head around the fact that this is really happening."

I smiled, took off my top, and sat on the edge of the bed, my large natural tits hanging heavily. "Well, believe me, it's happening, and it's not going to be any more real later, so you better take this chance."

Who was I kidding? Of course, there'd be other chances. I was always ready to provide relief.

Before I had time to finish that thought, I could feel his hands on my shoulders as he pushed me back into a lying position on the couch.

I entered my cubicle, still panting from the run I just had to take to make it to the office on time. I dropped my bag next to my desk and slumped down in my chair, trying to calm my breathing and my heart. How could I have forgotten to set my alarm last night? I was usually the first one at work. Simon didn't help either, insisting on putting me under to remove my suggestions before I ventured out in the wild, so to speak. There was just no time for that, so I was left arguing with him about it and then rushing off. I told him I'd be careful and avoid any situation that would trigger the suggestions. It wasn't like hypnosis was supposed to make me do things I wouldn't want to do, anyway. Besides, I really didn't get why it got him so worried.

I was just starting to calm down when I heard a knock on the cubicle wall behind me. I turned to look and saw John leaning on the wall. The ugly fucker had his usual creepy grin on his face. "You seem a little flushed there, Ashley," he said. "Everything ok?"

I forced a smile. John had always creeped me out. There was just something about him that didn't sit right with me. He always managed to flirt with the limits of what is considered appropriate, always trying to push the boundaries but somehow always managing to stay just within the bounds of reason. "Yeah, just had a bit of trouble getting here on time," I answered, "but I'm fine."

He nodded. "That's Good to hear." He stood there for a moment, and I turned to start my computer, expecting him to leave. But when I looked back, he was still standing there—as usual, always ogling, never knowing when it was time to leave. "Anything else?" I asked, trying to sound friendly.

"Erm, yeah, actually. Curtis asked for your report on the last quarter’s sales. He needs it for the board meeting this afternoon."

I shook my head. "That's not what I meant by anything else, John," I said. "You've been leering at me since you joined the company. Enjoying the sight?"

He blushed and looked down. "Erm, sorry, I..."

"Relax," I interrupted him. "You're not in any trouble. I'm just wondering if that means you'd be interested in more." It took me a moment to even realize that what I had just said was completely out of character. Somewhere deep down, something was telling me this wasn't right. How could I be thinking about cheating on Simon and with someone like John? But that thought was quickly drowned by the calm conviction that it was perfectly reasonable to offer relief to anyone who seemed like they might enjoy it, and that's exactly what I was doing. While I didn't want to hurt my boyfriend, it felt silly that I'd let the idea of cheating on him stop me from being helpful. There wasn't anything wrong or even remarkable about providing that kind of relief. It was the most normal thing in the world.

John's eyes widened as his head shot up, and he stared at me, looking almost terrified. It was obvious he didn't believe that I was serious. "You're kidding, right? You're just fucking with me?" he asked, his voice trembling.

I sighed and moved my hands to my breasts. "Does this look like I'm fucking with you?" I said and unbuttoned my blouse, letting it fall open, exposing my boobs to him, only covered by a red bra. "I guess I normally wouldn't offer you that kind of... relief, but I've had a change of perspective." I chuckled as the absurdity of it struck me. "I guess one could say it's your lucky day. I'd suggest you don't waste the opportunity."

John's face had gone white. He was just staring at my boobs, mouth gaping. "I..."

"What do you want?" I said, unhooking the front clip on my bra. I was getting tired of waiting. I had a report to write, after all, and here I was, wasting time because of his indecisiveness. "How about I let you fuck my tits? You're always staring at them. Would that work for you?"

The question finally seemed to snap him out of it, and he nodded slowly, still gaping at me.

"Then come on," I said and stood up, letting the blouse fall off my shoulders and the bra following it down to the floor. I was fully aware that my cubicle wasn't providing much in terms of privacy, anyone being able to look above the short walls, and under normal circumstances, the thought of anyone walking in and seeing me like this would have terrified me, but now it just didn't matter. "We don't have all day." I stepped toward him and reached down to unbuckle his pants, pushing them down his legs along with his underwear. His cock sprung up, hard as a rock and already dripping pre-cum. I knelt down in front of him, cupping my breasts and pushing them together, and looked up at him. "Come on, then," I said. "Fuck my tits."

He didn't have to be told twice. He placed a hand on my shoulder to keep his balance and started thrusting his cock between my breasts as I spat on them and squeezed them together around his shaft. His thrusts were short and quick, and his breathing was already heavy. "Oh god, Ashley, this is so hot. I've dreamed of doing this for so long."

"Have you?" I asked, genuinely curious about what kind of fantasies he was having about me.

"Yes," he said between gasps, his thrusting getting quicker. "Ever since I first met you... Oh fuck yes... you're always wearing these sexy tight sweaters and blouses, showing off your big tits, teasing me."

"Well, I guess you can enjoy them as much as you want now. You better take the chance while you can." I smiled as he stared down at me, a look of confusion mixed in with his pleasure. I wondered how I would feel about it when Simon had taken the suggestions away later. I had a hard time imagining feeling wrong about something so trivial.

He was grunting and gasping loudly now. "Oh fuck, Ashley. I'm going to come," he cried out, his thrusts getting erratic.

"Come on then," I insisted, increasing the pressure my tits were putting on his cock. I could feel his legs trembling as his thrusts got slower and more deliberate, and the look on his face changed into a grimace. Finally, his body tensed, and he let out a loud cry of pleasure as his cum started spurting out over my chest and face, and I kept squeezing his cock between my breasts until he collapsed against the opposite cubicle wall.

I got up and picked up a few wet wipes I had in a drawer and started to wipe myself off. Now that I had done my part to provide him with the relief he needed, I was suddenly a bit more conscious about being caught. I was just finishing cleaning up and was putting on my bra again when John finally got his pants up and buckled.

He seemed about to leave without a word when he stopped and turned around. "What did you mean that I better take the chance while I can?"

I frowned, looking at him as I buttoned my blouse up. I could feel the conflict building inside. "Well, I've had a change of perspective, like I said, but it won't last, so... you know, carpe diem."

"What kind of change of perspective?"

I clenched my teeth. I didn't want to tell him about my boyfriend hypnotizing me. That was private. But... "Does it turn you on, the idea that what I just did was out of character? Do you like the idea that I'm under some kind of influence, that I'm doing it because I was told to?" I asked. "Do you like the idea that I've lost control?"

"Have you?" he asked, his voice trembling again. He clearly did.

"My boyfriend and I are into hypnosis," I said, finding it easy to share the information now that I knew it would be exciting to him. "He put me under and gave me some suggestions. One of those suggestions was to offer sexual relief to whoever seemed like they wanted it, so..." I shrugged. "You can consider it an unusual one-nightstand if you want."

He stared at me. "Why are you telling me all this?" he asked.

"Because you're a creep," I said and smiled when I saw him cringe. "And because I think you like the idea of me being out of control."

"And... if it turns me on, you're ok with telling me about it?"

I chuckled. "I'm okay doing whatever you like if it turns you on, John," I said, "until the suggestions are removed."

"And your husband was alright letting you loose like this?" he said. "Is he into that kind of thing?"

"Oh God no, he wanted to take the suggestions away before I left, but I didn't have time. I was already late for work. I always liked the idea of being a fuck toy for everyone, but it was supposed to remain a fantasy limited to our bedroom, I guess..."

John seemed to be processing the information I had given him. "So... if I asked you to do something else for me..."

I rolled my eyes. "I've just told you, John, I'm fine with anything you want to do. As long as it's sexual, of course."

He nodded slowly and stood there silently, seemingly thinking, his face tense. "That hypnosis stuff..." he said, gulping as he paused. "I like that idea."

Of course, he did. The pervert. "And?" I asked. "What are you getting at?" He really seemed to need help getting to the point. Though I should have, I felt no discomfort leading him to the horrifying conclusion that was obviously running through his head and mine.

"It'd be hot if I could hypnotize you."

Finally, there it was. I could feel a new wave of objections deep down. Maybe that was the silent observer hypnotists sometimes talk about, the part of the subject's mind that's always there, that's always observing, and always has objections. Wasn't it supposed to be safeguarding me, to prevent unwanted suggestions from taking hold? It certainly wasn't doing that now, or at least it felt like it was failing miserably. The idea of letting my disgusting creep of a coworker try to hypnotize me and give me suggestions should have repulsed me and should have horrified me, but it just didn't. I wanted to satisfy his desires, and this was obviously something he desired. Again, no big deal, right?

"It took us a while to get that right, though," I said. "Months, actually."

He seemed defeated for a moment.

"But Simon put a trigger on me," I said. "It makes it easier for him to get me into a trance. Do you know anything about hypnotic triggers?"

He nodded. "A bit, yes. I've... read a little about hypnosis."

Read a little... More likely, he had masturbated furiously to every story he could find online about evil men hypnotizing young women to do their bidding.

"I can tell you the trigger, and then all you have to do is to try to put me under and give me some suggestions."

"Really?" he asked, his eyes wide.

"Really," I answered. "But I'd recommend you be careful about what you try and make me do. I don't think you'd like the attention you'll get if I start acting too out of character."

"You mean like titfucking a random coworker in your cubicle?" He grinned.

I cleared my throat. "Touché," I said. "I guess Simon and I haven't been as smart as we thought about that, so, you know, heads up."

His grin widened as he nodded. "What's the trigger?"

"Simon's idea, so it's kinda cheesy," I said and rolled my eyes. "Let me write it down. I don't wanna put myself under."

"Do it!" I heard him say as I was writing it down. I looked at him, his eyes wide with anticipation, the bulge in his pants obvious.

I smiled and opened my mouth. "Delightful dreams..." I said and immediately felt the trigger take effect. I could feel myself falling backward, falling into a trance.
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The Box

When Alex and his sexy step-sister Jenna discover a magical box that transfers the properties of anything placed inside to Jenna, he can't resist wielding its power to transform her into his ultimate fantasy.

The Loyalty Ray

When a ray accidentally turns shapeshifting superhero Volt Vixen into a loyal plaything for a random nerd, he seizes the power to build a harem of superwomen.

Carnal Courtesy

Steven's life turns into a nonstop parade of women offering themselves to him, turning every encounter into a hot, surreal fantasy—but as the offers pile up, he starts to wonder: how much of this is a dream, and how much is a curse?

Mirrored

When Lily touches a mysterious diamond, she becomes an empty vessel, mirroring the desires and emotions of anyone nearby, spiraling into a chaotic journey where owning mindless slaves proves tragically complex.
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