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Chapter 1

The bar wasn’t much, but it was home—or at least the closest Felix Greene had to one. Its dim lighting cast shadows that hid the peeling wallpaper and sticky floors, and the music, a predictable rotation of classic rock, was loud enough to drown out most of the bar's flaws. It was the kind of place that catered to the disenchanted, the lonely, and the cheap-beer aficionados. Felix ticked all three boxes.

He sat hunched over the far corner of the bar, nursing a lukewarm pint of lager. His reflection stared back at him in the mirror behind the shelves of mismatched liquor bottles: unremarkable brown hair that never lay flat, a soft jawline he blamed on his diet of takeout and vending machine snacks, and glasses that had been in style maybe ten years ago. A hoodie and jeans completed the look—functional, forgettable, and utterly devoid of charm. Felix was the sort of guy who blended into the background, even when he didn’t mean to. An attribute that was especially undesirable in a city like Los Angeles, with all its celebrities and actresses.

“Another one, Felix?” asked Angie, the bartender, who always had a tone that was halfway between friendly and pitying. She had her dark curls pulled into a loose bun tonight, and the silver ring in her nose caught the light as she wiped down the counter.

“Sure,” he replied, forcing a smile. “Why not?”

Angie grabbed a fresh pint glass, filling it with practiced ease. She set it in front of him with a soft clink and leaned on the counter. “You ever think of maybe, I don’t know, going somewhere else? Might do you good. New faces and all.”

Felix chuckled, but it came out more as a snort. “I don’t think the faces are the problem, Angie.”

“You’re too hard on yourself.” She straightened up and glanced toward the other end of the bar, where a group of rowdy twenty-somethings was ordering shots. “But hey, what do I know? I’m just the girl who watches you drink the same beer three nights a week.”

Three nights? Was it only three? It felt like more. Felix watched her walk away, then turned his attention back to his drink.

The truth was, Angie wasn’t wrong. A change of scenery might’ve been good for him, but the problem with starting over was that he’d still be himself—Felix Greene, 34, perpetually single, stuck in a job fixing tech problems for people who didn’t even know how to clear their browser cache. He was decent at his job, even good, but nothing about it sparked joy. And when he wasn’t working, his life was a monotonous loop of bars, TV dinners, and online gaming with strangers whose avatars were far more attractive than he’d ever be in real life.

The door swung open, letting in a gust of cold air and the faint hum of the city beyond. Felix glanced up from his drink, and there she was. She wasn’t just attractive—she was magnetic, the kind of woman who seemed to demand attention without saying a word. Felix had seen plenty of women walk into bars, but this one was different. There was a presence about her, something that made her seem both out of place and completely at home, like she was the only real thing in a room full of static.

Her dirty blonde hair fell in soft waves that framed a face both delicate and sharp, with high cheekbones and lips painted the deep red of expensive wine. Her slim figure was wrapped in a short, form-fitting black dress, the fabric clinging to her like it was made for her alone. Her long legs, perfectly toned, ended in a pair of heels that looked as deadly as they were stylish. She walked with a fluid elegance, like she was gliding through the dingy bar rather than stepping into it. A faint shimmer caught the light on her dress, adding an almost ethereal quality to her presence.

Felix’s grip on his pint tightened. He didn’t mean to stare, but it was impossible not to. She was a walking contradiction to everything this bar stood for—a jewel dropped into a pile of coal. His mind began to race, imagining how she might have wandered in here, of all places. A wrong turn? Meeting someone? The idea of approaching her flitted through his head, only to be immediately quashed by a wave of self-doubt.

He took another gulp of his beer, attempting to focus on anything else, but his eyes kept betraying him, darting back to her. She was leaning against the bar now, her body language aloof and untouchable. Her perfectly manicured fingers curled around a martini glass, and she sipped it with a poise that made Felix painfully aware of his own hunched posture and chipped pint glass.

The pressure of the moment became too much. He needed a break from his own awkwardness. With a sigh, Felix slid off his barstool and made his way to the bathroom, weaving between tables and chairs. The flickering fluorescent light above the sink buzzed annoyingly as he washed his hands and tried to compose himself. What are you even thinking? Someone like that wouldn’t give you the time of day.

As he pushed the door open to leave, it happened. She was standing there, her phone in hand, her expression distracted but undeniably irritated as she nearly collided with him. Felix froze, caught off guard by her sudden proximity.

“Uh, sorry,” he stammered, stepping back. Up close, she was even more breathtaking, her scent—a mix of jasmine and something citrusy—lingering in the air between them.

She didn’t smile. Didn’t even look directly at him. “Watch where you’re going, you fat piece of shit” she said briskly, her voice low and smooth but edged with impatience. Without waiting for a response, she stepped around him, her heels clicking sharply on the tile floor.

Felix turned, dumbfounded, watching her retreat down the hallway. His stomach sank, a familiar cocktail of embarrassment and self-loathing bubbling up. He could still feel the heat of the encounter, but her cold dismissal left him frozen in place. She hadn’t even spared him a second glance.

He sighed, dragging a hand through his hair as he trudged back to his seat. For the second time that night, he wished he could disappear into the background entirely.

Felix watched her return to her seat at the bar, her heels clicking like a metronome that matched the rhythm of his quickening pulse. She was perched now on a barstool, legs crossed, her martini glass spinning lazily between her fingers as she scrolled on her phone. The dismissal replayed in his head like a bad echo. It wasn’t just her words—it was the way she had said them, like he was less than an afterthought.

He wasn’t used to confrontation, but something in him stirred. Maybe it was the beer, or maybe it was years of swallowing his pride, but tonight, Felix had had enough. His feet carried him before his brain could catch up, and suddenly he was standing next to her at the bar.

“Excuse me,” he said, his voice steadier than he’d expected.

She glanced up, one perfectly sculpted eyebrow arched in mild annoyance. “What?”

Felix cleared his throat. “Look, I get that you’re... obviously having a bad day or whatever, but I don’t think I deserved to be talked to like that back there.”

Her lips curled into a smirk, as if she found his bravery mildly amusing. “Oh? And what makes you think I care?” Her tone was cool, dismissive. She took another sip of her drink, her attention already drifting back to her phone.

Felix felt his frustration rise. “You don’t have to care. But an apology would be the decent thing to do.”

At this, she set her glass down, the sound sharp against the counter. For a moment, she studied him, her eyes narrowing. “You know, you’ve got some nerve coming up to me like this.” Felix half-expected her to launch into an apology right about now, but no such luck. “I don’t owe you anything, you little weasel”, she continued.

Anger rose up in Felix. His life might have been a string of disappointments when it came to women, but never had he been so humiliated. He was usually a decent, well-mannered guy, but thought popped into his head that he was not able to stop.

You stupid little bitch, he thought to himself. I demand that you be attracted to me, I would deserve it for just once in my life.

Almost immediately, something in her demeanor shifted. Her posture relaxed, and the hard edge in her gaze softened. “On second thought, it is quite impressive that you approached me like that, that has never happened to me”, she said. “I like that.”

Felix blinked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly. “Uh, what?”

She leaned in slightly, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his heart race. “Most guys don’t have the guts to stand up to me. It’s... refreshing.”

Felix could barely believe what was happening. A moment ago, she’d brushed him off like he was invisible. Now, her attention was fully on him, and the shift was so dramatic it felt surreal.

“I—uh—” he stammered, trying to process her sudden change in tone.

She smiled, a slow, deliberate curve of her lips that made his brain short-circuit. “So, tell me, Mr. Demanding-An-Apology, do you have a name?”

“It’s Felix,” he managed, his voice cracking slightly.

“Well, Felix,” she purred, resting her chin on her hand, “I think you’ve earned yourself a little more of my attention.”

Felix felt his face flush. He wasn’t sure if this was a dream or if he’d just stumbled into some bizarre alternate reality, but for the first time in a long time, he didn’t feel invisible. And it terrified him just as much as it thrilled him.

“An... and what is your name?”, he managed to ask.

“Lisa”, she introduced herself.

Where had this sudden change in attitude come from? The look on her face, her body language, everything had switched 180 degrees.

Felix could hardly believe it as she took his hand and led him toward a booth in the corner. The dim light cast shadows on her sharp features, making her smile seem even more enigmatic. Her heels clicked against the floor as she walked ahead, the sway of her hips making it impossible for Felix to think straight.

They slid into the booth, her on one side, him awkwardly across from her. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table, her fingers interlaced under her chin. The neckline of her dress dipped slightly, and Felix forced himself to look at her face instead.

"So," she began, her voice low and smooth, "what's a guy like you doing in a place like this? You don’t exactly blend in with the regulars." Her eyes sparkled, the faintest hint of mischief in them.

Felix fumbled for a response. "I—I come here a lot. It’s, uh, low-key. Good beer, cheap food, that kind of thing." He cringed inwardly. Great. Real smooth.

She chuckled, a melodic sound that sent a shiver down his spine. "Low-key, huh? You don’t seem like the type who likes attention."

"I’m not," Felix admitted. He sipped his beer for courage. "You don’t exactly seem like someone who belongs here either."

Her smile widened, and she leaned in closer, her hair brushing against her shoulder. "Maybe I like slumming it sometimes. Keeps things... interesting." Her eyes lingered on him, making Felix’s pulse thrum in his ears.

The conversation flowed easier than Felix expected. She asked him about his work—he was hesitant to describe the dull world of IT tech support, but she seemed genuinely curious. Her fingers toyed with the edge of her glass, her gaze flicking between his eyes and his lips as she spoke. When she laughed, she touched his arm, and Felix felt heat radiate from the spot where her fingers brushed him.

“You’re different,” she said at one point, her voice soft but teasing. “Most guys would’ve just sulked after what happened earlier. But you—” She leaned back, crossing her legs under the table. “You’re full of surprises.”

Felix wasn’t sure if this was real. His brain kept searching for some catch, some explanation for why someone like her was giving him the time of day. But he couldn’t deny how good it felt.

After a couple of drinks and more flirtatious banter, Felix found out that Lisa was 20 years old, had recently graduated high school and had worked as a model until she would eventually decide on what she wanted to study.

As they finished another round, she leaned forward again, her eyes locking onto his. “So, Felix,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “are you going to keep me here all night, or do you have a better idea?”

Felix blinked, his mind racing. Even after some time had passed, he still couldn’t help but feel like this was some sort of trap. Maybe a prank for a TV show? Why would a gorgeous woman like this be interested in him, let alone proposition him so aggressively? It did not add up.

Yet again, it was a chance to good to pass up. What if this was a hoax? After what had happened earlier, Felix could hardly get more humiliated, so why not take the off-chance?

Finally, he answered: “Well, uh, my place is... just across the street.”

She smirked. “How convenient.”


Chapter 2

As they crossed the street to his apartment—it’s proximity being one of many advantages the bar they just left had—Felix became increasingly conscious about the sorry state of the place he was leading Lisa into.

His apartment wasn’t much—just a single room with a kitchenette on one side and a futon that doubled as his bed on the other. A desk cluttered with empty soda cans and tangled wires sat against the wall, and piles of laundry occupied more floor space than he cared to admit.

Felix hesitated in the doorway, suddenly self-conscious. “It’s not exactly—uh—guest-ready,” he said, scratching the back of his neck.

She stepped inside, her heels clicking against the linoleum, and took in the chaos. “Wow,” she said, a smirk playing on her lips. “You weren’t kidding.”

“Yeah, sorry about the mess,” Felix mumbled, shoving a stack of old pizza boxes off the futon to make room.

But she didn’t seem fazed. In fact, she laughed—a rich, genuine sound—and turned to him, her eyes sparkling. “Relax, Felix. I didn’t come here for the decor.”

She was suddenly very close to him. He could smell her perfume over the feint odor of alcohol that surrounded both of them. Lisa looked up at him with her gorgeous blue eyes.

“What would you like me to do, Daddy?”, she whispered in his ear.

Felix was taken aback. Hearing that word coming out of her sweet little mouth sent shivers down his spine. Not once in his life had he been addressed like that, let alone by someone as breathtakingly beautiful as Lisa was.

After years of feeling invisible and unloved, she gave him an intense rush of confidence. He still had no idea where all of this was coming from and her sudden and unexplainable change of attitude still nagged him in the back of his brain.

But there was no use mulling over the if, buts and maybes. Felix was here right now, with a stunning woman, who apparently wanted nothing more than to sleep with him, so who was he to turn her down?

Lisa had apparently sensed his hesitation. “Daddeee”, she repeated, stretching each syllable and giving him a wanting look.

She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck. Felix’ heartbeat skyrocketed. Holding her felt amazing, her body was warm and tight against his.

Finally, he decided to take charge. Felix grabbed her by the waist and pulled her towards him. Their faces were only inches apart now. “Take off your clothes”, he commanded firmly.

Without delay, Lisa obeyed, lifting the hem of her short dress high enough to reveal black lace panties underneath. She was wearing black lace stockings as well, topped off by her incredible stiletto heels. “Keep the heels on”, he demanded. If she wanted to be obedient, Felix figured, he might as well run with it.

Her hands went back up, sliding beneath the straps of her dress. Slowly, she removed it completely. Next, she undid her bra clasps and let it drop onto the ground.

Two firm mounds sprung into view. There was no question about it, she possessed exquisite tits. They were big and firm, and proudly stood atop her chest.

Her nipples looked like hard little pebbles, fully erect from her evident excitement. Her small pink areolas framed them perfectly, creating a very alluring sight.

Lisa stepped away from Felix briefly, then proceeded to slip off her thing, leaving nothing but sheer pleasure for her “daddy”. She was naked, except for the stockings and heels.

Goddamn, what a view, Felix thought. Not only that, she continued starting directly at him throughout the entire striptease, never taking her gaze away from him even for a split-second.

She appeared mesmerized, captivated, hypnotized. Felix was astonished. He didn’t expect things to turn out quite so rapidly. To see such a gorgeous creature strip for his was truly incredible.

“How else can I please you, daddy”, asked Lisa, looking eager. Felix suddenly felt quite self-conscious again, wearing a rugged t-shirt, jeans, and being sweaty as well...

Still, he pressed onward. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. He was wearing boxers underneath and his erection sprang free once the fabric came off.

Felix hoped she wouldn’t mind his icky state, but she did not seem to care. Quickly, she got on her knees...

Exactly where Felix wanted her to go. His cock was already oozing precum before even entering her mouth. Without waiting any longer, she licked the tip of his penis while stroking its length.

Finally, she took it into her mouth. Lisa sucked his cock hungrily, eager to satisfy his every desire. It felt divine. His entire lower half was tingling. There wasn’t a single nerve ending that didn’t seem alive with sensation.

“Suck it harder!”, he instructed gruffly. She complied instantly, opening her throat and swallowing most of his shaft. “Mmmmm...”, she moaned softly.

Meanwhile, Felix gripped her head with both hands and rammed himself into her mouth forcefully. All that exertion left him panting heavily, causing droplets of sweat to fall onto her pretty face.

A lot more quickly than anticipated, Felix found himself nearing climax. He couldn’t hold back anymore. But that would ruin the fun too fast.

So, rather than ejaculate right away, he stopped thrusting into her mouth and held her head steady instead. Through gritted teeth, he told her to stop and stand up.

Lisa followed suit immediately. Almost mechanically, he pushed her forward, forcing her down onto the futon. She was kneeling there on all fours on top of his filthy mattress.

She looked so submissive and obedient. Felix could not help himself, he lifted his right hand and brought it down hard on her ass cheek.

Crack! It echoed loudly throughout the room. Her pale skin flared red almost instantly. Yet, despite the punishment, Lisa showed no signs of anger or disappointment.

Instead, it seemed like that slap excited her, giving her a surge of adrenaline and increasing her lust. Felix slapped her other ass cheek too, causing the same effect.

Again and again, he spanked her, each blow becoming increasingly loud. Finally, he moved in front of her and placed his fingers between her legs.

They slipped easily into her pussy. It was incredibly wet, almost dripping. His fingertips slid smoothly across her swollen inner walls.

“You’re leaking... are you ready for daddy? Do you want my dick deep inside of you?”, he asked. Without missing a beat, Lisa responded affirmatively, nodding furiously as she continued to breathe heavily.

Felix looked down on her. “I bet you wanna be fucked really hard, huh?” Again, she simply nodded. Apparently, she desired rough treatment, which suited him just fine.

Eager to get started, Felix positioned his penis at her entrance and began pushing. He moved her a bit to one side, spreading her open slightly wider. Immediately afterwards, his cock plunged inside her.

“AHHHH”, screamed Lisa. At last, he filled her completely. Overjoyed, he grabbed her hips with his hands, quickly establishing a rhythm.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Clapping noises soon erupted as her pelvis met hers repeatedly. As much as he enjoyed fucking her, hearing those claps spurred him on even further.

Everything else faded away, he focused exclusively on his task. Faster and faster, harder and harder. It became an intense blur of sensations. Her pussy grew juicier and warmer, squeezing him tighter.

“Oh yes, daddy, fuck me hard. Am I a good girl?”, Lisa screamed, apparently in absolute ecstasy.

Felix’s responses were blunt and straightforward. “Yeah! You like getting fucked, don’t you, slut?” He had never made such dirty talk before, but with Lisa, it felt right, she clearly wanted him, for whatever reason. Felix couldn’t care less right now.

He felt extremely empowered. In fact, it turned him on even more. To think he owned that young hottie and could make her behave however he saw fit.

Maybe he deserved such a hot piece of ass after all. Perhaps he really was a “real man”, when given a chance. Only this chance occurred on very rare occasions, he lamented internally.

Just keep fucking, he thought, as all conscious reasoning vanished again. Yet another cry of pleasure escaped Lisa’s lips, reverberating the otherwise silent room.

More and more intensely he banged her. There was no going slow now. She came at least twice during their coupling, crying out with great abandon each time. The smell of sex permeated the air.

“Where do you want me to come?”, Felix asked, unsure about what to do when he would inevitably explode.

“Wherever you like, daddy, I am only here to please you”, she replied.

Felix grew even harder. He grabbed the back of her head and shoved her face into the dirty mattress and fucked her harder than ever before.

Finally, he arrived at that peak. Feeling his semen shooting out in massive streams and drenching her thighs. Gasping, he pulled his penis out of her and finished his orgasm while spurting on her neck and face.

Lisa accepted it all gladly, managing to catch some with her mouth and swallowing it down.

Felix collapsed on top of her, exhausted from the action, still unable to believe how well everything went. How beautiful she looked laying there on his old, filthy mattress, accepting his cum on her body. It was incredible.

While Felix still laid atop her, breathing erratically, Lisa cuddled closer, wrapping her arms around him. Even without looking, he knew she was smiling.

Felix kissed her deeply. She seemed very satisfied with the encounter as well.

“You fuck me so much better than my boyfriend”, she finally said. Felix was shocked. She had a boyfriend?! And yet, she decided to go home with him?

“Uhm”, he began. It was time to ask the question he had been dreading. “Say, Lisa, how come you went with me tonight? You didn’t seem at all interested in me to begin with...”

“I cannot really explain it...”, she said. “Something just clicked when you were standing in front of me. I had to have you, give you everything you asked.”

Felix was surprised how candid she was. Very quickly, he gathered his thoughts. “Would you do it again?”, he enquired hopefully. Lisa smiled softly and answered: “Of course I would, daddy. I loved it!”

“I hope you will keep me, I promise, I will do everything you ask of me”, she continued. It was astonishing. Apparently, Felix had put her under some sort of spell. He wondered how long it would last and if it would ever wear off. He would have to find out...


Chapter 3

For now, Felix decided to go with the flow. “Alright, Lisa, first thing I want you to do is break up with your boyfriend.” She nodded. That was easier than expected, Felix thought.

“Should I do it right now?”, she asked. Felix contemplated. It would be harsh for her to just break it off so suddenly, but then again, what did he care? Then, he got an idea.

“In a minute”, he replied. “Let’s go shower first...”

He grabbed her hand and let her to his tiny bathroom. They squeezed into the tiny shower together. As Lisa was cleaning herself off, Felix couldn’t help but gaze at her beautiful body, all wet and perfect. He could feel his cock getting hard again.

His lust was building up inside of him. Felix decided to be more forceful than before. With a quick motion, he grabbed her wrist, spun her around and bend her upper body forward. That way, her perky butt was exposed in front of him.

One smack on the left cheek. Boom! An instant reaction. “Ohhhh, daddy!”, she exclaimed happily. Two smacks on the right cheek. The red stripes his fingers made on the skin of her ass looked amazing.

Felix felt so powerful; his confidence was growing. Lisa’s perfectly shaved butthole laid bare in front of him, and he decided to go for it.

Keeping her bent over, Felix reached out for the warm water and poured it onto her anus. Lisa squirmed and moaned loudly, nearly shrieking.

“Don’t worry, baby, daddy knows best”, he reassured her. “Relax, I’ll take care of you.” Felix applied some soap to his hand and rubbed Lisa gently between her butt cheeks.

Soon, his slippery fingers found their target, penetrating Lisa’s rectum slowly.

He half-expected her to object, but it really appeared that she meant it when she said she would do everything for him. Felix wondered how far he could take it with her.

Slowly, he moved his finger in and out of her ass, eventually adding a second one into the mix.

Realizing Lisa was enjoying this, he increased the speed. Lisa gasped with delight. “What are you doing to me, daddy? You are so naughty...”

He continued fingering her, then pulled out. Instead of answering, he leaned forward and flicked his tongue against her asshole. Gently licking the droplets of water off. “Daddy! YEEESS!”, cried Lisa in approval.

Moaning sweetly, she pushed her ass against his face, almost begging him to penetrate her deeper.

And he proceeded to do exactly that. Instead of fingering her though, Felix used his tongue. Moving his head forward, he stuck his mouth onto her little starfish, wrapping his lips around it. His tongue moved deeper and deeper into her tasty ass.

Eventually, he inserted his index finger into her vagina while continuing to lunge his tongue into her sphincter hole, leaving both her holes filled at once.

Pounding her cunt from behind, he continued to tongue-fuck her rectum. Suddenly, as if coming out of a dream, Lisa yelled: “Fuck yes! Cummminggg! Fuck my ass, daddy!”

Hearing those words being uttered by this innocent-looking young woman sent chills through Felix’s body. He loved hearing her beg him to use her as a whore.

And he did not need to be asked twice. He grabbed her by the hair, straightened her up and let her bed onto his bed. Throwing her down violently on her stomach, he mounted her, spit on his cock, and without any more warning, began to slowly push into her asshole.

She yelped loudly in pain. “Fuck me up the ass, daddy”, Lisa nevertheless told him. Was this slut actually encouraging this to happen?

That made things even easier for Felix. He started pounding her tight asshole. “AHHH, FUCK YES, DADDY”, she shouted as he slammed her into the mattress.

It felt absolutely wonderful, fucking this pretty girl’s tight little ass into oblivion. And now, it was time to launch his secret plan.

“Call your boyfriend and tell him you are breaking up with him”, he ordered her.

He could see her hesitate, but then, while he continued ramming his cock in and out of her ass, she obliged and picked up her phone. Lisa found the contact of her boyfriend, a guy called Marc, and called him.

“Hey, Marc”, she said when he answered. Her breathing was heavy and she had trouble talking. Felix could not hear what was said on the other end, but soon, Lisa said: “Listen, I don’t think we should...”, she paused momentarily to work through an orgasmic moan, “...we should see each other anymore.”

The voice on the other end suddenly started to sound agitated. Lisa was trying her best to hold back an orgasm while she answered: “Nooo, it’s not about you, it’s me...” And after a short pause: “Yes, Marc, I have met somebody else and they are giving me what I need.”

This was exquisite! As if triggered, another wave of pleasure hit Lisa, forcing her to moan loudly, which she managed to turn into coherent speech, saying: “...like real sex...” Oh fuck, thought Felix, this was so hot. He proceeded to fuck her ass without relenting.

This time, Felix could hear the yell on the other side: “What the fuck, Lisa, are you fucking this guy right now?? While you are breaking up with me? How sick are you?” This was too much for Felix. Making this loser his personal cuckold was such a turn-on.

With a couple of deep thrusts, Felix pulled Lisa’s hair back violently and buried his cock deep inside her ass. “Yes, fuck my ass, daddy”, she could not help but blurt out, definitely loud enough for poor Marc to hear.

“What?”, blasted his voice out of the tiny phone speaker. “You are letting him fuck you in the ass? You never allowed...” The rest of his complaints were drowned out by Lisa yelling on the top of her lungs.

“YES! YES! FUCK ME HARD DADDY”, she screamed as loudly as possible, completely indifferent to the fact that Marc was hearing every word.

This was too much for Felix. With another deep thrusts, he exploded inside his little fuck puppy’s ass, filling her up with his cum.

Exactly when and how the call with Marc was hung on, and by whom, Felix never knew, as he was exhausted when he pulled his cock from her gaping anus. “Press it out, slut”, he ordered her and she did as she was told. Leaning further back, the cum was dripping out of her asshole and into his open hand.

Felix spun her around and ordered her to open her mouth, where he let the cum drop into. Lisa did not hesitate and gulped his filthy semen down her throat. Then, she cleaned off the palm of his hand and finally bent down to clean off his member with her mouth.

Exhausted, they both sank onto the mattress, and it wasn’t long before they had both fallen asleep.


Chapter 4

When he woke up the next morning, Felix was sure everything that happened the night before would turn out to have been just an alcohol-fuelled fantasy. And sure enough, as he turned around, he found his tiny bed to be empty.

But sounds were emanating from the bathroom. Somebody was in the shower! Should this not have been a dream after all?

Felix got up slowly, pulled on some boxer shorts and then headed towards the shower. There she was, in all her glory. Naked as God made her, Lisa was standing underneath the hot running water, cleaning herself.

He would never get enough of that view, decided Felix. Where would he ever find another woman like that?

But just as quickly, his doubts popped back into his head as well. What exactly had happened the night before? Felix remembered cursing her in his thoughts and urging her to be attracted to him. Was that really what had done it? Had he developed or discovered some sort of superpower he possessed? And if so, would it work on other women too?

It was no use contemplating all of this now. Slowly, he opened the door to the shower and wished Lisa a good morning. Thankfully, she appeared to still be just as much into him as the night before.

Smiling, she replied: “Good morning, daddy! I hope you slept well!”

“I did, thank you, Lisa”, he replied. “Say, would you mind staying here with me for a couple of days?” Better lock her down quickly, Felix thought to himself.

“Of course, daddy!” Felix was relieved. “Since I broke up with Marc, I guess I cannot live with him anymore...”

Felix’ heart sank. They had lived together already? What had he done?

His feelings of guilt quickly dissipated though, when Lisa moved close to him and grabbed his cock. “Maybe I can pleasure you a bit before you have to go to work, daddy?”, she asks in an innocent voice.

This must be a dream, it is too good, thought Felix, but he did not object. Leaning back against the glass, he simply enjoyed as Lisa sucked his cock. She was truly spectacular at it too, taking him in for the entire length of his member and even licking and sucking on his hairy balls in between, always keeping eye contact as her beautiful hands stroked his cock.

Felix let her back to the bed, sat down on the edge and placed her kneeling in front of him, then gestured her to continue the blowjob. He lifted his legs up to give her better access and she eagerly inhaled his dick down her throat yet again, covering it in her spit and her hand played around with his balls.

Then, without him even having to ask for it, her tongue wandered downwards, past his testicles and in between his butt cheeks. What a fantastic little slut she is, Felix thought, as her tongue began to play around his sphincter, then slowly pushing inside.

With Lisa eating his ass, he always knew he would not last long. Eventually, after just a couple more minutes, he pulled her back up by her hair and shoved his member into her mouth. It was a gigantic load that he deposited down her throat. She seemed to struggle with it at first, struggling for air, but then obediently swallowed down his entire load in one go.

Pleased, Felix took quick shower himself and got dressed. That little intermezzo had made him late for work. As he hastily put on his clothes, he kissed Lisa goodbye and told her to wait for him to come home tonight.

Sitting patiently on his futon, playing with her phone, she smiled at him and just said: “I can’t wait, daddy!”


Chapter 5

The fluorescent lights of the office stung Felix’s eyes as he stepped into the building, twenty minutes later than he should have. His stomach churned as he swiped his badge at the security gate, the green light flashing with an almost mocking beep. This wasn’t the first time he’d been late, but it was the first time since Andrea had made it explicitly clear that there would be consequences for any further tardiness.

Andrea was already standing by his cubicle when he arrived. Her presence was impossible to ignore—partly because of the tension she exuded, and partly because of the striking way she carried herself. Andrea was in her early forties, but her looks defied her age. Her dark blonde hair, streaked with hints of gold, was styled into a sleek bob that framed her angular face. Her piercing blue eyes, sharp as ice, were accentuated by a touch of smoky eyeshadow, and her lips, painted in a deep crimson, were set in a hard line. She wore a tailored white blouse, the top button undone just enough to hint at a curve, and a black pencil skirt that hugged her toned figure. Stiletto heels clicked sharply against the polished floor as she crossed her arms, waiting for Felix to notice her.

“Nice of you to join us, Mr. Greene,” she said, her voice cutting through the soft hum of office noise like a whip.

Felix froze mid-step, his messenger bag dangling awkwardly from his shoulder. “Uh, Andrea. Good morning,” he said, his voice cracking slightly.

“Don’t ‘good morning’ me,” she snapped, her heels closing the distance between them in three precise steps. “Do you know what time it is?”

Felix glanced at his watch, though he already knew the answer. “I—I’m sorry. There was traffic, and—”

“Spare me the excuses,” she interrupted, her voice rising just enough to turn a few heads in nearby cubicles. She gestured him into her office. “I’ve had it with your lack of professionalism, Felix. This is the third time this month you’ve strolled in late like you own the place. Do you think the rest of us are here to pick up your slack?”

Felix swallowed hard, his palms clammy. His gaze drifted downward, avoiding her icy stare. But then, almost instinctively, an idea flickered in his mind. He remembered last night—how that Lisa had gone from disdainful to enthralled with him, seemingly on command. What if he could do it again? What if he could turn this around?

He straightened, meeting Andrea’s gaze with newfound resolve. Come on, he thought, concentrating hard. You don’t really want to yell at me. You’re attracted to me. You want to forgive me, maybe even take me out to dinner...

Andrea’s eyes narrowed, and for a moment, Felix thought he saw something shift in her expression—a flicker of hesitation, a faint blush rising to her cheeks. He decided to try his luck. Maybe it had worked and she would do as he pleased. Oh, what sweet revenge it would be.

As hard as she always was on him and as much of a pain in the ass, Felix could never help feeling incredibly attracted to Andrea.

Now was the time for payback! “Andrea, why don’t you go on your knees and suck my cock?”, he retorted brashly.

But just as quickly, her face hardened again.

“What the hell did you just say?” she demanded, stepping closer.

Felix’s confidence faltered. “I—I wasn’t—”

Before he could finish, Andrea’s palm came down hard across his cheek with a resounding slap. The office fell silent. Felix’s face burned, partly from the sting of the slap and partly from the humiliation.

“Did you just try to... what? Macho your way out of this?” Andrea hissed, her voice low but venomous. Her gaze bore into him, a mixture of disbelief and fury. “You think you can manipulate me? Do you have any idea who you’re dealing with?”

Felix stammered, words failing him entirely.

“You’re done here, Felix,” Andrea said coldly. “Pack your things and get out. Now. You can be glad if I don’t press any charges.”

Felix stood frozen, his thoughts a tangled mess of confusion, regret, and anger. Andrea didn’t wait for a response. She turned on her heel, her stilettos echoing as she marched out of her office.

The weight of her words hit Felix like a truck. Fired. Just like that. As he began to gather his belongings, the sting of her slap still fresh on his cheek, one thought echoed in his mind: What just happened?

Felix couldn’t believe it. He had been poor to start with, even with this job, his tiny apartment was testament enough of that. But what was he supposed to do now, without a job? He would not be able to afford rent. And all of that just as he had invited an incredible woman to stay with him. If anything, he needed a bigger place to live now.

What was he supposed to do?


Chapter 6

Felix wandered around the city aimlessly for several hours. Having nothing to do but to be alone with his own thoughts proved to much for him eventually and he decided to go where he always went, to “Fred’s”, the familiar bar right across the street from his apartment.

He knew that it was a bad idea, but he needed a distraction from the trainwreck he had turned his life into.

As he sat down by the bar, good old Angie was there to greet him.

Angie had the kind of beauty that stopped conversations mid-sentence. Her long, dark auburn hair fell in glossy waves over her shoulders, catching the dim bar lights with a hint of copper. Her hazel eyes sparkled with a playful energy, framed by long lashes that gave her gaze a magnetic intensity. High cheekbones and a delicate nose added an elegance to her face, but it was her full, unpainted lips—always curved into a teasing smirk—that made her seem approachable despite her striking looks. She wore a snug, red tank top paired with a short leather miniskirt that showcased her toned legs, exuding effortless confidence with just a hint of edge.

Her movements were fluid and precise, a masterclass in multitasking as she poured drinks, laughed at patrons' jokes, and deftly avoided unwanted advances. A small tattoo of a crescent moon peeked out from the inside of her wrist, adding a hint of mystery to her otherwise down-to-earth demeanor. Angie’s charm wasn’t just in her looks; it was in the way she carried herself—with a mixture of sass and warmth that made everyone feel like they had her undivided attention, even if only for a fleeting moment. She had a presence that made her booth regulars and newcomers alike linger a little longer, hoping for a chance to be in her orbit.

Felix was no different. He had been enamored with her from the very first time he came here. However, he had observed her long enough that her kindness was for every customer, and in exactly that capacity, as a customer only.

It was nice to see a friendly face though, as Felix did not feel ready to face Lisa yet. What would he tell her? That she had to move out? Would his magic, if he even had it to begin with, then disappear and he would be alone again, just this time without a job to boot?

A beer or two would not solve his problems, but Felix would be damned if he didn’t try.

“Get me a cold one”, he told Angie, and she quickly poured a beer from the tap and put it in front of him. At this time of the day, the bar was almost deserted, since most people were still at work.

“Tough day, huh?”, Angie asked. “I don’t even wanna talk about it...”, Felix replied. Angie was not one to press, she knew plenty of patrons who came here to drown their sorrows, and she knew well enough to leave them to themselves.

Felix pondered on what had happened since he had been here the day before. It was absolutely clear to him that Lisa had reacted to the thoughts he had thrown at her. There could be absolutely no question about it. She was completely dismissive one moment, and then all over him the next. That could not have been a coincidence.

Any yet, if that were true, why had it not worked on Andrea? Was there a specific formula he had to formulate in his mind?

Felix thought long and hard. What had the exact words been that he had used? Something rude like “little bitch”, he seemed to recall, and then a demand for Lisa to find him attractive. Yes, demand, he had used that word specifically. Was that the clue to all of this?

How would he be able to know? There was no other way, he had to try again to get to the bottom of this.

He looked around the room. In one corner, a lonely old man was sitting in front of a whiskey glass, across the room from him three young men were throwing darts. Certainly, no valid targets there, Felix thought to himself.

And then his gaze fell back onto Angie.

His insides churned. Why not try his magic on Angie? All he had to do was to be careful what he said after he tried. He desperately wanted to avoid another Andrea situation, especially in his favorite bar, which he would surely no longer be welcomed in if this went south...

We waited patiently for Angie to turn back around to him. Gesturing her for another beer, she filled up another pint for him and came over to place it in front of him.

This was the chance! Felix gathered all his courage and thought quickly: Go ahead, you stupid little bitch. I demand that you are attracted to me!

It immediately felt different from Andrea earlier in the day. The change was subtle, certainly a lot less noticeable than the night before with Lisa, but to be fair, she had been pretty hostile to him beforehand, while Angie was always nice to him.

But something in Angie’s body language did change, Felix could see it clearly. Or was he imagining it? In order to find out, he would have to treat carefully this time.

“Say, Angie”, he said, while she was looking like she was glued to the spot in front of him. “Did you ever think I was attractive?”

The moment of truth had come.

“Well....”, Angie began, “I had not...” Felix heart sank. Damnit, failed again! But then, she added: “But I just realized that you are quite hot actually. I wonder why I never noticed before...”

If it hadn’t been inappropriate, Felix would have jumped up and down with joy. It worked! It worked it he just used the right words! He could not believe it.

Should he press on with Angie? Now, there was no more harm with it, was there, he figured.

“Well, Angie, would you be interested in...”, he still tried to be a little bit cautious, “...action with me?”

She smiled widely at him and giggled. “Yes, sure, I would love to, daddy!”

That settled it. Never in a million years would Angie call him daddy unless she had indeed come under his weird spell. This was too awesome to believe.

“Where could we go for a little privacy then?”, he inquired, aware that his apartment was not the best choice, considering he had another woman waiting there for him.

“Wait”, Angie replied. She turned around and yelled at her colleague at the bar: “Hey, Carl, could you cover for me for a couple of minutes?”

“Sure thing, babe”, replied Carl, a rather hunky blond bartender who had so far been standing idly behind the register.

“Thank yoouuu”, chirped Angie and emerged from behind the counter. “Follow me with a bit of distance”, she whispered to Felix as she walked towards the bathrooms.

When Felix followed her a couple of steps behind, he noticed she was however not heading for one of the restrooms, but instead passed those doors and exited the building throw the back down, into the alleyway.

It was late fall and already pretty dark and the alley was deserted. A perfect place to be a little bit naughty away from prying eyes, Felix agreed.

Felix positioned himself up against the backwall of the bar, while Angie was standing patiently in front of him. “Well”, she said happily, “what sort of action were you thinking about?”

This was incredible. The second woman in as many nights was offering herself to be the willing deliverer of pleasure for him. It was still hard for Felix to fathom. But he certainly would not waste this chance either.

“Go down and suck my cock, slut”, he demanded, having gotten used to a sharper tone with Lisa.

Angie did not have to be asked twice. She dropped down into a sitting position, spreading her legs, in the process granting Felix a nice view underneath her skirt. She was wearing a sexy black thong with little hearts on them.

Reaching up, she opened his zipper, opened the button of his boxer shorts and took his dick out of his pants. It instantly grew under her gentle touch. “Mhhh, what does daddy have here for me?”, she asked with a smile.

There was no time for Felix to answer as he let out a moan when Angie took his member into her warm mouth. She was just as good as Lisa was. Stroking the base of his cock, her lips wandered up and down his shaft, distributing her saliva all over it.

Willingly, she took the length of him deeper and deeper down her throat. Felix did not even have to do anything; she took care of his needs without his guidance.

This was paradise. Would he now be able to do this to any woman he wanted? Would he maybe even be capable of pulling it off with a celebrity, if he got close enough to her?

There was little time to think as Angie’s blowjob was getting more and more intense. He needed to make a quick decision. Did he want to finish in her mouth, or fuck her as well? Felix looked down to her and saw Angie play with her beautiful shaved pussy with her free hand. Well, if she clearly wanted it...

Felix pulled her up, turned her around towards the wall and pushed her body against it. “Oh yes, manhandle me, daddy”, purred Angie, clearly turned on by his decisiveness. He lifted up her leather skirt and grabbed her thong tightly and pulled on it.

It came off easier than he thought, ripping apart on one side. Angie yelled out in surprise, that had not been what she had expected. “That was the only thong I had with me...”, she began, but Felix cut her off.

“Shut up, bitch”, he grunted and shoved the thong, wet from her own pussy juices, into Angie’s mouth.

Burying one hand in her hand to press her head against the wall, his other hand guided his lubed up cock towards her wet pussy. It wasn’t hard to enter her, her excitement could clearly be felt.

Holding her tightly by the hip, Felix thrust the entire length of his dick into her tight snatch. “Ohhh”, came a muffled moan through the thong-turned-gag.

Just as he started to penetrate her, Felix noticed that a couple of young men had gathered at the corner of the alley, apparently having seen what was going on as they were passing by. Felix threw them a knowing look as if to say: “Do you enjoy what you see?”

Being watched while mounting his new-found fuck toy only spurred Felix on even more. Angie was quietly moaning into her thong as he fucked her hard and deep, playing with her clit as he did so to further drive her wild.

It did not take overly long for him to reach climax. This time, he didn’t bother asking the girl where she wanted it, it was him calling the shots now.

With several hard thrusts, Felix buried his semen inside Angie’s already dripping wet snatch. When he let go of her, she sank to the ground, leaning against the wall, clearly sapped of energy from his unrelenting fucking.

He took the ripped thong out of her mouth and offered his slimy, cum-covered cock to her. “Lick it clean, slut”, he ordered, and she gathered her strength to get up enough to take him into her mouth again and comply with his wish.

When she was done, Felix looked down on her. It was a beautiful sight. Her makeup smeared, her legs spread apart, displaying her swollen pussy with cum dripping out. It would be a night she would not soon forget.

“Let’s do this again sometime?”, asked Felix. Angie look up at him and smiled weakly. “Yes, daddy”, was all that she could reply.

Zipping up his pants, Felix turned to leave, back to his apartment where his other puppy was waiting for him. This had been a nice distraction, but he would need to find a solution for his monetary problems starting tomorrow.

Somehow, his future seemed bright and grim at the same time....

TO BE CONTINUED


Dear reader

Thank you for reading the first part of my new series, “The Harm”. I hope you enjoyed what you read and will continue following what other naughty adventures our hero Felix will get himself into. Was he finally figured out how to use his new superpower?

If you haven’t done so yet, make sure to check out my other series, “Jenny Gets Corrupted”, the first three parts of which are available right here on Kindle as well. As a little thank you, I will include a preview chapter to part four of Jenny’s series here underneath. Enjoy!

And if you are interested in seeing more of the kind of art that I use to illustrate my covers, you can check that out on my DeviantArt profile right here. There are hundreds of revealing images of Jenny, Lisa, and others to find there.

If you have any suggestions for the series or anything else you might want me to write, feel free to contact me via email at helenawrightkdp@gmail.com.

Until next time, stay naughty!

Yours

HELENA


Preview Chapter of “Jenny Gets Corrupted – Part 4”

When Jenny woke up on Friday morning, her head was still spinning from the week she had had thus far. It was difficult to fathom that it had only been Monday when she was called into the office of Mr. Emerson, the managing partner of the law firm she was interning at. Jenny had started the position only a couple of weeks earlier, in order to earn some money before going off to college after graduating. 

It had therefore been of great interest to her when Mr. Emerson had offered her the position as his personal assistant. Most of all, because it came with a huge pay rise. But also, and Jenny had to admit that this was of no little significance, she was had definitely been attracted to the mature, middle-aged Mr. Emerson from the very beginning. 

However, there was nothing that could have prepared her for what would commence after she had signed under the dotted line. Just a mere seconds later, Mr. Emerson had bent her over his desk and spanked her, teasing her, using her sexually. While he had made clear that as his personal assistant, she would have to follow his orders, Jenny had not expected that. 

At the same time though, the fact that this successful man, who she admired so much, had chosen her to become what turned out to be more of a personal little fuck doll rather than an assistant, was incredibly exciting and arousing to her. 

It certainly had not stopped at the spanking she had received that Monday. The very next day, Jenny had first pleasured her new master orally underneath the desk while he was in a video call with a client, before he had fucked her for the first time right after, leading Jenny to several orgasms. 

At Mr. Emerson’s behest, Jenny had worn increasingly skimpy outfits to school as well, teasing her history teacher in the process, who had abused the fact to solicit a blowjob from her. Learning of this digression, Mr. Emerson had felt forced to teach Jenny a lesson, spanking her and then taking her in the ass that same Wednesday afternoon before leaving her bruised and covered in cum in his cupboard. 

And yet, with all he had put her through, Jenny began to embrace her position more and more. He had chosen her specifically to please him, to be his plaything, above everybody else. Mr. Emerson made her feel special in a way she had never experienced before in her life. 

It was therefore with very little hesitation that the day before, on Thursday, she had accompanied him to a visit with a potential client outside the city, planning to seduce him in order to make him sign with Mr. Emerson’s firm. Not only had the ploy worked perfectly, but as it turned out, the client was none other than the famous record producer Dread, a muscular, tall, handsome and above all hung black man. Jenny had thoroughly enjoyed being used by him and later by both men at the same time. As it turned out, she was not just good at being a slut, she practically savoured the opportunity to prove herself in this way. 

When they had left Dread’s mansion the previous evening, Mr. Emerson had revealed that the producer had invited both of them to a meeting of powerful people in the music industry the following weekend. Jenny could not have been more excited. Partly because she would be allowed to spend a weekend at the beach and be paid handsomely for it, but also by the prospect of being of use for her master. Maybe, just maybe, she would be able to help sign one or more new wealthy clients by applying her new-found talents… 

With all of this happening in such a short time frame, it might be no surprise that lying in bed that Friday morning, Jenny took a moment to reflect. Never in her life had she felt so exhausted, but at the same time, neither had she felt as alive, attractive, like every new day would be filled with new adventures. 

With the business trip over the weekend, Mr. Emerson had given her Friday off from work, meaning all she would need to do was go to school. Slowly, she peeled out of her blanket, swinging her gorgeous long legs over the edge of the bed. Getting up, she took a look in her full-body mirror. Even after a short night of sleep, Jenny still looked absolutely radiant. Her wavy brunette hair fell down a bit over shoulder length, covering her slightly dark Latina skin. She was wearing nothing but a pink thong and a white crop top to sleep, with her semi-erect nipples piercing through the cloth. 

Jenny yawned. At some point, she would need to catch up on sleep. But today was not the day, she had school to attend. Even though her final year of high school was almost over, the exams were approaching fast, and Jenny could not afford to miss classes and risk her graduation. 

She went into the bathroom and took a hot shower, before returning back to her room wrapped in a thick wool towel. It was time to choose her outfit for today. Jenny paused for a moment to contemplate her options. Mr. Emerson had not given her any new outfit nor any directions on what to wear, so she assumed that today she would be allowed to throw on whatever she wanted, even if it was not overly revealing. 

She grabbed a pair of jeans shorts and a red top and laid them out before her on the bed. She had worn a simple outfit such as this countless times to school. And considering the shorts complimented her perky butt well, Jenny had also received plenty of approving looks from boys in them. However, after the experiences of this week, the outfit seemed too boring for her. 

The prospect of not meeting her master today laid heavily on her mind. Even though she had been fucked so much over the last couple of days, she could feel her body aching for more. 

Jenny knew that Mr. Emerson had given her permission to fool around in school, be it with fellow students or teachers. Given of course that she would need to report to him right afterwards and not keep any sexual encounters from him. 

Taking this into consideration, Jenny decided to dress up a bit more for today. Maybe she would be able to find a situation in which a more revealing choice of clothing would prove useful to fulfilling her craving for cock. 

Throwing the shorts and top into a corner of her room, she bent down into the lowest drawer of her cupboard. After some rummaging around, she found what she was looking for: it was a tartan mini skirt, as schoolgirls in England would wear them, just a lot shorter. Jenny had once purchased it as a Halloween costume, but it would fit for today nicely. To finish off the look, she threw on a white button-down shirt, completing the schoolgirl appearance. 

Jenny spun around in front of the mirror, leading the skirt to twirl up into the air and reveal her bare buttocks. For a short moment, she contemplated wearing underwear, but decided against it. No bra or panties would be needed on this nice summer day. 

“Oh my god, what a slut I have already become…”, Jenny thought to herself as she descended down the stairs for breakfast. 
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