
        
            
                
            
        

    
    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Incubus Journal
    

    
      Sexy Girl on the Bus
    

    
      Written by: The Mad Hatter
    

    
       
    

    
      I am going to be writing most of this in past tense, as I want to make a catalog of the changes I have been going through. This means some details may be missing and I am telling parts out of order. I promise writing all later chapters we be as it happens.
    

    
                 
    

    
      First off my name is Chris Douglas, and until recently I was a regular guy. Was a kind of chubby guy, but not fat. Would have been good looking if I only knew how to style myself. Average is the best way to go over that, income and height. The only exception, unless you consider this the average, is a nonexistent sex life. Never thought I was worth much and I kind of guessed women sensed that.
    

    
      
    

    
      Back to the first day of “the event”. I woke up that day feeling no different, except that I woke up rested, who does that. Went down to for breakfast with my mom and little sister. Mom was still making eggs and my sister was playing on her phone before going to her classes. We both were a college student and both still lived at home. Not complaining saved me money and kept the family together.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Now, my first hint that something was different is this aura they put off. Aura being the best way I can explain it, but another way is a smell that I wasn’t smelling, but felt. Now it was something like a form of heat they put off, and it was at a low simmer temperature right now.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Spent all the breakfast trying to understand this feeling. It was until near the end that I started to wrap my head around it. In fact, I felt that I could effect it, increasing it and decreasing it. At first, I thought this was just an odd notion in my head, but I did increase it on my sister. About the same time, I did that she started to get a weird blush on her face.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Being the almost virgin that I am, it took me a few moments to realize what it was. Short answer I hit abort on that as fast as I could. For those who are reading this and did not catch it, she was getting turned on. Further evidence of this is the tenting of her shirt, revealing just how thin it was.
    

    
      
    

    
      My mother, not known for being subtle, “Is it cold in here?” This changed my sister’s blush to one of embarrassment. I brought that heat back down, and she returned to normal. Sitting in that chair long after I had finished eating. Giving away how scared I was about what I had done.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Per her usual by the time I snapped out of my stupor, my sister had left me at home instead of taking me to school. She had done this many times, and it resulted in me taking the buses, which is not that bad all things considering. I wanted to keep my distance from her, with what just happened.
    

    
                 
    

    
      The bus stop was just down the street and it was a casual walk, even more in luck I did not have to wait long. Getting on the bus I prepared myself to have to stand the whole time and found a seat next to a rather cute woman. She was kind and allowed me to use the seat next to her.
    

    
                 
    

    
      She was not super skinny, but didn’t have too many curves, she may had a little bit of an ass in the denim skirt she wore. I can tell you she had about a B cup, being a breast man I had a good eye for that.  She had this girl next door, super cute look to her.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Once again I felt that aura, and it came from everyone around me; male as well as female. I was more interested in the aura she put off, it was warmer than the one my family had put off. It took me a little bit of focus for me to be able to grasp just her aura she put out. It was something like trying to grab just one string in web. After moment or so I finally was able to get it; which is good as I was getting close to my bus stop.
    

    
      
    

    
      Now that I had it and only that aura in my grasp I decided to see what I could to it. I am a cautious person, but this time I decided fuck it and decided to push that heat up on her. On a scale from 1 to a 10, 1 being the low simmer and 10 being roaring heat, I pushed her to around a 7. The effect was immediate, and she seemed to melt a little bit. She was sweating, squirming and start putting off a smell that I think I am the only one who picked it up. Another odd behavior she started to do was suck on her finger. Seeming to enjoy the feeling of something between her lips.
    

    
                 
    

    
      I’d feel sorry for her being a guinea pig against her will, but for some reason, I could not muster the ability to care. At the time I attributed it to my raging hardon, but later found out that may not be the case. Back to the woman who was trying her hardest to not play with herself next to me in a public place. One hand was at her mouth as she sucked on her finger, and the other kept creeping up her own thighs.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Another part of the aura became obvious to me. I could only describe it coming into view like doing where’s Waldo. You find him, once he’s found him you cannot help see him. It was not a form of heat, but more like a slight pull, like a magnet. I had learned how to change the heat, now I wondered if I could do the same with this new part of the puzzle.
    

    
                 
    

    
      I already had a good grasp of her aura. Now I was able to tune out everyone else’s, but getting “hold” of this part of it was a little trickery. Think two magnets and you are trying to position them a specific way and it keeps rotating back. After a bit, it finally started to hold, and I found myself able to start seeing what it was doing to her.
    

    
      
    

    
      What I had been playing with was her attraction to me. At first, she seemed to want to keep looking out the window as she was losing control. She did have a bit of perspiration forming on her face, but then she turned to me. The innocent look in her eyes disappeared and replaced with a predatory look. She was hungry, and it looked like I was the only possible thing on the menu. Fortune seemed to save me as we arrived at my stop, which not to my surprise she followed me.
    

    
                 
    

    
      The University I went to was an older one. With some rather large dorms and even some apartments that were open for rent. Living close by I did not want nor qualify for it. An added benefit to being near a school is that I have explored most of the halls. We were able to slip our way into a faculty bathroom. Locking them from the inside became important in this situation.
    

    
      
    

    
      I ushered her into that staff bathroom, was clean and she lost control once we were in the bathroom. She seemed to enjoy the feeling of herself rubbing against me. Maybe more that I enjoyed the feeling of her. The moans coming out of her sounded more like I had already started fucking her. Her breast did feel amazing as she wrapped her legs around me, and almost seemed determined to eat my face.
    

    
      
    

    
      Skipping most foreplay she had my dick out and in her mouth, before I could appreciate the situation. That innocent look she had to hide some amazing skills. She worked her face all the way up and down my shaft, lips wrapped around them. Her amazing dirty blonde hair pulled back, as she seemed to get off on the act. Although she did have her left hand playing with glorious nether regions. As she did this a smell wafted up from her, and it made me hungry, something I would not understand much later. My sex addled brain was able to register it smelling like Mandarin Oranges. Why at the time I had no clue, yet I had more important things to worry about.
    

    
      
    

    
      It had been three years since I had sex, count me surprised that I was still conscious from her stunning lips. I only seemed to be getting stronger from it. The more energy she put into giving pleasure the more strength and control over myself I seemed to have. As she continued to show her enthusiasm for sucking down my skin flute, her skill seemed to develop. Almost at an unnatural pace. At first, it was only enthusiasm. Now she showed the skill that could only have been over much practice.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her self-pleasure also further evolved. At first, she started with one finger, then two, now she was onto three. The sound of her going playing with herself was audible over the sounds of her sucking me off. The only reason I could hear it at all was the sheer wetness of her panties and her dripping on the ground. This woman had lost almost all control and was moving like a beast in heat.
    

    
      
    

    
      She went on for about two minutes, non-stop playing with my dick. Some of the time she would face fucking herself with my six inches. Other times she would just lick the whole length, including my balls. At some point I expected her to want me to put it in her before I jizzed all over her, but she never made any move for me too. At first, she was battling her gag reflex. That was long gone by now. All this could only describe as her finding religion on my dick.
    

    
      
    

    
      With all this pleasure I was receiving I wondered why I never had any release. I can still swear she was writing love letters to me on my dick, and then writing response further down the shaft. It was after the first two minutes that I discovered a kind of muscle control that wasn't there before. It was almost like holding in a pee. I flexing it and felt myself getting close to cumming all in her mouth. Trying to give her a break I decided to pull the trigger and let her get her reward. Although I did not tell her, this woman who had me fooled as an innocent girl caught all it in her mouth.
    

    
      
    

    
      Once that happened everything changed. Instead of just sensing things, I could feel her. Not quite, but it was almost like she was an extension of myself. I could feel something like a vibration of the pleasure that she was getting from herself. In turn, made me more turned on. As she continued to have fun with me, I toyed with these feelings. Never lost my hardon and she took to the sink and presented her backside to me. Her denim skirt flipped up and her panties on the floor, I took full advantage of the gifts she gave me.
    

    
      
    

    
      While I was going through the motions I played with these senses. In my mind, the feelings that were coming off of her became something like clay and I molded it as such. Not sure what I was doing it was trial and error to see what it did. What it did was more obvious than anything else I had done. The first thing that changed was her breast started to swell bigger. It was slow at first, yet it was noticeable, even from behind.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her tits grew, and pushing her shirt outward. Her shirt having once been a little loose was now getting tighter. Not sure if she noticed, but she got more aggressive, or was not happy with my pace, and disengaged with me. I found myself on the ground as she took matters into her own hands. Manipulating my dick into her snatch, she took the plunge and hit bottom. She was already worked up to that level, or this was so magical for her I felt her squirt around my dick.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her wet vagina flexed around my penis in ways that my limited experience never felt before. Enjoying the feeling was only topped by the sight in front of me. Her tits were still getting bigger and rounder. At one point I wondered what had happened to her bra, but I came to realize it had broken a long time ago. She was getting close to D cup when her shirt lost its first button. The rest removed, as she ripped it off. Tossing her ripped shirt and snapped bra, she never lost her momentum. I thought with her tiny frame that a set of D’s was good enough so I tried to pull back my manipulations of her form. It did not work, and she kept on growing.
    

    
      
    

    
      On Top of me, I had the best view of her breast swelling. As they lowered down her rib cage and took on the size of a professional pornstar. As she went up on my dick they were compressing down on her chest. When she came back down they would have hit her in the face, if they had not been so firm. Her nipples had to of been half an inch long, made me want to wrap my lips around them. Her aurora was now the size of my palm. This only made me want to bury my face in the impossible cleavage enjoying as the engulfed my face.
    

    
      
    

    
      The way her breast grew made them perfect for me. Large and firm, not to mention still growing. I had only seen tits likes hers in magazines and movies, these were right in front of me. I finally found out how to stop them around G cup, and started enjoying them. Burying my face in that momentous glory. They were better than I thought they would be, and they only seemed to be more sensitive the bigger they got. They were huge and when I did bury my face in them, they engulfed my head. They were large enough that almost all sounds and sight in the bathroom disappeared when I had a face in there.
    

    
      
    

    
      She had been orgasming the whole time. When I started tweaking her nipples she lost whatever control she had left. Her nipples had been hard when I first put it in my mouth. Afterward, they reached a level that should not be possible. If her tits had not been as large as they were, her continuing to ride my dick would have pulled that nipple out of my mouth. Her perfect breast never posed that problem.
    

    
      
    

    
      I found this to be the time to finally give her another load. Using my new found abilities, I could cum on command. When I did, I knew she was mine. Everything about her was mine, her body, and her future. Although at the time I had no idea what that meant. She finally collapsed. After having one last massive orgasm that triggers the moment I released into her. She started babbling, and fell off of me, having passed out at some point in the process.
    

    
      
    

    
      Using her time on the ground I looked myself over. The parts of my clothes that I was wearing looked a little smaller. Like my pant legs were pulling away from my shoes a little, and I also seemed to have lost my gut. If there was a connection between all this I had not showed. I think it is a safe bet that my newfound abilities were changing me. They were only noticeable if you knew where to look, and in these clothes. After she had passed out I had “willed” my penis soft, not even sure how I did it, based on my desire to do so. Now that I looked at it, though, and knowing what it should look like soft, it looked bigger than it should be.
    

    
      
    

    
      I stretched it out wanting to be sure, but as I did it went hard as steel. It took some further self-exploring to find out that I could make myself hard at will, and soft at will. This is not to mention that my former Six-inch penis was up to eight and with some a sizable growth in girth. Still not sure when this change had occurred, I willed it soft and put it away.
    

    
      
    

    
      Another change was my attitude over her before I looked at her as another person, but now I looked at her an item I owned. The feeling of ownership I could almost understand. The other feeling I had toward her was harder to explain, but to put it into words, she felt like a meal. These changes should scare me, but it just wasn’t there. My inner dialogue ended as she started to wake up.
    

    
      
    

    
      The Woman who woke up was not the woman who had passed out.  I expected her to scream or panic over what she had done, but I was wrong. She was wrapping herself around my leg and kept repeating “Master don’t leave me.” The woman, known as Stephanie, now wanted me to call her my slave.
    

    
      
    

    
      I was not surprised from the whole turn of events but felt ok with it. I also wasn't confused by my feeling toward her. All I knew is that this woman was my slave. I could do whatever I wanted with her, this was something I wanted to further explore.
    

    
      
    

    
      It being late winter/early spring I packed a hoodie in the case of a sudden temperature drop. This was good as there is no way the tattered remains of her clothes would fit her. I had her fetch it from my backpack. It was throw across the room at some point, still not sure when that happened. When she reached in and pulled it out, she reacted like I gave her the lost grail, treating it as a valuable treasure. She was able to fit it over her massive breast, but it hid nothing of how massive they were.
    

    
      
    

    
      “My pet,” her title felt right and did not even stun me when I called her it. “I wish to continue this elsewhere.”
    

    
      
    

    
      On her knees in front of me, keeping her eyes on the ground she responded. “Yes master, my apartment is on campus.” This was odd, if she had an apartment on campus why had she been on the bus, I asked that, but not in a kind way. “Master I had been coming from my job.” This satisfied my curiosity, and I allowed her to escort me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Walking through campus was an odd experience. She held my hand the whole way, not as if she was leading me, it felt more like she was asking for permission to continue. This is not to mention the odd looks I was getting from the people in the common areas. The men and some women were staring at her. I could feel the heat starting to build, which had to be my sense of people’s arousal. The oddest part of it was that some of the women were not staring at her. The magnetic feel aimed at me, not her. The magnet feeling is the person attraction to me, but I am sure you figured that out already.
    

    
      
    

    
      I do not know if this was part of the changes to me, or more to do with my powers. Before women would never have looked twice at me, and now they could not seem to take their eyes off of me. It may also have to do with the fact I was walking with a living wet dream of a woman. “Master if you wish to get another slave I can wait.” She caught my attention with this, and I did consider it but thought against it. This is something I will have to explore later.
    

    
      
    

    
      We reached one of the older apartments, which made of brick. From our previous experience, she was not quiet during sex. I was definitely planning on doing more of that. There was also my desire to see what else I could change about her. With the change from B cups to her now firm G cups, there was this suspicion that this was just the beginning. For starters, although I am not much of an ass man, I did not want to leave my pet so unbalanced.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Her apartment was rather Spartan, with a futon, a desk and bed being the only real furniture in it. By the end of the night, I intended to use all three. Once the door shut she turned to face me, eyes cast down. It came off as a sign of obedience, but it could have been her staring at the outline of my semi hard dick.
    

    
                 
    

    
      “Master if you prefer, I can make you some food,” eyes never rising to meet mine.
    

    
                 
    

    
      “No pet, you are my meal.” With that I picked her up with strength I did not know I had and positioned her with her bent over the couch. Her panties still soaking wet, and the orange smell radiating from her. This confidence took over me and I started to enjoy myself.
    

    
          
    

    
                   I traced my hand over the slight curvature of her ass. Feeling its slight jiggle. She had a firm ass that was more muscle than something that could fill my hands. This had to change, as I was not going to have her any less than perfect. I slid my hand between her thighs and played with her pussy. I contemplated how to invoke further changes in her. Although she squirmed under my motions, she never tried to change positions.
    

    
          
    

    
                   With my index finger, I circled her clit. Enjoying the feeling of my property trying to control her reactions. By the time I had brought her to her first orgasm she had built up a full body sweat. I had figured out more about the connection between the two of us. The feeling or instinct. Something that cannot describe in words, became more obvious to me. At least to the part of her that I currently wanted to change.
    

    
                 
    

    
      I stopped my ministrations of her lovely lady parts and commanded her to stand at attention. With a strict addition of not moving. Willing the changes to start, I could see the excitement in her continuing to grow. Her denim skirt started getting tight around her hips and started to lift in the back. This little experiment was working. I only felt more powerful as it continued, not to mention turned on.
    

    
                 
    

    
      I was willing her hips to expand so that when I finally got to enjoy her, I had something to hold onto. The real prize though was her growing bubble butt. As I said before she had a firm butt before. Now it was growing out enough that her skirt no longer provided any form of decency. This is not to mention what was happening to her panties as she continued to grow. They had turned from panties into a thong as they buried into her ass.
    

    
                 
    

    
      I walked around her to see how the view was from the front, and it was just as amazing. It had pulled all folds from the front, and I could see her dripping down her legs. The whole transformation seemed to be pleasurable for her. While I was in front of her, I finally made my first contact with her since I had started this. It was only to rip her skirt off. I was able to hold my shock of having the sudden strength to do that. I was not able to hold my grin as I watch her panties continue to sink into her pussy. This formed a sexy camel toe effect.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Her, now thong, snapped and this was the time to see what I had left her with. She was a work of art now. Her ass was almost a shelf as she stood there. Not quite large enough to balance a cup or anything. It was something that she could grind into me later. With a smack, I confirmed that it was both firms and jiggled.
    

    
                 
    

    
      I walked around to her side, and whispered in her ear, “I am going to take my dick and force it down your ass. What do you think of that?” She did not move to respond and at first, this did piss me off. “You are to answer me when I ask you a question, my slave.”
    

    
                 
    

    
      With that, she finally did respond to my words, “Please master.” She was begging me, begging for me to use her. “Use me, I am your property.”
    

    
                 
    

    
      It was time for her to have to, once again bent over the couch it was time for her to get everything. This time, I will admit the view had improved. As not only did she have more hips and ass, but her pussy lips were even more swollen. From arousal or further effects of my abilities I have no clue, and do not care. My hands sunk into her curvy ass as I pulled her cheeks apart to my target. Having removed my own pants during my inspection of her I plunged into her.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Did not know that women could orgasm from taking it in the ass, but I knew now that she could and she did. As soon as I bottomed out in her, she squirted all over her futon. The thought of chastising her for orgasming so soon crossed my mind. Instead, I decided to be rougher with her.
    

    
                 
    

    
      Her face buried into the couch, I continued to fuck her ass. Every time I made contact with those amazing ass cheeks she screamed into the couch. I could feel the vibration from both my fucking her and her screaming through the couch. If her face was not buried in it I am sure the cops would have shown up.
    

    
                 
    

    
      When I finally decided that she had enough from this I let her have my load. The combination of our orgasm made the futon break. My dick still buried in her, I landed on top of her over the remains of that couch.
    

    
                 
    

    
      “Master I want you to use every one of my holes.” I had intended to, but because she told me too I decided to be rough for it. She was my slave, and her wishes were unimportant.
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      Written by: The Mad Hatter
    

    
      
    

    
      It took several hours of us fucking, but she finally collapsed from exhaustion on the bed. We broke both of the couch and desks, so the bed was the last place we went at it. Never once did I lose any energy from the any of it, if anything I felt more powerful. So instead of sleeping with her, I spent some time observing the work of art my pet had become.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Her breast, now massive globes. So firm and large that you would think that they were fake. Large enough that as she lay on her back they pinned her arms down, nipples still hard as ever. They were long, and rigid who even now were calling out to me to suck on them. The slight bit of sweat that glistened across her body, making every part of her shine. Her skin now looked oiled up.
    

    
      
    

    
                   My eyes trailed down from her glorious tits to her perfect stomach. It was toned, with just a hint of muscle. Right now it stained with dried up cum, but I think that just added to the whole image of her being my sex slave. That trim waist just led into her wide hips, which made an even better by the ass that lifted her up. Even now it positioned her amazing pussy for me to continue to fuck. There was even still a bit of cum leaking from it, only made sexier from the total lack of hair.
    

    
      
    

    
                   It was so tempting to stay there. Continue to enjoy my toy, but I wanted to test my powers on someone new. not mention getting a new toy. I could use my phone to look up a popular place, but part of me testing my abilities. I wanted to test my new senses. Not to mention this gave me further chance to think about what is going on. Air not filled with the smell of sex might help with that.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Putting my clothes on and taking her key, I soon found myself outside. The fresh air seemed to dispel a bit of a darker mindset that had taken over my thoughts. As my thoughts returned to my normal way of thinking everything that had happened kind of scared me. Referring to that woman upstairs as my pet felt odd to say, but was the only thing I could think of her as. This not to mention how she was forever changed and may not be able to live a normal life now.
    

    
      
    

    
                   All that should have been horrible. I know that I should be appalled by what I had done. No matter how hard I tried, though, it just wasn’t there. All the things that had happened felt like it was my right to do that, that that woman's life did not matter. To make it even worse it felt like all women were items that I had the right to own. Once again could not find the ability to feel bad about this.
    

    
      
    

    
                   I knew there were physical changes coming over me, taller, skinnier, more muscular. My dick had also gotten bigger, but any possible mental changes had not occurred to me. Not that matter, part of me liked the changes. Never before had this feeling of confidence been a part of me. Not to mention the pleasure that I am getting made me not want it to go away, but maybe increase.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Not paying attention, it startled me that my feet had taken me to the bar district. In the air was a mixture of scents. Some were expected in a bar district, but some were new to me. Something like fruit wafted through the air. It wasn’t like you were walking through a kitchen. It was more like earlier with my pet and her smelling of oranges. Part of me knew this was like a predator sense, and the rest of me was concerned with this knowledge.
    

    
      
    

    
      Wandered through the area for a bit before my feet brought to a club called the Jolt. Some of the women standing in front of the club would have my attention. This, of course, was before I got my pet back at her home, who made most of them look prepubescent. The only exception was a woman in a red dress. Oddly enough her body was quite like how my pet turned out. Might have to look for her later, right now I wanted a woman that I could explore my powers with. For that, I needed someone who was rather unattractive.
    

    
      
    

    
      A darkness seemed to pull me into the club, not even the bouncer slowed me down. He did try to stop me, but a look from me made him back off. He was larger than me and could have hurt me easy, but one look from me made him back off with a quickness. Something about that should have phased me. The air of sex that filled the club made the darkness in me push out those concerns.
    

    
      
    

    
      My eyes scanned the club, as I felt out the auras around me. There were women who were practically having sex on the dance floor. As men who acted like they were god’s gift to women grinded on them. All those women could use my touch, and it would be fun to have them forget their boyfriends. They would have to sit back and watch as I brought them to levels of pleasure that they had never known before.
    

    
      
    

    
      None of them fit the description of what I was looking for. It may have taken a bit longer than I wanted but I found her. She sat in a corner booth in the back of the club, sticking toothpicks to make a little cabin. She did not look like she had been drinking. My first guess is, she was the friend that a woman brought with her to make her look better. When this night is over, she will be the one men will desire instead.
    

    
      
    

    
      All the desire in the room made the darkness in me stronger and with it, my confidence. Walking with my back straight and head up. This must have projected that confidence as it made everyone get out of my way, as I crossed the dance floor. The women and even some of the men checked me out. None of them had my interest, only my test subject for the night.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How often do you make those toothpick cabins?” My voice talking to her startled her. At first, she seemed excited to talk to me. Yet before she said anything her emotional walls came to her defense. When she was sitting alone her arousal was sitting around a .5. When she looked at me it jumped to around a 2.5 and judging from that magnet feeling she was interested in me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Only when my roommate drags me here,” she looked back down at her work before continuing. “If you are looking at being Stephanie's new fuck buddy she already has one for the night. So you can just piss off.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Don’t know who she is,” I took the opposite end of the booth, this pushed her arousal to an easy 3. “Honestly I am here to talk to you.” For a fraction of a second she blushed, but she went back to trying to look annoyed. Nothing can hide those auras from me, so her true feelings were obvious to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Well hurry up and say what you want,” she is quite skillful at balancing those things. Never could do that myself.
    

    
      
    

    
      Giving her a slight push I continued, “Not so sure that either of us really likes being in these clubs. Why don’t we talk about coffee or something?” If she had still been a 3 she would have said no, but I doubled that. Her restraint was probably the only thing that is keeping her from jumping me. She was even a bit flush.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yeah sure whatever,” she said this trying to sound annoyed. It was an act and somehow I knew it was because of some kind of self-hate. She gathered her things, left the tab for this Stephanie, and let me lead her out the door. Once again people looked at me, but also looked at us. Paying them no mind, we found ourself outside the club.
    

    
      
    

    
      Now that we had a real light, her features were easier to make out. Shoulder length, light brown hair, on top of a cute pudgy face. She stood about 5’3, and most of her height, not to mention weight, was in her torso area. A quick guess would put her weight on 200 pounds. Of course, gave her some curves, but not completely in a sexy way. Not that any of that matter, tonight she would change completely.
    

    
      
    

    
      We walked and talked, forgetting about the coffee. We found ourselves walking around campus instead. It was in the open area with a water fountain that I started my first changes. Not physical, as those only seem to become available after she ingests my sperm, but mental. With my pet, I had only the magnet and the heat to play, which from trial and error was attraction and arousal.
    

    
      
    

    
      With her there were a couple more and it maybe because of who she is, or because of my growing powers. The two that I wanted to play with cannot be described in words. They did get a name from me, the Scarlet and the Pink. Even before playing with them, somehow I knew what they did. The Scarlet controlled her inhibitions or her natural restraint. While the pink was something more attached to her personality, and in a word it made her more bubbly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Before doing anything they were a 8 and a 2, with the 8 being her inhibitions. With a bit of a struggle I was able to switch them, and the changes were obvious. Her way of speaking changed, instead of being withdrawn, she became happy. Not to mention adding in the word like more often. The change in her scarlet had her on my arm, nipples poking into me.
    

    
      
    

    
      She had been talking about going to school for Structural Engineering. Then the changes took full effect. She was practically grinding on me, now all she could say was about how she wanted to suck my dick. Which was already hard for her. This was my cue to take her to a utility closet that I had kept us near for this.
    

    
      
    

    
      Once inside she was on her knees helping take my pants off. She clearly had no experience and was struggling with her gag reflex, but she made up for it with enthusiasm. She was obviously trying to replicate things she had seen in a porn but was not successful. Instead of making her suffer, I let her have my load a lot sooner than she would have earned.
    

    
      
    

    
      At first, she made a disgusted look as it splashed into her mouth. After a little bit, she seemed determined to enjoy every drop of it. Even licking my shaft for a bit longer, trying to find more. As a side, she seemed to suddenly lose her gag reflex during her hunt for more of my seed. The important part is that she was now mine to shape and before I could do that, a look of the canvas was important.
    

    
      
    

    
      Helping her out of her clothes, this allowed me a good look. She had a gut which had been somewhat hidden underneath her hoodie, a round ass and large floppy breast. All over her, she had stretch marks and something else that caught my eye was some cuts on her arm, all that had to go. Starting with all that excess fat, something I had never done before but was quick to learn.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I laid her down on some boxes, she spread her legs giving me a clear view of her lower region. Both her legs and nether regions had not been shaved; if I had to guess, not in a while either. Didn’t matter, all that would change too, but first I wanted to be a good host. Taking my dick I rubbed it around her more sensitive area, teasing her with its hardness. She was already dripping wet. Which first became obvious when her granny panties hit the ground.
    

    
      
    

    
      All this foreplay was giving me time to find the controls to what I wanted to change. It did not take long as my instincts led me to the controls. All her fat just dissolved off of her, skin tightening and scars faded. She noticed none of this. Either the process was so pleasurable or my teasing was. She was just at the end of my dick blabbering incoherently.
    

    
      
    

    
      By the time I entered her she was down to around 80 or 90 pounds. All traces of fat were gone from her, even her tits and ass had melted away. I wanted a fresh canvas for what I was about to do. The next thing to change was her extra hair, another thing that before now I hadn’t tried to do. My instincts led me to that and allowed me to push it away. Immediately the hair below her neck fell out, leaving her ready for me to enjoy the rest of the changes.
    

    
      
    

    
      I started to push in and out of her, this had the instant effect of her bring her to an orgasm. She writhed, moaned and said some things I care not to repeat, except about her telling me to put it in her ass. Something I intended to do after I finished with her legs, they were too short and stubby.
    

    
      
    

    
      With an exploratory push, they began to lengthen and develop muscle tone. They continued to stretch adding inches to her height. When they were finally long enough she wrapped her statuesque leg around my waist. Giving a little extra pull into her. This must have been her way of telling me to put more in her, which I did.
    

    
      
    

    
      After giving her another load of mine, it was time to move onto the next set of changes. Her ass and hips, which without her fat she did not have much anymore. Flipping her over led to me about to give her something she had requested earlier. This was not before she had more cushion for me to push into.
    

    
      
    

    
      With a push her ass started to swell outward. My pet had an amazing bubble butt, this woman would leave with a more heart shaped ass. This required that I balance the growing butt and hips, something would not be a burden to do. As it pushed out my hands found themselves playing with them. Letting them sink into her now amazing cheeks.
    

    
      
    

    
      When they had reached what I had wanted, went ahead and granted her wish. My guess is this the first time she had this, but she was loving it, her cries of pleasure reaching another level. This even further went up when I reached around and started playing with her clit. This was the magic button that had to orgasm like a chain gun. If I had not been holding her up, she might have fallen.
    

    
      
    

    
                   She was just a little shorter than me now, standing up, hands on the wall. This gave me easy access to her ass and at this point I was enjoying. This is how we went at it for a good bit, her just dripping down her thighs. Slamming into her now amazing ass made the pleasure I was getting so much greater.
    

    
      
    

    
                   As we continued to fuck her breast slipped my mind, almost. My pet had huge and firm natural tits, this woman was not going to have this. Not sure on how this was happening but her tits inflated. Not with fat like a normal breast, hers were inflating with silicone. My abilities were allowing me to give her huge fake tits and they completed the image I was going for.
    

    
      
    

    
                   They swelled and stretched. Just becoming these massive tits that could only have been bolted on. When they were finally finished they were easy to see from behind. They were about a G cup, if they ever needed the support of a bra. Although I gave her longer nipples, her areolas stayed the same. Just to complete the slutty bimbo look.
    

    
      
    

    
      When I finally gave her my last load, she was finally allowed to catch her breath. Looking over her I enjoyed the sight of my creation until I found my mistakes. The anger at myself for not catching it let that dark feeling I had before taking over the rest of the process. Although I knew exactly what and how each part was happening, I could not stop it.
    

    
      
    

    
      First, her lips swelled until they were the perfect size for dick sucking lips. Next were her eyes, who at first were brown, now turned a stunning ocean blue. Her hair grew down to her ass if she was standing, all the while turning into a platinum blonde color. It was the changing of her hair that would have topped it off, but that was not the case.
    

    
      
    

    
      An outside force was also pushing these changes, but a large part of it came from me. Makeup, which she had not worn before, appeared. Eye shadow, lipstick, and liner, all it just adding to the image of her being a slut. As she moved around I discovered a butterfly tattoo forming on her lower back. At this point, she had started talking to me, about how great the sex was. Instead of listening, I was a passenger as I watched her clothes that were on the ground change.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her granny panties from before changed into a lacy black thong. Her jeans was now a mini skirt that she would be lucky to cover half her ass. The hoody was gone, but there was a strapless top that looked like it could hold her breast if not let her overflow it a bit. Hanging from a hook was a small purse that had not been there before. There was one final change, but I did not know what it was, not until I got control back and started listening to her.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You need to come to the strip club sometimes,” something the old she would not have thought of. “If you were to like come while I am giving a show. I am totally sure I can like to ride your dick right in front of everyone without them noticing.” So now she was a stripper, and something about that scared me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “How are you working there affecting your grade?” I said this trying to not sound like I cared, masking it by not looking at her and putting my clothes back on.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh, I am still the top of my class in engineering.” She sounded excited about that. “Though sometimes I have to study between dances.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She started to get dressed as well, which gave me a chance to figure out how the hell she was to wear that. Her new clothes didn’t bother her in the slightest. The only thing she changed was she didn’t put her panties back on, instead, she gave them to me. After putting her phone number on my phone. She put her number under the name Lil’ Slut.
    

    
      
    

    
      And like that, she was out the door, after giving me a kiss. I was too stunned from the turn of events to do anything. Stood there for about a good ten minutes before walking back to my pets apartment. Fishing out her keys I found a note in the pocket. All it said was
    

    
      
    

    
      “Be careful changing someone without changing their life.
    

    
                                           Rose XOXO”
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Incubus Journal: Chapter 3
    

    
      Enslavement due to insult
    

    
      Written by: The Mad Hatter
    

    
      
    

    
                   Who the fuck is Rose? How did the fuck that note get into my pocket? And not to mention, how the holy hell did I change not only this woman's mind but her whole life. What am I turning into? Standing in that closet for thirty minutes did not answer any of these questions, in fact, it added to them.
    

    
      
    

    
      My clothes were no longer tight on me in the way they were before. Instead, they were tight all over as if they made for me. Showing off my, now bigger muscles, and an even bigger bulge running down my left pant leg. I pushed myself to become hard. This confirmed that at it’s hardest, it looks about a foot long and with almost half as much girth as my forearm. Not to mention could chip diamonds. When the hell did all these happen, and why does the door frame look lower?
    

    
      
    

    
      That last one took me longer than I care to admit to figure out, I was taller again. Guessing that my height was around 6’4, everything looks tiny compared to the beast of a man I had become. Where are these powers coming from, and what are they turning me into? Was all I could think of in a repeated fashion. Deciding that a walk would be the only way to clear my head, I finally left that closet.
    

    
      
    

    
      Walking back in my mind I went over the previous day. First, thing I did was use my aura sense to turn my sister on, which at the time grossed and freaked me out, now I am not so sure. That ability is pretty simple. Sensing someone’s aura and by extension their basic personality with hints towards their mind. Once I can lock onto someone’s aura I can start to change it. Making them like me, make them more outgoing, or just making them turned on. There are a few other things in the bundle of things in an aura, but those were the ones I understood the best.
    

    
      
    

    
      Once a woman has ingested my sperm I can start changing their bodies. They also comment that it tastes amazing. First seeing this with my slave back in the staff bathroom of the school. Making her breast grow was the first physical change, later her hips and ass at her apartment. Never played with her personality, but when I blew my load in her, she became my slave. The first load allows me to change them, does the second bind them to me; and what would that entail.
    

    
      
    

    
      The second woman, whom I had just finished, wasn’t enslaved, but only thought of me. Then there is her changes, both mentally and . She went from a rather short, overweight woman, to a statuesque woman, that embodied a bimbo. Except not dumb just played up the part. Even her changes fit the design, as her breast were not natural but turned into G cup fake tits. Then something took over me, most of it coming from inside of me, and she gained tattoos as well as a whole new life. She now worked at a strip club, as well as going for a structural engineering degree.
    

    
      
    

    
      Was these dark moments my darker personality affecting my power, so I could do this anytime I wanted. Is it only when this darker part of me is in control. That darker part was hungry and prideful. These women were only meals for him, but at the same time, the voice he fed me with sounded like my own. The power that was stored away felt like an ocean when the power I was using was a trickle. Does that mean I have even more power than even now I can imagine?
    

    
      
    

    
      Who the hell was Rose? Was she that outside influence that guided my powers when I was changing that last woman? When did she slip that note into my pocket, in the club? While I was fucking? All that was clear is that I needed to find her as she knew what was going on.
    

    
      
    

    
      Making that decision put me at peace with my train of thought. It could have been the sudden tense that went up my spine. Something was happening near me, and I could feel it before my eyes or ears could pick it up. I listened against the stillness of the night. There it was, a cry for help. A female cry for help, maybe I could use my changes to help someone. Instead of destroying someone’s life.
    

    
      
    

    
      Started running towards the sounds, moving much faster than I had before. What felt like a jog to me, was a full sprint before. This came as a surprise as I reached the scream faster than I expected. In the middle of the street was the woman in the red dress, surrounded by three men.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her dress torn, and the men had a look in their eyes that I did not like. Using my aura sense, their intentions were clear. They were going to rape this woman, and I could not allow that. Letting in that darker side of me, to boost my confidence, I made sure they knew I was there.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Leave her alone!” It came out more beastie than I meant, but it did make them pause. They even looked like they were going to back off. That was until I saw stars and a searing pain in the back of my head.
    

    
      
    

    
      Taking a moment to register what had happened gave those three a chance to start hitting me. With bats they had on the ground before. There had been a fourth man and he had gotten a good swing to the back of my head. They were now hitting me, blows that should have crippled me. Hell the first one should have knocked me out, but I did not fell any of it. Although that darkness was getting stronger, as did my anger.
    

    
      
    

    
      In my head was a voice, “are you going to let them insult you like that?” It sounded like that woman, but how the hell was she in my head. “These weak mortals are trying to kill you, and you are going to let them hit you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Don’t know what the hell she meant by mortals, but something in me exploded. Reaching up I caught one of the metal bats in my hand. Once again I was a passenger to what my body was doing. As that dark presence ran the show, it had something on its mind. The metal bat in my hand was crushed like an empty soda can. This sent the message that was needed, as they decided to try and run.
    

    
      
    

    
      Try being the operative word, a sudden flare up of the darkness and they froze where they were. The only part of them moving under their own will was their eyes. They were looking around frantically. “These little men are now yours by right of insult,” it was her voice again, this time, she said it to me. “They have forfeited their lives to you for insulting you, so what are you going to do?” She was caressing me as she said these things, almost as if she was trying to seduce me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Are you going to kill them?” She was caressing my chest as she said this part. “Are you going maim them?” Her hand slid down my abs, feeling the perfect sculpture of muscles that were there. “Or do you have a better idea?” Her hand slithered down my pants and was stroking my monstrous snake.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I am not going to give you the pleasure yet,” I did not say those words, but what it meant was clear. Using the mastery of my sexual prowess it kept my dick from getting hard under her touch. Which was quite skillful. “You will not get to enjoy my touch until you answer my questions.” That was partly me, getting the feeling that the darkness was not a separate entity but a part of me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Can you really resist me?” This was not a challenge, but something else. This was her being inquisitive. Like she was testing me. “The question remains, what are you going to do to them.”
    

    
      
    

    
                   “They will serve me.” I wanted that but was appalled by the idea of men being enslaved me. The darkness that understood the scope of my powers seemed to know exactly what to do. All four men turned to face me, standing at full attention. Even know I could feel my powers turning their arousal to the max, as well as their attraction to me. Something told me this is the level needed to enslave someone. As they were now, that meant I had four horny men enslaved to me.
    

    
      
    

    
                   My powers were not done, they all began to change. The darkness was guiding my motions, but I could feel that I was in control of the whole process. The first thing to happen to them is they shrunk in muscle mass. Before they were around 5’9 with some degree of fitness to them. They lost nothing in height, but their muscles melted away, becoming more slender. Next went any of their excess fat, and hair it seemed. As what made them masculine seemed to melt away.
    

    
      
    

    
      They continued to shrink in every dimension except height. Losing shoulder width, facial features, everything about them was becoming smaller more delicate. It wasn’t until their hands that I realized what the darkness was guiding me too. They were becoming females. Their hands had turned into longer slender fingers with long nails. They were manicured now. Looking back at their face made it more obvious. Looking at just the face you would think they were photoshopped onto these odd body. They now looked quite cute.
    

    
      
    

    
      They all stop changing together, instead one at a time. Guessing the darkness decided this was blank slate enough. The woman confirmed what I had been wondering when she looked down their now baggy pants. “Looks like your penis ran away.” She laughed at them, a glare from me made her retreat.
    

    
      
    

    
      The one that had first hit me was wearing now baggy polo and black slacks. They looked like they would fall off any moment. The only other manly thing left about her was her hair as it still had a manic part. I did like the color of natural black, but the length had to go. With a push it started to lengthen, going from a clean man hair cut, until it reached the small of her back. Blue streaks came from somewhere. They only helped the look, as they matched her eye color. After I had changed them.
    

    
      
    

    
      Next came the body, if they were going to serve me, they had better look the part. Tits exploded from her chest. She went from flat as a board to softballs hanging unsupported from her chest. This causes the only two buttons that had been buttoned on the polo to explode off. This gave me a perfect view of the valley of cleavage. Her nipples made it quite clear her level of arousal as she looked like she could cut holes in her shirt with them.
    

    
      
    

    
      Next came the hips and ass, with a push they too began to grow. Soon giving her a realistic heart shaped ass. Using the phrase realistic relatively, considering the last to women I had changed. The seat of her pants ripped from the sudden expansion. If I had wanted to, she could have been bent over and fucked by me with the easy access she has provided. Right now though she does not deserve it so she will not get the pleasure it would cause her.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I looked over her form, my darkness took this as permission to finish the changes on the other two. Didn’t even bother looking up until the ripping sounds had ended. Buttons had flown across the street, and even a set of pants completely ruptured. This caused them to fall to the street. That and with the torn boxers gave me a clear view of her pussy and it leaking down her legs.
    

    
      
    

    
      Each one of them becoming a different image of a slutty whore. The one who had been dirty blonde was now a radiate blonde. With swollen dick sucking lips and green eyes that scream fuck me. The ginger now had hair that just looked like flames. With skin, that looked like porcelain. The one with brunette hair was now like the blonde, different eye color, and piercings. Her nipple pierced and something told me they could not be removed.
    

    
      
    

    
      They had been given back a little more control of their bodies and had started squirming. They all wanted to pleasure themselves, or have me do it, but that I would not allow. They were undeserving right now. Admittedly I was enjoying them standing in different states of tattered clothing. The glimpses of curves that snuck out of them. None of their tits were smaller than a D and the biggest was a set of Fs, which was on the blonde. Their asses were so perfectly firm, which I had to test out. Giving one a slight smack, I watched it jiggle. Did have to chastise me as it gave the girl a small degree of pleasure.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Love the works of art you have created. They look like perfect sluts.” She was playing with herself through her dress. She seemed to have been doing the whole time. Turning my attention to her I noticed she had no aura I could feel or play with. What was she? “To answer the question you are probably wondering, I am a succubus.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I am going to admit my favorite part about the changes, is you left their old minds buried in the back. Watching as their bodies do things that would have grossed them out before.” Did not know I did that. “But you left things a mess again, let me tidy that up.” There was something of a wave that came out of her, and things corrected themselves.
    

    
      
    

    
      For one their clothes were first fixed. They became super slutty female versions of what they had worn before. They were wearing makeup and a part of me knew that their new lives matched what they had become. That is when it dawned on me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Your Rose,” she turned with a mischievous smile to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes I am, and I am also getting tired of cleaning up behind you.” She walked up and kissed me deeply. I did not return the kiss, but she did not seem to mind. “I’m lying I love cleaning up after you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “What is going on?” I boomed at her.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Not going to tell you yet, I have to continue to measure you more before I decide if I am going to be a friend or a nuisance.” She turned away, giving me a great view of her ass. “See you around.” She said as she faded away.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Master please allow us to take you back home. Mistress has no one to attend her.” Home? Mistress? This was the first one I had changed talking to me. Her name was now Misty, and the four of them had driven me here in this version of things.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Very well, you may take me home.” Turning to the blonde one. “Crystal, you shall attend me as we travel.” She became excited about the idea of attending me, could not let her be too happy. “I forbid you from pleasuring yourself while you attend me.” She was still happy, but it died down a little as I told her that.
    

    
      
    

    
      Riding in the back of Misty’s BMW, Crystal had my cock out and was sucking it down. The rewrite of our history must have made her an expert cocksucker. Her skill only matched by my first slave, Stephanie. I expected to be taken back to the apartments, so it was a bit stunning when I found myself taken to a huge house instead.
    

    
      
    

    
      My newer memories informed me that this had been Misty’s until she had become my servant. Now everything she had owned was now mine, house, car and bank account. She had apparently come from wealth. This pleased me enough that I allowed Crystal the gift of getting a load from me, which she sucked down like a pro. Just the act of swallowing my load made her squirt on herself. It wasn’t the cum that did it, but the idea that I was pleased did that.
    

    
      
    

    
      These women were truly enslaved to me, they even got off on the idea of making me happy. Escorting me inside I found Stephanie, like how I had left her, but now on an expensive leather couch. She was still as stunning as ever, but also still covered in my seed. Memories of me fucking her before I went out came flooding into my mind.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Misty will stay and attend to myself and my pet, you three will go to work.” They jumped in down giddy like, before moving to follow my commands. Misty was going to stay with me to pleasure me, or clean me as needed. While one of them would stay at the house to clean, the last two would leave the house to find work. By whatever means that meant.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yesterday I was living in my mom’s house, as a college student. Today I am still a college student, but with five slaves and a expensive house. Now I needed to find Rose so she can tell me what is going on, but first I wanted to rest. I could keep going, but mentally I needed some sleep. Scooping up Stephanie, I carried her into a huge master bedroom. Tossed her into the bed, as I used her massive tits as my personal pillow. My dreams were to be of sex.
    

    
      
    

    
      My last conscious memory was of Misty wrapping her lips around my dick. As she played with the pussy of her mistress.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Incubus Journal
    

    
      Becoming Katty
    

    
      
    

    
      Written by The Mad Hatter
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
                   My new life and powers did not need me to sleep, the lust and sex with others sustained me. Yet that only fuels the body, the mind still wants to sleep and waking up it always throws the mind for a loop. Even more so when you wake up to a sexy vixen cleaning your man meat with her mouth. At first, I was startled by the act, but as my mind came online what was going on registered.
    

    
      
    

    
                   The woman who was pleasuring me was my pet. Who must’ve noticed me starting to wake up and decided that she needed to be the one to give me a good wake up. She was handling my new 12 inches like it was her life’s mission to get it to spill its seed. My massive tool required the full use of her mouth, as it was stretched to its limit and both hands. As before she was enjoying it as much as I was, Misty eating her out did help.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Last night started coming back to me. Misty was left to attend us and seemed to have dozed in a chair in the room, waiting to see if she was needed. Either their mistress, also known as my pet, woke her to fulfill her work or she did it on her own. Laying back into the mountain of pillows behind me the pleasure just washed over me. Not to mention the energy that fed me.
    

    
      
    

    
                   After some time I gave her my full load, which she dutifully swallowed. After pulling my dick out of her mouth, which came out with a bit of a pop, she slides on top of me. She let her tits hang right in my face. Giving her a quick bite on the nipple, she was brought to a quick orgasm.
    

    
      
    

    
                   She lowered herself, which at first I assumed was going to be for a kiss. Instead, she whispered into my ear. “Master, if you desire to be at class on time, we must get into the shower.” Even her whisper was seductive. If I did not have full control of my sexual abilities, my hard on would have started becoming painful from this.
    

    
      
    

    
                   In response though I picked her up and carried her into a large walk in shower. After the shower reached the temperature I liked, pulled her in with me. With her legs wrapped around me, she took the full length of my cock. Not sure how she was able to, nor how she was able to clean and scrub me while I brought her to many orgasms.
    

    
      
    

    
                   After some time we extracted ourselves from the shower. Wrinkled from the water, but refreshed. Outside the bathroom stood Misty holding a complete suit. Eyes downcast in an incredibly subservient way. Taking my clothes from her, she turned to present a stunning dress for my pet. A long black dress, something that would be out a place for someone going to class. Much like my apparently tailored suit.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “You really can pull off a suit,” came a familiar seductive voice. It was the woman in the red dress, also known as Rose, and she was reclined on my bed as if she owned it.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “What are you doing in my home?” Felt a bit of fire behind my voice, not sure where it came from.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “Checking out how you are handling the changes.” From nowhere she had a tray of strawberries.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “Give us the room, and have the car ready to take us to school Misty.” She did a deep bow, and turned to leave, my pet followed her out. “What is going on with me?”
    

    
      
    

    
                   Most women lately would be squirming over themselves to answer me. She seemed to enjoy the power of independence. After she let the silence in the room sit for a bit, and my anger continued to rise, she finally started to answer.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “Remember last night, how I mentioned I am a succubus.” I was still giving her a steely glare but did give her a quick nod. “Well you are the same as me, and so much more.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I am a succubus?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Incubus, a male version of a lust demon is called an incubus.” She was finally sitting up facing me. “Technically you are an incubus, but you are something else also.” Her boobs seemed to constantly jiggle. The held them in the most seductive way possible.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Each circle of hell has a lord of the circle.” She wasn’t even looking at me. She was more interested in the strawberries that she must have conjured. “They are the Archlord and the most powerful of the demons in that realm.”
    

    
      
    

    
      I snapped as she didn’t seem to be answering me. Suddenly across the room, she was in my hands and my voice raised to so I could scream at her. “Answer my question!”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I am,” this did faze her. This woman that seemed always in control was afraid for her existence. “The previous Archlord of the circle of lust was killed.” She was talking fast, as my demeanor scared her. “When a demon dies their essence is not destroyed or absorbed by the demon who killed them. Instead, it finds a new host, and you are the new host for the essence, as well as his power.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Then what does that make you to me?” I glared into her eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I was the main concubine of the Archlord, and that is why I looked for you.” Her fear was turning into lust. It dawned on me that she enjoyed the feeling of being powerless.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You will serve me again in this form.” She nodded, as she bites her lip. Her nipples tenting the thin material of her dress.
    

    
      
    

    
      “We will have to enjoy each other later, you will be late for school.” She said this tauntingly, knowing that anything I did to her would make her enjoy. My only answer is to leave her turned on and laying on my bed. The only thing that could be considered a punishment for her. As I was leaving my eyes caught my other servants. They were still dressed based on the tasks they had been assigned the night before.
    

    
      
    

    
      Crystal, who had been the one keeping the place clean, was dressed in a fetish based french maid outfit. Her tits were almost falling out as the nipple were almost coming out. She was still cleaning until I started down the stairs. Which she came to stand at the end of the stairs thrusting her tits out. Almost as if it was a pat on the head, I reached over to twist her nipple. The near silence of the room was broken by a loud moan.
    

    
      
    

    
      The other two, which my updated memories told me was Candi was the redhead and the  brunette, known as Lexis. The memories also told me their favorite was to be rewarded. Misty loved to be held down and violently fucked. Crystal loved giving head and could get off just from doing so. Candi loved having her breast played with, and was capable of getting off from them being played with. While Lexis loved it in the ass, which she definitely had a nice one.
    

    
      
    

    
                   All them would have sex with me in any way I wanted, but they had their preferences. They also had different jobs that they attended to when they were not attending me or my mistress. Each one of them can and will go out to kinda prostitute themselves out to earn money for the house. Something I was not okay with. Each one of them also has other ways to get money, like Lexis does webcam work to earn extra income. With that considered I will need to figure a different method of creating revenue.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Out in the car was my pet and Misty waiting for me. Misty’s job being my errand girl, and driver. Speaking of which she was wearing the sluttiest version of a chauffeur that I could imagine. Her tits forming a shelf that created cleavage that seemed to go on forever. The only reason I was able to take my eyes off of her is my pet. She in the dress would have caused car accidents if she was walking to class.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “Master, please tell me what is on your mind.” She had her lips around my dick, only stopping to ask that question.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “Considering different ways to bring money into the house.” I was enjoying the head that she gave me, but it felt distant as my mind was running.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “We could always do something like what your Lil’ Slut does” That idea was gold. My Lil’ Slut, which if you do not remember is the woman I changed from the club, is a stripper for a high-class club. Sending my girls to work there would make me a nice chunk of change. Not to mention what could I do with the unique nature of our relationship. For her brilliant idea, she got a full load. which she was able to catch all it so it didn’t ruin our outfits before class. Another change I did not mention before was the bigger balls and loads. When I did give a full load, which by the way I could control the volume, it was a half a cup, each time.
    

    
                 
    

    
                   “Misty,” her eyes almost glowed when she heard her name. “Get my Lil’ Slut for me before you get my pet and me.”
    

    
      
    

    
                   In a cheerful manner, “Yes sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
                   “Be sure she is kept happy until I return. If you have to pass this task onto one of the others go ahead,” I added as an afterthought, as my pet and I left the car.
    

    
      
    

    
                   As expected eyes turned on us as we got out of the car. Men and women just started radiating the heat in their aura that meant arousal. I could even smell some of the women started soaking their panties from looking at us. My pet was such a creature of sex that even straight women would start considering having sex with her. It was an interesting thought to let her seduce them, but we had the class to take care of.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Walking through the school was a lot easier than expected. As everyone just parted to allow us through. The only exception is a wise guy who tried to grope my pet, a glare from me and he seemed to have lost control of his bowels. None would ever touch my things without my permission.
    

    
      
    

    
                   We parted at her classroom before I went to mine. Without her on my arm, women started putting themselves on display. Thrusting out whatever asset they viewed as their best. None could compare to the harem that I had at home, and even less so considering the bodies would be mine to change. Going to have to ask Rose what is the limit I could change others. Started to wonder if I could change myself, as she seemed to do.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Today I was in a calculus class, and it was boring. It was taught by a bit of a MILF named Ms. Robinson and she was rather dry with an already dry subject. Was not going to do this, promised myself that the women I had already changed were enough. The only problem with that is that power corrupts and it was to much fun to not do it.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Over about thirty minutes I pushed her personality to make her more bubbly. Which usually makes the subject more happy and outgoing. The before and after would be night and day. She was more excited about math and thrusting out her generous breast to her audience. At some point, she had let her hair down. Don’t know when that happened as I was playing with other things on the menu.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Her restraint did not go, but it was reduced. Left it around a 5 maybe a 4, which I hoped was low enough that she would sleep with a student or cheat on her husband. Which I do not think he will mind. After some digging in her mind, there was something buried in her personality. Changing her would too much fun. She was now bisexual with a strong love of being dominant to females. Not going to go over the rest of how I changed her. She ended up a bit of bubbly bimbo, who wanted to have sex with men and women.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Would have done some physical changes but that would need for me to have sex with her. She was not someone that were interesting to me right now. There was someone in the class who was, and getting her to sleep with me would not even need my abilities.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Her name is Kristy and she was the hot girl of the class. Before my life began to change, she rejected me and went out of her way to embarrass me for having asked her out. Her slutty face, was framed by her perfect shoulder length dark auburn hair. Her tits were about a C cup were perfect for her current frame. They were small compared to the ones that I had been playing with, didn't matter. Last but least she had an amazing firm, athletic ass.
    

    
      
    

    
                   In this version of my life, she had a strong attraction to me. My new memories have me toying with her emotions. Not turning her down or allowing her to enjoy my touch. She was around a 6, which has come to mean to me “Would fuck anywhere anytime.” Her base arousal around me was a 5, so just me talking to her would kick it to the level I wanted. I am going to turn her into another pet, not like the one I had come to school with. Something inspired by my reading Hentai days.
    

    
      
    

    
                   Class ended rather or at least seemed too. As my mind wondered how she was going to be split in two by my monstrous cock. Pretty sure that if my powers do not change things she will not be able to take any of it. The idea of her squirming under both pain and pleasure was a turn on for me. Which led to the discovery that my tailored pants had re-enforced seams where my cock would sit.
    

    
      
    

    
                   As she went to leave I grabbed her arm in a firm way. Not letting her get any misunderstanding that she had no choice in this. She enjoyed being dominated by me, as both her aura and the tenting nipples let me know. “I am going to grant you one choice, where do you want me to fuck you?”
    

    
      
    

    
                   Her answer was nonverbal as she attached her face to mine. Hell bent on trying to suck it off. The few that were in the classroom left and the only other person in the room was my pet. She raised no objection, just locked the door to the classroom and stood watch. Although she did not hide it from us that she was also playing with herself.
    

    
      
    

    
                   “You are going to suck my cock, and if you are not good enough, I will not fuck you.” She seemed ready to protest, but a steely gaze from me crushed that minor rebellion. She knew that my cock was large, but how large must have missed her awareness. As when she pulled it out in it’s semi hard state her eyes bugged for a moment.
    

    
      
    

    
                   She fell in love with my giant cock, making love to it like it was a long-lost lover. She used a skill that she had developed during her slutty life, something she referred to her time as a Sex Kitten. This made the changes I had in mind even more entertaining. First things first, she had to prove she knew how to handle my man meat.
    

    
      
    

    
      She spent some time kissing and licking the huge head. All while stroking the shaft, she finally tried to put it in her mouth. Never stopping her stroking she made several attempts at getting the head in her mouth. Failed every time. Her mouth was not big enough, and she was afraid what sliding her teeth across it would do to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      The idea that my dick was too big for even her mouth turned me on more than anything else she did. Which was clear to her because my already formidable meat got a little bigger and a lot harder. Her cheeks started to buldge from the effort. This gave her the idea to instead of putting it in her mouth, but to play into my ego. With added ministrations of her tongue.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Oh Doug, you’re too big for me.” Between each pause, she would showcase this by a fake attempt to put it in her mouth again. “No woman could handle this baseball bat you call a cock.” She freed her tits to help with the menstruations. “Even my titties are too small to pleasure a man such as you.”
    

    
      
    

    
      She was radiating body heat, which was from hot and bothered she was getting. She was even sweating, but not from the exertion, from how turned on she was. This made her tits look like they had been oiled up and even more attractive. I grabbed her hair and lifted her head to make sure she looked at me. This act made the smell of her woman juices explode around us. She had reached the level of nothing could stop her from fucking right now. In other words anything past a seven on the arousal scale.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You are going to put your lips around the head of my mouth.” She gave a nod, as best she could to the instruction. “You are going to swallow everything that I give you. If even a single drop touches my suit, you will never see my dick again.” She nodded and this time with enough force that there was a moment of concern that I might rip her hair out.
    

    
      
    

    
      She attached her face to the top of my dick, never stopping her stroking. Faster and faster she went, all the while rubbing her tits into the pole in front of her. With no other warning, I shot my load down her throat. She would receive a full load from me, and with enough force that she wouldn’t even have time to gag. As I just spray straight down her throat.
    

    
      
    

    
      This load she was getting, was the biggest that I had ever done. It felt like a firehouse and based on its size fit the description. The pleasure was incredible, and it seemed good for her, or her eyes were dilating due to lack of oxygen. When I finished, now had the appearance of someone who ate too much at dinner. As she fell back I could even hear the sound of it sloshing in her.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Master please do that to me.” Came the sound of my pet, whom would have to get a new name soon. She had come to meet me after class, and found me changing someone new. “I want you to give me a load so big I swell as if I was pregnant, or you could just make me pregnant.” Didn't consider my ability to make others pregnant in my marathon of sex, will have to ask Rose about that.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You did good, and now you receive the right to be my house pet.” Wasn’t sure before if I could do these changes, but now it was easy for me to do. So starting with the easy, her breast expanded a couple cup sizes. She even gained more muscle as she became more athletic looking. Right now she would pass as a fitness model, with the flexibility you would think she was a busty gymnast.
    

    
      
    

    
      If I left her right now she would think of herself as my girlfriend. Also would have a body that allowed her to take all my dick. It would be tight as hell, but it would fit. This arrangement didn’t fit what I wanted, no she would be my pet.
    

    
      
    

    
      When I had announced her becoming my pet, the one playing with herself below was a little sad at the idea. Once the changes started she figured out what she was to become. First, her ears both moved on her head and changed shape. This was my first time making this change, but it was easy. What I was giving her wasn’t even human. She now had cat ears on the top of her head.
    

    
      
    

    
      She gave no reaction to the changes, as she was still dazed from the head she gave me. I found myself changing her life with her physical changes. To her, she had always had cat ears, but I was not done. Her eyes turning into the feline slits was another easy change, it was as easy as opening a drink. Other than a few minor tweaks, the last thing I gave her was a long cat-like tail that reached to her feet. It matched her hair color, and she figured out how to use it, as it snaked its way around my dick.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Now let’s see what you can do,” my voice snapped her to full awareness, “now that you are a real Sex Kitten.” Picking her up and I planted her against the wall. There was no gentleness about it, she took everything I gave to her.
    

    
      
    

    
      The force of me pounding into her had to be heard on the other side of the brick walls. Wet noise filling the room as the sound of me going in and out of her. As well as the parts of her that were soaked in her juices,  slammed into the wall. Using her long cat tongue she had it find every corner of my mouth, giving me an embrace that was inhuman. She was even purring as she took both my pounding and started to caress her own tits with her tail.
    

    
      
    

    
      A quick glance down gave me the idea of how far in her I was. Every thrust made her toned belly poke out, it wasn’t from her tensing or anything. My dick was so big it was actually making her belly bulge every time it went it. After all my changes, she hardly considered human anymore. Thanks to a “Rare genetic trait” that shows up in her family.
    

    
      
    

    
      As she continued to moan and purr, which was an odd sound, her new past caught up to her. Her clothes changing to fit her new dimensions, jeans changing to a skirt. This allowed for her tail free motion and easy access. Not to mention allowed her transition between being on all fours or standing, as both were easy for her. My favorite change was something that manifested in my hand, her leash.
    

    
      
    

    
      Throttling up on it, she lost her ability to breathe for a moment. This was just as I brought her to a big orgasm. The oxygen deprivation and the pleasure with a touch of pain, made her go completely limp in my arms. A couple more pounds from me, and she got another load from me.
    

    
      
    

    
      “My pet, make her presentable, and be sure Misty is ready for us.” She followed my commands with no hesitation and was even glad she got to keep her name. As I watch my seed spill out of her pussy it dawned on me what she will be called from now on. “You are my pet, she is my kitty.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, master.” She responded back, as she started cleaning the cat girl in front of me. She did this by licking out all my seed from her lady parts.
    

    
      
    

    
      Even from where I was standing I could tell there was a bit of a crowd formed outside. That was something that would not be fun to deal with. So instead of just wading through that, another one of my pawns were to come into play. “Rose, you are to be here now.” Saying this to air, I had a feeling about her abilities.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes my master,” and I had been right. She was bound to me, with something a free will. She had to carry out my tasks, but how she did it was up to her. The woman that stood in the red dress was Rose but did not look like her. Instead of the dark haired vixen that I knew, she was now a Blonde Bombshell. Of course with an extreme hourglass shape.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I want you to distract the crowd outside, feed on a few if you must.” She liked this idea, as her tented dress let me know.
    

    
      
    

    
      She reached down to the crotch of her dress, as it becomes a lot shorter. She did this and as her hand reached it, a large bulge pushed out her dress. It did not take any of my powers to answer what she had done, but she did give a hint to the obviousness.
    

    
      
    

    
      “With this,” she said this as she stroked the bulge through her dress. “I will have something for both the men and the women.” By the time my Kitty finally came to, the sounds of sex filled the outside. Leaving was a lot easier.
    

    
      
    

    
      The last I saw of Rose; she was “Balls Deep” in a woman who she pounded into a wall from behind.
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      Written by: The Mad Hatter
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
          After creating my new cat, I started to wonder what the limits to my abilities were. Here I made a woman that should not even be able to exist. Just like all the others, she was completely subservient to me. In fact, right now she had my monster of cock jammed down her throat. She was able to do this weird purr thing that felt amazing.
    

    
      
    

    
          We were driving home from the orgy that had been school. Rose had fucked almost every women and man who entered that hallway. She had done it by switching between have her own huge dick and have a pussy. At one point I think she had both. This made me wonder not only how far I could change others, but what could I do to myself.
    

    
      
    

    
          As it stood right now, my body was muscled. I was not some walking wall of muscles, though, it was more lean muscle. Kinda like you would see on a gymnast. Not to mention I also felt stronger, had not tested it, but my body just felt lighter. This is added with my now limitless endurance.
    

    
      
    

    
          Then there was my dick. When all this had started it was only around six inches and that was if I really tried to cheat the ruler. Girth wise you might mistake it for a hotdog, not really something that you would be proud of. Now it was ten inches and it was about as thick as some of my girl's forearm. Veins rippling down its length. When fully hard I could probably beat someone to death with it.
    

    
      
    

    
          I am not complaining about any of these changes. I wondered how much more was coming without my control. Not to mention if I was going to reach a point where my form was more fluid like Rose’s. I always knew who she was, but she never seemed to be the same woman twice. Although her massive tits and ass were a dead give away. She also had a thing for wearing a red dress.
    

    
      
    

    
          My personal catgirl wasn’t currently deepthroating my dick. If not, I might have tried to make it bigger. She had been given much greater flexibility, but with my limited control over my own form. It would be a bad idea to start playing around. Would also play with my frame, but my tailored suit would be ruined.
    

    
      
    

    
          So instead of changing my own form I started reaching out with my powers. Sensing the women around me. Not changing them, just practicing locking onto a specific target. At first thought, I did turn one woman making out with her boyfriend into a bisexual. With tendencies towards nymphomania. Do not think he will complain about that.
    

    
      
    

    
          My pet, who was the first girl I changed, was fingering herself next to me. She was watching as Kat continued to lick my dick. Her tongue impossibly long, and incredibly dexterous. Every inch of my dick was licked before she plunged back onto my cock. She took the whole length in her mouth with no problem.
    

    
      
    

    
          She had been a good girl so I decided to give her what she had been working towards. With the changes came my control over when I cum, and it felt like I was pulling a ‘trigger’. This on top of my instant recovery gave me the ability to never stop having sex. So with my control, I pulled the trigger and blew my load down her throat.
    

    
      
    

    
          Gave her no warning, but did time it on one of her downstrokes. If she hadn’t had all my cock down her throat she might have missed swallowing it. In this case, she had no chance, as it just poured down her throat. This gave me an idea for later, something to try with my pet. Something she had even suggested.
    

    
      
    

    
          As Kat tried to recover from her lack of oxygen I started to alter my pet. She would not know about these changes and none of them were visible. They were like what I had done to Kat. She was going to be more Malleable and I was going to take full advantage of it. This would give me a good chance to play with my own shapeshifting.
    

    
      
    

    
          My precious Kat licked my dick clean before putting it away. She started to climb into the seat, I thought she was going to go to sleep. I was wrong. She planted her face in my pets pussy and used her long tongue. Her screams and moans filled the car, as we drove back to my new home.
    

    
      
    

    
      Misty, my personal slut who was driving us, started squirming in her seat. I could sense her arousal, and could even smell her juices leaking onto the seat. She wasn’t wearing any panties, as I had instructed. It was for easy access, in case they needed a good fucking. She also wore a somewhat formal skirt, that was also extremely slutty. The looked like a slutty chauffeur.
    

    
      
    

    
      As it stood right now I had six women who lived with me, and they were almost a cult. They all seemed to worship my cock and what I could do with it. There was the woman known as Lil’ Slut, or just the Slut. All the other women lived with me, she didn’t. Also unlike the other women, her changes felt and took the appearance of plastic surgery. Her tits massive and filled with silicone. Another person I had changed.
    

    
      
    

    
      There was also the succubus Rose. She knew what I really was, and worshiped me because of that. She explained that I had received the powers and essence of a demon lord who ruled over the circle of lust. Although I technically wasn’t an incubus I had all their powers and more. Some of the limitations and rules I could ignore. Didn’t know what that meant as she hadn’t explained.
    

    
      
    

    
      Before going to school I had requested that the Slut visit us. I had an idea of how to raise money for my growing harem. It was in line with her current way of earning a living and she could see about helping me move in that direction. Not to mention I wanted to fuck her tight ass. Surrounded by natural tits everywhere I want to get my hands on her fake ones.
    

    
      
    

    
      It was around noonish and the Slut would not be around until later. She worked late so she slept in late, but she would be here. Until then I wanted to play with my abilities and fuck the women around me. Never having to worry about going soft and having many willing holes made this a lot of fun. They were willing to do whatever I wanted.
    

    
      
    

    
      Rose was not available for questions. I imagine she was still enjoying an orgy somewhere. So I had to reach inside myself and see what I can find. That was a lot harder than changing reality for the women or changing their bodies. Not only was I afraid of the experimentation process itself, but there was just so much calling out to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      I had stood in the living room of the house for a what felt like a long time. Looking for the different connections to different parts to my body. Being afraid to actually test them I made no progress.
    

    
      
    

    
      Yet suddenly, it was clear as day what was what to me. I didn’t know what was for what, I just felt it. Opening my eyes I noticed my pet licking my balls. So wrapped up in my thoughts I didn’t even notice her. That's when it hit me, my control is at it’s highest when having sex. So there is no better time than now.
    

    
          
    

    
          She must have known what I was going to do because she squealed in excitement. When I was fucking the kitten before I changed her, she had asked me to do something to her. It was something that I had done to her. This required some changes in myself, combined with the changes I had already done to her.
    

    
      
    

    
          She was thrown over my arm, with my dick hanging almost to my knees. She had gotten me half hard, but I could change that whenever I wanted. While carrying her, and feeling her tits press into my back I started the changes in myself I wanted. The visible ones being the increase in the size of my dick and balls.
    

    
      
    

    
        I finally threw her onto the bed in our bedroom and my dick was now fourteen inches long. Not to mention as wide as a baseball bat end. No normal woman could take it, but all my sluts could. I would have to remember to change it back later. This tool would be dangerous to any other women. With my powers, they would try, though.
    

    
      
    

    
          My balls were now swollen and huge. They now hung low and were the size of softballs. That was not all I had done, but that was what was visible from the outside. My pet was dripping wet from her excitement. Her scent was filling the room.
    

    
      
    

    
      Spreading her legs, she was ready to take it all. Starting with just the head, I could feel her stretch. A visible bulge was created from me entering her. The further I pushed in the further up it traveled. She felt nothing but pleasure and was screaming from it overwhelming her mind. If it wasn’t that I was helping her with my powers, she would have passed out from the pleasure.
    

    
      
    

    
      In and out I thrust into her. Each time bottoming out and reaching depths that should be impossible. Not only because of lack of length on normal men. It was also because she should not physically be able to take the whole length. I had rearranged her to fix that and she could take any length she wanted.
    

    
      
    

    
      As I continued thrusting into her I enjoyed watching the bulge travel through her gut. It was really closer to her womb, but from the outside, it looked like her stomach. Using her hands she started to trace the outline of my cock that was stretching her skin. All while screaming and moaning. Didn’t even try to keep track of how many times she orgasmed around my dick.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her fluids would have been pouring out of her, but the seal around my dick was too tight. That is what I wanted, for there to be as tight a seal around my dick as possible. Fucking her in the pussy was only step one of what I wanted to do to her. She was about to get it too. With a pull of the trigger, she started to get the full load.
    

    
      
    

    
      I felt like I was a firehouse in cartoons. Every pulse down my shaft was liters of cum, and it was pouring into her waiting womb. Rose had told me I could not get them preggers unless I wanted too. So I had changed a few things with her to make this possible. In the end, I got to enjoy as she started to swell in the midsection.
    

    
      
    

    
      I never took her clothes off. Instead watched as she stretched the hem of her skirt she had changed into when she got home. More and more she swelled, no longer looking like she had a big dinner, but was now pregnant. Her skirt could not keep up as it split right in front of me. A red line in her skin revealing just how taunt it had been.
    

    
      
    

    
      Except around her pussy, her gut now concealed my dick’s bulge in her. She tried to sit up, but with her womb so stuffed it was impossible. She must have known what the next part was. It took a little bit of force to pull my dick out of her snatch, but with a pop, it came out. Cum leaking out of both of us. One of my slaves would have to clean that up later.
    

    
      
    

    
      Going around to where her head was I started to feed my dick to her. Like the rest of her, she was changed so she could take mine much more in the mouth. Not to mention breath as it travels down into her. Like her snatch, there was a bulge as it made it’s way into her stomach. When her nose reached my pelvic region I started to thrust into her.
    

    
      
    

    
      There was no need with my powers, but she deserved some pleasure from this part. Her whole esophagus was now as pleasurable as her vagina. Something I would change back later, as it could lead to some weird things. Right now I just enjoyed the music of her muffled moans on my dick. Her eyes rolled back and her snatch squirting she was on the verge of passing out. She was still only kept awake by my powers.
    

    
      
    

    
       I finally decided she needed for me to finish, after fighting to stay awake. Giving the command I started to cum down her throat. Once again she started to fill. More and more of my spunk just filling her belly. Yet, that was not the only thing that was being filled. With an impulse, I changed it so that it would also fill her tits.
    

    
      
    

    
      With all this, her top was not long for this world. She now was insanely pregnant looking. Long ago her belly button had inverted and she was losing any semblance of control. If she didn’t have all that added weight she would have thrown herself off the bed.
    

    
      
    

    
      After what felt like forever to both of us I finally finished. After all that, I finally let her pass out. Her eyes did one more roll up into the back of her head before she just went limp. My cum was slight leaking out of her mouth, nipples, and snatch. She would not stay this way but she would never forget.
    

    
      
    

    
      Neither would any of the other women as they had been watching. All them with their hands buried in their pussy. Waiting in hopes that I would do the same to them.
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      The Mad Hatter
    

    
      
    

    
          Months after the inflating orgy, I find myself now owning a strip club. Formerly owned by my Lil’Sluts boss. Her boss is also one of my strippers. She didn’t want to sell it to me. Of course, after changing her she was a loyal slave to my will. Sucks my dick at least once a week.
    

    
      
    

    
          All the women who ‘work’ at my club have been touched by me. Breast expanded and ass enhanced. They are also enslaved to my will, so working is questionable. They do it because I told them too. They even do some extra work in the back for more revenue.
    

    
      
    

    
          Thinking back I used to be bothered by the women selling their bodies for money. It was the whole reason I wanted the strip club. Now it doesn’t matter to me anymore. Chalking it up to me not being human anymore. These women were no longer people in my eyes, but property. To be used as I see fit.
    

    
      
    

    
          Of course, at least once someone had decided to be rough with one of the girls and not in a way that I allow. She had a black eye until I fixed it. The man never even made it to the hospital and that wasn’t even what I would have done to him. It was Rose who killed him.
    

    
      
    

    
          She dominated him and drained him of his life force. When I found him he was dying and tied to a torture. She was wearing a sexy leather outfit. Had he dropped off somewhere, and later found a news article talking about his death. Thinking back I should have enslaved him, but what is done is done.
    

    
      
    

    
          I did receive several additions to my harem. Several women came in to apply for work, and I ended up fucking them. Then changing to better fit into the club’s standards. Massive tits and a huge ass were required. Not to mention their dick sucking lips, which they ended up putting to use. All in all, I have built a good business.
    

    
      
    

    
      That is how life had been for me during the last couple of months. The only other thing of note was me changing my mother and sister. No I did not fuck them. Rose revealed to me that because I am a Lord of Demons I can break that rule. Gave my mother back her youth and made both of them far more attractive. Did not play around with their minds, just wanted them to be happy.
    

    
      
    

    
      Now I just enjoyed my women, always watching for more to add to my collection. I had not seen any other demons, except Rose and none had come to bother me. That is until she walked through the door. I did not see her enter, I just felt it. I also felt Rose intercepting her.
    

    
      
    

    
      I took not, but did nothing. Rose had the business in hand, and rarely needed me to help. It was me sensing her pain that brought me out of my office. The woman looked like a seductive asian slut, but I could feel she was a lot more than that. She also had Rose writhing in pain by her feet.
    

    
      
    

    
      She had at least a set of D’s and curves that Asians rarely had. Not to mention I could feel the brimstone in her being. The same thing that gives Rose’s real identity away. It was during the day and we only had the barest amount of customers.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Everyone out!” I boomed over the music. There were no complaints, everyone just followed their order. Even without using my powers to directly control someone’s will. My presence was usually able to do it. Not only was I intimidating, but it was an underlying power that I had received.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You will stop what you are doing to my slave.” I felt heat and darkness behind me as I commanded the new slut. She did not flinch or back away. With a flick of her hand, Rose stopped writhing in pain.
    

    
      
    

    
      She took a seat in the now empty club. Even my girls had left, probably to find Johns to earn money with. “Will you not join me?” She said coyly.
    

    
      
    

    
      Taking the seat across from her. “Rose, get off the floor and join us.” She had passed out, but with a push of my power she awoke and took a seat. “Now you will tell me who you are.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “My real name is really long, but you may call me Tia.” She smiled at me from across the table.
    

    
      
    

    
      “She is the demon who killed your predecessor and the current Lord of your circle.” Tia attempted to smack Rose, but I stopped her. Rose was my property and no one was to harm her.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You will stop that.” Once again I commanded the Demon.
    

    
      
    

    
      “You cannot boss me around. I am the Lord of Lust.” She flexed her powers, which made her breast swell a cup size. “As you are less ranked to me you are really mine.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Reaching out with my powers I started to sense her. My dealings with Rose had allowed me to feel how much power she had. Tia was a waterfall, compared to Rose’s stream of power. Yet, both did not know how much I have concealed from them.
    

    
      
    

    
      “What finally brought you here?” There was no politeness to what I said, I had just switched from commanding.
    

    
      
    

    
      “As you are the new form my only rival has taken,” she started to explain. “I have decided to destroy you before you become a threat. Might enslave you instead, haven’t decided.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “And what makes you think you can do that?” I was smiling, although it felt more like I was baring my teeth at her. I even felt my canine teeth elongate. I had learned that with my powers came a devil form, the teeth were the first change I could do.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Do you not feel my power?” She growled at me. My shrug set her off. “Fine then, you will feel it in effect.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Rose dived from the table. She was understandably afraid of a fight between two Lords. Having nearly died the last time she saw this. Only escaping because my predecessor had protected her.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her eyes went blood red as she turned her powers on me. There was a heavy stench of brimstone and heat around me. The chair and table started to shudder from the force she was putting out. Not to mention what it was doing to her. Her tits further expanded as she used her powers. Her skirt started to life as her ass expanded as well.
    

    
      
    

    
      She only got madder when she realized none of it bothered me. She was not messing with my will or changing my body like she wanted. It’s not that could not feel what she was doing, it was just annoying like a Gnat flying around. Taunting her I used my powers to move a soda from behind the bar to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Both of them were at a lost on how she was not crushing me. This was the same power that had destroyed the demons previous form, and now I was mocking her. She was bringing me her full powers of hell and it didn’t even change my hair color or make me like her better. Though I will admit her tits looked amazing as it stretched her top.
    

    
      
    

    
      By the time I finished my soda she collapsed into her chair. I regret not adding whiskey to my soda, though, thought she would have lasted longer. She was breathing hard, almost panting. I was relaxed in my chair.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Fuck how rude of me,” I said as I turned to Rose. She was still on the floor. “Did you want a soda? Feel free to go get one.” Smiling I turned to Tia, “Do you want one?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “How are you not enslaved?” She was breathing hard and had to talk between each breath.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Is that what you were doing?” I was having too much fun mocking her. “I thought the AC was on the fritz again.” She did not like being mocked. Over the last few hundred year, she had been the big boss. By the way, time moves differently in hell. Now I was just mocking her.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I am not done with you.” She had admitted her defeat to herself, but she would not to him. “I will be back and when I do you will be my slave.”
    

    
      
    

    
      There was a flare of heat as she used her powers. It was to teleport, probably back to hell. Rose had taught me how in hopes that one day I would go there to take over. Never found out what she intended to do, as I stopped it. Terror creeped across her face she realized that she was going no where.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Hi, that was a quick trip.” Mocking her had become so fun, especially as she was so afraid right now. “What was this about enslaving?” Rose had taught me about this. A demon could enslave another. My previous version had done it to her, and she was still bound to his essence. In other words, she was now bound to me.
    

    
      
    

    
      Accessing my own powers I started to enslave her. Unlike a human, who you fill with your power. You have to take all the demons. For a succubus or incubus, they lose all their sexual characteristics. So reaching into her I started to absorb her powers into me.
    

    
      
    

    
      The feeling was indescribable. It was like a thousand orgasims at once. Feasting on her essence was intoxicating and it just went on and on. All the while she shrank into her chair. As her ass and tits deflated. Everything attractive about her disappeared. As more and more power got pulled into me.
    

    
      
    

    
      When she was empty she just sat there. If you didn’t know better you would have thought she might have been a guy. Her hair looked pale and greasy. Her face had blemishes and she had no curves to speak of. She had no ability to fight or will to resist as I started to fill her back up.
    

    
      
    

    
      With her essence gone, and the only mine remaining her would become an extension of my will. I slowly gave her power. I did not want her more powerful than Rose, but I did not want her to look like an ass. Slowly she started to restore her great looks.
    

    
      
    

    
      First her blemishes disappeared and her skin smoothed out. Her hair changed as well. It straightened and lost it’s greasy look. Then it started to lengthen. I prefer my sluts to have hair touching their ass, at least. During all this she sat there like an empty shell. She was even drooling a little.
    

    
      
    

    
      Reaching out with my powers I started my favorite part. Making her tits and ass expand, hopefully, to destroy whatever she is wearing. Watching their tits rip out of their clothes had always been my favorite part. I had even changed my girls several times just to watch it again. Their breast always getting a bit bigger. Now they were cartoonish but still sexy.
    

    
      
    

    
      She was going to go through a similar experience. Her tits started their growth in pulses. I timed it with each breath. Each time she inhaled they would pulse almost a cup size. It wasn’t long before her shirt had grown tight again.
    

    
      
    

    
      Of course, that wasn’t the only thing I was changing. Her ass was growing too. Well her ass and thighs. They were expanding at a healthy pace. No longer was her skirt almost falling off. Now it was fighting to cover her expanding ass. Her snatch was already showing and it was dripping wet.
    

    
      
    

    
      Bigger and bigger her tits pushed her shirt outward. Testing the limits of its material. They were already bigger than she had them when using her powers against me and they hadn’t broken free yet. A button flying across the club was the first sign of their impending freedom. Her skirt was now more of a belt, doing nothing to hide her lady parts.
    

    
      
    

    
      She started to get some of her mind back or at least some instinct was awakening. Her fingers found their way to her clit and another two inside her snatch. Leaning back she started to moan, as more and more she grew. Her tits adding weight to frame. So much that if she had not also gained a slight amount of strength she would be pinned to the ground.
    

    
      
    

    
      It seemed to be timed perfectly. As she orgasimed her tits were finally free. They bounced and jiggled in all their glory. They were large, round and firm. With her bronze skin and darker nipples, she was perfectly fuckable. She was also enslaved to my will and she better put that body to use.
    

    
      
    

    
      Flipping the table I grabbed her from the chair. Quicker than describing it, she was pinned to the wall and my dick buried into her snatch. I was not going to go easy on her. With a push she started to feel my normally 12-inch cock, become the size of a baseball bat. A normal woman would have ripped in two. She was not.
    

    
      
    

    
      Harder and harder I pounded into her. Watching as her skin stretched around my tool. If she had any presence of mind left I had not seen it. She instead had her eyes rolled back, trying not to bite her tongue. All as I violently fucked her against the wall.
    

    
      
    

    
      With a flex of a muscle, I started to unload into her. Having ramped up my seed production she started to inflate. When the last spurt left my body, she looked 9 months pregnant with twins. I was not done with her.
    

    
      
    

    
      Flipping her over onto the bar I continued. The force of me slamming her into the bar made some cum spray out of her snatch. She spilled some of my seed and that made me angrier towards her. Instead of just fucking her doggy style her ass would have to receive my wrath.
    

    
      
    

    
      Her ass swallowed my dick. The force of me fucking her made her cheeks clap. In and out I thrust. The whole time she babbled and screamed. If she were human, my dick might have killed her. Instead, it just made her squirt all over the floor.
    

    
      
    

    
      There I was for about thirty minutes. Fucking her in the ass as I enjoyed the sight of her compressed tits under her. I had emptied my load into her several more times, and never let her empty. She was now impossibly swollen and completely limp. It wasn’t until then that I was done with her. Now she was broken and bound to my will forever.
    

    
      
    

    
      When my dick was finally out of her she just collapsed to the ground. She didn’t fall far as her gut was that big. Her weight was starting to push out all my cum that had filled her. “When she awakens have her clean it,” I announced to Rose, who had watched all this. She had been fingering herself.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yes, master.” She had enjoyed the whole scene.
    

    
      
    

    
      Leaning over I whispered into her ear. “The secret to how I got so powerful is this club. Everyone who comes in here, or fucks one of my girls becomes tied to my power. Everyone they fuck spreads that connection and on. Almost every soul is tied to my power and you tried to challenge that.” I smacked her ass. “And now you are my slave.” Watching it jiggle, as I told her that, put a smile on my face.
    

    
      
    

    
      The next day I found myself a new bimbo Asian barmaid. She got the job after cleaning all the cum off the floor. She was forced to use her tongue. That is how I regained my seat in hell, but the earth was so much more fun.
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