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 From Billionaire To Whore 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 This stupid computer! 
 
      
 
    I sighed as I finished off the night's third cup of coffee, staring at the frozen screen in front of me. Four hours I'd been staring at this piece of junk, trying to will it into some kind of functioning shape. There was incredibly important business awaiting my approval, and none of it was going to get done if I couldn't get into my files to approve it. Great. I could go downstairs and buy a new one, of course – I could buy a thousand of them if I wanted. It was the principle of the thing. Executives were supposed to have equipment that worked, dammit. 
 
      
 
    If I wasn't on the fifty-first floor, I thought, I'd open a window and chuck the thing out of it. I smiled, picturing the flat, useless machine tumbling end-over-end, smashing into a trillion tiny fragments on the concrete below. Then I shook my head. No, that wouldn't do – the last thing I needed was to give the rest of the board reason to think I was crazy. I was already the first woman to ever sit on the executive board of Mnemosyne Pharmaceuticals – there was no way in hell I was going to be the last. 
 
      
 
    Which is why I was sitting at my desk at probably the only lit window in the entire building, staring at a device that stubbornly refused to work, watching the night slip away. Miss St. Claire is an example to everyone, I thought. Look at those long hours she works. Look at the friends she's not getting together with, at how empty her penthouse apartment is. See the drawer full of vibrators by her bed that's had be a substitute for a decent man. 
 
      
 
    Sigh. That was a road that would get me nowhere, but one I found myself walking down more and more with every year. Something about the small hours of the morning brought out my self-pity. But screw that. I'm sitting on the board of a Fortune 500 company, making more money than I know what to do with, and I'm not even forty. And, I reminded myself, I'm a woman. A trailblazer. What was a little happiness next to that? Fuck happy people: I could buy and sell happy people a million times over. That had to be worth something, right? 
 
      
 
    Time to remind myself how awesome I am by knocking out this work, ensuring the financial security of the company, then having an obscenely expensive steak dinner to celebrate. As if agreeing with my newfound enthusiasm, the laptop let out the little 'ding' that let me know I had an e-mail. 
 
      
 
    Dear Cassandra St. Claire, the message said, you have been selected to win a cash prize of one hundred thousand dollars... 
 
      
 
    I shut the box. I could feel a smirk stretching across my face. If only they knew how little I needed the money. 
 
      
 
    DING, went the laptop, as if reproaching me for not reading the previous e-mail. This one was marked “URGENT.” I had learned a long time ago that the more someone advertises an e-mail as being urgent, the less urgent it usually is, so I was tempted to leave it be – I was late enough already. But curiosity won out. The sender was from somewhere inside the company – it had all of our internal headers – but the name was one I didn't recognize. 
 
      
 
    The second I clicked it, the screen went black. Great, I muttered, the damn thing decided to die on me. Tomorrow I was going to speak to our IT Director personally about this awful equipment... 
 
      
 
    The screen lit up, suddenly so bright I had to squint to avoid hurting my eyes. What the hell? I hit the escape key: nothing happened. Alt and F4: same. Blank white. Still broken, just in a slightly different way. 
 
      
 
    Then the screen flickered. Displayed in gold was a drawing of an eagle, or maybe a hawk, its wings spread across a black background. In one talon, it clutched what looked for all the world like a DNA helix; in the other, a vicious-looking knife. Written beneath the image (which I suddenly realized had to be some kind of logo) were the words: PROJECT CARTHAGE. 
 
      
 
    I had never heard of such a thing. 
 
      
 
    Before I had time to process the scene in front of me, the video again switched focus. Now I was staring at a luxurious marbled wall that looked as if it could have come from any of our corporate offices. After a moment, a man stepped into the picture. He was nondescript, dressed in a well-tailored suit – the kind of person you could pass in the hallway at the office and forget about seconds later. 
 
      
 
    “This message is for Cassandra St. Claire,” the man said. His voice was smooth, melodic – a salesman's voice. “Chief Financial Officer of the Mnemosyne Corporation.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at the screen, my mouth agape. Whoever these people were, they certainly had my full attention.  
 
      
 
    “You're probably wondering what all this is about,” the man said. 
 
      
 
    “You're damn right.” I took another sip of my coffee, only to discover the mug was empty. 
 
      
 
    The man paused as if waiting for my answer. “Normally I love to 'chew the fat', as they say – I'm a talkative guy – but in this instance, I don't have a lot of time-” 
 
      
 
    As if to underscore his point, the video suddenly buzzed with static. The screen became a kaleidoscopic haze of color before settling back to the marble background. 
 
      
 
    “We at Project Carthage have a simple mission: to destroy our enemies utterly.” The screen buzzed again, this time for several seconds. I had just realized what the blur of color reminded me of – one of the music visualizers I was a fan of way back in college – when the screen stabilized. “We eliminate them in ways that are undetectable by law enforcement or corporate espionage. We're very good at it.” 
 
      
 
    I was confused. Was this 'Carthage' group, whatever it was, offering me their services? Was I watching late-night advertising for corporate mercenaries? 
 
      
 
    The man on the screen smiled sadly. “Miss St. Claire, you are our enemy.” 
 
      
 
    Despite the warmth of the room, I felt a sudden chill. I wanted to turn away, to press the button under my desk I knew would summon security, but my fingers were suddenly frozen. 
 
      
 
    “Don't touch that dial,” the man said, holding up a hand. “You can't, though, can you? That's the-” buzz - “introductory programming doing its work. Just relax, Miss St. Claire. Let it wash over you. Nothing we're about to do to you will hurt.” 
 
      
 
    Panic surged in my veins. I will stand up, I thought. I will walk to the door, down the hallway to the elevator, go down to the parking deck, and drive far away from here. I will pick up the phone next to me and call the fucking police. Right...now! 
 
      
 
    I didn't move. My eyes were glued to the screen. I had no more will than a marionette with its strings cut. 
 
      
 
    “I assure you again, Miss St. Claire, this is not going to hurt,” the man continued. “We're not hitmen. Our methods of disposal are much more...thorough...than anything that could set off a messy police investigation.” 
 
      
 
    “Why are you doing this,” I whined through clenched teeth. 
 
      
 
    The man shook his head. “I'm afraid you can never know that, Miss St. Claire. Let's leave it at this: you were on the wrong side of a corporate restructuring. You saw something you shouldn't have seen.” 
 
      
 
    What? I racked my brain, struggling to make sense of what he was saying – then it happened. 
 
      
 
    The image dissolved, breaking into a thousand points of light. Neon reds, golds, greens filled my vision. The screen was a door, swinging open, expanding into the corners of my vision and my world. 
 
      
 
    I was falling. Oh God. 
 
      
 
    Warmth exploded between my legs, making me moan with sudden, unexpected pleasure. My nipples poked through the silk fabric of my blouse. Dimly I realized I was drooling. I'd dropped acid a few times in college, so I knew the difference between a good trip and a bad trip. As my mind slid forward into the wall of light, I knew this was going to make the best trip I'd ever been on look like nothing. 
 
      
 
    The awful part was, there was a bit of me that was looking forward to it. 
 
      
 
    The light engulfed me. I let out a cry of pure ecstasy and dissolved into it. 
 
     
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I came to, my head was on the desk, lying across the keyboard of my laptop. For an instant, I wondered where I was, then I realized I hadn't just fallen asleep at my desk. It all came back in a rush: the video, the light... 
 
      
 
    The video! 
 
      
 
    The laptop's screen was dark. Pressing the power button did nothing, neither did unplugging and reattaching the power cable. Whatever these Carthage people had done had been too much for it. 
 
      
 
    “But I'm still here,” I said out loud, my voice shaking. I was still here! I wasn't dead – and although I felt a little funny, it wasn't anything a glass of red wine and a Xanax wouldn't fix. To my great surprise, I was...okay. 
 
      
 
    It took several attempts to stand – my knees felt like they were made of rubber – but I got to my feet and stood leaning against the desk. I glanced around as if expecting to see the red dot of a sniper coming through the window. I was alone. 
 
      
 
    “I'm okay,” I said out loud. Saying it made it feel a little bit more real. I laughed, relief filling my stomach like cool water. Whatever it was those people had tried to do to me, it hadn't worked. Thank God. 
 
      
 
    I sighed and dropped back into my chair. The unpleasant feeling of wetness greeted me. For an instant, I thought it was urine,then realization hit me and I blushed, even though there was no one to see. Whatever had happened when I went into that light – it was still a blur – I'd definitely had a good trip. 
 
      
 
    I debated with myself for about two seconds before deciding to call the police. I reached out for the phone – and stopped. 
 
      
 
    My hand froze in place. For an instant, confusion filled me. I pushed mentally, willing my hand to grip the phone's receiver – and suddenly it shot inside my jacket. 
 
      
 
    What was I doing? With mounting horror, I watched as I took my slim little leather pocketbook from my jacket pocket, put it on the table, and opened the catch. With no real hurry, I started taking out the contents and placing them on the table in a small pile. There was my black card, my company expense card, a handful of other high-limit pieces of plastic. My driver's license, a passport. Lastly, my cash money: a small stack of large bills in the currencies of several countries. 
 
      
 
    Like I was watching someone else do it, I reached into my desk and pulled out a pair of scissors. 
 
      
 
    Oh god, no! I willed myself to scream, to bring someone running, but no sound escaped my throat. I picked up the black card first. It was worth a small fortune all by itself. 
 
      
 
    Snip, snip. A few moments with the scissors and the pieces were in the trash. 
 
      
 
    No no no no NO STOP IT 
 
      
 
    Next went the company credit card. I reached for my driver's license, every muscle in my body begging to stop.  
 
      
 
    I snipped it in half with no more fuss than the others. 
 
      
 
    This continued until there were no cards left. Nothing that could identify me as me, and no lines of credit. The sudden loss to me was enormous: I could get new ones issued, of course, but without my cards my purchasing power was almost nothing in the interim. All that was left was a small stack of cash, sitting before me. 
 
      
 
    My body, again moving of its own volition, calmly put the scissors back in the drawer. Thank fuck, I thought, at least my cash is okay- 
 
      
 
    I started tearing the bills with my bare hands. The paper ripped effortlessly, drifting down the sides of the desk until a small pile of shreds rested beneath me on the floor. I froze. That had been thousands of dollars – a small fortune. It didn't matter. I was rich, I could replace it. This was all going to be over in a minute (I told myself over and over), and everything would be fine. 
 
      
 
    The seconds stretched out. I stood up, knocking my chair backwards into the window. What was going to happen now? My body wouldn't move. Whatever that message had done to me, I apparently wasn't taking any further action. Yet I couldn't sit back down, couldn't pick up the phone, couldn't even speak. Maybe I would just stand here until someone found me? 
 
      
 
    As if reaching a decision, my arms snapped forward. I reached back into the desk, pulling out the scissors. Watching in horror, I saw my hands turn the long blades around, pointing them back at myself. I pictured them sliding into my flesh, drawing blood, mutilating myself beyond recognition.  
 
      
 
    Oh god oh shit no no no no- 
 
      
 
    I pulled the blade into myself – and slashed the shoulder of my blouse. Another slash tore the other side, and the material gave with a ripping sound. I heaved a sigh of relief – I was just destroying my clothes! It didn't occur to me to question this just yet. 
 
      
 
    With brutal efficiency, I ravaged my blouse until it hung across my breasts in shreds. I noted with some alarm that my cleavage was now on full, ample display, as if I'd made the cuts to emphasize them. My jacket came off next, then the scissors went to work below my waist. My pencil skirt got a tear all the way up the hem, exposing an utterly scandalous length of leg, then my stockings were attacked until they looked about as torn as my blouse. 
 
      
 
    I froze for a moment, as if some external force were admiring its handiwork. I looked bad, but sort of good at the same time. The cuts made emphasized my assets – and barely skirted a public indecency charge. It was almost something a much younger me would have worn to the club, but totally inappropriate for the person I was today. I looked... trashy. Like... 
 
      
 
    “Like a total whore,” I whispered. My eyes widened. I hadn't said that – it had. 
 
      
 
    With a flourish, I dropped the scissors on the table – and reached beneath my skirt to drop my panties to the floor. I had just enough time to wonder why the hell I did that when the urge overtook me. 
 
      
 
    I can't describe what happened to me then. It was greater than a compulsion: it hit me with the force of addiction. Imagine you're lost in the desert for days, dying of thirst, and just before unconsciousness takes you a glass of ice-cold water appears. How bad would you want that glass of water? To feel it spill down your throat, let it soak your face and neck in cool bliss? 
 
      
 
    I needed something just as bad in that moment. I needed it inside me. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered, but my body was already setting down the hall, moving with a will of its own. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The streets were dark and nearly deserted as I exited the building. I scanned the block up and down, quaking with need – there! A solitary man, strutting down the avenue a little drunkenly. Well, it was late. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me!” I cried, catching up to him in a few quick strides. “Wait up!” 
 
      
 
    The man turned and looked me up and down with a surprised look that quickly turned into a leer. “Holy shit, look at you!” His glance looked me up and down, then settled on my breasts. “How much you lookin' for, sweetheart?” 
 
      
 
    Run away, I begged myself. Please run away... 
 
      
 
    “I need twenty dollars,” I heard myself say. My face contorted into a smug grin. 
 
     
 
    “Twenty bucks?” The man laughed. “I'm not just lookin' for a handy, darling – I want the whole pie.” He licked his lips in a way that filled me with disgust. To my shock, my body responded. I felt my cheeks flush with heat to match the fire being stoked below. 
 
      
 
    “Look stud, why don't you take me into that alley over there and fuck me, and we can talk about the twenty after?” I couldn't believe what was coming out of my mouth. I knew there were cameras on the outside of our building – surely someone could see me?  
 
      
 
    A chill went down my spine. Maybe Carthage could see me. Maybe they were enjoying this. 
 
      
 
    “Hell, must be my lucky day!” The man reached out and stroked the top of my breast. My stomach turned, but my nipples went achingly hard. “I don't even have to hit the ATM.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you waiting for?” I asked, and grabbed his hand. It was only a few steps to the alley: once there, we were bathed in shadows, nearly invisible to the street only a few feet away.  
 
      
 
    He grabbed me roughly and forced me against the wall. My body, betraying me, ground against his, my ass pressed against the bulge of his erection. 
 
      
 
    The man's voice went husky with lust. “Gonna fuck you bareback, you little whore,” he muttered thickly into my ear. 
 
      
 
    I tossed my head back. “Fuck, that's the way I like it,” I moaned. My hand, despite my pleas, reached around to stroke him through his pants. “I want this inside me.” 
 
      
 
    “Jesus, you are a little whore,” The man said, fumbling with his zipper. “What did I do to get so lucky?” 
 
      
 
    Up until the last moment, I prayed it wouldn't happen. I begged the universe to let this all be a dream, for me to wake up back at my desk. Then the nameless man pulled my skirt up, spread my legs and forced himself into me. 
 
      
 
    I let out a moan that was only partially forced as he filled me to the hilt, stretching the walls of my pussy around him. He was big – for an instant I wondered why he needed a whore in the first place. Then I remembered I had approached him, and panic reentered my veins. 
 
      
 
    The man let out a series of guttural grunts as he fucked me, pressing me harder and harder against the wall. With a sliding sound my high heel gave way; I slipped against the cold brick and smacked it face first. In response, the man just fucked me harder. 
 
      
 
    I felt his fingers wrap around my throat. “You like this, don't you bitch? This what gets you off, fancy little cunt, fucking strangers in your thousand-dollar Gucci heels?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” I cooed, encouraging him as best as I could. I wanted to vomit with every word leaving my mouth. Then something happened that made everything else seem mild by comparison. Deep in my core, something worse than panic started growing – pleasure. 
 
      
 
    It would have been easier if I'd been able to feel nothing. Then I could at least look at what was happening to me with a clinical, if horrified eye. But my body responded to the fucking the way my body had always responded to a good hard fucking: with wetness, with pleasure, with hard, sharp gasps as his cock split me open. That I didn't want it, would do anything to get away from it, didn't matter.  
 
      
 
    Please don't let me come, I begged, trying to distract my mind from the rising tide of pleasure. Please, not that, anything else, please... 
 
      
 
    It was no use. My body betrayed my traumatized mind. Climax overtook me; I felt my body give in waves of delicious, almost unbearable pleasure. For a few moments, I forgot where I was and why: I rode my orgasm (ohmigod its been so long it feels soooooo good) through the tears, experiencing a few wonderful moments of bliss. 
 
      
 
    The man seemed surprised. He pulled out of me roughly, his fingers still tangled in my hair. “Get on your knees,” he commanded. 
 
      
 
    In a flash, it was over. I was back. Shame flooded me in a hot, stinging rush. The reality of what I had done left me reeling, but I dropped to my knees all the same. 
 
      
 
    His cock entered my mouth, warm and coated with a mixture of his hot, salty precum and my sweet juices. My muscles relaxed by themselves, letting me take him all the way to the back of my throat. My gag reflex was nowhere to be found. After a few long, hard thrusts, he pulled out of me. 
 
      
 
    In the darkness of the alley, something warm splashed my face. I held a finger up to my cheek as I heard the man muttering. “Oh yeah, take it in your face, you rich bitch.” It was his come. 
 
      
 
    Trembling, unable to stop myself, I slipped the finger into my mouth. 
 
     
 
    After a few moments, I heard the sound of a zipper, and felt something else flutter against my cheek on its way to the ground. Looking down, I saw it: a twenty dollar bill. 
 
      
 
    The sound of the man's departure rung in my ears as I cleaned each streak of his come my face, licking it off my fingers. Tears ran down my cheeks – at least I still had that much control over my body. The shame of what I had done overwhelmed me. I wanted to go home and die. 
 
      
 
    Instead, I finished, stood up, and slipped the bill into the top of my stocking. If I had thought it was over, that I was finally free, I couldn't have been more wrong. Carthage's plan for destroying me was just beginning.  
 
      
 
    A single command echoed in my mind, filling me with so much fear I would've collapsed unaided: time to get high. 
 
      
 
    I walked from the alley, begging my body to stop, already knowing it wouldn't. It wouldn't take long for me to find a dealer, get a hit of whatever Carthage wanted me on, and then find another john. I understood what the man meant now about destroying someone utterly: by the time they were finished with me, I'd be nothing more than a worn-out junkie whore who used to be a wealthy woman. Maybe by the end I wouldn't even believe the memories of my old life: maybe I'd think they were just a dream. And maybe, in a dark way, that would be comforting. 
 
      
 
    This was my new life now. 
 
   


 
  

 Ride Me Hard 
 
   


 
  

 Prologue 
 
      
 
      
 
    On my knees, I sucked Master’s cock, gasping and moaning as he thrust his heavenly member between my lips and buried it in my throat. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t thinking about the fact that ten minutes ago, I had barely known this man. I wasn’t thinking about how the parking garage we were in was anything but deserted, that anyone could walk by any moment and see me with my mouth wrapped around his gorgeous, perfect cock. All I could think about was him: how amazing he tasted, how wonderfully he stretched my throat as he tangled his fingers in my hair, how he grunted and shuddered as he went deep inside me, whispering dirty words as he prepared to pump me full of his seed. 
 
      
 
    There was a small part of me still whispering that this wasn’t who I was, that this wasn’t right. I used to be a good, smart girl: a college student, and not the dumb, slutty co-ed kind. But that little fragment of me was being washed away on waves of pleasure, knocked on her sexy little ass by how fucking amazing it felt to obey. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, I’m getting close,” the man grunted. The car was right next to us, still purring with the keys in the ignition, but I couldn’t have gotten behind the wheel for any amount of money. I’d forgotten how to drive – forgotten everything but how to fuck and suck. And I loved it. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me you want it,” the man said, a husky edge coming into his voice. His hips lost their rhythm, and I could tell he was getting close to the edge. “Tell me you want me to come on your face. Tell me you want me to fucking paint your face and tits with my load...” 
 
      
 
    I pulled off him, stroking him hard. My eyes watered a bit, but I smiled up at him as my vision cleared, licking my lips eagerly as I felt him swelling up in my fingers. 
 
      
 
    Service with a smile, I thought, the words sending a spike of pleasure right to my clit. I’d rolled my eyes when I’d heard those words, but now they were so true. So right. 
 
      
 
    It felt so good to serve. 
 
      
 
    “Come for me, Master,” I purred, feeling the hot cock in my hands start to spurt. “Shoot all over my face. Paint me like a bad little slut...” 
 
      
 
    After all, that’s what I was now. It was everything I had ever wanted. And accepting it had been as easy as saying yes… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    I scanned my e-mail, hoping for a miracle. I scrolled down the page, checking the titles of everything I’d received in the last week, then went back and did it again. Just for the hell of it, I checked my spam folder, hoping that maybe something had gotten flagged incorrectly. There was nothing. 
 
      
 
    “Dammit,” I sighed, leaning back against my pillow. My laptop was the only light in the room, casing my blankets in a ghostly glow. Normally this was my safe place, a soft refuge from the pressures of my day to day life, but in that moment I felt nothing but frustration. 
 
      
 
    “Two months,” I muttered, closing my e-mail. “Two months and probably five hundred job applications. I shouldn’t even have bothered.” 
 
      
 
    I shouldn’t have been lying in bed, either – it wasn’t even all that late. But I couldn’t help it. I was bummed, no other way to describe it. It had been eight weeks now since I’d walked into the hip startup I’d been interning at to discover that overnight, the two co-founders had taken what was left of the money and run. It was a depressing, common story – the kind nearly everybody had tucked in their back pocket these days. Only, unlike everyone else, I hadn’t rebounded yet. Most of my coworkers had jumped right into cushy jobs somewhere else, or at least found work at a call center or something. But for me, it felt like ever since that day the world had been saying: “We don’t need Jessa Adams working for us.” I might not have actually put out five hundred applications, but it was definitely in triple-digits. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t understand it. I was young, reasonably good looking (my legs are my best feature, I thought, wiggling them beneath the covers. They went on for miles), and more than a little desperate. I’d tried being super friendly, tried low-cut tops and tight pencil skirts, but I was still striking out everywhere. Sigh. 
 
      
 
    Whatever, I thought, switching tabs. Let’s see how everyone else’s perfect life is going. These days, checking my social media was an exercise in frustration. Oh look. There’s Heather the ditz. Heather was my former coworker, a twenty-something co-ed fresh out of college with big tits and no brain. Seriously, you had to tell her three times just to get her to fix a pot of coffee. Now here she was on Instagram, posting a selfie on the arm of her new boss. They were at some convention in Vegas, and she looked more like a skanky cocktail waitress than a professional business woman. It disgusted me, the way that middle-aged manager had his hands all over her, but what disgusted me more was the intense surge of jealousy I felt looking at her carefully curated life. 
 
      
 
    “I’d gladly take a little groping if it meant a steady paycheck,” I muttered. Hell, it wasn’t like anyone else was lining up to grope me. My love life had gone as flat as my career search. 
 
      
 
    Fuck, it had been a while, hadn’t it? My mind wandered, replacing the gross guy with some hunky, alpha-male startup king. What would it feel like to be in a glamorous place in a tight little dress, with some guy barely able to keep his hands off you? Fuck, it had been forever since any guy had his hands on me. I wanted it, wanted somebody who knew exactly how to treat me. Somebody who could pull up that tight little dress and smack my ass, then bend me over and show me how a real man fucks… 
 
      
 
    Wow, I thought. Where did that come from? Sudden heat blossomed between my legs. I closed the picture, feeling a little ashamed of myself. What had gotten into me? I needed to get out more – shake these cobwebs out of my head. And maybe get laid while I was at it… 
 
      
 
    It was then, when I switched over to Facebook, that I saw the ad. It caught my attention immediately: a big, friendly banner along the side of the page, in a place I’d never seen an advertisement on the site before. Against a red background was a stylized ‘R’ in a white circle, its tip curving over and just barely penetrating the rim. Beneath it were the words: 
 
      
 
    Ridr. Come drive with us. 
 
      
 
    “Ridr, huh?” I wasn’t surprised. Ridesharing apps were all the rage these days – they were popping up like weeds. It felt like there was a new one to put on your phone every week, and this one would probably fizzle out just like the others. Just like my old job, I thought with a stab of sorrow. 
 
      
 
    With a shrug, I clicked the banner, opening it up in a new tab. Their website was clean and professional, if a little simplistic – it looked like it had been put together sometime in the past few days, version 1.0 of what was planned to be a much larger process. 
 
      
 
    Customized driving for the busy consumer, I read, the words barely registering. Friendly drivers, service with a smile… 
 
      
 
    Then I got to the bottom, where the payment structure was laid out, and froze. My mouth dropped open. 
 
      
 
    Wow. I thought. Wow. There’s gotta be a catch. 
 
      
 
    Ridr was offering a higher per-fare rate than any of these companies I had ever seen. Way higher. And they were hiring right now: it was written all over their site. Hell, they seemed desperate for new applicants. 
 
      
 
    I’d never thought of myself as a taxi-driving kind of girl. That level of up-close-and-personal customer service wasn’t my thing: I hadn’t lasted long in any of the retail jobs I’d taken as a teenager. But, well, what can I say? That was different: I was desperate enough now, and the looming stack of bills on my kitchen table wasn’t getting any smaller. A girl needed to eat. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” I said, scrolling down the page. “How do I apply for a job with you…?” 
 
      
 
    Most places like this were all about doing things long-distance: you’d apply through an app, verify your information through an app, probably even take customers and get paid through one. But to my surprise, Ridr was surprisingly low-tech on that front. 
 
      
 
    They were having a job fair. Tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    There was a sign-up form on the site, and I quickly filled out my information and submitted it. The form spit out a confirmation number, and a few seconds later my phone buzzed to let me know I had a new e-mail. That was easy, I thought, leaning back. 
 
      
 
    God, I hoped this worked out. The superintendent of my building was already making noises about my rent being overdue, and I’d already run to my parents one too many times for help. It would be amazing to be making my own money again, to be pulling down a paycheck. 
 
      
 
    Part of me was still wary. Some of these companies were super exploitative. How did I know I’d even be able to get enough customers to make a decent living? 
 
      
 
    That’s a worry for another day, I thought. Besides, it’s not like this is what I’m going to be doing for the rest of my life. Just until I get back on my feet. 
 
      
 
    Satisfied at a job well done, I closed the laptop and laid back in bed. Despite my worries, I was already a little bit excited about tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Who knows? I thought. Maybe I’ll end up ferrying some dark, handsome stranger. My thighs hadn’t cooled down, and before I knew what I was doing my fingers were down there, slipping beneath my panties to massage my folds. I let out a gasp as I made contact with my clit, arching my back to get a better angle. 
 
      
 
    Oh fuck that felt good. Yeah, that was just what I needed. How long had it been since I touched myself? With a start, I realized I honestly didn’t know. 
 
      
 
    Well, I thought. No better time than the present… 
 
      
 
    I frigged my cunt hard and fast, teasing myself as I imagined my sexy, strange customer. My mind raced with images of me bent over, begging for more as he slammed his thick cock inside of my tight slit, stretching it just the way I’d loved with my last boyfriend. He’d been so big, so perfect for my cunt, but I wanted even bigger. I rammed my fingers deep inside my cunt, searching out my g-spot as my thumb stroked my clit. 
 
      
 
    The passion climbed higher and higher, until I was gasping and shivering beneath the blankets. Suddenly it was like a bolt of lightning hit me: the world exploded in a warm burst of pleasure, my head hitting the pillow so hard it hurt. I cried out, my cunt clenching around my fingers as I came, milking every drop of pleasure I could wring from myself. 
 
      
 
    When I was done, a thin sheen of sweat covered my forehead and breasts. I let out a laugh, giggling as I slid my panties back to their original position. 
 
      
 
    An orgasm and a job interview, I thought, snuggling up under the covers. Not bad for a day’s work, girl. 
 
      
 
    As I drifted off, I had no idea how close my fantasy was to what awaited me at Ridr – or how soon it was going to come true… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stared down at my phone in confusion, trying to square the building in front of me with what was on the map. This was my destination? This couldn’t possibly be the place. 
 
      
 
    I was standing in front of an old hotel in the downtown section of the city, the kind of place I’d assumed had been shut down years ago and replaced with condos. There wasn’t even a doorman. According to my phone, this was the address where Ridr was going to be conducting interviews for drivers today...but this couldn’t be right, could it? Surely a hot startup like this could spring for something a little fancier? 
 
      
 
    It gave me flashbacks to my old job, to having the rug pulled out from under my finances out of nowhere. Yet, desperation is a powerful force. I squared my shoulders and stepped inside. 
 
      
 
    It was a little rundown and dated in the lobby, but clean otherwise. A bored-looking blonde behind the counter looked up as I entered. “Can I help you?” 
 
      
 
    “Um,” I said, feeling awkward. “I’m here for an interview. There’s this rideshare company...” 
 
      
 
    Her face lit up. “Oh, you’re one of Claudio’s girls!”  
 
      
 
    Who the fuck is Claudio? “I am?” 
 
      
 
    She pointed past the dining area. “Auditorium A,” she said, nodding. “Take a left past the big flatscreen.” 
 
      
 
    I followed her instructions and came to a set of wooden double-doors, one of which was open a crack. Someone had taped a piece of paper to the other door, and on it was a symbol I recognized: the ‘R’ and white circle I’d seen on the banner ad last night. 
 
      
 
    Ridr. This was it. Why was it so quiet? 
 
      
 
    “Come inside.” The voice was so sudden, it made me jump. The speaker sounded amused, like he knew exactly what he was doing. “Don’t just stand there.” 
 
      
 
    That must be Claudio, I thought, pushing open the door. Man, he sounds like an asshole… 
 
      
 
    I entered the room and stopped immediately, frozen in my tracks. Because the man inside was surrounded by the most attractive girls I’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    The room had been laid out in a semicircle of chairs, the unused ones stacked neatly against the wall. To the side, a pot of coffee and some donuts lay untouched. There was hardly anyone here, but the people who were took my breath away. A half-dozen women lounged in the chairs, giggling to each other or checking their phones or just looking as amazing as only a perfect combination of good genes and expensive makeup would allow. Every single one of them was blonde, and busty, and flawlessly fuckable. 
 
      
 
    Holy shit, I thought, dumbfounded. They’re gorgeous… 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t into girls. I’d always been straight as an arrow, but looking at them caused a blush of heat to spread between my thighs. It was impossible not to get turned on looking at them. They looked barely human, like goddesses, like somebody’s perfect wet dream of blonde bimbos. 
 
      
 
    In the center of it all was a man in an expensive business suit, currently carrying on a low conversation with the girl next to him. Unlike the other girls, she was dressed a bit more conservatively and had long, auburn hair instead of platinum blonde: but looking at her, I had the distinct, unshakable impression that she and the man had been doing something filthy just moments before I showed up. There was literally zero evidence for it, it made no sense, but the thought wouldn’t leave my head. 
 
      
 
    It’s in how she looks at him, I realized, just as he finished his sentence and turned to greet me. It’s like she thinks he’s a movie star, or a King… 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” the man said, glancing down at his own phone. “You must be...Jessa? Do I have that right?” 
 
      
 
    Wow, I thought. He doesn’t look much older than me. I shouldn’t have been surprised by that – start-up guys were all young – yet I was. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, blushing a bit. I’m not vain, but I’d never been in a situation where every single person in the room was so much better looking than me – it threw me off my game. “I applied for the, um, driver job…?” 
 
      
 
    The redhead tossed a leg over Claudio’s lap and grinned at me. “She’s perfect.” 
 
      
 
    To say I was taken aback would have been an understatement. “I am?” 
 
      
 
    The man laughed, rich and deep, and placed a hand on the girl’s leg around mid-thigh. Oh yeah. They definitely have something going on. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll have to forgive Gabrielle,” he said, shooting the gorgeous woman a sideways glance. “When she sees something she likes, she’s not much for hesitation.” 
 
      
 
    “You have to hire her,” the girl said. More like purred: there was a lusty note in her tone that made me want to shiver. Fuck, what was this place? 
 
      
 
    “Introductions are probably in order first,” he said, brushing Gabrielle’s leg aside. He stood up, and for the first time I realized how much taller he was than me – powerful and broad-shouldered, like a wall of muscle. He held out a hand. “Claudio Garcia. I’m the founder of Ridr.” 
 
      
 
    “Nice to meet you,” I said, shaking. Fuck, he was strong. His hand wrapped around mine, easily able to crush my feminine fingers if he’d wanted. He had me so shaken that I suddenly had no idea what to say. “Um, I saw your ad on Facebook...” 
 
      
 
    He laughed again, and it was like music trickling down my spine. A girl could get used to that laugh. “Yeah, we’re finally starting to push out the advertising. It’s evil, but necessary.” He smiled at me, sizing me up. “So you want to be a driver?” 
 
      
 
    Hell yes I did. I was capital-B broke. “Absolutely,” I said, nodding. “But, what about these other girls? They were here first...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, they’re our other employees,” Claudio assured me. “Your future coworkers. Some of them have been with us since the beginning.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? I’m surprised. They’re all so...” 
 
      
 
    Sexy? Gorgeous? Unbearably fucking hot? 
 
      
 
    “They’re hard workers,” Claudio said with a smile. “The heart and soul of our team.” 
 
      
 
    Yeah, I’m sure they are. I felt like the ugly duckling, surrounded by swans. 
 
      
 
    Gabrielle reached into her purse and pulled out a thick stack of paper, bound together with three massive staples on one end. EMPLOYEE HANDBOOK sat at the top of the first page in block font. 
 
      
 
    “This is for you,” Gabrielle said, biting her lip. “Read it carefully.” 
 
      
 
    “I...I will,” I told her. Seriously? That shit looked thicker than War and Peace. By the time I finished it, I’d be old and gray. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Claudio whirled around, his face inches from mine. There was still a bright, professional smile on his face, but something underneath it looked at me in a way that made my stomach flip. It was primal, that hunger, like he wasn’t staring at a woman but an object designed for his pleasure… 
 
      
 
    Where the fuck did that come from? I thought. He’s probably just pissed I interrupted his dry hump sesh with his secretary. 
 
      
 
    “So you want to join us?” He asked. “You want to be a Ridr?” 
 
      
 
    This was very weird. It was true; and under the circumstances, part of me wanted to walk away. But then I remembered the pile of bills on my kitchen table, the landlord who kept hounding me for back rent. I squared my shoulders, glanced down at the novel-sized handbook in my fist and nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” I said, putting on my best fake-customer service smile. “I can’t wait to join the team.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent.” He looked and sounded like he had expected nothing else. “Sign here.” 
 
      
 
    I expected more paper, but he was holding out his phone. He had a stylus in his other hand, and I took it and tried my best to make a signature on the line. It didn’t work so well, came out looking like little more than a squiggle, but Claudio seemed satisfied. 
 
      
 
    “Welcome to Ridr,” he said, beaming. “Now remember, everything you’re about to see and do is covered under the non-disclosure agreement you just signed. Speak a word of anything that happens to anyone, and we’ll sue you into the Stone Age and make sure you’ll never work again. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    Um, what? “I...” 
 
      
 
    Gabrielle laughed, putting a hand on Claudio’s thigh. “Our fearless leader tends to be a little melodramatic. But all of this is confidential, Jessa: Ridr is a new startup and protecting our trade secrets is paramount. I hope you understand that.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” I visibly relaxed. “Sounds good. Yeah, no worries.” 
 
      
 
    “Alright.” Claudio rubbed his hands together, suddenly eager. “Well, you think I should show it to her, Gabrielle? Can you hold down the fort while we step out?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded demurely, the picture of a submissive subordinate. “Of course, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    Now I was confused. “Show me what?” 
 
      
 
    Claudio’s grin grew even wider. “Your car, of course. What else?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    Holy shit, I thought, stepping into the parking garage. This has got to be some kind of prank. This cannot be real. 
 
      
 
    What Claudio had referred to as “the car” was luxury personified. A sleek, black sedan sat in a space in the center of the empty deck, like something out of a movie. My sense of wonder only increased as we got closer: leather seats, tinted windows, every bell and whistle included. This thing was ten times nicer than the crapbox I had back at home – this was the kind of car I’d never be able to afford. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a lot of custom work,” Claudio was saying, running his hand over the hood. “With Ridr, the security and privacy of our passengers is priority number one: that’s the killer edge we provide over our competition. Why don’t you have a seat inside?” 
 
      
 
    This was insane. I shouldn’t have been let into the same room with something this expensive, let alone the driver’s seat. “Is...is it safe for me to be in this thing?” I protested. 
 
      
 
    He let out another one of those musical, amused laughs. “Everything’s insured. Trust me, by the time you’ve picked up a few fares in this it won’t be a thing.” 
 
      
 
    He clicked a button on his keys, and the driver’s side door opened. Opened sideways, like a fucking limousine.  
 
      
 
    Jesus, I thought, staring into the interior. I’m going to be driving James Bond’s car! 
 
      
 
    It was like Claudio knew exactly what I was thinking. “Just don’t press the little red button,” he said with a smirk, settling down into the passenger seat. “That one’s tied to the ejector seats!” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, deflating some of the tension, and sat down. The inside was just as nice as the outside: hell, it even smelled expensive in the car. Like expensive cologne and mahogany. The dashboard was elegantly put together, but had more options than I knew what to do with. 
 
      
 
    As my pert little butt hit the seat, I swore it felt like the padding adjusted around me. Fuck, this was amazing. 
 
      
 
    “You like it?” I could tell from Claudio’s face that he knew I did. 
 
      
 
    “Do all the girls get to drive these? You must have venture capital coming out your ass,” I blurted before I could stop myself. My hand clapped over my mouth, like I couldn’t believe I’d said something so stupid. 
 
      
 
    Claudio tossed back his head, tears dribbling from the corners of his eyes from how hard he was laughing. “I do have some wealthy investors,” he said once he caught his breath. “But trust me when I say: this business is going to be incredibly profitable on its own.” 
 
      
 
    I looked him over as I tested how my hands felt on the wheel. (Amazing, by the way.) He didn’t look like such a bad guy – for a soulless techbro, at least. And he’d already let me speak my mind once… 
 
      
 
    Fuck it. I decided to risk it. “So what is this, anyway?” 
 
      
 
    His reaction wasn’t what I was expecting. Claudio looked almost confused. Like he didn’t understand my question – or more like he didn’t understand why I’d be asking any questions. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
      
 
    “Look,” I said with a sigh, “I know this can’t be what it looks like. You’re running a taxi company, but not only am I not using my own car, I’m supposed to drive something so nice my parents couldn’t afford it. And your drivers are all women, and every single one of them looks like she could be a lingerie model...except for me.” 
 
      
 
    Claudio cocked his head, a wry little smile twisting his lips. “You don’t think you could be a lingerie model? I disagree. You definitely have the body for it.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to pretend that wasn’t sexual harassment,” I said, a hot blush spreading across my face. I couldn’t even be mad. “And you didn’t answer my question.” 
 
      
 
    He appeared to be considering something. After a moment, he clicked his tongue and looked me in the eyes. “I can trust you, Jessa – right?” 
 
      
 
    Something about the directness of the question disarmed me. “Of course you can,” I said. “After all, if I leak anything you can apparently sue me back into the caveman days.” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t laugh. In fact, he looked so serious a tingle of fear shot down my spine. 
 
      
 
    “Ridr’s clientele is...exclusive,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Super VIP. Politicians, Hollywood actors...the movers and shakers who make the world go ‘round. Men who value two privileges above all others – comfort, and privacy. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, I nodded. “I think so. We have to be...discreet.” 
 
      
 
    He clapped his hands together. “Perfect. You’re going to do wonderfully here, Jessa.” He made to get out of the car, and I followed him until he suddenly stopped. 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” Claudio laughed, clapping himself on the cheek. “I almost forgot.” 
 
      
 
    He leaned back in, clicking a button on the keys. The car roared to life, the engine roaring like an entire pride of lions as the lights on the dashboard lit up. 
 
      
 
    “This is very important,” he said, wiggling a finger. “Very important.” 
 
      
 
    A moment later, the screen in the center of the dashboard flickered to life. The white circle of the Ridr logo appeared in the middle, then the words: RIDR GPS OFFICIAL. 
 
      
 
    I looked at it skeptically. “I know my way around the city pretty well,” I told Claudio. “I figured I would use my phone if I needed directions...” 
 
      
 
    “No! Didn’t I just tell you – security?” He indicated the screen. “This device – the RidrGPS – is the heart of the entire system. Our clients’ routes: where they go, what they do, all of it is kept nowhere except within our super-secure system. Total privacy.” He turned and shot me another one of those too-serious looks. 
 
      
 
    “You are to have this GPS on every moment you are on the clock,” he pronounced gravely. “Directions will only come from there. And you are to follow them explicitly. Failure to do so will result in immediate termination. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” I said. It sounded stupid and inefficient to me, but if that’s what Ridr’s investors wanted, I could roll with that. As long as I was getting paid. “Only use the GPS. On all the time. Fired if I turn it off. Crystal clear.” 
 
      
 
    His serious look faded. “Good. Perfect. You really are a marvel, Jessa.” He flicked a button and the passenger door slid open. “You’re going to do great.” 
 
      
 
    Something flashed in my vision, and my hand shot up automatically. I caught the thing in mid-air: it was the keys to the car. I stared at them for a long moment, that feeling of unreality washing over me. 
 
      
 
    “Your first shift is tonight at eight,” he informed me. The GPS will direct you to where I want you to be parked. Then you’ll wait for it to give you passengers. Right at eight, okay?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it. He was just going to leave me with this absurdly expensive car? My fingers trembled around the keys. 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” I had a billion questions. “How do I check in after? How do I get my paycheck? Don’t I need special insurance? What should I wear?” 
 
      
 
    He laughed, already stepping away. “You worry too much, Jessa. You’re going to do great!” 
 
      
 
    Then he was gone, and I was alone. Alone with my luxury car and my high-paying new job. 
 
      
 
    I cannot believe this, I thought, checking myself out in the rear view. This is too good to be true. I really got to drive this thing around all the time? 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Jessa,” I told my reflection, pulling out of the space. “What have you gotten yourself into, girl?” 
 
      
 
    I had no idea, but my stomach was full of butterflies at the thought of my first shift being tonight: I was both thrilled and terrified. I was going to be rubbing shoulders with the city’s elite. I might even be shuttling some celebrity passing through town. I had no idea what was going to happen. 
 
      
 
    But I’m going to do one hell of a job, I thought, glancing at the GPS. Because this job is a fucking dream come true. If this works out, I’m never going to have to worry about my bills again. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea that by the time my first shift was over, I wouldn’t be worried about anything except being the best little employee I could be. I was going to have a whole new outlook on life… 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alright, I thought, throbbing with nervousness. Let’s do this. Lay it on me, Ridr. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting in a parking deck not unlike the one Claudio had taken me to, a big half-empty one near the center of town. The GPS had led me here, its confident speaking voice leading me through the turns and even somehow opening the deck for me when I didn’t have any change. I wish I was nearly as calm as that voice: I couldn’t stop my knees from shaking, hitting the bottom of the steering wheel every few seconds. Panic was my middle name. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, cool it Jessa,” I muttered, fiddling with the dials. “You’re about to be shuttling some guy around who’s about a hundred rungs higher on the social ladder. The last thing you want is for him to tell your boss you were a nervous wreck.” 
 
      
 
    I had just about managed to bring my anxiety under control when the center console buzzed like the table I’d been waiting for was finally available. 
 
      
 
    You have a passenger waiting, the cool, feminine voice of the GPS informed me. Exit the parking deck and turn right on Bellwood Street. 
 
      
 
    Fuck! This was it – and I couldn’t have been in a worse condition for it. I wiped the sweat off my forehead, cranked the AC, and did what the GPS told me. A quick glance at the screen let me know my first customer was about five minutes away – the marker was on a posh apartment complex in the most desirable area of town. 
 
      
 
    In five hundred feet, turn right onto Cary Avenue, the GPS informed me. Then, helpfully, it added: You are on the fastest possible route. 
 
      
 
    “Damn straight,” I replied. Even with a hellacious amount of early-evening traffic, I managed to get to the building a minute or two ahead of the GPS’ estimate. A sea of umbrellas milled around the front of the building, and almost immediately one broke from the crowd and started making its way to my car. 
 
      
 
    There was a knock at the passenger side door. Oh shit, I realized, fumbling for the unlock button. The door opened, smoothly and silently, and I got a look at my first customer. 
 
      
 
    I immediately felt my pulse quicken. Sitting in the backseat shaking off his umbrella was a handsome, middle-aged man in a business suit, broad-shouldered with a nice bit of stubble on his prominent jaw. I didn’t recognize him or anything, so it was unlikely he was some kind of celebrity: probably a high-powered businessman or lawyer. He definitely looked like the type. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he said, setting his umbrella in the floor. “Please drive.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced back at the dash – the GPS was already issuing commands. He must’ve preprogrammed his route already, because the pleasant voice was issuing instructions: 
 
      
 
    Travel down this street for four hundred feet, then make a left. 
 
      
 
    Alright. I could do that. I pulled out into traffic, navigating my way into the proper lane. No sooner had I made the turn than the GPS updated: 
 
      
 
    Continue on this road for point-five miles. Then, hang a right on Whitcomb Avenue. 
 
      
 
    I could do that. Hell, I wasn’t all that bad at this. I risked a glance in the rear-view mirror, only to see my first fare deep in contemplation of his expensive phone. He wasn’t even paying attention to me. Which, considering how nervous I was, I didn’t mind- 
 
      
 
    Pay attention to the road, the GPS said, that voice never losing its perfect pleasantness. Eyes forward. 
 
      
 
    Huh? I fixed on the road, wondering if the guy in the backseat had heard that. How the hell had the GPS known I wasn’t paying attention? I glanced around the interior of the car, looking for some kind of hidden camera or sensor. It didn’t look like there was any, but with a car this advanced, who could tell? I hadn’t asked any questions about this thing, and now I wished I had. 
 
      
 
    Continue on this road and turn right at the fork. 
 
      
 
    I kept driving, anxiously keeping my eyes on the road. Was I being watched? What the hell was this? I willed myself to stay cool, to keep the guy in the backseat from noticing anything was wrong. And, I guess...I guess I did a good job, because the next thing I knew I was snapping back to reality like I’d fallen into some kind of highway hypnosis. 
 
      
 
    In two-hundred feet, turn left. Then, make a right turn into the parking garage. Your destination is on the right. 
 
      
 
    I blinked rapidly, confused. We hadn’t gone far: we were still near the city center, and as I made my turn, I saw the structure the GPS was talking about – it would have been impossible to miss. A huge parking deck, not unlike the one I’d picked up my car in, the kind used for overflow for events and for local businesses. 
 
      
 
    Just like before, the gate rose automatically at my approach – no card necessary. 
 
      
 
    Drive up to the next level of the parking deck, the GPS informed me. That was weird. Didn’t these things usually just say “you have arrived at your destination?” But I wasn’t about to question it – this was my first customer, after all. 
 
      
 
    As the car reached the ramp, the GPS spoke again: Take off your seat belt. 
 
      
 
    Unthinking, I reached over and unbuckled my seat belt. It wasn’t like there was anyone to see me, I thought, and we were only going like three miles an hour. It was perfectly safe. 
 
      
 
    I started to pull into the closest space – the deck was about half-empty – when the GPS stopped me: 
 
      
 
    Continue to the next level of the parking deck. And unbutton your blouse. 
 
      
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, my fingers were at the buttons, undoing them. I couldn’t help it – I was used to listening to the voice now, the soothing, feminine voice, and it just felt so good to do whatever it asked. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t wearing anything beneath the blouse except a bra, but it was my good bra – the one that made my tits look like something out of a lingerie ad. I was glad I’d worn it for some reason, but I didn’t understand why until the GPS spoke up again. 
 
      
 
    In ten feet, become more aroused then you’ve ever been in your life. 
 
      
 
    Uh, wow. Wow. Oh man, my head was spinning. Fire ignited between my thighs, washing away any lingering doubts or worries I might have had. I felt high, like I was floating against the back of my seat as I pulled the car into an empty space and pulled it into park. 
 
      
 
    Unlock the doors, the GPS said helpfully, and climb into the backseat. 
 
      
 
    Why not? Everything made perfect sense now – just do what the voice tells me. It was so easy – and it felt so amazing. I didn’t have to think, just obey. I hit the unlock button and climbed out, my open blouse hanging off my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    The man in the back stared at me from inside the car – no looking down at his phone now. He sized me up, his eyes lingering on my hips and my cleavage, and a shiver passed through me as I said a second silent prayer of thanks that I’d worn my good bra and panties. 
 
      
 
    In zero feet, the GPS said, do everything Master commands. 
 
      
 
    Master? Suddenly it made sense. There was only one guy here, Mr. Handsome-smouldering-eyes looking at me like the primest piece of meat on the sex buffet – so he had to be Master. Just thinking the word made my pussy boil over. 
 
      
 
    “Come in here,” the man said, his voice liquid smoke. “Climb in on all fours. Slowly.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t need fancy instructions for that. Flashing my sexiest look, I slunk down and tossed my blouse into the front seat, getting into the car knees-first. 
 
      
 
    Warning: you are wearing too many clothes to please Master, the GPS said. You silly slut. Take them off. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah!” How could I be so stupid? God, I was just a silly, giggly little girl – and I didn’t need any clothes to get Master hard. I could see the big bulge in his slacks – and I could see the way his eyes followed my body as I got closer to him, practically begging to see more. 
 
      
 
    “You like my tits, Master?” I arched my back, thrusting them in his face. “I can see you staring at them. It makes me so wet to know they’re turning you on...” 
 
      
 
    He leaned forward and put a finger against my mouth, running it along my bottom lip. Instantly I pulled it inside, sucking it greedily. Fireworks went off my brain as I showed him what my naughty little mouth could do, and moments later he was undoing my bra with his free hand, setting my aching tits free. 
 
      
 
    In zero feet...give Master a blowjob, the GPS said. 
 
      
 
    The man sort of chuckled, watching as the idea hit me. “You heard her,” he said, smirking. 
 
      
 
    Of course! That made perfect sense. I was a slut, made to serve Master’s cock: and there was nothing guys liked more than a submissive, gorgeous slut worshiping dick with their mouths. I let out a little whimper of need as my fingers found his belt and let him free. 
 
      
 
    Wow! Holy shit he was huge. Master’s cock lay before me, throbbing gently in time with his pulse. A fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip, like a present just for me. I held it in my fist, barely able to get my fingers around it. It looked so thick and perfect and hard, with big veins throbbing on either side. I wanted it inside me. I wanted to slam it all the way into my cunt, wrap myself around it until I exploded and shattered into a million pieces. But this wasn’t for me – this was all for him, and my mouth was what he wanted. 
 
      
 
    “Oh wow,” I mewled, running my tongue beneath the head of his cock. A spurt of precum coated my tongue, filling me with warmth. The taste was so amazing – the few times I’d ever sucked a guy’s cock before, their seed had tasted salty and gross. But this was ambrosia – in an instant, I decided it my new favorite food. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so hard,” I whispered, running his cock in a slow circle over my lips. “Let me make you feel better, Master...” 
 
      
 
    With a grunt, the man took me by the back of my head and slammed his cock inside me. It filled my mouth, stretching my lips as wide as if I were screaming as he thrust into my throat. I loved it. My gag reflex had vanished, and I was able to take him all the way to his balls – it made me feel so proud of myself. I loved the way he used me like a whore, throat-fucking me like I was just some tool he was using to get off. 
 
      
 
    Good girl, the GPS told me, barely audible over Master’s grunts. Good girl. Good girl… 
 
      
 
    Then the GPS was talking, and suddenly it was all I could hear. It told me all sorts of new, exciting things while I bobbed in Master’s lap. I learned that blowing this man in the back of my new car was the most exciting experience of my life, and it was. I learned that I was a filthy bimbo whore, a slut who lived to please my passenger’s cocks. I learned that the things I had always refused to do in my sex life before: blowjobs, anal, bondage and threesomes – were the things I was going to offer to people to show them what a slut I was, and that doing so would make me so wet I couldn’t think straight. It told me I was going to do all of this with no hesitation, like it was my purpose in life, with a big smile on my face. 
 
      
 
    It told me I was going to be a good little Ridr driver. 
 
      
 
    At some point the voice commanded me to unzip my pants and finger myself while it spoke. It told me that I would come when it told me to, and that when I did I would fall even farther under its spell. Soon I was shuddering and gasping around Master’s cock, a flood of juices dribbling down my thighs as my pussy gushed. Colors flashed behind my eyes as I climaxed over and over, moaning the word Master around the cock in my mouth. When he finally came, groaning and thrusting down my throat, the white-hot seed was like a baptism, burning away everything I’d thought the old boring Jessa believed in. 
 
      
 
    When he was done with me he pulled out, shooting a final burst of milky white come across my face like a compliment. It made me happy to know he thought I was pretty enough to wear his come, to have my face painted with his load. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master,” I whispered, licking my lips in the darkness of the backseat. “Thank you so much, Master...” 
 
      
 
    In contrast to before, the man was smiling now. He ran a finger down my cheek, then reached for one of my breasts and gave it a squeeze. I cried out as a bolt of pleasure exploded between my legs, leaving me gasping. 
 
      
 
    “Where does he keep finding these hotties,” the man muttered, shaking his head. Before I could say anything, he pulled out his cell phone and dialed a number. “You just stay there and look pretty,” he told me, leaning back in his seat with a satisfied look. 
 
      
 
    That was easy enough. I stretched out, doing my best to look like a pin-up porn poster as he did whatever important Master business he was working on. 
 
      
 
    “Claudio? Yeah, it’s Don. I don’t know where you dig these girls up, man, but she’s perfect. Yeah, ANKH did perfectly – she’s totally brainwashed. I just came down her throat after fucking her face, and get this – she thanked me for it. Yeah, yeah you were right...” 
 
      
 
    After a few more moments, Master put the phone away. “Jessa?” 
 
      
 
    I looked up, yawning with the pleasant ache in my limbs. Part of me wanted to crawl into Master’s lap and stay there like a cat, but more of me wanted him to take me and fuck me again. “Yes, Master?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m Don,” he said, that confident smile returning. “One of Claudio’s investors. You might even say I’m your boss.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Well, I hope you liked my performance, boss.” I batted my lashes at him, praying my body made him hard again. 
 
      
 
    “Very much,” he said, and I melted for him. I’d never felt so good in all my life – Master liked me! He liked fucking me! “You’re going to be a real asset to the company.” 
 
      
 
    “I am so happy to hear that,” I said, curling up next to him. “Is there...is there anything else I can do for you, Master?” 
 
      
 
    He paused for a moment before speaking. “A few things,” he said, “some now and some later. You remember those girls you saw when you interviewed for your position, correct?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. How could I forget – they were all so gorgeous. So model-perfect. So wanton and fuckable. They were exactly who I wanted to be. 
 
      
 
    “We’re going to hook you up with one of them, starting tomorrow,” Master informed me. “She’ll finish your onboarding – take you shopping so you can match the company dress code, get you a makeover, etc. We’ll also schedule a consultation with our plastic surgeon – although there’s not much he’ll need to do.” His fingers caressed my breast again, leaving the nipple stiff and aching. “Fuck, your tits are already so perfect...” 
 
      
 
    I loved that he loved them. “Do you want to fuck them, Master? I’d be so proud to have you shoot your come all over them. Maybe you could take pictures of it, or even film yourself coming all over me?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “No. Right now I need to be inside of you, Jessa.” 
 
      
 
    My heart skipped a beat. It was exactly what I’d wanted but been too afraid to ask. Instantly my pussy clenched, my panties flooding with wetness. 
 
      
 
    “Oh please, Master,” I whimpered, loving how desperate I sounded. “I need it so badly – please fuck me right now!” 
 
      
 
    With a grin, he gripped me by the shoulders and turned me so that I was facing the dashboard. I leaned over the seat, my tits bouncing as he grabbed my pants and yanked them down. I felt cool air against my thighs, then the sharp slap of his hand on my ass. I squealed, pleasure and pain coursing through me as he pulled down my panties and spread my legs. 
 
      
 
    I was wet and ready for him. I wanted him to fuck my body the way he’d fucked my mind. I wanted him to leave me dripping and used, his perfect little bimbo fantasy. 
 
      
 
    His hand found my throat and gently squeezed. I was addicted to it instantly, needing it so bad my legs shook. Then I felt the head of his cock pressing against me – but not where I expected… 
 
      
 
    “Shh,” he whispered, gripping me tighter as I started. “You’re going to love it. This is what you do for men now – whatever they want. Not what you want. 
 
      
 
    His cock strained at the entrance to my tight, tender little asshole. I’d never had a man back there before – I was an anal virgin. I’d never intended to let anyone fuck me in the ass, except maybe my husband. Yet as I felt him push into me, an amazing feeling of pleasure throbbed inside of me. 
 
      
 
    I’m so dirty, I thought as the head of his cock pushed into my pucker. I’m such a whore. I’m letting  a man I barely know fuck my ass in the backseat of this car, in the middle of a crowded parking deck, and it’s got me more turned on than I’ve ever been… 
 
      
 
    His hand moved to my hip, grabbing it for leverage as he drove inside of me. In one smooth motion he entered my ass, bottoming out inside of me. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass as he fucked me, and the sensations filling me were like nothing I could have ever imagined. It felt so good to give him my most forbidden, virgin entrance – and as his finger slid between my thighs to circle my clit, I found myself gasping and grunting along with him. 
 
      
 
    “You like that cock in your ass, don’t you?” he asked, grabbing my cunt. God, he was so in control, it was such a turn-on. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master!” My hands gripped the front seat white-knuckled as he fucked me, meeting him stroke for filthy stroke. “Fuck me harder, sir – don’t go easy on me because it’s my first time! I want my ass to make your cock feel better than it’s ever felt before!” 
 
      
 
    That certainly made him pick up the pace. He was slamming into me, his hand grabbing my throat so tight it hurt, and all I could do was let him. He rode my ass, using me like a piece of meat, and before I knew it I felt his rhythm change. His cock swelled up even harder than before, getting ready to deposit the first load my asshole had ever felt. 
 
      
 
    “Here it comes,” he growled, losing control. “Fuck, fuck, I’m gonna come…!” 
 
      
 
    I was, too. His fingers, his cock – all of it felt so good, too good. As he exploded inside of me, the world broke into a trillion pieces and melted, pleasure washing over me in a wave so intense I nearly passed out. His cock pumped burst after burst of thick come inside me, filling me like a piston as the walls of my ass milked his cock dry. I’d never felt so dirty in my life, and I loved it. 
 
      
 
    He stayed inside of me for a while, savoring his pleasure. Every little twitch of his cock sent aftershocks through me, which made another tiny burst of his seed drain inside me. Finally he was done, pulling himself free and zipping up his pants. 
 
      
 
    “Get cleaned up,” he told me, settling back into his seat. “Do what the GPS tells you.” 
 
      
 
    I obeyed like it was second nature. The fact that my ass hurt when I sat in the driver’s seat, like there was a ghostly cock still lodged in there, didn’t matter: neither did the fact that I was almost certainly going to have bruises around my neck. I was a good employee, a good slave, a good whore – one who’d pleased my Master. And I was going to get to do this every day from now on. How lucky could one girl be? 
 
      
 
    I winked at my reflection in the rear-view mirror as the GPS commanded me to pull out of the parking deck. Service with a smile, I thought, grinning like a model. From now on, I’d be smiling all the time, no matter how hard my passengers used me. 
 
      
 
    Because that’s what I was good for: a perfect little bimbo slut. 
 
   


 
  

 Return Of The Alpha Bow 
 
   


 
  

 Life had been pretty good lately. 
 
      
 
    Six months had passed since that awful night at Keira’s, where I’d summoned an impossibly beautiful fertility goddess into our world and watched in horror as she stole my bow and disappeared. That bow, an ancient relic that had once belonged to Cupid himself, had the power to make any woman shot with it fall madly in love with the first man they saw. I’d used it to make gorgeous babes abandon their former lives, turning their bodies into living temples for my worship and their houses into my harems. I’d used it to save my failing business, get revenge on the woman who nearly ruined my life, and make the girl I wanted more than anything fall for me. And in an instant, all that power was taken away. 
 
      
 
    Well, not all of it. I didn’t have the bow, true, but I still had the women. My business partner Deirdre was still madly in love with me, my rival Constance Lee still thought I should be running her empire, and Katie the sexy co-ed still wanted me to use her tight teenage body every way I could. 
 
      
 
    And after I got over my initial disappointment at being robbed...life settled down. I know it sounds insane, the idea that my life ever could settle down after a brush with Goddesses and magic artifacts, but somehow it did. It helped a lot that the first thing I did with my new harem was give them back their intelligence: I didn’t touch their devotion for me, but I wanted more than mindless worshipers – I wanted them to be able to have lives. 
 
      
 
    On paper, Constance and I were now co-owners of Lee Realty, splitting the proceeds of her vast empire. But in reality, I’d downgraded Connie’s status to secretary almost immediately – the flirty, sexy role was more suited to her new personality. With her out of the way, my business partner Deirdre and I ran the company together, making it more profitable than ever. Our relationship only deepened, and two months after taking over, we tied the knot. 
 
      
 
    It was still crazy to think about. I’d been in love with Dee for so long, and now she was all mine. It made me dizzy sometimes, but there was no one in the world I’d rather be spending my life with – and it wasn’t like we were the most monogamous couple, anyway. Part of the proceeds from our vast real-estate empire went to pay for Katie’s college tuition, and she dropped by every weekend or two to pay us back with a wild time. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes, I almost managed to forget that I’d once had a nymph at my beck and call, or that I’d been inside of a literal Goddess. But there were the dreams. The memories of it, they were larger than life: what had happened between Ariadne and I was cosmic, indescribable, a level of pleasure beyond what any man could hope to feel. No matter how happy I was with my life, I never quite forgot that for a brief, shining moment, I’d literally been a God. 
 
      
 
    I never thought I’d run into a Goddess again. Honestly, I’d had enough of the immortal bitches. But they have a way of turning up when you least expect them – at the exact moment you stop thinking they exist. 
 
      
 
    I certainly wasn’t thinking of Ariadne that afternoon. Deirdre had paid me a surprise visit at the office around lunchtime, and when she’d sat down on my desk and hiked up her skirt to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath, I lost all control. You could’ve told me the building was on fire and it wouldn’t have stopped me. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, Cody, Jesus!” Deirdre’s ass slammed into the top of the desk with every thrust, shaking my laptop until it fell to the carpet. “Give it to me, baby – fuck me with that big fucking cock!” 
 
      
 
    Her legs were spread wide, from one end of the desk to the other, and I could put all my weight behind my thrusts from where I stood. She was warm and wet and perfect, her skirt stretching so hard it nearly tore, beads of sweat standing out on her cleavage as I pounded her cunt. I hadn’t even given her time to disrobe. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so tight,” I growled, taking up a handful of her hair. “Fuck, you feel so good, baby. You know just how to treat my cock.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me harder,” she begged, her nails digging into my back. “God, I can feel you stretching me out with that dick. Does that pussy feel nice and tight around you, sir?” 
 
      
 
    In response, I grunted and fucked her harder. The sound of my balls slapping against her slit echoed in the office, the desk shaking beneath her. 
 
      
 
    “You gonna come for me?” I took her legs and spread them wider, giving me the perfect angle to drive deep inside her cunt. “You gonna come for me like a good girl?” 
 
      
 
    A glazed look came into her eyes. Her cheeks flushed crimson as the met me thrust for thrust, working her hips like a good little whore as I pushed her to the edge. 
 
      
 
    “Oh shit,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as I bottomed out inside her. “Oh fuck, baby, I’m gonna come…!” 
 
      
 
    Deirdre arched her back, her ass lifting off the desk as she came. The muscles of her cunt clamped down on my cock, gripping tight as spasms of pleasure wracked her body. She locked her ankles behind my hips, pulling me in deep as she rode out the throes of her pleasure, screaming my name over and over again in a way that would have been tough to explain if anyone other than Constance was there. 
 
      
 
    “Come for me,” she begged as she came down from her peak. Her eyes shined with both primal lust and pure love as she stared up at me. “Shoot in me, Cody. Fucking fill my pussy up with your seed...” 
 
      
 
    Fuck, I was so close. “It’s not safe,” I protested, grabbing her hips for leverage as I buried my cock inside her. “You’re not on the pill...” 
 
      
 
    This was all theater, of course. Deirdre had flushed her birth control pills three weeks ago, after the two of us had a long talk about it. We weren’t exactly trying to to get her pregnant, but we weren’t too concerned about not doing it, either. 
 
      
 
    She caught the thread of my words immediately: I wanted her to talk about it to get me off. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, please, Cody?” She bore down on me with an energy I wouldn’t have if I’d just come, working herself back up to another peak. “I want to feel you unload inside me – I want my pussy to make you feel so good. I want you to breed me, to make my belly all big and swollen with your seed, my tits big and soft and everyone staring at me, wishing it was them who’d knocked me up...” 
 
      
 
    That was more than enough. With a final, hard thrust, I went as deep as I could inside of Deirdre and let go. Thick ropes of come erupted from my cock, spraying down my wife’s walls as she rode me senseless. Pleasure washed over me in a wave as I watched her tilt back her head and cry out, the liquid fire between her walls sending her into another climax. Her legs shook from the pleasure as I pumped her full, filling her womb to the brim and then some with my fertile load. 
 
      
 
    As I came down from my peak, I slid out of her and spilled a final burst of seed across her thigh. Then, while she watched, I scooped it with the head of my still-hard cock and oh so slowly pushed it back inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh shit,” she sighed happily, closing her eyes and purring with pleasure. “I love you, Cody. I fucking love you...” 
 
      
 
    “You too, babe,” I growled, burying myself to the hilt inside of her before withdrawing for real. “I love filling you up. Fuck that feels good.” 
 
      
 
    After a little more play, I refastened my belt while she smoothed down her skirt and reapplied her makeup. 
 
      
 
    “So what do you have going on for the rest of the day?” she asked, checking her reflection in a compact. 
 
      
 
    I glanced around the room and shrugged. “Just manning the desk for a few hours. Take any calls or visitors we might get. You?” 
 
      
 
    She reached into her purse and pulled out her cell phone. Her eyes widened a bit when she saw what time it was. “Damn, you kept me busy for a while,” she said with a naughty little smile. 
 
      
 
    “Damn right. Best way to spend an afternoon.” 
 
      
 
    “Megan,” she said, blushing a bit, “has her first open house in about an hour and a half. I promised her I’d be there to supervise.” 
 
      
 
    Megan was a cute little brunette intern Deirdre had hired to help expand our business. Both of us seemed to be waiting for the other to be the first to bring up the idea of fucking her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure she’ll be great,” I said with a little smirk. “Seems like a girl with a good head on her shoulders. Pretty, too.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmh hmm,” Deirdre replied, cocking her head and raising an eyebrow. When I didn’t say anything else, she pressed on. “How about I meet you for dinner after? That sushi place on 5th we both like?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make the reservations,” I said with a nod. “You sure you don’t need me to be there? Help with anything?” 
 
      
 
    “No, of course honey, you just relax,” she said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “After all, I’m sure you must be tired out after that performance...” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her wrist. Her eyes met mine, each of us seeing the lust that smoldered in each others’ gaze. With my free hand I reached behind her and gave her ass a possessive little squeeze, pulling her to me. 
 
      
 
    “I could go for round two,” I growled, my lips against her neck. “If you don’t mind messing up that pretty makeup...” 
 
      
 
    She was on the verge of saying yes when the intercom crackled to life. Constance’s voice was tinny coming out of the speaker, and sounded more than a little concerned: 
 
      
 
    “Cody? There’s someone here to see you.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. My hand left Deirdre’s wrist and hit the reply button – but my other hand stayed right on her ass. 
 
      
 
    “Who is it?” I muttered. “Kinda busy...” 
 
      
 
    “There’s a Miss Diane Cazadoras in the waiting room, sir. She says...well, she says you’ll want to see her.” 
 
      
 
    My frown deepened. Constance did not sound at all sure about that. She didn’t seem alarmed, exactly – but there was still something in her tone I didn’t like. 
 
      
 
    “Did you know about this?” I asked Deirdre. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “Not a bit. You?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t make any appointments. I haven’t been drumming up new business, either – we’ve got plenty on our plates already. She must be a walk-in.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, let her in.” A naughty smile spread across Deirdre’s face. “Unless you want to crack a window and let the room air out a bit first. An office that smells like sex gives off an interesting first impression...” 
 
      
 
    “Alright, you.” Her hand was snaking between my legs, and the last thing I needed was to greet a potential new customer while full-mast. “Uh, show her on in, Con. Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t bother going around the desk or trying to assume a more professional stance – whoever this was would know they’d walked into a meeting between me and my wife, and that was fine by me. I liked to keep things casual, to bring an element of friendliness that Constance Lee’s ruthlessness had drained out of the business. 
 
      
 
    I was in the middle of patting myself on the back in my own head when the door opened and my life changed forever. 
 
      
 
    I felt Deirdre stiffen instantly against me. The stranger walking through the door was a statuesque, athletic woman with long dark hair running down her back in gorgeous ringlets. Her face had that ageless look you see on certain models and actresses – she could have easily been pushing forty but had the body of a twenty-three year old. Black leather clung to her curves like a second skin, from a pair of tight thigh-high boots to a bustier that put her ample breasts on display. But for all that it wasn’t her looks, or the way she glided into the room like the world’s most graceful dancer that caught my attention. It was her aura, a force of sheer personality that surrounded her like a cloud. It shined with an unearthly light that only I could see, marking her as something far above a normal human woman. 
 
      
 
    Here, in my own office, was a Goddess. 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” she said, her voice deeper than I’d have thought but still rich and musical. “I am Diana, and from the look on your face I can see you know what I am. May I sit?” 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” I whispered, spellbound. “I never thought I’d see one of you again...” 
 
      
 
    I waited for the other shoe to drop: for the wave of submission to crash over my consciousness, to tell me that I should fall to my knees and worship this creature like the insignificant insect I was. It didn’t happen. And after a moment, I realized it wasn’t going to. Looking at Diana was like looking at a flawless work of art, or the most perfect sunset you could ever imagine: it captivated me, but it didn’t fill me with the all-consuming lust that being in the same room with Ariadne had. I didn’t have the urge to throw her on the table, rip her clothes off and spend years learning the best ways to make her come. 
 
      
 
    I bet she could do that if she wanted, though, I warned myself. So why isn’t she? 
 
      
 
    Diana seated herself in the plush chair we reserved for clients and gestured towards my own seat behind the desk. “Sit, please. We have much to discuss.” 
 
      
 
    I took my seat, feeling a little bit awkward. Deirdre stayed perched on the edge of the desk, staring openly at our new visitor like she wasn’t sure whether to kiss her or hit her. 
 
      
 
    “So...which one are you?” I asked sheepishly. “I’m, uh, not really up to date on my mythology.” 
 
      
 
    Diana didn’t seem put out at all. “I’m Diana. The Huntress. I forget that you’re not taught these things in school any more.” The ghost of a smile flickered across her face. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. That made a couple of bells ring in the back of my head, but they were still pretty faint. “Sure. And what brings you to Lee Realty, Diana?” 
 
      
 
    The smile faded. “I am on a hunt,” she said, stressing the final word. “And I have need of your assistance.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “My assistance?” I blurted. 
 
      
 
    “Believe me, it gives me no pleasure to involve a mortal in the affairs of the Gods,” Diana said with a frown. “Were it solely up to me, I would not be here. But there are those who believe that your...experiences are the key to saving my people.” 
 
      
 
    “Your people?” I pulled a face. “What...like the Greeks?” 
 
      
 
    Diana tossed back her head and laughed. I would not like to see that laughter turn to anger, I thought, something inside of me cowering. 
 
      
 
    “Of course not,” she said, slapping the arm of her chair. “I mean the Gods.” 
 
      
 
    “Cody was involved with a Goddess once,” Deirdre whispered. Her face was ashen, her hands trembled as they gripped the desk. “It didn’t go so well.” 
 
      
 
    She turned to my wife, giving her a look of such concern that Deirdre practically melted. “I know,” she whispered. Then, turning back to me: “Everyone on Olympus knows: after thousands of years hidden away, Cupid’s Bow is being used once more. A bow with the power to make men and Gods fall madly in love with its owner, to give their very lives for his pleasure. And a mortal wielded it.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. “Not any more. Is that why you’re here? I haven’t had the bow in six months – one of you took it from me...” 
 
      
 
    Just talking about it made the feelings come back. I felt angry at Ariadne all over again, frustrated that there was nothing I could do to get my bow back. 
 
      
 
    Diana stared at me for a moment as if weighing something. Finally she came to a decision. “What I am about to tell the two of you must never leave this room,” she said gravely. “Understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Lady, I’m pretty sure no one would believe me,” I said, leaning forward. “Will you please just tell me what the hell is going on?” 
 
      
 
    She glanced down at her boots and sighed. “Very well. It pains me to admit weakness in our ranks, but...” 
 
      
 
    She looked up at me, and when she did, there were tears in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “...the Gods are at war, Cody.” 
 
      
 
    “War?” I tried to imagine what war would look like between beings like Ariadne and Diana, and failed utterly. “That sounds really bad. What kind of wars do the Gods even have?” 
 
      
 
    “The kind that involve stealth,” she said bitterly. “The Goddess who stole your bow – Ariadne – has declared herself Queen of the Gods. She blindsided us, setting up meetings with a number of us and forcing them to her side with Cupid’s Bow before we even knew what was going on. It pains me gravely to admit it, but as we speak fully a third of the extant Gods and Goddesses worship at her feet, bound to her...” 
 
      
 
    “Stop.” My blood had gone cold. I could hear a whining sound from somewhere, and I was afraid it was in my own head. Everything seemed to be moving in slow motion. 
 
      
 
    She frowned. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean by they worship her?” 
 
      
 
    Instantly Diana was back to all business. “She struck them with your bow. She made them fall to their knees and declare her the most beautiful creature in the universe. You know all this – you’ve done it to this woman sitting before me-” 
 
      
 
    “That...that can’t be true,” I said, something heavy in my throat. “She can’t have.” 
 
      
 
    Diana glanced from me to Deirdre, then back to me. “I am confused,” she said, pursing her lips. 
 
      
 
    My hands closed on the edges of the desk so tight my knuckles went white. “I used the bow on Ariadne. I made her mine – made her worship me as a God. She...we made love, and it was – it was indescribable. But it didn’t work. The bow didn’t work on her – it was all a trick. The bow doesn’t work on Gods!” 
 
      
 
    “I have a stable of love-smitten deities that says otherwise,” Diana said sardonically. 
 
      
 
    “Then how!?” My voice broke, but I didn’t care. It wasn’t fair! The bow had failed to capture Ariadne – how was she able to use it to make other Gods her slaves? It made no sense! 
 
      
 
    When Diana spoke, some of the compassion she’d had with Deirdre was in her voice. “I don’t know why, Cody. I don’t know why the bow failed to enslave Ariadne, yet can be used to bind all the other Gods. And the only way I can find that out is with your help.” 
 
      
 
    It shocked me back to my senses. “My help?” 
 
      
 
    A fierce look entered her eyes. “Other than its original owner, you and Ariadne are the only ones to hold Cupid’s Bow in over two thousand years. And you are the only mortal to ever wield that power. Whatever key there is to bind Ariadne with that bow, we must find it together. We must stop her before she bends the entire pantheon to her will. If she succeeds, then the Mistress of Webs will own the universe. Every God in heaven and Earth will kneel before her – all of us will debase ourselves in worship.” 
 
      
 
    This was, understandably, a lot to process. “You need me to hunt down Ariadne,” I said, putting a hand to my forehead. I half-expected it to come back red-hot. “You need my help.” 
 
      
 
    “I have some leads,” Diana said with a nod. “But I need someone with experience with Cupid’s Bow, who can detect signs of its use – and as awkward as it is to admit, I need someone to help me navigate the mortal realm. It has been some time since I walked here.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a hell of an order,” I said. “Can I think about it?” 
 
      
 
    Diana looked as if she’d expected that answer. “Of course,” she said, rising to her feet. “I understand completely. You’ll want to confer with your wife and harem about this. I shall return tomorrow at the same time-” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, cutting her off. Damn that felt good. 
 
      
 
    She started. “Excuse me?” 
 
      
 
    I’d never actually thrown a Goddess off-balance before. It was something I could get used to liking. 
 
      
 
    “I just thought about it,” I said with a shrug. “The answer is ‘no’.” 
 
      
 
    Anger flashed across her face. “You are joking.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Look at it from my perspective. I have a pretty good life here – I have three women who are utterly devoted to my pleasure, one of whom I’m proud to call my wife. I own my own business, doing something I love. I’m one of the richest men in the city – anything I could conceivably want I could probably get. I’m actually happy for the first time since I pulled that goddamn bow out of a shipping crate, and you want me to throw it all away to get involved with your kind again?” 
 
      
 
    Diana’s face darkened. “I urge you to rethink this, Cody.” 
 
      
 
    “I have everything I want,” I said, leaning forward and taking Deirdre’s hand. “Everything a mortal man could ask for. Face it, Diana – you’ve got nothing to offer me. I dealt with Ariadne once, and it almost killed me – I am done with the Gods.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, she nodded. “That’s true,” she said, a wicked little smile twisting her mouth. “You do have everything – everything a mortal man could want, in any case.” 
 
      
 
    Now that certainly caught my attention. “What are you saying?” 
 
      
 
    That little smirk of hers grew even deeper. “There’s been an….well, I suppose you’d say an absence in our roster for some time now. The Messenger of Love, the man who made your bow – well.” Diana glanced at the ground for a moment, frowning, then continued. “It doesn’t really matter. He’s not with us. And we are long, long overdue for a replacement.” 
 
      
 
    “Hold up.” I froze in my tracks. “You mean...me?” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t think of anyone else more qualified,” she said, the corner of her lip curling upward. “After all, you already have experience. Imagine, Cody – immortality. Power beyond your wildest imaginings. And the women – ah, the women! The mortals, of course, but the Goddesses...” 
 
      
 
    I caught myself salivating. She leaned forward, dropping her voice nearly to a whisper. 
 
      
 
    “The way it was when you were with Ariadne,” she said conspiratorially. “It can be like that again, Cody. All the time. Forever.” 
 
      
 
    To say I was stunned would have been a massive understatement. Almost instantly, my thoughts went to that place I’d been forcing them away from for months: my night of passion with the goddess Ariadne. It had been so far beyond anything I’d ever experienced that I still had trouble believing it was real. Something deep inside of me wanted that again, wanted it more than anything, so much that my hands began to shake and sweat dribbled down my forehead… 
 
      
 
    Deirdre had been silent through all this, but now she spoke up. Not to Diana – to me. “You should do it,” she said in a small voice. 
 
      
 
    It was maybe the one thing that could shake me out of my reverie. “What?” 
 
      
 
    There was something sad but determined in my wife’s eyes as she spoke. “Baby, I know you,” she said. “I know that as good as things have been, there’s been something missing ever since that night you were with Ariadne. And if there’s a chance you could feel that again, well – I want you to take it. I want you to be happy.” 
 
      
 
    I was wrong. Now I was stunned. 
 
      
 
    “Dee,” I said, the word tumbling out of my mouth. “Babe, think what you’re saying...” 
 
      
 
    “What happens if that bitch gets all the Gods on her side?” She turned to Diana as she spoke, her voice fraying with emotion. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes. “Well? What happens?” 
 
      
 
    “She won’t,” Diana replied gravely. “I know the Mistress of Webs well. Once she judges she has enough of an army to subdue the remaining Gods, she will come out in force and destroy those of us who remain. It will be a massacre, and it will shake the mortal realm. Fires, floods, wars...” 
 
      
 
    “Wars?” 
 
      
 
    “What happens between the Gods is reflected here,” she explained. “When Ariadne decides to make her claim on Olympus, millions will bleed and die in your world.” 
 
      
 
    Millions. Dead because I did nothing. Suddenly my little harem seemed very small. 
 
      
 
    “You see?” Deirdre looked almost as shocked as I was. “You have to do it, Master. You have to save us. Otherwise, what will happen to me and Katie? To Constance?” 
 
      
 
    “Wait wait wait wait, let’s just calm down a minute.” I slumped in my chair, hand against my forehead. “None of this can have happened. The bow doesn’t even work against Gods...” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know why it worked for her and not you, Cody. I just know what will happen if she’s allowed to continue using it.” Diana squared her shoulders and extended a hand. “Will you reconsider? Will you help me?” 
 
      
 
    I stared at her outstretched palm, thinking it over. Once I committed to this, there was no going back. I’d be thrust into a war between beings I still barely understood, some of whom were so gorgeous they could make mortal men cream in their pants just by crooking their finger. And at the end of the path would be Ariadne – a fertility goddess who had completely outmatched me the last time we met, to the point of embarrassment. Without help, I’d end up on my knees, begging to worship her. I might never get back to my normal life – I could lose my company, my wife, everything. 
 
      
 
    The world needed me. But more than that, there was something I needed, something calling out to me every time I closed my eyes… 
 
      
 
    “Godhood,” I whispered, staring into her eyes. “You can do that? If I succeed?” 
 
      
 
    A wry little smile flickered across her perfect face. “If you bring Ariadne down, the rest of the Goddesses will be begging you to join us. Yes, we can do that.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced one last time at Deirdre. She nodded. 
 
      
 
    Then, so did I. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” I said, taking her hand. “I’m in.” I said a silent prayer that I wasn’t fucking my entire life up by doing so. 
 
      
 
    She held my hand in hers for a brief moment, then let it go. “Very good,” she said, immediately switching into business mode. “Now that you’re committed, I can tell you a little more.” 
 
      
 
    She closed her fist for a moment before opening it wide, and when she did the air above her palm began to shimmer. A picture formed in the air like a hologram, tinny noise coming from it like it was being played on a tiny speaker. 
 
      
 
    “One of my pets informed me of this lead a few hours ago,” Diana said briskly. I didn’t have the balls to ask her exactly what she meant by pet. “The easiest way to find Ariadne is to get a hold of one of her lieutenants. Unfortunately for us, she only has one – but she just so happened to show her face in Las Vegas...” 
 
      
 
    I could hear the electronic bleeps of slot machines, the whir of roulette wheels. The tiny window in Diana’s hand was a blur of color, a perfect recording in miniature of the inside of a Vegas casino. And as my eyes adjusted, I spotted a very familiar woman walking the floor… 
 
      
 
    “Napaea,” I whispered, the word catching in my throat. “What is she doing in Vegas?” 
 
      
 
    She looked just as beautiful as the day we’d parted – more so, even. She’d already known plenty about the mortal realm by the time she’d found me but now she was a veritable fashionista. A tight Versace minidress highlighted her impossibly perfect curves, and the strappy six-inch fuck-me heels she had on made everything below her waist look better than any model or actress I’d ever seen. Men stopped and stared at her, leering openly as she strode across the floor. How could they not – I was barely able to turn my eyes away. 
 
      
 
    “There are...several of our kind who enjoy flitting around that area,” Diana said, closing her palm. Instantly Napaea and the casino scene winked out. “We think Napaea could be scouting for an attempt to take control of one of them. We also think this may be a trap.” 
 
      
 
    I felt my eyebrows raise. “A trap?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “It’s a possibility. Either way, we have no choice.” 
 
      
 
    I thought that over and nodded. “Alright,” I said, standing up behind my desk. “Let’s do this. How do we get there? Do you just summon a portal, or…?” 
 
      
 
    I broke off, because Diana was laughing. “Oh, we’re not going there yet,” she assured me, grinning. “You’d be a sitting duck walking in there. I’m not about to lose what might be the key to defeating Ariadne by sending you in there unarmed.” 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” Now I was confused. “Then what am I doing?” 
 
      
 
    With a small, secretive smile, Diana began to trace a spiral in the air. Light shimmered around her fingers, a low hum crackling from the trails until they split open, forming a door. 
 
      
 
    “Come with me,” she said sternly. “Or are you backing out?” 
 
      
 
    “One second,” I said. Then I grabbed Deirdre around the waist and kissed her, hard. She melted against me, her lips clinging to mine as her hands felt me one last time. 
 
      
 
    “Be careful, Master,” she whispered in my ear. “Come back to us. We need you.” 
 
      
 
    “I will,” I told her, breaking the kiss. “I promise.” 
 
      
 
    I turned and followed Diana into the door, letting the light swallow me. The world went white and faded away, leaving nothing behind. 
 
      
 
    Here we go again, I thought, entering the blackness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “What is this place?” 
 
      
 
    Diana arched an eyebrow, a torch held in her other hand. “It’s a cave. What does it look like?” 
 
      
 
    She was right about that – except this space was so large that calling it a cave gave the wrong impression. The ground was rock but mostly even, a makeshift path carved into the floor of the chamber. Cool air whistled by from some opening, but I couldn’t tell where – there was nothing but darkness in every direction. 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” Diana said, motioning with the torch. “We don’t have a lot of time.” 
 
      
 
    The path ended in a set of massive wooden doors. The body of a gigantic snake hung above the mantle like a warning, coiled up in twin pillars to either side of the entrance. 
 
      
 
    “What...” I reached out to touch the scales, hand trembling. “What the fuck is this place...” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t do that,” she snapped, grabbing my hand and snatching it back. “You’ll like this, trust me. Knock.” 
 
      
 
    Now that she mentioned it, there was a knocker on the door – a big one, shaped like a double-headed axe. I examined it warily, like it might come to life and bite me. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
      
 
    “Please,” she said, a hint of annoyance in her tone. “I didn’t take you for the fearful type, Cody.” 
 
      
 
    I’m not, I thought, taking hold of one of the axe’s half-moon blades and pulling it back. I’m just being careful… 
 
      
 
    The axe hit the door with a resounding thud, then a moment later it creaked open on its hinges. A vertical bar of blackness appeared between the doors and slowly grew as it swung inward. 
 
      
 
    What was inside stopped me in my tracks. The space was well-lit and exquisitely furnished, covered in tapestries and artifacts that looked like they cost a fortune. Trophies studded the length of one wall, boars and deer and other animals I recognized next to things that looked like a fantasy writer on acid had dreamed them up. But what drew me like an arrow were the tables in the back. Instruments I could only guess at the uses of were stacked methodically on them, some connected together in ways that instantly formed connections in my brain. 
 
      
 
    “This is a forge,” I said, turning to Diana. “Or a lab of some kind. Whose?” 
 
      
 
    “Your predecessor,” Diana said with another of those little smiles I was getting to know so well. “We’re here to get you your weapon, Cody.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over the room, mind working feverishly. There were weapons all over the place, long swords and wicked-looking flails and the same giant half-moon axes I’d seen at the entrance. None of which I had the slightest idea how to use. 
 
      
 
    “Um, I’m not really a fighter,” I confessed. “I’ve played a lot of video games, but I think a magic sword would be more likely to hurt me than the other guy...” 
 
      
 
    “This weapon you have experience with,” she said, stepping forward. She put a finger to her chin as she scanned a set of chests beneath one of the long tables, cocking her head. “Now which one was it...” 
 
      
 
    There was only one weapon she could be referring to. “A bow?” 
 
      
 
    “The bow.” Diana reached into her vest and removed a small silver key, then slipped it into one of the locks. It opened with a snap, and her face lit up as she reached inside. 
 
      
 
    “Here we are,” she said, holding her prize aloft. “Not quite as good as the one you’re used to, but...” 
 
      
 
    My mouth dropped open. I never thought I’d see it again, I thought, reeling. She was holding the bow – my bow, the bow with the power to make Gods and mortals alike fall madly in love with me… 
 
      
 
    After a moment, my excitement faded. It was not my bow. It was close, so close that it looked exactly the same at a quick glance. But it was nowhere near as ornate, or as perfectly balanced. If my old bow was the top of the line luxury model, this was the mid-range edition. 
 
      
 
    Diana saw my face fall and laughed. “Don’t look so down,” she said, tossing me the bow. “The man who made your bow made this one as well. It was a...well, lets call it a prototype. That is the word, yes?” 
 
      
 
    I caught it. It felt good in my hand – like it was meant to be there. A shudder passed through me, and my cock throbbed to life in my pants. 
 
      
 
    “Does it…?” I trailed off, terrified of the answer, but Diana knew better than I did what I was bound to ask. 
 
      
 
    “It does,” she whispered, “at least it should. It’s never been tested.” 
 
      
 
    I ran a thumb along the bowstring, listening to the high, clear note it sounded. “It’ll make people fall in love,” I said, nodding. “It has the magic. I can feel it!” 
 
      
 
    Excitement burned through me in a rush. I felt like an addict getting a hit after a long period without. I had the power, I could bend people to my will, make them worship me… 
 
      
 
    Diana sighed. “We don’t know that,” she told me. She scooted backward and sat on one of the long tables, looking me up and down. “It hasn’t been tested.” 
 
      
 
    “So let’s test it!” I was practically jumping up and down. “Let’s go back to my office, get that cute new girl who works for us and have her worship at Deidre and I’s feet...” 
 
      
 
    Diana shook her head. “I know it will work on mortals,” she said dismissively. “But against a God it has never been tested. For obvious reasons.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” I said, testing its weight. That much felt exactly the same as the original, to the ounce. “So we ambush Ariadne and...” 
 
      
 
    She was frowning. “No. We have to know before. Otherwise she can just deceive you again.” 
 
      
 
    Ouch. That one stung. “Okay. So what, then?” 
 
      
 
    She spread her legs a little bit wider. “It must be tested. On one of the Gods.” 
 
      
 
    It took me a moment to understand, but when I did I nearly dropped the bow. “You?” 
 
      
 
    She sighed again. Finally I understood why she’d become so snippy with me as soon as I’d agreed to join her – she knew she was signing on for this. “We have to know if it works, and if it works with the same power as Ariadne’s bow. There’s only one way to test it in a safe place. You have to shoot me.” 
 
      
 
    I was torn. Part of me was terrified to use the bow again, especially on a God. But another, more primal part of my psyche was doing backflips at the idea. Having a gorgeous, fertile goddess at my beck and call? It was what I’d wanted for so long. 
 
      
 
    “You know what this will do to you if it works, right?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I’m not exactly looking forward to it. But Ariadne must be stopped. That’s worth any price, even subjugating myself to you.” 
 
      
 
    Despite everything, a little grin twisted my mouth. “Oh, come on,” I said, aiming the bow. “You’re not even a little turned on at the idea?” 
 
      
 
    Now I got to see a goddess stunned. “Excuse me?” 
 
      
 
    “Giving all that power away, worshiping someone so far beneath you...that doesn’t make you just a little bit hot? Get those juices flowing at the thought of a proud, noble huntress sucking a human man’s cock?” 
 
      
 
    “I...” Diana’s face flushed with warmth, and I knew I had been more right than I’d dared. “Just do it, Cody. Get it over with!” 
 
      
 
    “Can do.” I aimed the bow right at the center of her luscious breasts. “Let’s find out if we can use this to bring that bitch down...” 
 
      
 
    I pulled back the string and let go. 
 
      
 
    It felt exactly like the first time. A surge of power rushed through me as a spectral arrow soared from the bowstring, ripping through reality as it sank into Diana’s chest. She let out a cry of surprise, raising her hands at the last moment and staring down as the arrow slid between her breasts and into her core. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she shuddered, legs quaking as the power of the bow took its place inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” I whispered. I felt like I needed a cigarette. The air still crackled with power as Diana relaxed, her back arched like a bow as her ass rocked back and forth on the tabletop. “Are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Hnnngh,” Diana groaned, her face flushed crimson. Was she fighting, or giving in to her lust? Was the bow working, or was it not powerful enough? 
 
      
 
    I took a hesitant step forward. “What are you feeling?” I asked, setting the bow down against the chest. “Did it work? Is it…?” 
 
      
 
    Before I could finish my sentence, Diana grabbed me. Her lips fit perfectly over mine, the heat from them rolling over me as her soft curves melted against my muscle. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me,” she panted, like every lover’s voice I’d ever heard compressed into one request. “Please...Master.” 
 
      
 
    She certainly knew the way to my heart. My cock roared to life at that word, pressed against her thigh as she spread her legs wide for me. In a flash her hands were at my belt, ripping me free, impossibly eager. 
 
      
 
    It worked, I thought with pride, barely able to believe it. She’s mine. I own a fucking Goddess, a gorgeous slut who’ll do anything I want… 
 
      
 
    Diana pulled my pants down to my knees, then without a moment of hesitation slid my cock between her lips. Her mouth was like an oven, honey-warm and oh so wet as she took me to the base. In moments I was balls deep down her throat, using her like the world’s most expensive whore as I thrust against her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck yes,” I cried, growing to full hardness inside of her. “Take that fucking cock, Diana. Show me how a Goddess gives head.” 
 
      
 
    I thrust against her face a few times, but before I knew what was happening she pulled back with a wet pop, stroking me. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, you’re hard,” she panted, staring at my cock. “Holy fuck you’re so hard. And big. Did the bow do that to you, Master?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not all it did to me,” I growled, taking a handful of her hair and tugging. “Spread those legs wide for me, Diana. Show me what a goddess’ cunt looks like. Show me what I’m going to be filling with my cock.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” she whimpered, putting her hands on both sides of her waist and moving them down in a rubbing motion. Her clothing dissolved as if by magic, leaving nothing but her bare, shining slit beneath. She was completely hairless, her skin tanned like she’d been lying on a beach all day. I could feel the heat rolling off her, needy and feral, and knew I had to have her. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me again,” I commanded, taking hold of one of her breasts and freeing it from her top. “Tell me who I am.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re my...M-Master,” she purred, rocking her hips against me. “Please fuck me, please...” 
 
      
 
    “And what are you?” I emphasized my point by grabbing her hair and turning her head, so she had to stare up at me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m your slave,” she said, flushing with shame as she bit her lip. “Your fucktoy. A plaything for your amusement. I’ll do anything you want, Master, just please put that big perfect cock inside of me…!” 
 
      
 
    That was all I needed to hear. I thrust forward and filled her with one smooth stroke, bottoming out inside Diana’s perfect cunt. Her walls gripped me like a glove, fitting my manhood as perfectly as if she’d been crafted for me. She clenched around me as she cried out in pleasure: the shame of being violated and the ecstasy of surrendering her will mixing all up in her head until she couldn’t think straight. My cock had made her a bimbo, and now I was going to fuck her until she never forgot who was in charge. 
 
      
 
    “More, more!” She was no longer a Goddess – in my arms she was a wild animal, begging to be fucked harder. Her tight wetness matched me stroke for stroke, enveloping me as I pulled all the way out to the tip and drove back into her hard on every thrust. Her ass shook the table, rocking the machinery on every beat as I used her just the way I wanted. 
 
      
 
    “When’s the last time you got laid? I think you’re getting rusty,” I growled. Then before I knew what I was doing, I slapped her across the cheek. Not too terribly hard, but enough to shock her out of what she was doing and make her hips lose their rhythm. 
 
      
 
    For a moment I was sure she was going to strike me down. Then her eyes shut tight and I felt every muscle of her cunt clench down on me, and I realized what was happening. 
 
      
 
    I made her come, I realized. I made her come by slapping her. Looks like little miss Goddess liked being abused more than she wanted to admit. 
 
      
 
    It seemed impossible, but orgasm had made Diana’s cunt feel even better. I lost myself in the rhythm of filling her, stretching her walls as I fucked her and just got high on the experience of being inside her, of having a goddess wrapped around my dick who wanted nothing but to please me. 
 
      
 
    And it wasn’t long before she recovered and started thinking of me. “Come in me, Master,” she begged, raking her nails down my back. She lifted her hips to give me an even better angle inside of her, until the head of my cock grazed her womb with every thrust. “Fill my pussy up. Spill yourself inside of me – defile my holy cunt with your mortal seed...” 
 
      
 
    What man could resist an offer like that? A few more thrusts and I felt myself reach the peak. The perfect pleasure that only fucking a Goddess could provide sent me into the stratosphere, separated me from my body and washed my very being in a tidal wave of orgasmic bliss. I was only dimly aware of my cock erupting inside of Diana, spurting her walls with white hot seed as I came over and over again. 
 
      
 
    When it was over I pulled out of her, struggling to remember who I was and where I’d ended up. It was like my brain had rebooted from all the bliss – it took several minutes before I felt like me again. Aftershocks of pleasure continued to trickle down my spine, filling me with alpha-male satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Diana lay on the table, her slit shining with my seed. Slowly, she opened her eyes and sat up, then ran her hands down her body. Her clothing reappeared, everything fresh and new like she hadn’t just spent the last hour getting her brains fucked out. Christ, even her hair and makeup were back to perfection. 
 
      
 
    “That was great,” I said with a grin. “God, you and me are going to get along so well, slave...” 
 
      
 
    Diana smiled happily. Then she slapped me in the face. 
 
      
 
    I sailed across the room, almost losing my footing. Fuck she was strong! That was probably going to bruise. I rubbed my cheek, staring at her in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck was that for?” I cried, shocked. 
 
      
 
    “Just paying you back for what you did to me,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “You are never to tell anyone about that. If the other Gods knew I enjoyed being...abused by a mortal...” 
 
      
 
    I started to laugh. “Hey, it’s the thing nowadays,” I said, still rubbing my cheek. “All the girls I know seem to enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “Human women are supposed to be submissive,” Diana said hotly. “A Huntress is supposed to be anything but.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, okay, your secret is safe with me,” I said. As the pain receded, I realized what had just happened. “Hey – the bow didn’t work?” 
 
      
 
    “It worked,” she said, tracing shapes in the air. “For a time. It’s power left me once you were...satisfied. On a human woman, it would probably enslave her for life.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my bow with a newfound appreciation. Any woman I wanted? Fuck, I didn’t really need the whole Goddesses thing. But they were so good in bed… 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” I said, glancing at the bow. “Human girl: slave for life. Goddess: serves me until we fuck. I think I can handle that...” 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” Diana snarked. 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “You were thinking about slapping me again.” 
 
      
 
    “Girl, I’m gonna be thinking about that for a long time,” I said with another grin. 
 
      
 
    Diana shook her head and sighed, looking up at the ceiling. “Mortals. Well, the bow should work well enough for our purposes. If it worked on me, it will detain Ariadne long enough for us to steal the true bow while she pleasures you. We just need to find her.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly this was all seeming...somewhat doable. Which was weird, considering it involved immortal Gods. “Alright,” I said with another grin. I just couldn’t keep them off my face. Fucking Diana had been so good, and she’d been so submissive. I could tell she’d liked it too. 
 
      
 
    “Onward to Vegas,” she said, the portal opening before us. “Oh, and Cody?” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
      
 
    She turned to me, and the full force of her fury opened. In an instant, I understood why mortals had trembled at the sight of the Gods: if I hadn’t been balls-deep inside of her minutes ago, I might have fallen to my knees. Diana let the tiniest trickle of her power out, and it was like she was a thousand feet tall. She was a Valkyrie, standing before me, enough to stop an army. 
 
      
 
    “You are never to use that bow on me again. Ever.” She put her hands on her hips. “Understood!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Yes,” I agreed. I would have told her anything to get her to back down. “Don’t worry about me!” 
 
      
 
    “Good.” Whatever she’d done faded, and she shrank back down. “Don’t forget it.” 
 
      
 
    “No worries,” I said, stepping forward into the portal. Napaea, here I come. I hope you missed me as much as I missed you… 
 
      
 
    The world went white, and we were on our way. 
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 For the longest time, I thought everyone had the ability to read minds. It's not the kind of thing you question: after all, I had grown up with it. I could tell when the people around me were hungry, happy, horny – could tell you what they were thinking about eating for lunch, who they secretly wanted to screw, who they hoped got hit by a bus tomorrow. It wasn't until I realized that I could actually reach out and touch others' minds, stroking the most intimate parts of their psyches with invisible fingers that I learned I was special. Unique. 
 
      
 
    Maybe the world would be a better place if everyone had my powers. We could all keep tabs on each other, we'd never need a court of law to determine if someone was telling the truth. Hooking up with someone would be as easy as thinking about it. But, as far as I know, it's just me who has this power. Neil. I probably should have led off with my name. 
 
      
 
    Of course, you can imagine what this discovery did to me. I was eighteen, just come of age, and learning I had the power to make every woman I met want me with a few mental tweaks was the kind of temptation no one could resist. I sowed a lot of wild oats, had a lot of crazy sex, broke a lot of laws but always convinced the cops to let me go. (Hypnosis is awesome like that). But eventually, to my surprise, I found myself wanting more. I wanted to push the limits of hypnosis: to learn exactly to what extent a person can be changed by messing with the neurons in their head. Was there an innate spirit inside people, a 'soul' that no amount of hypnotic power could corrupt? Or were people just a collection of ones and zeroes, infinitely programmable, and I could do anything I wanted with them given enough time? 
 
      
 
    With my powers, I could have been anyone: a celebrity, an actor, the President. With my ambition, I decided to become a psychologist. 
 
      
 
    Hypnotherapy is my claim to fame. Yes, Hypnotherapy is real, and it can do wonders for people, but the real thing is not like what you see in the movies. It's more like guided meditation: someone comes to a therapist to quit smoking, the hypnotherapy lets them focus on the real reasons they're having trouble quitting, lets them explore the parts of themselves usually buried under the surface. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I could simply snip their cravings with thirty seconds of concentration. Or, if I felt like it, could make them want to smoke more. The old Neil who loved nothing more than to seduce people is never too far away, and sometimes he just can't resist temptation. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, I have a reputation – a good one. I'm the guy the rich and famous come to with their problems, because I can get the job done fast and discreetly: over in one session most of the time. My clients think I'm a miracle worker, a magician, and they're not far from the truth. It's just that the 'magic' I'm using is nothing like what they think. It's disgustingly easy to fix people's addictions, tell their bodies to start putting down the food or the booze or the cigarettes that have led them to seek out my help. Why do I waste my time doing it? 
 
      
 
    Because sometimes, the perfect subject walks into my office. Someone who can help me test my Theory, set off a whole new chapter in my personal research. Someone I can really sink my teeth into. 
 
      
 
    Like this girl sitting across from me this fine afternoon. She's gorgeous: nineteen, with the kind of model good looks that only come from rich parents with a home gym, personal trainer and dietician. She's the kind of girl who inspires either jealousy or longing in everyone she meets, depending on sexual orientation, and she knows it. Despite all this, being a gorgeous young woman with the world at her feet and every opportunity in front of her, she's utterly miserable. 
 
      
 
    Her parents, who sent her to me, have no idea why she's so depressed. But I do. 
 
      
 
    “So, Emily,” I say, leaning back in my big comfy hypnotherapist's chair. “To start off, why don't you tell me about a time when you were...afraid.” 
 
      
 
    She clenches up for just a moment, but a moment is all I need. It's like telling someone not to think of a pink elephant – they just can't stop themselves. Before Emily can clamp down on her feelings it's unfurling like a film reel in her head, the colors more vivid and real than real life. Emily at a party two weeks ago. Emily drinking way too much, way more than she usually would ever drink while out but that boy just kept filling up her glass. Emily, in a haze of drunkenness, being led upstairs by said-same boy, a nasty gleam in his eyes. I see everything he did to her, in an instant, like I was there. 
 
      
 
    Like I said, I told you I was good. 
 
      
 
    A second or two later it's gone, Emily's psyche slamming the door shut on those memories like a monster she wants to keep locked away. “I, uh...” she says, struggling to think of a response. 
 
      
 
    “There's no wrong answers here,” I say, my tone professional and soothing. “I want you to know that, Emily.” After all, you already gave me the right one. 
 
      
 
    “Um, I guess one time my parents took my brother and I to this theme park? I didn't want to go on the big roller coaster but Brendan was crying and begging, that's my little brother, I mean. We got on it, and right up near the top of the first hill the ride broke down and we were stuck there for like forty-five minutes. I'm not usually afraid of heights, but looking over the side of that thing and seeing the asphalt like a hundred feet down was pretty scary.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmh hmm.” I take down notes on a steno pad because that's what my patients expect me to do. In reality, I'm just scribbling random words and drawings of dicks. “That's very interesting. Let me try another tack, Emily. Why do you think your parents brought you here today?” 
 
      
 
    She snickers. “Because they're tools,” she says. 
 
      
 
    She really is beautiful. I wonder dimly if she picked up that low-cut top and tight skirt to impress me and get me on her 'side', or if that's just what she wears every day. I could reach into her brain and find out, but that would spoil the fun. 
 
      
 
    “Now, normally I'm supposed to say 'why do you feel your parents are tools, Emily?' and spend the next ten minutes listening to you rant about them,” I say, “but this session is only an hour long and I'd like to get some progress made.” 
 
      
 
    Her face is shocked; somehow it makes her even hotter. “You prick,” she says, too surprised to put any emotion into it. 
 
      
 
    “You are here,” I say, tapping my pad against my knee, “because you've had three disciplinary infractions in the past two weeks. The third of these involved you being caught with a large enough number of pills in your handbag that if you weren't rich, pretty and well-connected, you'd be in jail, not talking to a therapist. Am I right so far?” 
 
      
 
    Her face is guarded. Any normal therapist would have lost her completely by now. “So you talked to my parents. Big deal. You don't know shit about me.” 
 
      
 
    “My, you have a dirty mouth,” I say with a smirk. “You know, your parents do love you, Emily. They're worried about you.” 
 
      
 
    “Save it,” she says, then lifts her heels onto my couch and stretches out like it's some friend's sofa she can crash on. “I'm done. You can talk, but I won't listen. And I don't give you permission to hypnotize me or whatever the hell it is you do.” 
 
      
 
    Wow, this is going awful, I think with a smile. Any normal hypnotherapist would be pulling his hair out now: fortunately I'm no ordinary therapist. 
 
      
 
    I take a deep breath, close my eyes, and push into her mind. 
 
      
 
    Years of practice have made me an adept at this: it takes only an instant. I reach out with invisible fingers and sink through her temple, my will stretching out inside of her psyche. Immediately I'm uncomfortable – touching the mind of a normal co-ed is disorienting enough, but entering the mind of one who's undergone recent trauma is worse. Emily has one of the most disorganized minds I've ever touched: full of repetitive thoughts and locked doors and scorched patches where the normal order of things has gotten out of whack. I feel like a contractor walking into a crack house that a company has bought in order to turn into condos. You've got your work cut out for you, Neil, I think. 
 
      
 
    It would be so easy to fix all this. Erase a few memories, patch over a few rough spots, let the good girl Emily used to be shine through. It would certainly please her parents, probably most of her old friends. But there's one person who wouldn't be pleased: me. 
 
      
 
    What I want to do to sweet little Emily is much more complicated. 
 
      
 
    “You don't want me to hypnotize you?” I ask. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes still closed, she snorts rudely. “Fuck no.” 
 
      
 
    As she answers, I watch her mind. Asking the question causes flareups of irritation, anger – and shame. I use my will to give those sections of her mind a gentle squeeze, soothing those negative emotions. At the same time, I promote the positive ones: good will, relaxation, etc. The result is like a Xanax at warp-speed: a few seconds later, she sighs happily and snuggles further into the couch. 
 
      
 
    “You sure you don't?” I ask. There's just a hint of mockery in my tone. “I think it could really help you.” 
 
      
 
    Emily yawns – she's that relaxed – and sniffs. “Maybe. I dunno. This is all so stupid...” 
 
      
 
    She's so relaxed at this point, that she starts to get a little turned on. I feel it through the link between us, trickling from her mind to mine. Feeling her arousal sets me off, and a moment later I'm hard against the fabric of my slacks. It's tempting to open the conduit between us directly. I've done it before: let her arousal make me aroused, which she feels and it makes her even more turned on, until it's a feedback loop that leaves both of us so horny we can't resist tearing each others' clothes off and fucking like animals. Like I said, I've done it before – it is very, very fun – but today calls for a more subtle approach. 
 
      
 
    “You're feeling very relaxed,” I say, at the risk of overstating the obvious. “Very open to the idea of hypnosis.” 
 
      
 
    “You are getting very sleepy,” she says, giggling. “So corny. Alright, whatever – go ahead, Doctor Neil.” 
 
      
 
    “Alright, Emily,” I say, fingers tightening around her mind. “What we're going to do today is regress you to that point where you felt the most afraid. We're going to work through it, together, until the wound it opened up is healed.” 
 
      
 
    For an instant, she's nervous. The party is flickering through her mind again, with all the horrible memories and depressing thoughts it implies. Then she remembers the story she fed me, the roller coaster, and assumes this is going to be an incredibly boring trip down memory lane. She yawns again. “Oh, okay. Alright.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Emily,” I say, getting ready to spring the trap. “Tell me about the party.” 
 
      
 
    Her mind flashes back on the bad memories, tinged with surprise and disbelief (how does he know about that? I told no one...) for just a second or two, but a second or two is more than I need. I pull at the edges of the memory with invisible fingers, inflating it until it fills her mind's eye. It's so vivid, so real, that she almost feels like she's there right now, even as she lays down on my couch in this bland, air-conditioned doctor's office. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” The question is plaintive, almost an act of begging. “I...I don't want to be here. I don't want to think about this...” 
 
      
 
    “Shh,” I say, stroking the anxiety center of her brain like a beloved pet. Relaxing chemicals flood her bloodstream, until she mutters and breaks off completely. She lies there, just taking in the atmosphere of th party: her there, drinking and partying with her friends, no idea of the trauma that's about to befall her. 
 
      
 
    I can watch it all, like a film reel unspooling in her head. She gives a little whimper as the full force of it hits her, putting her in the past as efficiently as a time machine. 
 
      
 
    “Hee hee,” she giggles deliriously. “I'm getting soo drunk...” 
 
      
 
    I can feel it, like a warmth radiating from her core: the feeling of alcohol humming in her bloodstream. It isn't real, of course, but the memories are – so it makes no real difference. 
 
      
 
    I turn the memory along with Emily's head, taking in the whole of the expansive living room (one of the parents', no doubt) that made up the venue for this party. “That's him over there in the corner, isn't it?” I ask. “I think his name is...Chad?” 
 
      
 
    A moment later, he's front and center – and Emily freezes. 
 
      
 
    “It would be Chad,” I say with a smirk. “It seems like every guy with that name is some kind of asshole.” 
 
      
 
    “Please,” Emily whimpers, knowing exactly where this ends. “Don't...” 
 
      
 
    “Don't worry,” I say, finishing her sentence with words she never intended to say. “There's no reason to be afraid. Nothing here can hurt you – in fact, this is going to be the best night of your life.” 
 
      
 
    She relaxes visibly, less at my words than at the new rush of relaxing chemicals trickling through her bloodstream like sweet honey. Her voice is awe-struck as she asks, “Really?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” I assure her. “Now, I want you to get really close to Chad, Emily. Float near him – you can do that, you're lighter than air – and get right up in his face. Closer, closer...” 
 
      
 
    This is the part where I really shine. Up until now, any garden-variety hypnotist with a modicum of talent could do exactly what I've done: repress Emily back to a memory and have her re-experience it. This is the part where my unique skills come in, where I do things I wouldn't be capable of outside of a setting like this – a place where I can really get into my clients' heads. Not to put too fine a point on it: I'm good at what I do, and this is the part where it pays off. 
 
      
 
    Guiding Emily, I slide her closer to the brotastic, chuckling Chad...and then slip her inside. 
 
      
 
    It's like diving into a pool of ice water, holding hands with Emily as we go. Her body arches like a bow, laying on my couch, even as her mind stretches in ways it's never had to before. It's mostly smoke and mirrors, but all the best illusions are. I don't know what Chad felt that night, what was going on inside of his head. But I have all of the memories from Emily's perspective, and with a little bit of creativity it's easy enough to imagine things from the other perspective. 
 
      
 
    You just have to be able to put yourself in the monster's shoes. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god,” Emily moans, looking around helplessly. In her mind she's reeling, not just seeing but feeling what Chad feels: my created versions of them, anyway.  
 
    “I know,” I say, brow furrowed in concentration. “Isn't it great?” 
 
      
 
    “I feel...” Emily searches for the word. “Powerful. On top of the fucking world. Is this what it's like to...to be him?” 
 
      
 
    “Relax,” I command, and she does. It takes a lot of concentration to generate a whole reality for someone: fortunately, I'm about to do something in a moment that will take most of the heat off of me. “Let's fast forward a bit.” 
 
      
 
    The next thirty minutes of Emily's memories unspool in a delirious fever dream, beaming through both our heads within the space of a few moments. She watches Chad watch her, size her up as she gets way too drunk. She feels the moment he decides to make his move, and feels how bold it makes her. How savage. How powerful.  
 
      
 
    She's been so powerless since this happened to her, and now I'm about to give that power back to her. In the most immoral, sinister way possible, of course. 
 
      
 
    Emily-as-Chad is leading the real Emily up the stairs. She already knows where the bedroom is – she's made this trip before, but last time she was the victim. Now she's holding all the cards. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me what you're thinking,” I say, wanting to hear it out loud. 
 
      
 
    There's a snarl in her voice that wasn't there before when she speaks. I can't help but love it. “I'm gonna fuck this bitch,” she says. “Fuck, I'm gonna score – I'm so excited! She's so fucking hot, Neil!” 
 
      
 
    “I know,” I say, feeling her burning arousal through our link. I'm tenting my own slacks, and as if that thought propels me to move, I'm on my feet. “She's going to be all yours, Chad.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm gonna pound her so fucking hard,” Emily groans, her eyes glassy with anticipation as she opens the door, leading herself inside the bedroom. As soon as there's something between them and the world, she shoves Emily onto the bed. The drunk girl barely puts up resistance, giggling like this is all a game. 
 
      
 
    “She doesn't respect you,” I tell Emily. 
 
      
 
    “That bitch,” Emily grunts, something masculine and primal in her tone. “I'm gonna show her what a real man is.” 
 
      
 
    The Emily-as-Chad I've created, I realize a moment later, is something of a monster. I've given Emily the keys to her own trauma, and she's proving to be an even more cruel antagonist than drunken fratboy Chad could ever have hoped to be. I have to keep patching her memories to keep them making sense: she smacks herself across the face, watches with glee as tears stream down her face and smudge her mascara, hooks fingers in her mouth and stretches her lips like a sex doll. 
 
      
 
    “That's right, slut,” Emily grunts, lost in her fantasy. “I'm gonna make you scream for me.” 
 
      
 
    That's just about my cue. I walk across the room, being careful not to fall with each step. I'm seeing double – my eyes are showing me my office, while my brain is playing the rough sex pornography Emily has chosen to make of her own trauma. It's disorienting, but necessary. I reach her just as she's fumbling with her fly, hiking up the old Emily's skirt to discover with something like awe that she's not wearing any panties underneath. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you're a bad girl,” she groans, running her hands over the imaginary thighs. “You wanted this all along, didn't you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I say. “She wants it.” My cock is out of my pants, and my hands are working her skirt up to her thighs. She doesn't notice anything – she's Chad now, conquering a wet little slut, embellishing things until her own experience is erased beneath waves of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “I'm gonna fuck this bitch,” Emily says disbelievingly. “I'm really gonna do it! I'm gonna pump her full of come!” 
 
      
 
    “Do it,” I say. “Take what you deserve.” 
 
      
 
    As Emily-as-Chad slides her phantom cock inside of Emily, I thrust my hips forward and part the real Emily's folds. I grab hold of the wonderful, filthy sensation, pushing it along invisible pathways into Emily's mind. It fills her, entering the moment, becoming the pleasure she feels at sliding inside of the old Emily's sobbing, supine body. 
 
      
 
    “That's right, slut!” Emily fucks herself savagely, so hard and fast that I struggle a bit to keep time with her, keep the waves of pleasure surging at the proper pace. She clamps her hand over Emily's mouth – a detail I see was true to life – and shushes her with a mad giggle. “Fuck, you feel so good! Your pussy is so tight for me!” 
 
      
 
    God, it really is, I think, burying myself to the hilt inside of Emily. This is so strange – the pleasure is so intense, for a moment my own grip on reality shakes. Am I Neil, standing in my office as a fuck a patient? Am I Chad, forcing myself on Emily in the guest bedroom of a rich friend's house? Or am I Emily herself, at once the abuser and the abused, reliving her trauma even as she escapes it? It takes a second to remember, and I'm not lying when I say an ordinary hypnotist would have been lost by now, trapped in his own fantasy, committing an epic fuck up. But I'm in control – I'm even in control of the people who are in control. 
 
      
 
    Emily slaps herself, grunting with savage pleasure as she watches herself weep. “That's right, slut! Fuck, you're so fucking tight...I can feel you throbbing...are you going to come, slut!?” 
 
      
 
    Something joyful enters Emily's tone as she wraps her fingers around her own throat. “You gonna come for me, whore? You fucking want it, you fucking want it! You know it's not rape if you come for me, right? You gonna come all over this big, hard cock? Is it giving you everything your shitty boyfriend never could? Is it...unnnnngh!” 
 
      
 
    Emily's cunt contracts around me as an orgasm tears through her body. Her legs quiver as pleasure fills her, her tight walls spasming around my cock as I struggle to hold it together. Finally I decide I can't, it's too good, and let myself go too. I unleash a string of guttural grunts as I jackhammer Emily's cunt, stretching her walls as I climax and shoot burst after burst of hot, sticky seed inside of her still-orgasmic cunt.  
 
      
 
    Her fevered brain interprets this as Chad coming – the seed splattering into Emily's cunt even as his thick cock forces her to come unwillingly under his thrusts. She lifts her arms in triumph, screaming with the raw, primal bliss of it. 
 
      
 
    “I came! I came in the little slut!” Her voice is slurred with pleasure. The human brain was not designed to handle two simultaneous orgasms – she's going to be out of it for a little while. “I filled that slut's pussy up with my come. I'm the fucking man!” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, I pull out of her and begin severing the connections between us. It's a delicate process, one that I probably shouldn't be doing in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss, but the session is nearly over so it's not like I have a choice. Settling back in my chair, I instruct her to dress and guide her back into a deep, relaxing trance on the couch. Then I gently prod her awake, my hands squeezed tight in anticipation. What's going to happen when she wakes up? Will she scream, throw things, hit me? Demand to revoke my license, call the police? I'm ready to put her back under if that happens. 
 
      
 
    But fate smiles upon me. The Theory is correct again – you can change someone however you want with hypnosis. If there's a limit to what you can do, I haven't found it yet, although the Theory compels me to try, to push the limits until either they bend or I do. 
 
      
 
    Emily sits up, a wicked grin on her face. She looks at me like she's seeing me for the first time, and I don't need hypnotic powers to see what's going on in her head. 
 
      
 
    “That,” she says, rolling the syllables beneath her tongue like precious gems, “was positively sinful, Doctor.” 
 
      
 
    “Glad you enjoyed it,” I say. 
 
      
 
    “Enjoyed it? I loved it,” she says, grinning like I imagine Chad did when he high-fived his buddies after leaving Emily. “I feel so...powerful. So evil. I want to do bad things, Doctor. Really bad things.” 
 
      
 
    “I know you do,” I say. “That's the idea. You've been wronged by the world, Emily – but it's time to give back all the punishment you've been given. Starting with the one who needs it most.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Her tongue slips out of her mouth as her head lolls back on her shoulders. She shudders with pleasure. “Chad,” she says, pronouncing it like the name of some long-forgotten God. “I'm gonna give him a call. Then I'm going to fuck his brains out.” 
 
      
 
    I smile. “And then?” 
 
      
 
    “Then,” she says, her smile going feral, “I'm going to make him bleed. Show him exactly how it feels to be helpless and alone.” She checks her nails like they're knives. “I'm in control now, now and forever.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckle, thinking of my seed still warm inside her. Almost in control, darling. 
 
      
 
    “So,” she says, “I guess this is our only session? I mean, you cured me – I'm not freaked out any more.” 
 
      
 
    “That depends,” I say, my mouth twisting in a grin. “Would your parents say you're back to normal, if they saw you like this?” 
 
      
 
    Her laugh is explosive. “Hell no! They're going to be fucking terrified.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I say. “Then I think we can keep having these sessions. I'll tell Kate to schedule them. After all, I'm going to want to hear about all the adventures the new Emily gets up to – and you might need a booster shot every now and then.” 
 
      
 
    “Killer.” She practically slinks as she gets to her feet – even her body language is completely different – and gives me a little nod. “Thank you so much, Doctor. You've really saved my life. Is there...any way I can repay you?” 
 
      
 
    God, the spirit is willing, I think. But the flesh… “How about next week, you wear something lacy underneath that outfit?” 
 
      
 
    She smiles. “Awesome. I'm gonna fuck the Doctor, I'm gonna fuck my therapist...” Her sing-song follows her out the door. 
 
      
 
    As soon as she's gone, I lie back in the seat and make a little contented sigh. I've gotten off, created a new corrupted plaything, and done a little good in the world. All in a day's work. 
 
      
 
    I look at the ceiling and laugh, thinking about the stories Emily will be telling me next week. Chad will never know what hit him…  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Corrupting the MILF (Confessions of an Immoral Hypnotist Book 2) 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 What is it about some women, I wondered, that causes them to obsess over keeping up with girls half their age? 
 
      
 
    I pondered this question as I watched my last patient of the day babble on, having stopped listening to her several minutes ago. Raina was always the last of my patients each week that I saw her, and every time I saw her walk into my office, I asked myself why. She was utterly gorgeous: a buxom redhead who, although pushing forty, kept up her figure and appearance with a fitness regimen I might have called 'ruthless' if she'd ever shared all the details. But by the time our hour was up each week, I'd have remembered why I didn't give her a better slot on my calendar: she was annoying as hell. Vapid, empty-headed, an endlessly materialistic narcissist: all of these described her. Normally I wouldn't have seen such a person, but she was one of the three or four legacy patients added to my roster when I took the place over from the old psychologist. As such, it wouldn't be easy to get rid of her. 
 
      
 
    “So then Becky starts needling my about my makeup, of all things,” Raina said, rolling her heavily-mascaraed eyes. “She's always going on about how made up I am, especially when she has boys over. You'd think she was the Mom sometimes, not me!” 
 
      
 
    This is all fascinating. I'd fall asleep if I could get away with it. Why is it that making women into bimbos is so much fun, but dealing with ones that already are bimbos is such a chore? That was a question I could have devoted some serious thought to, if I wasn't stuck listening to an aging soccer mom's complaints. 
 
      
 
    “So,” I said, stifling a yawn. “Your daughter is causing trouble.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, it's like ever since she turned eighteen, I'm not her mother anymore,” she said, sniffing. “She wants nothing to do with me!” 
 
      
 
    Can't imagine why, I thought. My life would be so much better if I could had nothing to do with her, too. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, a thought occurred to me. What if I fixed her problem? It almost made me laugh. It had been a while since I'd used hypnotherapy for legitimate purposes: maybe it was time for a little practice. And if Raina was truly happy – maybe she wouldn't need to see me anymore. I called that a win-win. 
 
      
 
    I allowed her to gripe for a few more seconds, then cut her off. “Okay, Raina, here's what we're going to do. I want to start us off with a relaxation exercise – a bit of centering, if you will. It'll help us get to the root of your problem.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, wow – wait, you're not going to hypnotize me, are you?” Unlike most of my clients, who are here specifically for me to hypnotize them, Raina hates the idea. “I know that's what you're good at, but I'm not interested in any of that head-shrinking stuff...” 
 
      
 
    “No hypnosis,” I said with a professional chuckle. “Just some relaxation.” 
 
      
 
    With this out of the way, I guided her through a quick breathing exercise and instructed her to close her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Now, Raina, I want you to count backwards from ten, very slowly.” 
 
      
 
    “Ten...” she said, and trailed off. As soon as the words left her lips, I pushed outward, sliding mental tendrils into her mind and snipping the thread of her consciousness in one clean stroke. This put her completely under my control – it would create a blank spot in her memory, of course, but that's what the countdown was intended to cover. Raina would simply think my relaxation techniques worked very well. 
 
      
 
    Alright, I thought. Let's get down to business. She'd been bitching about Becky, her daughter, and the way she acted around the house. Becky. Daughter. I thought, pressing inward. 
 
      
 
    God, there's so much crap in here. The human mind is always full of junk – snippets of song lyrics, clever things they read or heard somebody say, a sexy picture they saw on the internet. Sometimes there's even an original idea or two. But Raina's mind was worse than most – entering it was like descending into an old, poorly-maintained pool, covered with oily nastiness on top. 
 
      
 
    I brushed it all aside with invisible fingers, sinking deeper. Alright, I thought. Let's see what we have to work with… 
 
      
 
    I froze in my chair. Usually, once I've breached that outer layer of chaos, dropping into the core of someone's memories is like diving into a cool, clear stream. Not so with Raina. 
 
      
 
    The memories about Becky were right there, having frozen in place when I shut down Raina's thoughts. Now that I was able to touch them, I could see the scene from an objective view: not the one Raina told herself, where she was the main character. It made me a little sick to my stomach. Jesus. 
 
      
 
    Where Raina saw Becky as a shrewish, demanding teenager, I saw nothing but a girl desperately trying to escape the shadow of her domineering mother. She was nothing but polite to Raina as she heaped abuse down on her, criticizing everything from her clothes to the way she walked. God, she was fucking that girl up good. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Becky raised her hands and walked away, done with her Mom's bullshit. I caught the subconscious current of anxiety in Raina's memory as she watched her daughter's retreating form, thinking: does she know? 
 
      
 
    Does she know what? I wondered. Whatever it was went deep – like looking at the surface of a well. Just touching it sent shivers of anxiety through Raina's unconscious mind. 
 
      
 
    I decided to find out what she was hiding. 
 
      
 
    Finding the relevant memory was easy: if there's one thing the human brain is good at, it's free association. Raina's mind was as open as a search engine as I ran invisible fingers through her, rifling through her memories. 
 
      
 
    There we go. It was a recent memory, a couple weeks old. It was coated in anxiety, the kind I'd expect to see from a memory of hitting someone with a car or some other trauma. I let it play, the impressions washing over me as I sat back in my chair and closed me eyes. 
 
      
 
    After a moment, I shot to attention. I looked at Raina with new eyes, mouth open with shock. This wasn't just a shitty person I was looking at. This was a monster. 
 
      
 
    Becky had worked her ass off for years, excelling at every subject, in order to get into the college of her dreams. But in Raina's mind, the thought of her daughter going to a university on the other side of the country was coated in jealousy: jealously that she had never gotten into college, that her daughter would be free to dress as she wanted and meet boys, that she'd be out from under Raina's thumb. 
 
      
 
    A letter had arrived for Becky – an acceptance letter. With a full ride scholarship. And that bitch had dumped it in the garbage disposal before Becky could see it. Now the scholarship had expired, Raina knew, and the memory was full of anxiety that Becky would find out what she'd done...but also satisfaction. It felt good to control her children, she thought – just like she'd done to Calvin. 
 
      
 
    Calvin? Oh shit. She had another kid. Already feeling disgusted, I somehow managed to marshal my energy and force Raina's unconscious mind to give up the goods on her son. 
 
      
 
    If her behavior surrounding her daughter had made me nauseous, the revelations around Calvin nearly made me cut contact with her mind entirely. Calvin was a shy, nerdy kid without many friends or a girlfriend – and, although he didn't know it, it was all his mother's fault. She'd turned down invitations to birthday parties when he was young, called parents of his friends and threatened them to keep them away from her son, and his girlfriends… 
 
      
 
    God, so many crimes. Raina had robbed Calvin of his first sex so many times, from the shy, cute girl who hung out with him freshman year to the cheerleader who'd secretly always had a crush on him and shocked him by asking him to senior prom. She'd have fucked his brains out that night – the possibilities were disgustingly vivid in Raina's head – and she'd sabotaged the whole thing, making sure the girl went home with the school bully instead. 
 
      
 
    I'd met some cold bitches in my time, but Raina was right up there. And the most chilling thing of all was the smug self-satisfaction this borderline personality had around all these memories; the idea that they had no idea she controlled them this way. 
 
      
 
    I had been wrong. I didn't need to fix Raina. I needed to fix the people she'd wronged. 
 
      
 
    I began severing the connections between my mind and Raina's, pulling away like I was going to catch something if my mind touched hers for much longer. I shuddered. I was going to fix this, immediately. 
 
      
 
    Keeping her unconscious, I fingered the intercom button on my desk. 
 
      
 
    “Something wrong, boss?” My secretary asked. 
 
      
 
    “Move Raina up in my schedule next week,” I said. “We're going to be doing a group therapy session with some members of her family...” 
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So I'm sure the two of you are wondering why I've asked you to be here today,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The two young people sitting to either side of Raina nodded. To my patient's left, Becky shot a glance at Raina as if she had some presentiment of my future plans – edged and knowing. In comparison, Calvin just looked uncomfortable. I didn't blame the kid – after all, his mother looked like she was dressed for the club, not for meeting with a psychiatrist. 
 
      
 
    “You're that hypnotherapist guy, right?” Becky asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Do you hypnotize our mom?” 
 
      
 
    Before I could speak, Raina cut me off. “Oh no, honey, he doesn't do that to me. I'm too important for anyone go digging around in my brain.” 
 
      
 
    I flashed a tight little smile. Raina was actually hiding it well, but a light touch against her mind let me know she was even more confused than her kids about why I'd gathered the three of them together for this therapy session. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I'll cut right to the chase,” I said, clapping my hands together. Calvin started like he'd been about to fall asleep: I realized I needed to do something about that boy. 
 
      
 
    As they watched me with expectation, I prodded the alertness portion of his mind, giving his brain a little mental kick. It worked so well, I did the same to Raina and Becky. None of them would ever have noticed it consciously, but they were at full attention now. 
 
      
 
    “I've been seeing your Mom for some time now,” I began. Then, seeing the look on their faces: “oh, not like that. I have a purely professional relationship with your mother. Although I'm not sure there's many men in her life who could say that.” 
 
      
 
    Becky gave a shocked little laugh. Raina glanced from her to me, her face going pale. Before she could cut me off, I took the desire to speak welling up in her brain and strangled it. She sat there wondering why she wasn't talking; why she no longer felt like it, as I continued. 
 
      
 
    “The truth is, I've gradually come to realize that your Mom isn't the one I should be seeing. She's done some extremely heinous things to the two of you, and it's about time someone started to even the score. It might as well be me.” 
 
      
 
    The siblings looked at each other across Raina, as if asking if either had any idea what I was talking about. 
 
      
 
    Becky spoke. “I...I'm not sure I follow, Doctor…?” 
 
      
 
    “You can both call me Neil. And maybe it would be best for the information to come straight from Raina herself. Raina?” 
 
      
 
    Everything inside of Raina's brain clenched up, her fight-or-flight response going absolutely nuts. I calmed it quickly, filling her bloodstream with relaxation chemicals. Her pupils dilated and her legs slid open as her body naturally became aroused from the treatment. She was so shocked, it was easy to instruct her to say whatever I wanted. In this case, the truth was the best thing. 
 
      
 
    “Becky,” Raina said, turning to look at her daughter. “I've been a terrible mother to you. I've competed with you, criticized you endlessly, tried consciously and subconsciously to destroy your self-esteem.” A single tear rolled down her cheek; Becky might have thought it was actual remorse, but I knew it's real source. Raina was struggling to regain control of herself and realizing it had been ripped away. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, Mom,” Becky said, taken aback. “That's...I never expected you to say anything like that...” 
 
      
 
    “That's not the worst of it,” she said. “I...two weeks ago, you got an acceptance letter from your dream college, with a full scholarship.” 
 
      
 
    Becky and Calvin were both staring openly at Raina now, disbelieving. Their breathing was heavy, their faces flushed. A curious thing was beginning to happen – Calvin was sporting a boner harder than any he'd ever had in his boxers, and underneath her jeans Becky's panties were utterly soaked. I'd been slowly stimulating the arousal centers of their brains, getting them worked up and turned on as Raina confessed. Revenge and lust were working their way into a confusing mix in their brains – but fortunately, I'd soon give them a way to make sense of their feelings. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Mom?” I couldn't help but notice Becky's nipples were rock hard beneath her tight top. “What did you do then?” 
 
      
 
    “I burned it,” she confessed. “I burned it and tossed it in the garbage disposal.” 
 
      
 
    Becky was on her feet in an instant. “What!?” She looked as if she was an inch away from slapping Raina across the face. “How the fuck could you do that to me, Mom? I worked for years...you ruined everything!” 
 
      
 
    “I know, sweetheart,” she said. “I'm awful. I'm a bad, wicked person – a sociopath. I'm a monster...” 
 
      
 
    “Becky, lay off,” Calvin said, speaking up for the first time. His eyes were fixed on Raina's tits, bobbing in their low-cut top, and a peek inside his head showed he was wondering how awesome it would feel to bury his hard, throbbing cock in the soothing flesh of his mommy's tits. Any wrongness or shame he might have felt at such a thought was washed away by the chemicals I was pumping into his bloodstream. 
 
      
 
    “Mom is worried about you leaving us to go across the country,” Calvin continued, his eyes never moving. “She doesn't want to be alone...” 
 
      
 
    I made my next move. 
 
      
 
    Raina's head moved on a swivel; and just for fun I thrust her tits out a little bit in a way that Calvin would find unmistakeable. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, but baby, I've been even worse to you,” Raina said. “All your life I've kept you down – all your problems are my fault!” 
 
      
 
    Calvin's eyes narrowed. “What are you talking about, Mom?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” Raina moaned, struggling for a moment to break free of my control. I clamped back down, filling her mind. Confess, I commanded. Telling the truth is wonderful. Everything feels fine. 
 
      
 
    “Remember Suzie Summers, in freshman year?” Raina asked. Without waiting for a reply, she continued. “She had a crush on you. She would have...she would have put your thing in her mouth if you'd have asked. 
 
      
 
    Calvin was as pale as a sheet. His mouth moved soundlessly. 
 
      
 
    “I called her parents, told them I didn't want a little tramp like her hanging around my son,” she admitted. “You always thought she lost interest in you, but it was me...” 
 
      
 
    Calvin shot a little burst of precum into his boxers. “Mom,” he groaned. “That's awful...” 
 
      
 
    “Carolyn West,” she said, before he could continue. “The cheerleader. Remember how I made us go visit Aunt Melinda over the holidays last year? That little slut was going to give you herself as a Christmas present, all wrapped up with a sexy little bow.” Raina's eyes had gone haunted, even as her voice continued to speak evenly. “I ruined that for you. I cheated you of your first sex – your initiation to manhood. I kept you a little boy, when you should have been so much more...” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, mom….” Calvin said, standing up and putting a hand on Raina's shoulder. “That's so fucked up...” 
 
      
 
    “That's the other reason I brought you two here,” I said calmly. Both of them turned to look at me, having completely forgotten I was here. 
 
      
 
    “Your Mom wants to start making things up to the both of you,” I said. “Right now.” 
 
      
 
    I sent a command to Raina's brain, hard and fast. Do it. 
 
      
 
    Instantly, she dropped to her knees, letting out a little moan of relief as her body complied with my commands. Calvin looked down at his mother, his cock throbbing in his pants as she undid his belt. 
 
      
 
    “Mom!” His mouth was dry. “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so sorry, Cal,” she begged. “Please forgive me! I swear, I'll make you come harder than Suzie or Carolyn ever would have!” 
 
      
 
    Before he could reject her offer, she slid his cock from his pants and slipped it into her waiting mouth. Her lips were pillowy soft around the head of his cock, soothing the ache I'd put in his balls as she sucked the fat purple head and took it in deeper. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Calvin cried, putting his hand on the back of Raina's head. “Shit, that's good!” 
 
      
 
    Raina's head bobbed on her son's cock, working up a thick lather. She pulled off, spit on it, dove back on and took it all the way down her throat. Calvin reached down and tore the front of her top, causing her big tits to spill out of their containment. Raina's nipples were rock hard; now that she was doing what I wanted, I let her arousal go wild. Both of them were barely conscious of their surroundings, turned to animals by the lust I filled their minds with. 
 
      
 
    Becky watched as her mother performed fellatio on her brother's cock. She knew something was wrong – she should be upset. She should be saying something, stopping this. Instead, she was filled with a warm, fuzzy feeling she never wanted to end. It was a struggle not to undo her pants and start rubbing herself, right then and there. 
 
      
 
    “You okay over there, Becky?” I asked her, interrupting her thoughts. 
 
      
 
    “I...I just...” Her brain tried to form a coherent response. It failed. “So hot….” 
 
      
 
    “I know, baby doll – you're all hot and wet. All of you are – it's only natural. It's how you ought to be, all the time.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she whispered, knowing in her heart I was right. “I love this feeling. I want to feel this way all the time...” 
 
      
 
    “Right, but you need something hard and thick to make you feel really good,” I said. “Your Mom's never let you go out with other boys, has she?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “I bet she's managed to keep you a virgin too, right?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “She's such a bitch...” 
 
      
 
    I couldn't help but agree. Glancing over, I cupped my hand around my mouth. “Hey, Raina.” 
 
      
 
    Raina pulled off her son's cock and slapped it across her cheek, gagging for breath. “Yes, Master?” 
 
      
 
    Oh, I liked it when she called me that. “It looks like you're doing a good job for Calvin, but you forgot about Becky – as you tend to do.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I'm sorry. This cock is just sooo good...” 
 
      
 
    “I know. Your big issue with Becky is jealousy. You can't stand to think about her tight, wet body – tighter and wetter than yours, by the way – being taken by a man. Right?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded again, stroking Calvin's cock as she did. 
 
      
 
    “You've never gotten to fuck me,” I said. “But now, Becky is going to. And you're going to watch.” 
 
      
 
    Raina's eyes rolled back in her head as pure bliss filled her bloodstream. “Yes, Neil,” she moaned. “Make my daughter your slut!” 
 
      
 
    “You heard the woman,” I said, sitting back in my chair and undoing my belt. “Come here.” 
 
      
 
    A minute later, Becky was in my lap, mounting me as I watched the proceedings. Her clothes were in a heap on the floor; she was down to bra and panties (which I'd instructed her to keep on – I liked the way they pushed her perky tits even higher). Meanwhile, a little mental push had moved Raina to giving Calvin what he was really fantasizing about: the titfuck of a lifetime. He slid between her mammoth breasts, lubed up by a mixture of her spit and his copious precum. The boy had eighteen years of pent up seed inside him, and now he was going to spray it all over the woman who'd cheated him. 
 
      
 
    Becky slipped me inside of her. She was tight as a vice; I stretched her walls as she buried herself inside me to the hilt. She sat in my lap like a little girl as I took control; taking her by the hips and rocking her back and forth on my cock. She groaned with the throes of passion, heightened by invisible, hypnotic fingers on her clit and nipples. 
 
      
 
    “That's right, slut,” I said, grunting as I thrust upward into Becky's cunt. “Come for me.” 
 
      
 
    Making people come is easy: a simple biochemical reaction. It's even simpler when they're already riding my cock, so it took nothing to blow Becky's mind, giving her the hardest orgasm she'd ever feel without hypnotic augmentation. She came with shudders and sobs, her legs quaking as she clung to my chair. Her tits were in my face, heaving. The pleasure was rewriting her brain, giving her a new, naughty outlook that would be permanent. Soon Mom would have no hope of keeping up with her slut daughter. 
 
      
 
    Not that she cared about that anymore. Raina's mind was fully bent on pleasing Calvin; she looked up at him like a king or a God. She whispered to him as he thrust between her tits, licking the head of his cock when it got near. 
 
      
 
    “That's right, fuck mommy's titties,” she said, groaning with pleasure when he gripped them tight enough to bruise and fucked her harder. “Spray mommy down with your come, baby! Mommy is your whore now – you don't need Suzie or Carolyn any more! Mommy will spread for you whenever you want, baby!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck, this is so hot, Mom!” Calvin looked like he was in heaven. “I...I think...I think I'm gonna shoot!” 
 
      
 
    “Do it, baby,” Raina demanded. “Show me what a little slut I am!” 
 
      
 
    I think I might just shoot, too, I thought. As Calvin approached his climax, I pressed the orgasm buttons in Raina and Becky's minds, linking all three of them together in a feedback loop that would easily have destroyed their minds if I wasn't there. As it reached a crescendo, I plugged myself in, adding it to the primal pleasure I felt penetrating Becky's cunt.  
 
      
 
    I exploded as they did, shooting my seed inside of Becky even as Calvin came at the climax of his first real sexual experience, spraying his mother's tits and face down with eighteen years' worth of hot, creamy seed. Raina was coated with it, dripping between her breasts and down her neck. She grinned like she'd never been happier, sobbing as her son marked her with his seed. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that was amazing,” I said, lying back in my chair. Becky rocked her hips gently, milking my cock dry as she rode herself to another quick orgasm. Raina was busy cleaning herself off: lapping up Calvin's come and drinking it down while her son watched like a conqueror surveying his new kingdom. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I'd say this has been an extremely productive session,” I said as I pulled out of Becky. “In fact, I don't think we need to see you anymore, Raina. You and Calvin seem like you've got a very healthy relationship now.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Raina said, her mouth full of her son's come. “I have a new purpose in life.” 
 
      
 
    “I do think we should start seeing Becky more often,” I said. “Maybe we can pencil her into your old slot?” 
 
      
 
    “I think that would be a wonderful idea,” Becky said, spreading her lips and fingering herself. “I have so many daddy issues to work through, Neil.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed happily and pushed all three of my patients into a deep, restful sleep while I figured out what to do with them. These are the kinds of problems other men would kill to have, I thought. 
 
      
 
    God, I loved my job. 
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    I'm not an expert on marriage. After all, how could I be? My interactions with the fairer sex tend to be simple: boy meets girl, boy pushes every one of girl's “oh my god, I'm so turned on” buttons with his hypnotic powers, boy has filthy, acrobatic sex with girl in her apartment for several hours. Occasionally a relationship will go a little bit deeper, involve dressing her up and taking her out on “dates” that end in public sex or humiliation, but usually not. I'm a man of simple tastes, after all. 
 
      
 
    In a way, it's both a blessing and a curse: the uniqueness of my abilities means that a real relationship – two people treating each other as equals – is the one thing I can't have. I mean, would you go out with someone if you knew they could spy on your every thought? Or, if the shoe was on the other foot, could you deal with the temptations: cutting off every argument with filthy fucking, not saying anything when she idly thinks about other men, resisting the urge to remake the things about her that bug you until she's your perfect bimbo fantasy girl? I've tried dating, as you can probably tell, and it never works. The only way I can imagine myself getting married is to a girl who also had my powers, who understood exactly what it's like to live with these abilities. And I've never found one – not for lack of trying. 
 
      
 
    So as a general rule, I don't do couples' therapy. It would be like asking a deaf guy to critique a piece of music. But sometimes a problem just falls into your lap. 
 
      
 
    “I think my wife is cheating on me.” 
 
      
 
    I stopped doodling on my pad and looked up, surprised. Ethan sat on my couch, wringing his hands together like he wanted to be anywhere but here. 
 
      
 
    “That's interesting,” I said, leaning forward. “Why do you think that?” 
 
      
 
    Ethan frowned. “The way she's been acting lately. The way she doesn't act – the things she doesn't do anymore. If she's not cheating on me, she's definitely thinking about it.” 
 
      
 
    I should mention, to those of you who might be shocked by Ethan – I do, in fact, have some male patients. Typically not many: they don't tend to stay as long as the ladies. Ethan was the archetypal sort of guy I saw: generally alright, but plagued with doubts and anxieties from a trauma in his past. About a year ago, I'd fixed all that for Ethan, rewiring his brain and restoring his confidence. I'd even helped him overcome his shyness and ask out this girl, Tiffany, that he had a crush on. Six months ago, they'd gotten married, and now I only saw Ethan once every two weeks as a sort of “check in” to make sure things were going well. He was usually the most boring hour of my day – a break between more involved patients. Yet now, it seemed, there was trouble in paradise. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm sorry to hear it, Ethan,” I said. “I want some more details, but first I think we should do a quick relaxation exercise.” 
 
      
 
    Ethan was familiar with this; as were all of my patients. He didn't even need to be told what to do. “Certainly, doctor,” he said, leaning back against the couch. He took a deep breath, then said, “Ten...” 
 
      
 
    I reached out and pushed with invisible fingers, snapping the cord of his consciousness. I couldn't repress a little grin as I did it. No matter how many times I did it, the high of taking control of another human being never faded – it was the best drug on Earth. The relaxation 'technique' was something I'd instilled in all my patients, a way to blank them out and rifle through their heads in a way that wouldn't make them suspicious afterwards. I could do a much better job of diagnosing Ethan's trouble by looking inside his head than by listening to him. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” I said to his sleeping form, “Let's see what Tiff has been up to...” 
 
      
 
    The thought of Ethan's wife sent a throb through me, even as I opened up his memory banks. Tiffany was a little hottie, a tiny little thing with tits so big most guys thought there was no way they could be natural on such a small frame. She was the kind of girl who would normally be out of an ordinary guy like Ethan's league. My hypnotic powers had set the two up together, and I was proud of the relationship: they made a good couple. I took it as a personal affront that Tiffany was ruining it. 
 
      
 
    A quick peek through Ethan's memories confirmed my suspicions: Tiffany was acting sketchy as hell. On her phone all the time, going out at weird hours, getting cagey when asked the most basic questions about what she did that day. At the same time, their normally varied and fun sex life had dried up – it was the sort of thing Ethan wouldn't have readily admitted to me, but he hadn't been inside his wife for weeks now. Rolling my head back on my shoulders, I scanned his memories for clues – anything he himself might not have noticed, proof that Tiffany was fucking some other dude instead of just going through some personal shit. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I frowned and pulled back. Nothing. I had seen enough infidelity in my time (and been the cause of some of it) that I was ninety-nine percent sure Tiffany was fooling around on Ethan, but there was no definitive proof – at least, not in Ethan's memories. There was only one option if I wanted confirmation – direct contact. 
 
      
 
    I finished Ethan's 'relaxation exercise'. My sleuthing caused a gap in his memories, of course, but the point of the countdown was to cover it up. Ethan reached one with no knowledge that it had been a few minutes ago when he said 'ten', and more relaxed than ever. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the session passed in a more or less ordinary fashion, until right at the end. As we began to wrap up, I made my move. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to bring Tiffany with you next week,” I said, clamping down on his doubts with an invisible hand. “Do you think you could do that?” 
 
      
 
    He hesitated. “I...I would like that very much, Doctor,” he said, “but I don't think Tiffany would agree...” 
 
      
 
    I frowned again. That was a problem. And unfortunately, I didn't have the power to enter someone's mind over the phone – this part would have to be on Ethan himself. 
 
      
 
    “Do everything you can,” I said, pushing into the part of his brain that created compulsions and obsessions. “I think it would be extremely helpful...to the both of you.” 
 
      
 
    “I agree,” Ethan said quickly. “I'll do everything I can.” 
 
      
 
    He left, and I promptly forgot about his problems in the rush of patients: the soccer moms, the naughty real estate agent taking an extra hour from her job, the hustle and bustle of the every day. 
 
      
 
    It wasn't until the end of the day that I checked in with my secretary, Kate, and found out how successful my gambit had been. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you got a message from Ethan,” she informed me. “He said his wife agreed to be at your session next week?” 
 
      
 
    I pumped the air with a fist. I was going to get to the bottom of my favorite couple's problems – and fix them whether they wanted me to or not. 
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    “I'm so glad the two of you could make it in today,” I said. 
 
      
 
    It was a week later, and just as I'd asked, both Ethan and his wife Tiffany had arrived a few minutes before Ethan's scheduled appointment. I looked the two of them over for a moment before diving into the session. Ethan appeared to have dressed up a bit for the occasion, trading in his usual polo and khakis for a blazer and slacks, while Tiffany looked like she had just come from the gym in a tight athletic top and a pair of skintight yoga pants. I smiled like a predator looking at his prey as my eyes traveled over her body. 
 
      
 
    “Before we begin,” I said, “I just wanted to say...” 
 
      
 
    “Wait,” Tiffany said, cutting me off. The hell? Things like that normally didn't happen to me. 
 
      
 
    “Before we begin,” she continued, deliberately mocking my tone, “I want to know why the hell I have to be here today. This place is for his problems.” 
 
      
 
    “That's a very good question,” I agreed, somewhat taken aback. What the fuck had happened to Tiffany? This was not the bubbly, constantly-joking girl I had set Ethan up with a year ago. It was like someone had taken up residence in her body, fucked with her brain's natural chemicals, turned her into a bitch. 
 
      
 
    I had to know what happened to change her personality so utterly. I reached out and stroked her brain with a mental tendril… 
 
      
 
    “Ow!” I clutched a hand to my head, startling both members of the unhappy couple. A sensation like an ice cream headache hit me right between the eyes. I blinked rapidly, trying to dispel it. 
 
      
 
    The girl is a trap. What kind of trap, I had no idea, but it was clear that something off the charts had happened to her. I needed to get her alone, and fast. 
 
      
 
    Pushing out from my mind again, I ignored Ethan and Tiffany and reached into Kate's mind. She was the polar opposite of the mind I'd just touched – primed and ready for me, her mental channels open and inviting. Kate was one of my earliest patients, one I'd rescued from a life of abuse and horror. No one had believed her until I'd reached into her mind and verified the truth; once she came to understand what I'd done she volunteered to stay with me. 
 
      
 
    Ethan, I sent into her mind, along with a mental picture of the patient. You like him? 
 
      
 
    I felt arousal coursing through her body, felt her nod. She was more than willing. 
 
      
 
    He's coming out in a second, I sent. Take him to the back closet and show him a good time. He needs it. 
 
      
 
    She thought of a stoplight turning green for a fraction of a second – our mental code for “understood.” 
 
      
 
    One more thing, I thought at her. No matter what you hear or feel coming from this room, don't come back in here until the session is over. 
 
      
 
    I felt wariness from her at that, but she responded with another green light. 
 
      
 
    Dispatching Ethan from the room was just as easy. He got up quickly, left the room at my earliest suggestion that Tiffany and I should have some one-on-one time to discuss things. Kate grabbed him on the way out, and I snipped the cords connecting his moral compass that normally would have had him saying 'no'. She had his cock out of his pants and into her mouth in the broom closet as I closed down that particular connection. 
 
      
 
    “So we're alone,” Tiffany said. It was practically a growl. “Was this all some trick to get me alone and helpless in your office, Doctor?” 
 
      
 
    If that was supposed to be bait, I wasn't taking it. “Who got into you?” 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “Why, whatever do you mean, Neil?” 
 
      
 
    “You know what I mean. Your brain is like a fucking hornet's nest.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she said, chuckling. “That.” She stood up, tugging on the hem of her athletic top until it was halfway down her breasts. She licked her lips as she took a step forward, bending slightly at the waist so that I could barely look away from those gorgeous tits. 
 
      
 
    “Shame you didn't poke a little deeper,” she said. “The shock might have killed you.” 
 
      
 
    “Who the hell wants me dead?” I blurted. 
 
      
 
    “Mmh...” She wasn't paying attention. As I watched, she slid a hand into her yoga pants and played with her slit. A feral, wet smell filled the room as a wet spot began to grow on the front of her pants. Her tongue lolled from her mouth as she watched me stare. “Fuck, that feels good. Wouldn't you love to take control of me, Neil? Make me do all the things your big, hard dick wants me to?” 
 
      
 
    “You are hot,” I admitted. “But I tend not to stick my dick in crazy pussy unless I made it crazy in the first place.” 
 
      
 
    A throaty laugh escaped her lips. “Touch me, Neil. You know you want to...” 
 
      
 
    “I will,” I said. “In my own time. And my way. Your husband, by the way, is busy coming down my secretary's throat. How does that make you feel?” 
 
      
 
    A flash of irritation showed behind her mask. “Fuck him.” 
 
      
 
    “She's going to,” I said with a smirk. “Want me to bring them in here so you can watch?” 
 
      
 
    For an instant, she was speechless. “I...I don't care about that,” she finally said. “I want you. I'm so wet. I'm just your type...” 
 
      
 
    “Whoever programmed you did not do a very good job,” I said, tut-tutting. Of course, on the inside I was shitting bricks. I had a mental bomb standing in my office, the psychic equivalent of a suicide bomber. She could blank every brain in this building. Reaching out, I pressed against Kate and Ethan's minds, ordering them to come in. Kate's mind flashed angrily: you told us not to come in until the session was done. 
 
      
 
    Emergency, I sent. Mayday, mayday, SOS. 
 
      
 
    She came running, Ethan in tow. Say what you will about my shitty relationships, there's at least one person who cares about me. 
 
      
 
    Tiffany frowned. “You talk a big game, Doctor, but I can see how hard you are. Why don't you let me give that big cock the treatment it deserves...” 
 
      
 
    She reached out a hand. I smacked it away with a mental sting, pins and needles traveling down the length of her arm for an instant. 
 
      
 
    She smirked. “There's nowhere to run, Neil. Touch me, and this will all be over...” 
 
      
 
    She stepped even closer. I could feel the heat rolling off her body – the worst thing was how badly I did want to reach out and take her, even though I knew doing so would be suicide. She came closer, her tits filling my view, her parted lips opening in a kiss… 
 
      
 
    The door swung open. She froze and craned her neck, just in time to see Kate and Ethan arrive in a heap. “You!” 
 
      
 
    This was my moment. I marshaled my energy and slammed into her head with everything I had, doing five things at once. I had gotten a glimpse of the structure of the mind bomb when I'd touched her brain briefly before, and it was enough to make a decent start. Moving so many mental tendrils at once was like trying to play chess in my head, but I managed to hold it together. A lock snapped inside of Tiffany's head, and the change was immediate. 
 
      
 
    Her pretty mouth dropped open. She slunk to her knees. I wouldn't have been surprised to see steam pouring from her ears and nose. I lay back in my seat, sighing with the effort. 
 
      
 
    “What…?” She looked around the room in confusion. “What was that…?” 
 
      
 
    Fuck. I'd destroyed the artificial personality along with the bomb. Well, I was going to make the most of the situation… 
 
      
 
    “I was just telling Tiffany,” I said, sticking my mental fingers into everyone's pie, “that I think an open relationship is the best solution for you two.” 
 
      
 
    Ethan had the grace to look embarrassed with his half-hard cock dangling between his legs. “Yes, um...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, wow.” Tiffany's face was full of wonder. “That's...I can't believe how good the two of you look!” 
 
      
 
    Kate flashed a crooked smile and sighed with relief. “Everything okay, boss?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Crisis over. Move Ethan onto the couch, would you?” 
 
      
 
    She grinned. “Come on, lover – let's put on a show.” She led Ethan to my couch, laid him down, and slid his cock between her pouty lips. I'd been the recipient of Kate's oral pleasure more than a few times, and I knew from personal experience that Ethan had to be in heaven right now. 
 
      
 
    Tiffany gasped. Her arousal levels, knocked out of whack from the mental domination, were off the charts. “Holy fuck, that's so hot,” she said. “I never thought watching my husband get a blowjob would be such a turn-on...” 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” I commanded. 
 
      
 
    She turned away, facing me. Her face was flushed, her breathing ragged. God, she was so turned on. It made my cock spurt a bit in my boxers. This woman had been the most dangerous thing I'd dealt with in years a few minutes ago – now she was putty in my hands. I was so hot. 
 
      
 
    “You wanted me to touch you,” I said. “Do you remember that?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head, biting her lip. “It's all like a bad dream...” 
 
      
 
    “Shh,” I said, reaching between her thighs. “Everything's all right now.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, God!” Her body tensed as I stroked her gently between the legs. She was still wet as could be, her pussy primed for the sex whoever had programmed her knew would kill me. Now it was all mine, no danger, and that turned me on beyond measure. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck, that feels so good,” Tiffany muttered, turning to watch her husband as I fingered her. Kate had moved on from sucking Ethan's cock and was busy sliding it between her mammoth tits, the nipples hard and pierced with metal studs. Ethan looked like he couldn't believe his luck as she drooled all over his cock and gave it an amazing tit-fucking. 
 
      
 
    I couldn't lie – I'd been fantasizing about Tiffany since I'd gotten the two of them together a year ago. Now I was going to be buried inside of her. 
 
      
 
    “Come here,” I said, indicating my side of the desk. “I want to fuck you while you watch your husband get fucked.” 
 
      
 
    She sashayed on over, bending her pert ass over the desk and hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants. She pulled them down, revealing a firm expanse of ass almost too plump for a white girl. I ran my hand over it then brought it down in a stinging slap, making her yelp. 
 
      
 
    Taking her hair in my hand, I pressed her against the table until her big tits were flattened against it. Her sex dripped with need – a combination of being held like a helpless little fuckdoll and being made to watch while her husband was pleasured by my secretary. I ran a finger along her walls and chuckled when it made her legs quake. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” she begged. “I need you to fuck me...” 
 
      
 
    That was all I needed to hear. I thrust myself inside of her, stretching her walls around my cock as we watched the show. Kate wasted no time: as if this was her cue to go further, she climbed onto Ethan's lap and straddled his cock, her legs going to either end of the couch like a gymnast doing the splits. Her athleticism never failed to impress me.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, I'm gonna come,” Tiffany groaned, writhing helplessly atop my desk. “I'm coming, Neil...fuck, I'm coming!” 
 
      
 
    I felt her clench around me as her body climaxed. She hid her face in some papers on my desk, as if she was ashamed of herself. But I knew she was far beyond such banal concepts as shame. Thanks to my hypnotic powers, all anyone in the room was feeling was pure, animal lust. 
 
      
 
    The feel of her pussy stretching around me like a glove as she came was all I needed to reach my own climax. My hands moved from her hair to her hips as I let out a harsh cry, shooting my seed as I pummeled her from behind with hard, fast thrusts. Ethan looked over in amazement as the Doctor he trusted so much filled his wife's creamy pussy with his seed, spilling into her until she gushed. An instant later, his eyes closed tight as a guilty cuckold orgasm overtook him, his own balls exploding into Kate's waiting snatch. 
 
      
 
    I milked myself dry in Tiffany's pussy, grinding fast then slow as the world slowly came back into focus. I reached out and entered the minds of all three other people in the room, pulling them out of consciousness and into a collective trance. 
 
      
 
    “Get dressed,” I told the three of them. They did so, barely able to sort each others' things. 
 
      
 
    “This has been a breakthrough meeting,” I said, more to myself than anything else. “All of you take a little nap.” 
 
      
 
    With that, Kate, Ethan and Tiffany collapsed on my couch, limbs clinging to each other like drunken partygoers after a binge. I sat back in my chair, reached into the bottom drawer of my desk and pulled out the bottle of whiskey and shot glass I kept in there for emergencies. Glancing at the shot glass, I put it back in the desk and took a huge pull straight from the bottle instead. 
 
      
 
    It burned going down – it complemented the feel of my afterglow nicely. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” I asked the room. I had dodged a bullet – and dodging it had made me bold. Reckless, even. I shouldn't have taken such liberties, but I couldn't resist. 
 
      
 
    I took another sip of the bottle. If there was one thing I had learned today, it was this: I had an enemy. Possibly more than one. Someone who wanted to take me out of the game, when I didn't even know that there was a game – someone with powers like mine. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to meet this person, as soon as I could. And if I had to, I was going to destroy them. 
 
   


 
  

 The Corrupter 
 
   


 
  

 Part I 
 
   


 
  

 People go to church for all kinds of reasons. Some are looking to get closer to God, some are just looking to get closer to the top of the leadership pile. Some folks go there every week for years and years without ever really knowing why. And some, strange as it sounds, are there looking for a spouse. But I was pretty sure as I sat in the pews that Sunday that no one at this church was there for the same reason as me. 
 
      
 
    My reason was up on stage, singing her little heart out. She was a beauty. Heads swayed as she sang, accompanied by a not-too-terrible backing band. They were on the second song of the service, some Christian soft-rock song I wasn't familiar with. The first song had been better: since this was one of those “contemporary” churches they'd started the service with a cover of a classic rock song; but it was a near thing. The preacher's daughter, blonde and tanned, down from college for the weekend and singing in the band. What a treat. 
 
      
 
    A few seats down in my row, a soccer mom yawned hugely, causing several heads to turn in her direction. I aimed an offended glance her way, but she didn't see. You can already imagine this rude woman without me having to tell you: from her too-high heels to the Ed Hardy garbage that covered every inch of her to the tips of her frosted hair. What a bitch.  
 
      
 
    I decided to have some fun.  
 
      
 
    I reached out and pushed effortlessly, slipping into her mind. After all these years, the feeling still thrills me: a mixture of pleasure and the nervous excitement you get from trespassing somewhere you're not supposed to be, only amplified. She's so air-headed it takes no effort to slide into her consciousness; she doesn't notice me even thought I've taken none of my usual precautions to hide my presence. If I needed to, I could be completely undetectable: this is an ability I've had since birth, and two decades of practice have made me extremely good at using it. But instead, I think I'll see how far I can push things before she notices me. Let her confusion make things even hotter. 
 
      
 
    Her brain's full of the usual garbage: thoughts about where she's taking the kids for lunch, random hooks from popular songs and occasionally taking note of her surroundings. I start sifting for something I can use. 
 
      
 
    From the corner of my eye, I watch as she suddenly stiffens. Ah. There we go. 
 
      
 
    A little probing of her memories reveals a hot one; her and hubby had sex last night, and surprisingly it wasn't bad. Just touching the memory sends it screaming into her mind like a spike, filling her so fully it's almost like she's there. I smirk as her nipples harden and her thighs tighten with warmth. Time to stoke... 
 
      
 
    With a few adjustments, I replay the scene in her mind. The sex is hotter, kinkier: in her memory, they're doing things they'd be ashamed of the next day if they did them in real life. Satisfied, I set it on a loop of images, carnal lust replaying in her brain like a homemade porn tape. Her cheeks are flushed, though no one around her seems to notice. 
 
      
 
    Now, for just a little tickle to her inhibitions...there. She shudders in her seat as I feel them give. Ladies like her are so easy. A few seconds of giving them what they really want and they're putty in your hands. She'll do anything I want now. 
 
      
 
    I've already decided a little embarrassment is in order; serves her right for being so rude. A quick suggestion flows from my mind to hers - touch yourself. 
 
      
 
    She frowns, lips parted. I know she's aching for it, but she holds back.  
 
      
 
    Do it, I say, pushing through her mental defenses like they weren't even there. Frig your cunt right here. You need it. 
 
      
 
    Her resistance pops like a bubble; a little sigh of pleasure escapes her lips as she gives in to submission. Her hands obediently pull up the hem of her dress, slide beneath to feel the wetness within. I note with pleasure that she isn't wearing panties. 
 
      
 
    Stroke your clit, I command, struggling to keep from laughing. Stroke it hard. 
 
      
 
    In a flash, she's working it as hard as any porn star giving a show. Tiny gasps of pleasure escape her throat with each circling motion of her fingers. It only takes seconds before an older woman a few chairs down takes note. Her eyes go wide with shock, and she clears her throat loudly. 
 
      
 
    I let go of the soccer mom's mind. 
 
      
 
    She blinks like someone emerging from a deep sleep (which, in a very real sense, she is). For a second I can tell she has no idea where she is or what's going on, then she goes white as a sheet as the memory floods back to her. It's all I can do not to bust out laughing as she stands up and bolts out of the church like a rocket was strapped to her back. The older lady stares after her as if she still can't believe what she's seeing. 
 
      
 
    Ah, that never gets old. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, the rest of the service passes in peace and tranquility, more or less. My girl is just as wonderful on the third and final song but it's a weepy number, not really suited to her talents. As the final prayer breaks up, I stride to the front where the preacher is dispensing greetings and handshakes to parishioners, his lovely daughter by his side. 
 
      
 
    I have control of his mind before my hand leaves my pocket. “Hello, pastor.” 
 
      
 
    He smiles a thousand-watt smile. “Well hello there, son, how are you? First time at our church? What's your name?” 
 
      
 
    Before he finishes the last sentence, I've grabbed the minds of the nearest few people. They're rush jobs, no finesse, but their minds are mine and they'll obey me. The pastor's gorgeous daughter smiles at me, no idea the jaws of my trap have just snapped shut around her. 
 
      
 
    “I'm Neil,” I say, shaking his hand. “Yes, it is my first time here. I was very impressed with the service – particularly with this lovely lady here. You sang beautifully.” 
 
      
 
    She opens her mouth to speak, but Dad cuts her off. “This is my daughter, Jessica,” he says with pride. “She's down from college this week for spring break and we thought she'd do well on stage.” 
 
      
 
    “Definitely a good decision,” I say, not taking my eyes off Jessica. God, I'm so tempted to reach out and slide into her mind, have her drop to her knees and start blowing me right in the middle of the church. But I hold back. “You were wonderful,” I say to her. “And so...demure. Innocent. I'd almost say chaste, even.” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes narrow. “Excuse me?” Uh oh, I've offended her. 
 
      
 
    Of course, Dad isn't offended at all – I've made sure of that. “My daughter is a good Christian girl,” he says with fatherly pride. 
 
      
 
    “I'm sure of it,” I say, grinning. “In fact, I bet you've never even had a boyfriend, have you Jessica?” 
 
      
 
    She grimaces. “That...is none of your business,” she says, obviously uncomfortable. “Daddy, are you just going to stand there and listen to this?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes he is,” I say, enjoying the look of confusion that comes over her face. Turning to her father, I nod. “She's perfect. I'm madly in love with her already. I'll take her.” 
 
      
 
    Her mouth drops open. Her father nods and smiles like I've just put a thousand-dollar bill in the collection plate. “Very good,” he says, turning to the gentlemen who have slowly formed a circle around us. “Go ahead.” 
 
      
 
    With a quickness that surprises even me, three of them grab Jessica and haul her to her feet. She flails in confusion, kicking and screaming, but no one comes to her aid. Sweat stands out on her forehead as she swings a fist at the first man, only to watch it connect and have absolutely no effect. 
 
      
 
    “Daddy, what are you doing?” She cries, struggling against her attackers. “What is this?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm giving you to Neil,” he says, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. “It's time for you to learn to serve your master.” 
 
      
 
    “Dad, have you gone insane?” The look she gives him is practically delicious. “Tell these men to put me down!” 
 
      
 
    “She's a feisty one, my Jessica,” the pastor says with pleasure. “You'll have quite the time breaking her in.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh don't worry. I have plenty of experience corrupting innocent, virginal young girls.” I run a finger down Jessica's neck, relishing the tremor of disgust that runs through her. A salty tear begins running down her cheek. 
 
      
 
    “Let's get her to the car,” the pastor says. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good,” I reply. 
 
      
 
    The men begin pulling Jessica along; half-carrying and half-dragging her down the aisle by her limbs. Her voice breaks out in panic, filling the room with shrieks. Her eyes are wide and I can feel the terror rolling off her without even having to touch her mind. She looks around the room, desperately searching for help, only finding expressionless faces.  
 
      
 
    There's a shout from across the room. Uh oh. Maybe they're not all so expressionless. I seem to have reached the limits of my powers – cowing a whole church congregation is a tall order, after all. Time to make a swift exit. 
 
      
 
    With a mental shove, I make my first contact with Jessica's mind – snipping the thread of her consciousness and plunging her into a deep sleep as quickly as flicking a switch. The man who's noticed the little scene she's making looks around in confusion. I've already dispatched the pastor to calm him down – my daughter's feeling a little sick, sir, nothing to worry about. 
 
      
 
    With Jessica out, getting her into my car is no harder than carrying a sack of potatoes. Now the real fun can begin. 
 
      
 
    ~*~ 
 
      
 
    “You can't fool me, Jessica. I know you're awake.” 
 
      
 
    Jessica stirs in her chair, cracking an eye to glance around at her surroundings. Having brought her back to consciousness, she woke up almost immediately but has been playing possum with me. It's cute. I could jolt her straight to full awareness...but it'll be much more fun to hide the extent of my powers for a bit. To give her a little hope that she might escape, that someone might come for her. 
 
      
 
    She looks around groggily, feigning like she's just woken up. A good actress, this one – I'll have to be extra careful. Her eyes widen and I can feel her pulse start to race. “Where am I? Who are you?” 
 
      
 
    “I told your father,” I say with a smile. “I'm Neil.” 
 
      
 
    This doesn't calm her down; quite the opposite, in fact. “H...how did you...look, just let me go, alright? I won't tell anybody about any of this. Please. Don't hurt me.” 
 
      
 
    The sound of my laughter makes her flinch. “Hurt you? I think you're confused, Jessica. You're not my prisoner.” 
 
      
 
    Something changes in her gaze. “I'm not?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I say, laughter still in my voice, “not at all. You're not tied up, and that door over there isn't locked. You can walk away right now.” 
 
      
 
    With that, she's up out of the chair and sprinting to the door. But before she gets to it, I'm already stroking her brain, caressing the right neurons. Removing her fear, relieving her anxiety – and increasing her curiosity. 
 
      
 
    It works – she pauses at the door. Frowning, she twists it a couple times to ensure it isn't locked and turns to face me. “Why did you do this to me?” 
 
      
 
    I search my brain for a good answer before deciding on the truth. “I wanted to prove a point,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Her brow furrows in confusion. “You kidnapped me to make a point? What point?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, also I was bored,” I admit with a smug grin. 
 
      
 
    She shakes her head. “I don't get it,” she says, perplexed. “You...I still don't understand what happened to me in my father's church. You brought me all the way here just to let me go? What kind of point does that make?” 
 
      
 
    I'm not...entirely on certain ground, here. “Come sit down,” I say. To my slight surprise, she doesn't even protest. Those grips on her emotions are tight. They're a better relaxant than Xanax. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I want to prove certain things to myself,” I say once she's plopped down in her seat.  
 
      
 
    “What kind of things?” 
 
      
 
    “Limits, mostly. To belief; to reason and logic. The limits of what people can be convinced to do, to think, to feel.” 
 
      
 
    She nods sagely. 
 
      
 
    “Then, once I've done that to my satisfaction,” I say with a shrug, “I'm going to change things.” 
 
      
 
    Cocking her head a bit, she asks: “What things?” 
 
      
 
    “The way the world works,” I say, a little embarrassed to be revealing so much to this woman. “I don't like it. I'm going to change it.” 
 
      
 
    She shakes her head sadly. “You can't change the world. It's too big. There's too many people. Things are the way they are.” 
 
      
 
    “If you change the right people,” I say, “you can change the system.” 
 
      
 
    But she isn't listening now. “We're not really of this world,” she says. “It's a test, put here for us to pass. Like I think you were put here as a test for me.” 
 
      
 
    I laugh, surprised. “You must be joking.” 
 
      
 
    “No,” she says with quiet intensity. “In fact, I'm sure of it. Why else would you come to a church? You say you're dissatisfied with the world, but I think you're just looking for something to believe in. Were you once a Christian?” 
 
      
 
    I can't hide my smirk. “That's one of the things I wanted to talk to you about. You see, Jessica, I've been watching you.” Ever so slowly, I start to let up on her mental restraints. I watch with pleasure as fear begins to creep back into her expression at my words. “You really believe in this stuff: you put in into practice in your every day life. All your friends say so.” 
 
      
 
    “My...friends?” Her face goes white. “You've been stalking my friends?” 
 
      
 
    “You're a true believer,” I say. “That's why I chose you. That you're hot as hell didn't hurt when making my decision.” 
 
      
 
    She's just about to get up out of her seat and run. I can feel it. “What decision?” 
 
      
 
    “To test the limits. Starting with belief. I figured, belief in God is one of the strongest ones there is, right? So, I want to find out if I can take that from you.” 
 
      
 
    She starts to tremble. Her eyes slide towards the door. “What...what are you?” 
 
      
 
    Before the words have even left her lips, my mental finger is sliding into her thoughts, rubbing her pleasure center like a clitoris. Oxytocin floods her bloodstream, a rush of adrenaline pushing it through her veins at lightning speed. Heroin addicts don't get such a clean high. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth drops open. “What are you doing to me?” She twists in her seat, unable to contain the sinful pleasure. She can't even think clearly enough to run. 
 
      
 
    “You've never felt this way before, have you?” I lean back in my seat. “That's right, you're a virgin. I bet you've never even touched yourself, have you? Tell the truth, now – you can't lie to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Once,” she blurts out, then claps a hand to her mouth. The shock of your body betraying you can be a harsh one. She looks at me like I've just slapped her face. “How did you do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Touch yourself now,” I command, a puppeteer pulling invisible strings. “You want to – it'll make you feel even better than you do now.” 
 
      
 
    As she watches, horrified, her fingers pull up the hem of her dress and slide under her panties as she fingers herself with a brutal efficiency. I could choose to feel what she's feeling – I have some empathic abilities – but decide to leave it for the time being. Her face contorts in pleasure, even as she struggles to pull her hand away. 
 
      
 
    “That's gotta be a weird feeling,” I remark. “It's like you're being raped by you.” 
 
      
 
    “Stop, please stop,” she pants, her voice heartrendingly pathetic. “I don't want to...oh god...I don't want to feel this!” 
 
      
 
    “Too bad,” I say with a sneer. “You're going to come all over those innocent little fingers, and that's just the start of what I have planned for you.” 
 
      
 
    She moans in frustration, her hands working overtime between her legs. I watch with approval as her bosom moves in great heaves, her breasts struggling against her top. 
 
      
 
    “It doesn't have to be this way,” I tell her. “The door is unlocked – I'll let you go, completely unharmed. You just have to say four little words for me, Jessica.” 
 
      
 
    She sobs, gritting her teeth and rocking back and forth. Can't fight the pleasure, I think. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to know what they are? Repeat after me: 'there is no God.'” 
 
      
 
    “God forgive me,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with lust. I can tell she's about to come. She looks up at me and her eyes go all crazy with fear. “Oh God, you're the devil! Save me Lord, save me!” 
 
      
 
    “Say it!” I've had enough of this – I just want her to say the words. “Don't you want to come?” 
 
      
 
    “Uggg...yes! Yes I want to come,” she admits. Her face is as red as a stop sign – she's just starting to realize she can't come. Her release is something I've got a tight clamp on. 
 
      
 
    “Then say it,” I say coldly. “Prove to me that belief is bullshit.” 
 
      
 
    “No! Never!” 
 
      
 
    “Prove to me that you love pleasure more than God,” I say. “I want to feel your soul corrupt itself. Say it, you slut.” 
 
      
 
    But she isn't – she's shaking her head, lips tighter than a vice. Every neuron in her head is screaming for release, and she still defies me? Maybe I'm wrong about this – maybe belief isn't something you can change by fucking with someone's brain chemistry. Maybe I'm making a mistake. 
 
      
 
    I entertain this thought for about two seconds. 
 
      
 
    Then it hits me – so hard I almost bust out laughing. Christ, I'm stupid! I'm going about this all the wrong way! Slowly I begin pulling back the restraints on Jessica – her compulsion to masturbate, the pleasure-enhancing chemicals flying through her bloodstream. I don't need those tricks at all. I'm torturing the poor girl – no wonder she won't submit! Even in the face of oblivion, she clings to her beliefs – because she loves them.  
 
      
 
    That's what I'm failing to match, I realize. Love. 
 
      
 
    Jessica is breathing heavy sobs of relief, her head bowed. “Thank you, Lord,” I hear her whisper.  
 
      
 
    “You passed,” I say, allowing something like pride to slip into my voice. “Just like the old believers who got thrown into the lion's den.” 
 
      
 
    As I talk, I'm already working my new angle. Slowly, oh so agonizingly slowly, the chemical composition of her brain is changing in a new and unexpected way. I can already see it working in the way her eyes gleam and her cheeks burn with unnameable emotions. 
 
      
 
    I'm reminded of that old movie with the genie in the bottle. How he said one of the only things he couldn't do was make someone fall in love with someone else. Even as a kid I thought that was bullshit: of course you can force someone to fall in love. 
 
      
 
    Turns out, it isn't even that hard. 
 
      
 
    “I did,” she whispers, looking at me rapturously. Already, she's falling for me – going through in a matter of moments what takes most people a lifetime of commitment. “I passed. Oh, thank you so much Neil. Thank you, thank you, thank you!” 
 
      
 
    In a flash she's on her knees, looking up at me with pure devotion. I reel back a bit – I don't want to fry her fucking brain by mistake. But right now, she loves me more than anything – more than her father, more than her life. More than her beliefs? 
 
      
 
    “I'm so proud of you,” I murmur, stroking her hair. With my free hand, I'm already unbuckling my belt. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Neil,” she whispers. “I know that sounds crazy, that you can't love a person after you've just met them, but I do. I love you so much, Neil, it hurts how much I love you, it's like a fire in my chest...” 
 
      
 
    Yes. Oh yes, more than her beliefs. My zipper comes down and my cock slides out of my pants. She stares at it like a holy relic. I swear I can see her lick her lips in anticipation. 
 
      
 
    “Look at it,” I say – even though she already is. “Touch it.” 
 
      
 
    She reaches out a trembling hand. Her touch on the head of my cock is warm and sets my nerve endings aflame.  
 
      
 
    “Worship it,” I tell her. 
 
      
 
    It slides into her mouth easily, burying itself in her throat. She's so skilled, its hard to believe this is the first time she's ever done this. I peel back the tamper I have on her mind – just a peek – and give myself a glimpse of what she must be feeling. It's pure pleasure, pure devotion. Good. 
 
      
 
    My orgasm builds quickly; in no time at all, I'm pulling her face off me. “Take it,” I whisper, my knees shaking as I start to climax. 
 
      
 
    She waits as patiently as a supplicant, a beatific expression on her face as burst after burst of my come covers her. It splashes across her face, her lips, dribbling down her chin to rest between her perky tits. She beams up at me, and it doesn't take a hypnotist to know what she's thinking: he's coming on me! Master is coming on me! 
 
      
 
    Finally, I come back to my senses. Staring down at the perfect, whorish servant on her knees before me, a smirk crosses my face. 
 
      
 
    “So,” I say into the silence. “Do you believe in God?” 
 
      
 
    She leans forward and begins to clean my shaft with her tongue, never breaking eye contact. “Of course I do,” she says between licks. “You're God.” 
 
      
 
    “Very good, slut,” I say, leaning back and closing my eyes. That's 1 for 1, I think with pleasure. Jessica is the first girl to prove my argument and enter the bliss of my harem. But she won't be the last. 
 
      
 
    I have so many more theories to prove. 
 
      
 
    “When you're done with that,” I say, “get your clothes on. We have work to do.” 
 
   


 
  

 Part II 
 
   


 
  

 Ah, the waiting room. From the doctor’s office to the DMV, at one point or another just about all of us have to cool our heels in one, waiting for our turn to be called. I believe you can tell a lot about a person by how they react to a busy waiting room. Do they get impatient, tap their feet and sigh every couple of minutes? Someone’s used to getting their own way. Do they bury themselves in their phone, shutting out the world with flashing lights and pretty colors? You’d better believe they do that in their personal life, too.  
 
      
 
    People cope with the waiting room in dozens of different ways: but in this particular waiting room, the one I was in, one girl out of the crowd seemed to have a much easier time of it than anyone else. Besides her, only I knew why: it was the best day of her life.  
 
      
 
    Miranda Hart, just over the legal drinking age and just over five-and-a-half feet in her cleats was humming to herself, waiting for her physical. Not that there was anything wrong to be found with this lovely specimen: if she wasn’t such a demon on the soccer field, a career in modeling would’ve been a natural sell. This visit to the clinic at the sports medicine building of her college campus was the just a formality, a capstone to a charmed life that had taken her from loving family in suburban DC to a college on a full ride scholarship, dependent on her joining the girls’ soccer team. There were already rumors of her joining the NWSL, and maybe even the women’s Olympic team in a few years. All this made Miranda one of the hottest prospects on the field and off; and made her a perfect subject to test another aspect of the Theory. 
 
      
 
    Of course, waiting for someone else to be seen is especially boring, even by waiting room standards. I decided to kill time by having a little fun. 
 
      
 
    As soon as Miranda left, I scanned the room from over the top of my magazine, looking for any likely prospects. Most of the girls nearby had various cases of the sniffles (touching the mind of someone who’s ill is one of my pet peeves: its like running your fingers through slime), and too many of the others had boyfriends within arm’s reach – normally no big deal, but today required a bit of finesse. That left me about to give up, until I felt a pair of eyes burning holes into the side of my head. I turned and saw the receptionist, staring at me with a mistrustful gaze. 
 
      
 
    That bitch had been on me since I got there – probably because I hadn’t actually signed in and taken a number. To her, I was suspicious; a possible gawker, a troublemaker. She had no idea how right she was. 
 
      
 
    I reached out and pushed, slipping into her mind as easy as popping the tab on a can of soda. Years of practice have me so smooth, she doesn’t even feel a tickle. Immediately, I’m privy to her train of thought, a little voice murmuring in my ear like a trusted adviser. 
 
      
 
    I’m looking for something good among the snippets of daily minutia: you wouldn’t believe how much crap there is in the average person’s brain from moment to moment. Finally, like a diamond in a sea of garbage, I seize on something… 
 
      
 
    She stiffens. Miss Receptionist has a little schoolgirl crush on one of the doctors here, and me touching that piece of her brain has just moved him front and center. It’s just a little workplace fantasy, of course: normally the kind of thing no one would ever act on. 
 
      
 
    Unless a third party were to stoke the right neurons… 
 
      
 
    Her face flushes, even from here I can see sweat beading on her forehead. Her bosom starts to heave like she’s the heroine in a cheap romance novel. She’s thinking about Mr. Right, and she’s thinking hard. Of course I’m accentuating the positive, turning her thoughts of his paunchy belly into rock-hard abs, his thinning hair into a lustrous mane she’d love to wrap her fingers in while he rides her… 
 
      
 
    Oh yeah. She is horny. Her thoughts are fully focused now, thinking of all the ways Mr. Medicine could nail her around the office. A quick search lets me know that he actually should be in his office, right now. I smile as I send a little suggestion: 
 
      
 
    Go seduce him. 
 
      
 
    She looks confused for an instant, then a little ashamed. These aren’t her normal thoughts, after all. 
 
      
 
    Do it, I push, a little bit harder. You know he wants you. How could he not? 
 
      
 
    Her mouth drops open. Eyes dilate, pulse races. The excitement of even considering it is turning her on even more. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I kick down her mental doors. Go to his office and tell him you’re not going to be able to concentrate on your job until he bends you over his desk and uses you like the little whore you are, I say with the force of a command. Show him how much you need his cock. 
 
      
 
    Without a word, she gets up from the from the desk and takes off, practically skipping as she goes. I have no idea if she’ll succeed in seducing the good doctor – I could influence the outcome, of course, but where’s the fun in that? Mentally, I wish her the best of luck, and the tiniest peek into that doctor’s head gives me the impression there’s going to be a steamy office romance going down. 
 
      
 
    But none of that is my concern, because just then Miranda is walking back into the waiting room, paperwork in hand. I don’t need to see into her brain to know she’s passed her physical; the thousand-watt smile on her face says “flying colors” more than any hypnosis could. She’s on top of the world – and why shouldn’t she be? She’s got everything she could possibly want. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, she’s got me as well. 
 
      
 
    I slip out a few seconds after her, following the sound of her footsteps. The parking garage for this side of the campus is right across the street: we’re both parked on the second floor, just a few spaces away from each other. She’s so immersed in her own thoughts she doesn’t even spare me a second glance, even when I come out of the stairwell a few steps behind.  
 
      
 
    Just before she gets to her car, I make my move. Circumstances are beyond perfect: the nearest bystanders are a flight of stairs and half a block away. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” I call, holding up a hand. 
 
      
 
    She turns to look at me – and in that instant, she’s mine. The doors I’ve already opened into her mind fly apart at the hinges as I force my way in, coming down like a shutter between her brain and her body. As a result, she just stands there, looking at me blankly – but her brain is buzzing, sending commands to say something, to run, to scream, but is slowly realizing that all circuits are dead. 
 
      
 
    “You shouldn’t be getting into that car,” I say cheerfully. “You should be getting into this one.” I walk over to my sedan and open the passenger door. “Come on.” 
 
      
 
    She comes walking over at my command, unable to resist. Just for fun, I relax my hold on her speech center – with a little filter for volume, of course.  
 
      
 
    “What’s going on?” She asks, stepping into the car. I make sure she even buckles her seatbelt. “Why am I doing this?” 
 
      
 
    “Doing what?” I ask, just before I shut the door. I walk around and get in the driver’s side, taking my time. No one is nearby; I can enjoy this. 
 
      
 
    “Why can’t I run?” Her voice is neutral, but if I wasn’t holding her back she’d be crying right now. “What are you doing to me? I want to take this seat belt off and run, why won’t my body listen to me?” 
 
      
 
    “We’re going for a little drive,” I say brightly. “Back to my place.” 
 
      
 
    “Please let me go. I won’t tell anyone this happened, just please let me go…” 
 
      
 
    “You probably won’t get to relax for a while once we get there,” I tell her, “so you should probably get some sleep.” 
 
      
 
    Just like that, she puts the seat back and reclines, every part of her relaxed except for her horrified eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Noooo…” she whines. 
 
      
 
    A second later her eyes close and she begins snoozing peacefully. 
 
      
 
      
 
    xXx 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Come on, get up. I know you’re awake, Miranda.” 
 
      
 
    Unlike my last test subject, Miranda doesn’t bother faking sleep: she’s up almost immediately, straining at her bonds. I don’t know why she’s so freaked out – the place where we are is much nicer than the one Jessica woke up in. This is actually her father’s cabin up in the hills, far from civilization and the demands of the secular world: perfect for a preacher on holiday. Or an unorthodox researcher in the field of radical hypnotherapy.  
 
      
 
    Jessica is fine by the way: she’s starring in her 17th porn film tomorrow. Her father couldn’t be happier – by that I mean he literally couldn’t. I made sure of it. 
 
      
 
    “Where am I? What is this place? What the fuck did you do to me back there?” Now that she’s awake, Miranda is full of questions. Full of anxiety, too. For a few seconds I don’t do anything but slide into her mind, soothing her worries. She can tell something isn’t right, but like before there’s really nothing she can do but feel relaxed. 
 
      
 
    She breathes a long sigh and looks me over. My sneak peek of her mind lets me know what she’s planning: pretend to be interested in me, play along, and hope for an instant of freedom to get the advantage and beat me to death. I decide to play along, at least for the moment. 
 
      
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” she asks, shaking her head. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Neil,” I say, holding out a hand. She stares at it. “Oh right, sorry.” I give a stupid little grin. This is all theater, but it has a purpose: if she thinks I’m some incompetent, infatuated college student, it makes getting into the deep parts of her brain a little easier. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry about the restraints,” I say. “Normally I wouldn’t do that, but I’m pretty sure you could take me in a straight fight.” Humor. She actually relaxes a little; she’s definitely thinking of me as less of a threat, even if she doesn’t want to. 
 
      
 
    “I was supposed to call my parents right after my physical with the results,” she says. “They’re going to be worried about me. People will notice, they’ll start looking for me.” 
 
      
 
    This is all a lie: I’ve taken the proper precautions. Anyone who would raise a red flag with law enforcement has already gotten a visit from me. But there’s no reason for her to know that.  
 
      
 
    I haven’t responded, and that obviously worries her. “Look, if you just let me go, I promise I won’t tell anyone about this. I won’t say a word to the cops, the campus: anyone. Just please don’t hurt me.” 
 
      
 
    “Hurt you?” I hold up my hands with a who, me? Expression. “I’m not going to hurt you. I just need you for an experiment. As soon as its over, you’re free to go.” 
 
      
 
    She screws up her face, this guy is crazy blazing through her thoughts even without telepathy. “What kind of experiment?” She asks warily. 
 
      
 
    “I’m trying to prove a theory,” I say. “Well, the Theory, actually.” 
 
      
 
    She shakes her head. “I don’t understand.” 
 
      
 
    She’s still scared and uncomfortable. I could soothe her down until we’re having a friendly chat, but there’s no real reason to. Let her be, I say. “It’s sort of a grand, unifying theory I’m working on. It has to do with the mind: with what makes us who we are. Beliefs, memories, personalities. Friendships, family, lovers. All that stuff.” 
 
      
 
    She seems relaxed, but behind her back she’s still toying with her bonds. “I see. And what makes you think I can help you with that?” 
 
      
 
    “Well you see, one of the big things I’m interested in is memory – specifically, how memory helps determine who we are as people. As a society, we like to say ‘this person is a good person’ or ‘this person is a bad person’, but how much of that is really up to the person themselves? And if we had control over someone’s memories, could we change a bad person into a good one? Or,” I say with a bit of a leer, “a good girl into a bad one?” 
 
      
 
    Her efforts to untie the knots that bind her wrists redouble. “I don’t understand,” she says. “I play soccer – I only got a ‘C’ in Psych 101, for God’s sake! I think you have the wrong person-“ 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I have the right one,” I say. “You’re a very privileged girl, Miranda. Some people might even say you’ve lived a charmed life.” 
 
      
 
    “I…” Surprisingly, this actually puts her off her train of thought. Apparently offending someone’s sensibilities can override life-threatening terror. “I don’t think that’s really fair to say! I’ve gone through a lot, like anyone else. But I did it, and I did it all by myself. It was a lot of work – you can’t just call it luck…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, most people have gone through far, far more hardships then you,” I tell her. “You had a loving, stable pair of parents who always told you to follow your dreams. They signed you up for soccer when you were six – where, thanks to your birth month, you had a seven month head start on most of your peers. You had money, meaning Mom could afford to take time off from work to take you to practice when it became clear you were better than everyone else. Thanks to all of this, you stayed away from cigarettes, alcohol and premarital sex – the last of which is a bit of a black mark, in my opinion. You know your Dad says you’ve never even had a boyfriend?” 
 
      
 
    “How…” her mouth is a wide ‘o’ of shock. “You talked to my Dad?” 
 
      
 
    “I talked to everyone,” I said. “I do my research. Friends, family, teammates. All the people who contributed to making you you. And you sit here and tell me you did it by yourself.” I shook my head. “You are so naïve, Miranda.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to go home,” she says, her voice ragged with fear. “Please let me go, please…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, stop. You are naïve. In fact, that’s why I picked you. You’re a little goody-goody. You couldn’t be more perfect to test the Theory.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you think you’re going to do to me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve already started doing it.” I practiced this already a little bit with Jessica, moving around and removing inconsequential memories. This is the real test. “Tell me again about your parents.” 
 
      
 
    “My parents, they…” 
 
      
 
    She frowns, shakes her head, and says again: “My parents, they…goddamn, what…” 
 
      
 
    “Your dad left when you were a few months old,” I say. “You were raised by a single mother in a tiny apartment in the poor part of town.” 
 
      
 
    “No, that isn’t right,” she says, but her eyes are glazing over. Her mind is programmed to treat all my suggestions as fact, and its beginning to believe my words – even against her will. “Stop that! I remember my fucking Dad!” 
 
      
 
    “Your childhood was normal,” I tell her, “but you didn’t excel in any particular area. Mostly, you were known for being a vivacious, flirty child – the one who teachers always had to stop from playing ‘doctor’ with the other kids on the playground.” 
 
      
 
    “Eww, stop that! That’s not me at all! I didn’t…”  
 
      
 
    She trails off, a thin stream of drool dripping from the corner of her mouth.  
 
      
 
    “How are you feeling?” I ask her. “Any different yet?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m…I’m so confused,” she says helplessly. Please stop, please! You win, okay? You’ve proved your stupid theory. Please don’t mess with my head anymore-“ 
 
      
 
    “Eventually, Mom decided you needed an outlet for all that pent-up aggression and signed you up for the soccer team,” I say. 
 
      
 
    “Yes!” She seizes on this like a log thrown to a drowning person. “I became a soccer star and made lots of friends and got a scholarship to college-“ 
 
      
 
    But I’m already frowning. “No. Sorry. You washed out. You had a little bit of talent, but unfortunately around this time you were learning you liked girls just as much as boys. Coach caught you fooling around with the goalie in the locker room after practice.” 
 
      
 
    “No I didn’t…ahh,” she breathes, leaning back in her chair. She’s not resisting anymore. “I remember now. God, that was so hot. That fucking bitch was just jealous, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    “Totally. Anyway, that was the event that caused you to drop out of school.” 
 
      
 
    “Drop out? I would never…oh.” It hits her, the reversion striking her like a slap in the face. “I did, didn’t I?” Tears bead in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t cry,” I tell her. “It was the best day of your life. You were so sad and alone, running away from home…but then you discovered what you wanted to do with your life.” 
 
      
 
    “I did?” She looks at me expectantly. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “You were walking around the campus of the local college, in that short skirt you love so much,” I tell her. “Remember? Remember that boy, the one who sarcastically asked you, ‘how much?’ Remember the look in his eyes when you told him?” 
 
      
 
    She laughs warmly, with real mirth. “Oh yeah,” she says. “I remember.” 
 
      
 
    “He pulled the bills right out of his wallet and took up to the third floor of the library, where no one goes. You sucked his cock in the middle of the stacks, like a dirty little whore. Then he bent you over and fucked you standing up. Remember? The way you clung to those reference books? You came so hard, the whole place heard you.” 
 
      
 
    She’s chuckling, laughing with relief as my makeshift memories overwrite her real ones. Everything about her has changed, from the way she speaks to the posture of her body. She looks a little uncomfortable in so many clothes, honestly. 
 
      
 
    “I remember,” she says. “I remember everything. Except why I’m crying. Why was I crying?” 
 
      
 
    How can I even begin to explain that? “Because…it’s part of our roleplay,” I tell her. 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you’re a hooker,” I say. “That’s why you’re here – I paid you, and told you I wanted to tie you up and abuse you. It’s my fantasy, remember?” 
 
      
 
    She pulls a shocked face. “Oh yeah – shit, I’m sorry.” 
 
      
 
    I smile, full of triumph. “No problem.” 
 
      
 
    “Here, let’s start again,” she says. “’Oh please, mister, just let me go!” This time her voice is pitched high, coquettish, playing innocent instead of for real. The person she was an hour ago would be disgusted. “I promise I won’t tell anyone you tied me up and kidnapped me!” 
 
      
 
    I step close to her: I can feel the heat coming off her body in waves. She’s convinced herself she lives for this, and now she does – she’s aroused as any girl I’ve ever seen. She’s practically leaving a puddle in the seat she’s so wet.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll let you go,” I tell her, “you naughty little whore. If you’ll do one thing for me first.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, please,” she says, thrusting out her chest theatrically. “Anything for you, Master!” 
 
      
 
    My fingers are already at my zipper. “Suck my cock,” I command. 
 
      
 
    I have to hand it to her: even with her wrists bound behind her, Miranda gives me one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had. I was honestly curious how she’d be at it: would false memories translate to real oral skills, or would she give me some awful, fumbling fellatio while thinking it’s good? Thankfully, the answer is the former. 
 
      
 
    She takes me in her mouth to the hilt, sucking me like a practiced tramp. I let her do it for a couple of minutes, helping her along with a hand on the back of her head, until I decide to go further. 
 
      
 
    She groans with frustration as I pull away. “What? You didn’t like it?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I did,” I tell her. “But I bet that pussy is even sweeter.” 
 
      
 
    She grins wickedly and slumps in her seat, spreading her legs wide. “Oh, please don’t take me,” she says. “I don’t think I could handle that thick, hard cock in my pussy!” 
 
      
 
    In a flash, I’m pulling her shorts down. I leave the thigh-high socks and cleats where they are – I like the feel of them against my hips. Even though Miranda never had a boyfriend, her pussy is nicely trimmed – she did have to be in a locker room around other girls all the time, I mused. She probably didn’t want to be the only one left out. 
 
      
 
    “God, you look good,” I say. Her saliva is still all over my cock, but even if it wasn’t, she’d be more than wet and warm enough for me. 
 
      
 
    “Please, no,” she says, thrusting her hips at me with an ironic smile. “Don’t do it.” 
 
      
 
    With a groan of triumph, I bury myself deep inside her. She immediately starts fucking me back, working her ass up and down in the chair, all her energy focused on giving me the best fuck possible.  
 
      
 
    This must be the oddest first time any girl has ever had. To her, its just business as usual, but in reality this is the first time she’s ever taken a cock inside of her. The knowledge makes me harder than I can stand. She’s so tight, and warm, and it takes no time at all for me to feel like I’m going to explode. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to come when I do,” I command her, pressing an invisible finger against her brain’s pleasure center. “I want us to come at the same time.” 
 
      
 
    “No, please,” she mock-begs. Don’t come inside of me. You might get me pregnant!” 
 
      
 
    I really might, I think, and that’s enough to set me over the edge. I explode inside of her, and at the same time stab an invisible finger right into her cortex, twirling her pleasure center like a clit. Her brain melts with orgasm, her entire body clenching around me as I spurt burst after burst of come inside of her. Her brain is so busy trying to process all of the pleasure that it gives up trying to hold onto her old memories – they slip away and fade out, leaving only what I’ve put into her. 
 
      
 
    After what feels like an eternity I pull out, leaving an oozing drip of come from her cunt. She stares at it, looking as stoned as an addict whose just gotten a hit. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby,” she finally says, boneless and satiated in her chair. “I don’t think a john has ever made me come like that.” 
 
      
 
    They haven’t, I think, but there’s no reason for you to know that. 
 
      
 
    I untie her, and because I’m a nice guy (never let them tell you otherwise!) I slip enough cash in her pocket to let her turn tricks for a long, long time. That’s two for two: as it turns out, changing the memories of a high-achieving good girl can make her into a low-class prostitute quicker than you can blink. 
 
      
 
    The Theory marches on. 
 
      
 
    As I turn to go, she looks at me with confusion. “Where are you going? Aren’t I supposed to be the one leaving?” 
 
      
 
    I laugh. “Did I fuck you so hard you’re forgetting things? This is your place, Miranda. Same time next week?” 
 
      
 
    She looks around at the cabin as if seeing it for the first time. An amazed smile crosses her face, as if she can’t believe her luck. “Yeah! Sure thing. I’m open anytime for you, baby.” 
 
      
 
    She frowns. “Uh…maybe you did fuck me stupid. Remind me what your name was again?” 
 
      
 
    I chuckle to myself. She’ll get the hang of her new life, eventually. “It’s Neil,” I say. “I’ll be in touch.” 
 
   


 
  

 Part III 
 
   


 
  

 Obsession. 
 
      
 
    It's a core component of human psychology: the drive to succeed, to struggle against adversity and overcome obstacles. Obsessions pull us forward, can catapult us into the Fortune 500 or the history books. But for every person obsessed with success, there's dozens with obsessions that harm: from the hoarder who treasures junk while his house becomes a garbage dump to the loving father and family man who puts his pension and the kids' college fund into the slot machines. 
 
      
 
    These obsessions ruin lives, and not just the lives of those who have them. What fascinates me about them is how outwardly simple they should be to shed, but impossible to ignore. It should be the easiest thing in the world to throw the trash away, to walk past the slot machine, to say 'no' to that third slice of pie. But we can't. 
 
      
 
    Obsession is what drove me into proving the Theory. And obsession is what its latest subject is feeling wrack her body in the midst of her fancy suite at the top of corporate headquarters. 
 
      
 
    I'm heading there now, riding up the elevator, whistling and tapping my foot in time with the muzak as I wait. At the top of this venture is one Sandra Smith, one of the richest, most powerful women in the world. Sandra knows all about obsession: born into privilege, she leveraged corporate takeovers and mergers to become the highest-grossing female CEO on the planet. 
 
      
 
    Three weeks ago Sandra gave a speech at an event for some Silicon Valley bigwigs, and yours truly was in attendance. Right there, in the midst of several thousand people, I reached out and planted a little seed in Sandra Smith's head, a thought that would soon become an all-consuming obsession: 
 
      
 
    I should try some heroin. 
 
      
 
    Of course, the idea that one of the most powerful women in the world would run straight from a speech to buy heroin is ridiculous. I can imagine that first night, the idea popping up in her head, dismissing it as ludicrous. But, thanks to my powers, it didn't go away. Instead, the seed grew. 
 
      
 
    Soon it was occurring to her constantly, like a chorus of little devils on her shoulder: I should try heroin. I bet it would feel soooo good. I'm so powerful, I could get away with it. I would never get addicted. 
 
      
 
    A look at her internet history (I keep tabs on my subjects, of course) showed Sandra reading 'trip reports' online written by heroin users, looking up information about the drug online, clicking the same links over and over again. I knew that by the time a few days had passed, she's be masturbating thinking about it, rubbing herself into sweet orgasm while imagining the needle puncturing her vein, the rush of the drug unlike anything she'd ever experienced. 
 
      
 
    She made it a week. Seven days after I planted a little seed of obsession in her brain, Sandra Smith broke down and drove five blocks from her home, buying a junkie's starter kit from a drug dealer I later interrogated. 
 
      
 
    I like to imagine her there, in her palatial bedroom, looking down at the syringe in her hand with trembling fingers. Was a little part of her thinking how did my life come to this? Or was the excitement all she could think about – the feeling of achieving a dream she'd been playing in her head for so long. 
 
      
 
    Either way, when that needle slid into her arm for the first time, it didn't matter that she was the most successful female CEO in history. It didn't matter that her companies collectively controlled almost a twelfth of the world's wealth. It didn't even matter that she was a role model to millions of young women worldwide. 
 
      
 
    All that mattered was the drug. She could have said no – it would've been the easiest thing in the world – but she didn't. She couldn't. 
 
      
 
    Obsession. 
 
      
 
    Tonight, I'm going to find out how exactly deep the roots of obsession can grow inside a person. I used hypnosis to give Sandra her addiction, and I plan to use hypnosis to see how far she'll go to keep it, What will this formerly proud, powerful woman do to get her fix now that it seems to have left her behind? 
 
      
 
    Oh, that's right, I forgot to mention. My little seed came with a twist: after a certain amount of time, Sandra's brain would suddenly stop feeling the slightest bit of pleasure or relief from heroin. Right now she's frantic, desperate for a high: I know this because she's bought from every drug dealer in the city, in search of something that will make the obsession quiet down. Little does she know, there isn't anything. 
 
      
 
    Other than me, that is. 
 
      
 
    The guards I had been planning to subdue are already gone: I wonder if she dismissed them out of shame, not wanting them to see what she's become. I hear moaning from down the hallway and throw open an ornate door. The room within is pitch black. I wrinkle my nose as stale air hits me, smelling of sweat and desperation. 
 
      
 
    After a moment, she speaks. “Who...who's there?” Her voice is practically a croak – she probably hasn't used it in days. 
 
      
 
    “Your savior,” I say with a smile, flicking on the lights. 
 
      
 
    The woman who was Sandra Smith covers her eyes, backing away from me towards a corner of the room. A massive boardroom table dominates the space, and nearly every inch of it is covered with drug residue and paraphernalia. Someone's been busy in her quest to find a new high. 
 
      
 
    She looks a little pale but otherwise not the worse for wear, although she could use a fresh suit for sure. Her hair is a little dirty and there are bags under her eyes, but she's still a beautiful woman: every inch the image of the powerful model who graced the covers of so many magazines. In fact, the trashiness makes her a little bit hotter, in my opinion. 
 
      
 
    Slowly she blinks, her eyes adjusting to the light. “Who are you?” she asks. “What do you want?” 
 
      
 
    “My name is Neil. I'm a man who knows how you've been suffering, Sandra.” 
 
      
 
    “S...suffering?” She looks at the table as if seeing it for the first time. “No, I'm not...I mean...” 
 
      
 
    It's cute: even now, she tries to deny it. Tries to save face. 
 
      
 
    “Sandra, it's okay,” I say soothingly. “I know. You've gotten yourself a little trouble with the drugs, but I want you to know its okay. I'm here for you.” 
 
      
 
    Abruptly, she sobs. Her eyes are helpless, she looks like she's going to leap forward and collapse into my arms at any moment. “It doesn't work! I need it so bad but it doesn't work anymore!” Tears bead in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Oh hush, darling, I know.” I smile wide, showing teeth. “Those drugs aren't working anymore because they aren't the right drugs. They're not special.” 
 
      
 
    “They're not?” She looks over the table with a skeptical eye. “But I bought everything...” 
 
      
 
    “Everything but this.” With a flourish, I pull a syringe from the pocket of my jacket. It's full of brown liquid, kept in place with a tiny rubber stopper on the tip. (I was sure not to accidentally prick myself) She looks at me like I've just unveiled the Holy Grail. Honestly, it's just garden variety heroin, courtesy of one of the dealers I interrogated: anything will get her high again once I remove the hypnotic suggestion I implanted. But she doesn't need to know that. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes roll back in her head and she starts to shudder. “That's it! That's what I need! Give it to me!” 
 
      
 
    “Ah ah ah,” I say, sliding the syringe back into my jacket. She practically whimpers when it goes out of sight. “This hit comes with a cost.” 
 
      
 
    She laughs, as if just suddenly realizing she's loaded. “I have plenty of money. How much?” 
 
      
 
    “This hit of heroin,” I say, enjoying every syllable, “the greatest shot you've ever taken, will cost you fifty dollars.” 
 
      
 
    She laughs again and picks up her purse from the floor, tossing it across the table. It lands with a thud, currency and credit cards spilling from the top. “Take it all. It's yours. Now give me the drug!” 
 
      
 
    But I'm already shaking my head, a naughty smile on my face. “That's not how this works, Sandra. I'm afraid I can't take just any fifty dollars as payment. I can only accept money you've earned as part of the total.” 
 
      
 
    She looks confused. “But I earned that?” 
 
      
 
    I shake my head again. “Only money you've earned tonight is valid.” 
 
      
 
    Her lip starts to tremble as she realizes she might not be about to get her fix. “B-but...where will I get the money from?” 
 
      
 
    “You'll have to earn it.” I say slowly. 
 
      
 
    “How...oh,” she says. A new emotion enters her eyes: despair. 
 
      
 
    “That's right.” My hands are already at my buckle. “Come to me on your knees, Sandra. I want a good view of the most powerful woman in the world sucking my cock.” 
 
      
 
    For an instant, she hesitates, as what's left of the reasonable portion of her brain tries to convince her not to give in. But the drug, the obsession is too strong. With a whimper, she sinks to her knees. 
 
      
 
    I'm so hard it hurts. “Get over here.” 
 
      
 
    On her hands and knees, Sandra crawls across the room, One look at her and I can tell she's never done anything like this before; never prostrated herself before a man, never groveled for the privilege of sucking a cock. But the addiction has its hold over her, and I'm starting to believe there isn't anything she wouldn't do to satisfy it. 
 
      
 
    As she gets within range, I pull my cock from my pants. I'm so hard at the sight of this CEO turned trashy little bitch; so excited that there's already a fat bead of pre-cum on the head of my cock, ready to be licked up. 
 
      
 
    “Suck that fucking prick, you little junkie,” I command. 
 
      
 
    She's hesitant at first, sliding the head of my cock gingerly into her mouth, moaning with surprise at the taste. She works her tongue around it a little, but the moves aren't there: her blowjob game is just not where it should be. And why should it? Every move she makes is fringed with fear and revulsion. I realize I could make all that go away – could soothe her emotions, slide invisible fingers into her cortex until her pussy hums with pleasure, make her love worshiping me. I don't. This is much more fun. 
 
      
 
    Without warning, I take her hair in my hand and grip hard, forcing her against me. She gives a frightened little squeal as I force myself down her throat and start fucking her, hard and fast. She gags and rolls her eyes in terror as I thrust in her again and again, savoring every movement of her frantically contracting throat. 
 
      
 
    “This is how you fucking take a cock,” I mutter between thrusts. “You're nothing but a little gutter slut, getting face fucked for your next fix. You like choking on that cock, you junkie whore?” 
 
      
 
    Obviously, she doesn't, but she relents, relaxing as much as she can. I can tell visions of the drug are burning in her head, filling her with thoughts of the bliss and release it'll bring.  
 
      
 
    The feeling of her throat around my cock is more than enough: in a few more seconds I can feel myself blow my wad, draining my balls directly down Sandra's throat. She comes off me with a gasp, coughing and sputtering. God, that felt good. 
 
      
 
    She slowly regains herself, then looks up at me expectantly, like a dog waiting for a treat. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go,” I say, taking a pair of bills from my pocket and letting them go. 
 
      
 
    She snatches them from the air greedily, visions of injections dancing in her head. But her joy is replaced with confusion as she looks over her prize. 
 
      
 
    “This is twenty-five bucks!” she says angrily. “A twenty and a five! That's not fifty!” 
 
      
 
    “You aren't worth fifty, whore,” I say with a smirk. That BJ was only worth twenty-five. You want the rest of that fifty, you're still going to have to earn it. 
 
      
 
    For an instant, her old pride rises up – but slowly drains from her eyes. She knows I'm the only one who can fix what's been done to her: to give her the high she's sacrificed so much for. 
 
      
 
    She looks down at the floor. “What else do you want to do to me?” 
 
      
 
    “You misunderstand. I've already shot my load. I'm good – for now, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    She shakes her head, still looking at the floor. “Then what?” 
 
      
 
    “I want you to go outside and find another man. Another client. Bring him back up here and let him do whatever he wants with you...but he has to pay you exactly twenty-five dollars.” 
 
      
 
    She lets out a little whimper as the words connect. Tears bead at the corners of her vision. “But...but I can't...” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I'm sorry,” I say, straightening up. “I didn't realize you weren't interested in fulfilling our little arrangement. I'll just be heading out, then...” 
 
      
 
    I see the wheels turning in her head, panic setting in as she realizes her fix is about to walk out the door forever. “No! Please! I'll do anything you want! Don't you want to fuck me? I bet you've never been with a woman this wealthy before!” 
 
      
 
    She's rubbing up against me, desperate to get out of the second half of my demands. My cock is starting to stir from its slumber in my boxers – she is hot, after all – but I'm annoyed. 
 
      
 
    “You're disgusting,” I say. “Go find a john or I'll leave you here to rot.” 
 
      
 
    With another whimper, she breaks past me and runs for the door, rushing like the place was on fire. I give her a couple of minutes to make it out the door before I relax and stretch out my mind, searching for her. She might be bringing the john back here, but I have no intention of sitting in the dark wondering when she'll return. 
 
      
 
    In an instant, I'm in her mind. Everything hits me at once: her fear that someone she knows will see her, her terror at being reduced so a prostitute to get her fix – but above all, the grasping gnawing need at the core of her being. God damn, she is hooked. 
 
      
 
    She heads down the street, weaving a little. At this time of night the area is mostly deserted, as the bars and clubs are on the other side of town. But after a minute or two, she comes around the corner to see a man in khakis and a polo walking towards his car. 
 
      
 
    A little pulse of excitement races down Sandra's spine. I note with some surprise that underneath everything, she's a little bit turned on at the prospect of fucking a total stranger. The man isn't bad looking: tall, slender, with thinning hair and the straight serious lines of an engineer or a programmer. 
 
      
 
    “H-hey, wait a second!” Sandra calls, reaching out to him. 
 
      
 
    He stops, then does a double take. Sandra and I realize that the same moment that her blouse is still covered in come.  
 
      
 
    “Can I help you?” the man asks skeptically. 
 
      
 
    She's hesitant, unsure of what to say. Worse, part of her is bubbling up in resistance, trying to convince her brain to beg the man for help. I put a quick stop to that and start giving my favorite part of her brain a tickle. Instantly, she's wet – skin flushed, breathing heavy. Zero to sheet-clawing horny.  
 
      
 
    “Are you looking for a good time?” Sandra asks, all shame gone from her voice. 
 
      
 
    The man looks at her as if he can't believe what he's hearing – then his eyes widen in shock as he recognizes her. “I know you,” he says. “You're-” 
 
      
 
    “I'm the bitch who's going to make you come like a fountain,” she says, turning around to give him a to-die-for view of her ass. “Don't you want it?” 
 
      
 
    He thinks for a second, then his voice hardens. “Yeah,” he says, “hell yeah I do. Hop in.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh uh,” she says. “You've gotta come with me. And this is a paying gig, stud, just so you understand.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes narrow. “How much?” 
 
      
 
    “Twenty-five.” 
 
      
 
    “_Dollars_?” He looks at her with skepticism. “That's it?” His mouth works silently as he tries to come up with some explanation. “Is this some sort of fetish for you?” 
 
      
 
    “If that's what it takes to get you in my pussy, then sure,” she says, a lilting tease in her voice. “What are you waiting for?” 
 
      
 
    Once i'm sure he's following her, I break off the connection. It wouldn't do for this guy to see me when he enters the boardroom. With a flick of a switch, I flip off the lights in the far side of the room, which instantly goes pitch black. Down at the far end of the boardroom table, I take a seat and watch the show. 
 
      
 
    A couple of minutes later, the door swings open. Sandra enters, with the man in tow. In an instant he's on her, holding her by the waist and locking lips with her like they were lovers sneaking off to have an adulterous trust. I'm impressed; Sandra is really selling it. He puts her on the edge of the table and starts pawing at her breasts, pulling at the flimsy fabric. 
 
      
 
    Then his hands are at his buckle. “Do I need a condom?” He asks. 
 
      
 
    Yes, her mind thinks, just before I step in and squash it. 
 
      
 
    “No,” she says, her mouth going into a little 'o' of shock at her own words. “I'm on the pill.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” the man says, though whether he's referring to birth control or getting to fuck her bareback, neither of us know. 
 
      
 
    He gets the process started, then goes hands-off and lets her finish. He's already beginning to assert his dominance, to treat this powerful woman the way she really deserves. Grabbing her wrists, he forces her to remove his pants and pull out his cock. It's already stiff and leaking precum.  
 
      
 
    I'm expecting him to demand a blowjob; after all, Sandra's still fully-clothed. But to both of our surprise, he grabs Sandra by the hips and slides her across the table top to him, pulling her panties to the side and exposing her trimmed snatch. He flips her around so that her ass and pussy are hanging off the edge of the expensive boardroom table, then slides into her with one smooth stroke. 
 
      
 
    She lets out a cry of mingled pleasure and pain as he penetrates her, going at it with jackhammer speed. The man isn't the least bit concerned with her pleasure, he just wants to get off as hard and fast as possible. He fucks her with long, hard strokes, barely even acknowledging her existence. For the most powerful woman in the world to be reduced to a fuckdoll, getting banged in what was her place of power for a measly twenty-five dollars – it sends a shiver down my spine. Almost unconsciously, I send out some tendrils to stoke Sandra's passion: she might not want to like this, but she does.  
 
      
 
    I watch the proceedings from my hideaway in the darkness until an absolutely delicious idea occurs to me: it's so filthy it makes me want to fist pump. I push outwards into Sandra's mind, bypassing her brain and going straight to bodily control. This is something I've honed with years of practice, taking bodily functions over from victims. I have a special surprise for my new junkie whore. 
 
      
 
    I pump up her vision a bit, until her night-blindness lifts and she can see me, sitting at the end of the table watching her get fucked. Then, I start applying just the right pressures to her body. As I begin my work, I sent her a message, mind-to-mind: 
 
      
 
    You're ovulating. 
 
      
 
    Her mind reels with confusion. She insists she isn't; it's not the right time of the month. 
 
      
 
    I'm making it happen. Your body is falling all over itself to please me. You're so fertile, Sandra – when this man comes in you, you're going to get pregnant. 
 
      
 
    No! Her mind resists, trying to regain control – but her body is already changing, restructuring itself in accordance to my desires. She goes into heat, her body arching against the man's cock like a bow. Her desire is unfeigned; her mind might rebel at the idea, but thousands of years of evolution have made Sandra's body want to get impregnated, and that auto pilot is taking over. 
 
      
 
    She feels the man pound her harder, his cock stiffening. He's going to come in her, any moment now.  
 
      
 
    She stares right into my eyes, watching the smirk on my face as the man explodes into her, again and again. Her body couldn't possibly be more ready to accept his seed. 
 
      
 
    She lays her head on the table, filled with shame. After a minute, the man drops a pair of bills on her back and leaves, back into the night like he never existed. 
 
      
 
    I get up and walk the length of the table, savoring the feeling of Sandra's sorrow. She sobs against the table, almost silent, and it doesn't take a telepath to read those thoughts. What have I become? What's wrong with me? How could I let this happen? 
 
      
 
    It's time to make all those bad thoughts go away. 
 
      
 
    Before she notices me, I take the needle from my pocket and inject it into her neck, sticking a vein with ruthless efficiency. She shudders. Gasping in relief. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” I say, almost lovingly. “This is for you. Good girl.” 
 
      
 
    Her body is already shaking, quavering with pleasure as the drug takes hold. I'm content to let it – after all, she deserves this pleasure. I wouldn't want to ruin it by telling her what the cost of her next shot is going to be. 
 
      
 
    Because, I think with a smile, the cost of the next hit is simple: sign over your company to me. And I think she's going to do it, too. She's been pretty thoroughly broken. In a way, she's the ultimate proof of my Theory: a strong, powerful woman made into nothing through sheer force of will. Her company will make a fitting tribute to my victory, and a launch pad for my new base of operations: after all, I have so much to do. It's time to change the world. 
 
      
 
    I've proven the Theory. Now it's time to put it into practice. 
 
  
 
  



 Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In… 
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses 
 
    When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 
 
    With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 
 
    Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!  
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Cheat Code 
 
      
 
    Cheat Code: Volume One 
 
      
 
    Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Roommate Control 
 
      
 
    Roommate Control: A Novel 
 
      
 
    For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Roommate Corruption 
 
      
 
    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 
 
      
 
    Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 The Demon Prince 
 
      
 
    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 
 
      
 
    Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail?  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Free Use Bimbos 
 
      
 
    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 
 
      
 
    The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes!  
 
   


  
 

 The Corrupter 
 
      
 
    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 
 
      
 
    Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!   
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