
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Awakening

Mark Thorne's headache had been building for three days straight, a persistent throb behind his eyes that no amount of painkillers could touch. By the evening of the third day, sitting alone in his downtown apartment, the pressure had become almost unbearable—like his skull might crack open from the inside.

"Fuck this," he muttered, massaging his temples with trembling fingers. The pain peaked suddenly, an excruciating spike that made him cry out—then vanished with a strange mental pop.

In that same moment, the coffee mug on his desk shot across the room and shattered against the wall.

"What the fuck?" Mark whispered, staring at the ceramic shards. Had he done that? He focused on his laptop, imagining it moving, and felt something—a new muscle he'd never used before—flex in his mind. The laptop trembled, then rose six inches off the desk.

"Holy shit," he breathed, lowering the computer gently. His heart raced as he tested his newfound ability on various objects around his apartment—books, shoes, his phone. By midnight, he could manipulate multiple objects simultaneously, making them dance through the air like puppets on invisible strings.

The control was exhilarating but exhausting. When he finally collapsed into bed, his mind raced with possibilities. What else could he do with this power? How far did it extend?

The next morning, Mark awoke to knocking at his door. His neighbor, Elise, had locked herself out and needed to use his phone. As she stepped into his apartment, he noticed everything about her—the curve of her hips in her yoga pants, the way her tank top revealed the soft skin of her shoulders, the light floral scent of her perfume.

"Thanks for this," she said, dialing her landlord. "I feel so stupid."

While she waited on hold, Mark found himself staring at her ass as she paced his living room. A thought occurred to him—could his newfound ability work on people? On her? The idea made his cock twitch with interest.

Almost without conscious decision, he reached out with his mind, imagining a gentle touch along her bare arm.

Elise's breath caught. Her eyes widened slightly, and she glanced at her arm, then around the room. Finding nothing, she returned to her call, but Mark saw the goosebumps rising on her skin.

He tried again, this time imagining tracing a finger up her spine. She straightened suddenly, a small gasp escaping her lips.

"Everything okay?" the landlord must have answered.

"Yes—yes," she stammered. "I just—I'm locked out of 3B. Could you..." Her voice trailed off as Mark concentrated harder, visualizing an invisible caress along the nape of her neck, then down to the small of her back.

Elise's pupils dilated. She ended the call quickly, her breathing noticeably faster. "He's... coming with a key. I should wait outside."

"You're welcome to wait here," Mark said, his voice lower than usual.

She hesitated, confusion and something else—arousal?—playing across her features. "I don't know what's happening," she whispered, "but I feel..."

Mark took a step closer. "Tell me."

"Like someone's touching me. But there's no one..." Her eyes locked with his, questioning, uncertain.

He smiled slowly. "Maybe we should talk about that. After your landlord comes."

As she left, Mark watched her glance back at him, her expression a mixture of fear and fascination. He closed the door, heart pounding with the realization of what he could do—and what he wanted to do next.

For the next week, Mark practiced relentlessly. He discovered he could reach farther with his telekinesis—up to thirty feet with full control. More importantly, he refined his ability to create phantom sensations on human skin. He studied anatomical diagrams, memorizing the location of every erogenous zone on the female body.

By Friday night, he was ready to truly test his powers. He dressed carefully in dark jeans and a fitted button-down shirt that showed off his athletic build. The upscale bar downtown would be packed with potential subjects—women who would never suspect what he could do to them from across the room.

The bar was dimly lit, music pulsing through the crowded space. Mark ordered a whiskey neat and found a corner table with a perfect view of the dance floor. He sipped his drink slowly, scanning the crowd until he spotted her—a woman in her early thirties, dancing alone near the edge of the floor. Her red dress hugged every curve, her blonde hair falling in waves down her back.

Perfect.

He focused on her, extending his consciousness like an invisible tendril. First, a light touch at her wrist—just enough to make her pause and look around in confusion. When she resumed dancing, he traced his mental touch up her arm, over her shoulder, down her spine.

The woman shivered, her movements becoming less coordinated. Mark watched her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her dress. She ran a hand through her hair, looking around again, this time more urgently.

He intensified his focus, imagining his invisible hands cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples. The woman gasped audibly, drawing glances from nearby dancers. She pressed a hand to her chest, her eyes wide with confusion and arousal.

Mark took another sip of his whiskey, never breaking his concentration. He moved his phantom touch lower, tracing the curve of her waist, then her hips. He visualized his fingers slipping beneath her dress, stroking the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

The woman stumbled, grabbing a nearby table for support. Her face flushed, she abandoned the dance floor, making her way to a darkened corner. Mark followed at a distance, watching as she leaned against the wall, eyes closed, thighs pressed together.

He approached her casually. "Are you alright?"

Her eyes snapped open. "I—I don't know what's happening to me." Her voice was breathless, her pupils dilated with arousal.

"Maybe you need some air?" Mark suggested, offering his arm.

She hesitated, then nodded. "I'm Jessica," she managed, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Mark," he replied, guiding her toward the exit. As they walked, he maintained his invisible assault, focusing now on the most intimate part of her. He visualized stroking her through her panties, feeling the dampness there.

"Oh god," she whispered, stumbling against him. "I can't—I feel—"

Outside in the cool night air, she pressed herself against the brick wall of the building. "Something's happening to me," Jessica gasped, her hips beginning to move involuntarily. "I feel like I'm going to—"

"Let it happen," Mark whispered, intensifying his mental touch, adding the sensation of penetration while simultaneously stimulating her clitoris.

Jessica's eyes widened in shock. "Oh my fucking god," she moaned, her body tensing. "I'm—I'm—" Her words dissolved into a strangled cry as her orgasm hit, her body shuddering violently against the wall. Mark held her upright with his actual hands now, feeling her convulse against him as he maintained the invisible stimulation, drawing out her pleasure until she was whimpering.

When she finally caught her breath, she stared at him with a mixture of confusion, embarrassment, and lingering desire. "What just happened? Did you... did you do that to me?"

Mark smiled enigmatically. "Would you like to find out what else I can do?"

Jessica's lips parted, her decision clear in her eyes before she even spoke. "Your place or mine?"

"Mine," Mark said, already planning exactly how he would use his powers once he had her naked and willing in his bed. "It's just around the corner."

As they walked, his mind raced with possibilities. He could pleasure her in ways no normal man could—multiple points of stimulation simultaneously, sensations that defied physical limitations. And he was just beginning to understand what he was capable of.

Jessica clung to his arm, still trembling slightly from her unexpected public orgasm. "I've never felt anything like that before," she confessed.

"You haven't felt anything yet," Mark promised, unlocking the door to his apartment building. His power hummed inside him, eager to be unleashed fully. Tonight would be just the beginning of his exploration—the first of many women who would experience pleasure beyond their wildest imagination at his hands... without his hands ever touching them.


Chapter 2: Unleashed Desires

Jessica barely made it through Mark's apartment door before he slammed it shut behind them. She turned to face him, her eyes still glazed with post-orgasmic confusion.

"Are you going to tell me what the fuck just happened out there?" she demanded, her voice trembling slightly. "I just came in public with no one touching me."

Mark leaned against the door, studying her flushed face. "What if I told you I can make you feel things without physical contact?"

"I'd say you're full of shit," Jessica replied, but her body language—the way she pressed her thighs together, how her nipples still strained against her dress—betrayed her arousal at the possibility.

"Then how do you explain what happened at the bar?" Mark challenged, not moving from his position by the door.

Jessica shook her head. "I don't know. Maybe something in my drink? Or maybe I'm just really fucking horny tonight."

"Let me demonstrate," Mark said, focusing his mind on her body once more. This time, he created the unmistakable sensation of fingers pinching both her nipples simultaneously.

"Fuck!" Jessica gasped, her hands flying to her breasts. Finding nothing there but her own body, she stared at Mark with widening eyes. "How are you—"

"I discovered it recently," he explained, walking to his couch and sitting down casually. "I can create sensations on your body with my mind. I can make you feel anything I want you to feel, anywhere I want you to feel it."

To emphasize his point, he mentally traced a path up her inner thigh, stopping just short of her panties. Jessica's breath hitched, her knees weakening visibly.

"That's impossible," she whispered, even as her body responded to his invisible touch.

"Take off your dress," Mark commanded, not moving from the couch.

Jessica hesitated, but then cried out as Mark intensified his mental assault, creating the sensation of a mouth sucking hard on her left nipple while fingers twisted the right.

"Jesus fucking Christ!" she gasped, frantically pulling her dress over her head. Her breasts spilled out, full and firm with hardened pink nipples, her black lace bra doing little to conceal her arousal. "Please—I need—"

"Spread your legs," Mark ordered, his cock straining against his jeans as he watched her obey. Her matching thong was visibly soaked, a dark patch spreading across the delicate fabric.

Mark focused his power, creating the sensation of a thick finger pushing her thong aside and sliding into her dripping cunt. Jessica's knees buckled and she fell to the floor, her thighs spreading wider as she braced herself on her hands.

"Oh my god, oh my god," she chanted, her hips bucking against nothing. "I can feel it inside me but there's nothing there!"

Mark added another phantom finger, then a third, stretching her pussy as he mentally fucked her. With another part of his concentration, he created the sensation of a hot, wet tongue flicking rapidly over her clit.

"FUCK!" Jessica screamed, her arms giving out as she collapsed onto her elbows, ass high in the air. "I'm gonna cum again! How are you doing this? Fuck, don't stop!"

Her juices were literally dripping down her inner thighs now, soaking into the carpet beneath her. Mark intensified the pressure on her clit while curling his phantom fingers to hit her g-spot.

Jessica's entire body convulsed violently. "I'M CUMMING!" she wailed, her pussy visibly contracting around nothing as her orgasm tore through her. "OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OH FUUUUCK!"

Mark maintained the stimulation, watching in fascination as her orgasm continued far longer than should have been physically possible. Thirty seconds... a minute... Jessica was sobbing now, her body jerking uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

"Please," she finally begged, "I can't—it's too much—"

Mark eased the stimulation but didn't stop completely. He walked over to her trembling form and unzipped his jeans, freeing his rock-hard cock. "Suck it," he demanded.

Jessica looked up at him, mascara streaking down her face, lips swollen from biting them. "You're not even touching me," she whispered in awe. "What are you?"

"Someone who can make you feel things you've never imagined," Mark replied, pressing his cock against her lips. "Now open wide and show me what that pretty mouth can do."

As Jessica took him into her mouth, Mark used his power to create the sensation of a thick cock pushing into her sopping pussy from behind. She moaned around his shaft, eyes rolling back as she was penetrated from both ends simultaneously—one cock real, one imaginary, but both delivering intense pleasure.

"That's it," Mark groaned, watching her struggle to focus on sucking him while being mentally fucked from behind. "Take it all, you greedy slut."

He increased the pace of his phantom thrusting, making Jessica feel like she was being pounded mercilessly. At the same time, he added the sensation of hands spanking her ass cheeks, leaving invisible red marks that stung deliciously.

Jessica was drooling around his cock now, unable to maintain any technique as the dual sensations overwhelmed her. Mark grabbed her hair and began fucking her face properly, timing his thrusts with the phantom cock he was controlling with his mind.

"Your pussy's so fucking tight," he growled, even though he wasn't physically inside it. "I can feel it squeezing my cock."

Jessica moaned desperately, her eyes pleading as another orgasm approached. Mark could sense it building within her—an advantage of his telepathic connection. He mentally pressed on her g-spot while simultaneously creating the sensation of a thumb rubbing firm circles on her asshole.

The new stimulation pushed her over the edge. Jessica's scream was muffled by his cock as her third orgasm hit, this one so powerful that she actually squirted, her juices spraying across his carpet in an arc.

Mark pulled out of her mouth, stroking himself as he watched her collapse completely, her body twitching uncontrollably in the puddle of her own making.

"Please," she whimpered, "no more... I can't..."

"We're just getting started," Mark said, his power growing stronger with practice. "I haven't even fucked your tight little ass yet—with my mind or my cock."

Jessica shuddered, both terrified and aroused beyond reason. "What are you going to do to me?"

Mark smiled, already mentally preparing to lift her body into the air using only his telekinesis. "Everything."

He concentrated, and Jessica gasped as she felt herself rising off the floor, suspended three feet in the air, her limbs splayed open by invisible bonds.

"Oh my fucking god," she whispered, struggling futilely against the telekinetic restraints. "You're doing this too? How is this possible?"

"I'm special," Mark said simply, circling her floating body, admiring how vulnerable and exposed she looked. Her pussy glistened with her juices, her asshole clenching and unclenching nervously as she realized how completely at his mercy she was.

He approached her from behind, his cock jutting proudly from his open jeans. "I'm going to fuck you now," he said, positioning himself at her entrance. "And while I do, you're going to feel my phantom cock in your ass too."

"No, wait—I've never done anal—" Jessica began, but her protest transformed into a guttural moan as Mark thrust into her soaking pussy while simultaneously creating the sensation of another thick cock pushing into her virgin asshole.

"HOLY FUUUUCK!" she screamed, her body convulsing around both real and phantom penetrations. "IT'S TOO MUCH! TOO FUCKING MUCH!"

Mark gripped her hips, pounding into her suspended body while maintaining the mental illusion of a second cock stretching her ass. The dual penetration was overwhelming—Jessica's eyes rolled back, drool running from the corner of her mouth as pleasure beyond anything she'd ever experienced consumed her.

"Your cunt is fucking drenched," Mark growled, feeling her pussy clench around his shaft with each thrust. "You love being used like this, don't you? Stuffed full of cock in both your holes?"

"Yes!" Jessica sobbed, beyond shame or restraint. "Yes, fuck me, fuck both my holes, oh god, I'm going to cum again!"

Mark increased the pace of both his physical and phantom thrusting, adding the sensation of a mouth sucking on her clit for good measure. Jessica's entire body went rigid, then began to shake violently.

"I'M CUMMING!" she wailed, her pussy clamping down on his cock with incredible force as another orgasm ripped through her. "FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUUUUCK!"

Mark continued his relentless assault, fucking her through her orgasm and pushing her toward another. He could feel his own climax building, his balls tightening as Jessica's pussy milked his cock.

"Where do you want my cum?" he demanded, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining his telekinetic hold while approaching his own release.

"Inside me," Jessica begged, her body limp with exhaustion yet still responding to his thrusts. "Fill my fucking pussy with your cum!"

Mark groaned, driving deep into her one final time as he erupted, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her quivering cunt. At the same time, he created the sensation of his phantom cock filling her ass with an equally massive load.

Jessica screamed as the dual sensation triggered yet another orgasm, her body convulsing wildly in midair as Mark emptied himself inside her.

When he finally pulled out, he kept her suspended, watching with satisfaction as his cum dripped from her well-fucked pussy onto the carpet below. Jessica hung limply in his telekinetic grip, completely spent, her mind barely functioning after the most intense sexual experience of her life.

Slowly, Mark lowered her to his bed, releasing his mental hold. Jessica immediately curled into a fetal position, her body still occasionally twitching with aftershocks.

"What... what are you?" she whispered, staring at him with a mixture of fear and awe.

Mark smiled, already planning what he would do to her next once she had recovered enough strength. "I told you—I'm special. And you're just the beginning."

As he watched Jessica drift into an exhausted sleep, Mark's mind raced with possibilities. If he could do this to one willing woman, what else could he accomplish? How far could he push these newfound abilities? The world had suddenly become a playground of endless potential, and he was just getting started.


Chapter 3: The Professor's Experiment

Two weeks after his encounter with Jessica, Mark had refined his abilities considerably. He discovered he could maintain his telekinetic grip on objects—and people—for hours without tiring. More importantly, he found he could reach farther with his powers, up to fifty feet with full control.

It was time to test these expanded abilities in a more challenging environment.

Professor Mark Thorne adjusted his glasses as he surveyed the lecture hall. Fifty students, most half-asleep at 8 AM on a Monday, barely registering his words about advanced psychology. All except one—Sophia Chen, front row, hanging on his every word.

She'd been flirting with him for weeks. Lingering after class, low-cut tops, questions that required private office hours. At thirty-four, Mark was no stranger to student crushes, but Sophia was different—brilliant, confident, and absolutely fucking gorgeous.

Today she wore a tight white blouse, top buttons undone just enough to reveal the lace edge of her red bra when she leaned forward. Her dark hair was pulled into a high ponytail, exposing the delicate curve of her neck. Mark found his concentration slipping as he lectured.

"And that's why Freud's theories on repression remain relevant despite—" He paused mid-sentence as an idea struck him. Why not test his powers here? Subtly, of course.

He focused on Sophia, extending his mind toward her while continuing to speak. He visualized a finger lightly tracing the back of her neck, just below her ponytail.

Sophia's hand flew to her neck, her eyes widening slightly. She glanced behind her, saw no one close enough to touch her, and returned her attention to the lecture with a confused expression.

Mark suppressed a smile and continued. "As I was saying, the unconscious mind processes desires that we may not even acknowledge to ourselves."

This time, he imagined a warm breath against her ear, followed by the sensation of teeth gently grazing her earlobe.

Sophia's reaction was immediate—a visible shiver, a sharp intake of breath. Her cheeks flushed pink as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Several students glanced her way.

"Ms. Chen, are you alright?" Mark asked innocently.

"Yes, Professor," she replied, her voice slightly higher than normal. "Just a chill."

"Perhaps it's the air conditioning," he suggested, while mentally tracing a path down her spine, between her shoulder blades, to the clasp of her bra.

Sophia's back straightened as if electrified. Her nipples hardened visibly against her white blouse, and she quickly crossed her arms over her chest, looking mortified.

Mark continued lecturing, maintaining his professional demeanor while escalating his invisible assault. He imagined hands cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples through the fabric of her bra.

Sophia pressed her thighs together, her breathing becoming shallow. She bit her lower lip, trying desperately to maintain composure as her body responded to touches no one could see.

"Now, let's discuss the concept of physical responses to psychological stimuli," Mark said, making direct eye contact with her. "The body often betrays what the mind tries to conceal."

As he spoke, he directed his power lower, creating the sensation of fingers sliding up her inner thigh, beneath her skirt. Sophia's pen clattered to the floor. When she bent to retrieve it, Mark intensified the phantom touch, pressing against her panties.

When she straightened, her face was crimson. "Professor," she whispered urgently, raising her hand. "May I be excused?"

"We're nearly finished, Ms. Chen. Surely you can wait ten more minutes?"

She nodded reluctantly, trapped by social convention. Mark showed no mercy. He maintained the pressure against her clit, adding the sensation of fingers pushing her panties aside to stroke her bare pussy.

Sophia's knuckles turned white as she gripped the edge of her desk. A small whimper escaped her lips, drawing curious glances from nearby students.

"And now," Mark announced to the class, "let's discuss the involuntary physical responses to stimulation. The flush of skin, elevated heart rate, pupil dilation..."

As he listed these symptoms, he mentally thrust two fingers deep into Sophia's cunt, curling them to hit her g-spot while simultaneously applying pressure to her clit.

Sophia's eyes widened in panic. She was going to cum in the middle of class, surrounded by her peers, with no visible explanation. Her hips shifted minutely as she fought the building orgasm.

"Professor," she gasped, "I really need to—"

"Almost done," Mark interrupted, increasing the phantom stimulation. "Just one final point about the release of tension..."

Sophia's face contorted with the effort of holding back. Sweat beaded on her forehead as she fought a losing battle against her own body.

"Class dismissed," Mark finally announced, just as Sophia's control shattered.

The students gathered their things, oblivious to the girl in the front row experiencing a silent, devastating orgasm. Only Mark noticed her thighs clamping together, the slight arch of her back, the way her lips parted in a silent scream as pleasure overwhelmed her.

As the lecture hall emptied, Sophia remained frozen in her seat, aftershocks still rippling through her body. When the last student left, she looked up at Mark with a mixture of humiliation, confusion, and unmistakable arousal.

"What the fuck just happened to me?" she demanded, voice trembling.

Mark closed the lecture hall door and locked it. "I think you know exactly what happened, Sophia. The question is, do you want it to happen again?"

She stared at him, realization dawning in her eyes. "It was you? How did you—"

"I have certain... abilities," he said, approaching her desk. "I can make you feel things without touching you. Things no man has ever made you feel before."

"That's impossible," she whispered, even as her body responded to the memory of her public orgasm.

"Is it?" Mark smiled, using his power to unbutton her blouse—one button, then another, the fabric parting to reveal her red lace-covered breasts without him lifting a finger.

Sophia gasped, looking down at her mysteriously opening blouse. "Oh my god."

"Tell me to stop and I will," Mark said, standing before her desk. "Or stay right where you are, and I'll show you what else I can do."

Sophia swallowed hard, her scientific mind warring with the throbbing need between her legs. "I should report you," she said weakly.

"For what? I haven't touched you." To emphasize his point, Mark lifted her skirt telekinetically, folding it back to expose her soaked red panties. "Not with my hands, anyway."

Sophia moaned as invisible fingers hooked into her panties and slowly pulled them down her legs. "This is insane," she whispered, even as she lifted her hips to assist the removal of her underwear.

"Spread your legs," Mark commanded. "Show me that wet cunt that just came in my classroom."

To his delight, she obeyed, her thighs parting to reveal her glistening pussy, swollen and flushed with arousal. "Professor," she whimpered, "please..."

"Please what? Tell me exactly what you want."

"Make me cum again," Sophia begged, all pretense abandoned. "Use your... whatever this is... fuck me with your mind."

Mark smiled, already focusing his power between her legs. "With pleasure."

He created the sensation of a hot, wet tongue lapping at her dripping slit, from her entrance to her clit, then back down again. Sophia's head fell back, a guttural moan escaping her lips as her hips bucked against the phantom tongue.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," she chanted, gripping the edges of her desk. "It feels so real!"

Mark intensified the sensation, adding phantom fingers spreading her pussy lips wide as the invisible tongue delved deeper, fucking into her entrance before returning to circle her clit.

"You taste delicious," Mark said, though his mouth was nowhere near her pussy. "So fucking wet for me."

Sophia whimpered, her eyes locked on his as he stood several feet away, hands in his pockets, controlling her pleasure with nothing but his mind. "How are you doing this?" she gasped.

Instead of answering, Mark increased the intensity, creating the sensation of two thick fingers pushing into her soaking cunt while the phantom tongue continued its assault on her clit. He curled the fingers to press against her g-spot, rubbing in firm circles.

"FUCK!" Sophia cried out, her back arching off the chair. "Right there, right fucking there!"

Mark glanced at the door, ensuring it was locked. They were alone in the lecture hall, but anyone passing by might hear her increasingly loud moans. The risk only heightened his arousal.

"You're going to cum for me again," he told her, his voice commanding. "But this time, I want to hear you. I want to hear how good it feels to have your professor fuck your tight little cunt with his mind."

Sophia was beyond caring about propriety now. "Yes, Professor," she moaned, spreading her legs wider, offering herself completely. "Please make me cum. I need it so fucking bad."

Mark added a third phantom finger, stretching her pussy wider while simultaneously creating the sensation of a mouth sucking hard on her clit. Sophia's moans turned to screams as the dual stimulation pushed her toward another explosive orgasm.

"That's it," Mark encouraged, his own breathing heavy with arousal. "Let everyone in the building hear what a dirty little slut you are, cumming for your professor without him even touching you."

"I'm your slut," Sophia gasped, her hips bucking wildly against the invisible assault. "Oh god, I'm gonna cum again! I'm gonna fucking cum!"

Mark intensified the stimulation one final time, adding the sensation of a finger pressing against her tight asshole while the phantom fingers fucked her pussy relentlessly and the invisible mouth sucked her clit.

Sophia's entire body went rigid, then convulsed violently. "PROFESSOR!" she screamed, her pussy visibly contracting around nothing as her orgasm tore through her. "FUCK ME! OH GOD, I'M CUMMING!"

Her juices gushed from her cunt, soaking the chair beneath her as she rode out the most intense orgasm of her life. Mark maintained the stimulation, drawing out her pleasure until she was sobbing with oversensitivity.

"Please," she finally begged, "no more. I can't take anymore."

Mark slowly withdrew the phantom sensations, leaving Sophia panting and disheveled in her chair, her blouse open, skirt around her waist, panties dangling from one ankle.

"That was..." she began, struggling to find words.

"Just the beginning," Mark finished for her, finally approaching her physically. He stood between her spread legs, looking down at her flushed face. "Now I'm going to fuck you properly, with my cock. And while I do, you're going to feel my phantom cock in your ass too."

Sophia's eyes widened with a mixture of fear and desperate arousal. "I've never done anal," she whispered.

"You have now," Mark replied, unzipping his pants and freeing his rock-hard cock. "Or at least, your mind thinks you have."

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her soaking folds. "Beg for it," he demanded.

"Please fuck me, Professor," Sophia moaned, beyond shame. "Fill my pussy with your cock. I need it so fucking bad."

Mark thrust into her in one smooth motion, burying himself to the hilt in her tight, wet heat. At the same time, he created the sensation of another thick cock pushing slowly into her virgin asshole.

"HOLY SHIT!" Sophia screamed, her eyes rolling back as the dual penetration overwhelmed her senses. "IT'S TOO MUCH! TOO FUCKING MUCH!"

"Take it all," Mark growled, beginning to pound into her pussy while mentally fucking her ass at the same pace. "Take both my cocks like the greedy slut you are."

Sophia's body convulsed with each thrust, her mind unable to process the impossible sensations. "I can feel both," she sobbed, her nails digging into Mark's arms. "I can feel you in my pussy and my ass at the same time!"

Mark fucked her relentlessly, the desk creaking beneath them with each powerful thrust. He created additional phantom sensations—hands squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, a mouth sucking on her neck.

"I'm going to fill your cunt with my cum," he growled in her ear. "And you're going to feel my phantom cock filling your ass too. You want that, don't you? You want to be filled with cum in both your holes?"

"Yes!" Sophia wailed, her pussy clenching around his shaft as another orgasm approached. "Cum inside me! Fill me up! I'm your fucking slut!"

Mark's thrusts became erratic as his own orgasm built. With a final, powerful drive, he buried himself deep inside her and erupted, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her quivering pussy. Simultaneously, he created the sensation of his phantom cock exploding in her ass, filling her with imaginary cum.

The dual sensation pushed Sophia over the edge one final time. She screamed his name as her body convulsed around him, her pussy milking every drop of cum from his throbbing cock.

When they finally separated, Sophia collapsed back in her chair, completely spent. Mark's cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy, dripping onto the seat beneath her.

"That was..." she began, struggling to find words again.

"Our secret," Mark finished for her, already tucking himself back into his pants. "Unless you'd like to continue these... private lessons."

Sophia looked up at him, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss and newfound addiction. "When's our next class, Professor?"

Mark smiled, already planning what he would do to her next time—and who else he might test his expanding powers on. The university was full of beautiful women, and his abilities were growing stronger every day.

"Tomorrow," he said, helping her straighten her clothing. "Same time. Don't be late."

As Sophia gathered her things and left the lecture hall on shaky legs, Mark sat at his desk, contemplating his future. With these powers, the possibilities were endless. He could pleasure multiple women simultaneously, from a distance, without anyone knowing the source. He could build a harem of willing subjects, addicted to the unique sensations only he could provide.

The world had become his playground, and he was just getting started.


Chapter 4: Mile High Manipulation

Three months after discovering his abilities, Mark's powers had grown exponentially. He could now maintain telekinetic control over objects and create phantom sensations at distances up to one hundred feet. More impressively, he could focus on multiple targets simultaneously, dividing his attention without losing precision.

His relationship with Sophia had evolved into a mutually beneficial arrangement—she received pleasure beyond her wildest fantasies, and he gained a willing test subject for his expanding abilities. But Mark craved new challenges, new conquests.

Which is why he found himself boarding a transatlantic flight to London, first-class ticket in hand. Eight hours in a confined space with unsuspecting women would provide the perfect opportunity to push his powers further.

"Welcome aboard, sir," the flight attendant greeted him with a professional smile. Her name tag read "Vanessa." Tall, with auburn hair pulled into a tight bun, curves that her tailored uniform couldn't hide, and full lips painted a subtle red—she was exactly what Mark had hoped for.

"Thank you," he replied, settling into his spacious seat. "Looking forward to a pleasant flight."

"Can I get you anything before takeoff? Champagne perhaps?" Vanessa offered.

"Champagne would be perfect," Mark said, discreetly studying her—the way her uniform skirt hugged her ass, how the buttons of her blouse strained slightly across her full breasts. "Though I might need some... special attention... during the flight."

"Of course," Vanessa nodded. "That's what I'm here for."

If only she knew.

Mark sipped his champagne as the plane taxied and took off. He waited patiently until they reached cruising altitude and the seatbelt signs turned off. Vanessa moved efficiently through the cabin, serving drinks and meals to the other first-class passengers. There were only eight seats in the section, with just five occupied, including Mark's.

He waited until she was in the galley, partially hidden from other passengers, before making his first move.

He extended his consciousness toward her, creating the sensation of fingertips lightly brushing against the back of her neck. Vanessa's hand flew to her neck, her brow furrowing in confusion. She glanced around, saw no one, and returned to preparing drink orders.

Mark intensified his focus, this time tracing an invisible line down her spine. Vanessa straightened suddenly, nearly dropping the glass she was holding. Her confusion was evident as she again looked around the empty galley.

When she emerged to serve the next row of passengers, Mark waited until she was pouring wine for an elderly businessman before creating the distinct sensation of a hand cupping her ass, fingers squeezing firmly.

"Oh!" Vanessa gasped, spilling a few drops of wine. "I'm so sorry, sir," she apologized to the passenger, her cheeks flushing.

"No harm done," the man replied, oblivious to her predicament.

As Vanessa moved to Mark's row, her hands were slightly unsteady. He could see the confusion and arousal battling in her eyes.

"Whiskey, neat, please," he requested, maintaining eye contact.

"Certainly," she replied, her voice professional despite her discomfort.

As she leaned forward to place his drink on his tray table, Mark focused his power on her breasts, creating the sensation of fingers pinching both nipples simultaneously. Vanessa's breath caught audibly, her eyes widening as she nearly dropped the glass.

"Are you feeling alright?" Mark asked innocently.

"I'm fine," she insisted, though her hardened nipples were now visible through her blouse. "Just a bit... dizzy."

"Perhaps you should take a break," he suggested. "The flight's not full. I'm sure you could rest for a moment."

"I'll be fine," Vanessa insisted, though she retreated quickly to the galley.

Mark gave her fifteen minutes of peace, allowing her to regain her composure and convince herself she had imagined the phantom touches. Then, as she was checking something in a storage compartment, back turned to the cabin, he struck again.

This time, he created the unmistakable sensation of a tongue licking slowly up her inner thigh, stopping just short of her panties. Vanessa gasped loudly, her knees buckling slightly as she grabbed the counter for support.

Her colleague, another flight attendant, noticed her distress. "Vanessa? You okay?"

"Yes," she managed, her voice strained. "Just a cramp. I'll be fine."

When her colleague left to attend to a passenger's request, Mark intensified his assault, creating the sensation of hot breath against her panties, followed by a firm tongue pressing against her clit through the fabric.

Vanessa's hand flew to her mouth to stifle a moan. She looked around wildly, seeing no one paying attention to her. The phantom tongue continued its relentless assault, circling her clit before pushing her panties aside to delve between her folds.

Mark watched her struggle to maintain composure, her chest rising and falling rapidly as invisible pleasure assaulted her most intimate parts. He added the sensation of fingers spreading her ass cheeks, a tongue teasing her tight hole while phantom fingers pushed into her dripping cunt.

Vanessa stumbled into the lavatory, locking the door behind her. Mark maintained his concentration, visualizing her bracing herself against the sink, legs spread, as his phantom assault continued.

Inside the tiny bathroom, Vanessa was panting, one hand pressed against her mouth to muffle her moans as her body responded to stimulation that couldn't possibly be real. Her panties were soaked through, her clit throbbing as invisible fingers pumped into her pussy while a phantom tongue circled her asshole.

"What the fuck is happening to me?" she whispered to her reflection, eyes wild with confusion and arousal.

Mark increased the intensity, adding a third phantom finger stretching her pussy while simultaneously creating the sensation of a mouth sucking hard on her clit. He could sense her approaching orgasm through their mental connection.

In the lavatory, Vanessa's hips bucked involuntarily. "Oh god, oh god," she chanted quietly, her body betraying her as pleasure built to an unbearable peak. "I'm losing my fucking mind."

Mark timed his final assault perfectly. As the "fasten seatbelt" sign dinged on for some minor turbulence, he pushed Vanessa over the edge, creating the sensation of fingers pressing firmly against her g-spot while a phantom mouth sucked relentlessly on her clit.

Vanessa bit down on her knuckles to stifle her scream as an explosive orgasm tore through her. Her legs shook violently, juices running down her thighs as her pussy contracted around nothing. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her body as she fought to stay upright in the tiny bathroom.

When she finally emerged five minutes later, her uniform was immaculate again, but her face was flushed, her eyes slightly unfocused. She avoided looking at passengers as she strapped into her jump seat for the turbulence.

Once the seatbelt sign turned off again, Mark decided to escalate his game. As Vanessa resumed her duties, he noticed her casting suspicious glances around the cabin, trying to identify the source of her mysterious experience.

When she passed by his seat, he stopped her. "Excuse me, could I get another whiskey?"

"Of course, sir," she replied, her voice slightly strained.

As she turned to fetch his drink, Mark focused on her again, this time creating the sensation of a finger slowly circling her asshole, applying gentle pressure without penetrating.

Vanessa froze mid-step, her breath catching. She glanced back at Mark, who smiled innocently. Something in his expression must have triggered her suspicion, because her eyes narrowed slightly before she continued to the galley.

When she returned with his whiskey, Mark waited until she was leaning over to place it on his tray before striking again. This time, he created the sensation of two fingers thrusting deep into her pussy without warning.

Vanessa gasped loudly, the whiskey sloshing in the glass. "I'm so sorry," she stammered, her thighs pressing together as she fought the phantom intrusion.

"No problem at all," Mark replied, his voice low. "Are you sure you're feeling well? You seem... distracted."

Vanessa stared at him, realization dawning in her eyes. "It's you," she whispered, so quietly that only he could hear. "Somehow, it's you doing this to me."

Mark smiled enigmatically. "I don't know what you mean. I'm just sitting here, enjoying my flight."

To prove his point, he intensified the phantom fingers fucking her pussy, adding a third while simultaneously creating the sensation of a thumb pressing against her clit.

Vanessa's knees nearly buckled. "Stop it," she hissed, though her body betrayed her, her hips subtly rocking against the invisible stimulation.

"Stop what?" Mark asked innocently. "I'm not doing anything... with my hands."

Vanessa's eyes widened as understanding hit her. "How are you—"

"Why don't you bring me another whiskey in about twenty minutes?" Mark suggested. "We can discuss it privately."

Vanessa nodded shakily and retreated to the galley. Mark released his mental hold on her, giving her time to process what was happening. He knew she would return—curiosity and arousal would ensure that.

Twenty minutes later, as the cabin lights dimmed for the overnight portion of the flight, Vanessa appeared with a fresh whiskey. Most passengers had reclined their seats, some already asleep with eye masks on.

"Here's your drink, sir," she said, her voice steady but her eyes betraying her nervousness.

"Thank you, Vanessa," Mark replied, emphasizing her name. "Would you mind explaining the entertainment system to me? I'm having trouble with the controls."

It was a transparent excuse for her to lean over him, but she played along, aware that they needed privacy for this conversation.

As she leaned close, ostensibly pointing at the screen in his armrest, Mark spoke quietly. "You know it's me, don't you?"

"How are you doing it?" she whispered back, her body tense with anticipation.

"I have certain... abilities," Mark explained. "I can make you feel things without touching you. Things no man has ever made you feel before."

"That's impossible," Vanessa said, though her quickened breathing suggested she believed him.

"Is it?" Mark smiled, using his power to create the sensation of a finger slowly circling her nipple. Vanessa's sharp intake of breath confirmed she felt it.

"Stop," she whispered, though without conviction. "There are passengers..."

"None of whom can see what I'm doing to you," Mark pointed out. "Because I'm not doing anything... visible."

To demonstrate, he created the sensation of a hand sliding up her thigh, beneath her skirt, fingers tracing the edge of her panties. Vanessa's eyes fluttered closed momentarily before she forced them open again.

"This is insane," she whispered.

"But it feels good, doesn't it?" Mark pressed. "Better than anything you've ever felt before."

Vanessa didn't answer, but the flush spreading across her cheeks told him everything he needed to know.

"I'm staying at The Savoy in London," Mark said, slipping his business card into her hand. "Room 412. If you want to know how I do it—and what else I can do—come find me after your layover."

"What makes you think I would?" Vanessa challenged, though her dilated pupils betrayed her arousal.

In response, Mark created the sensation of two fingers thrusting deep into her pussy while simultaneously stimulating her clit. Vanessa had to grab the seat to steady herself, a small moan escaping her lips.

"That's why," Mark said simply, withdrawing the phantom touch. "Imagine what I could do with hours to explore your body, without ever laying a finger on you."

Vanessa straightened, adjusting her uniform with trembling hands. "This conversation never happened," she said professionally, though her voice was husky with desire.

"Of course not," Mark agreed. "I'll see you at The Savoy. Or I won't. Your choice."

As she walked away, Mark used his power one final time, creating the sensation of a tongue licking firmly across her clit. Vanessa stumbled slightly, then continued down the aisle, her back rigid with the effort of maintaining composure.

When the plane landed at Heathrow the next morning, Mark gathered his carry-on, making sure to pass close to Vanessa as passengers disembarked.

"Feeling better?" he asked quietly.

Her eyes snapped to his face, a mixture of embarrassment and lingering desire evident in her expression. "It was you," she whispered, more statement than question.

Mark smiled enigmatically. "I'll be at The Savoy for three days. The offer stands."

He slipped past her and exited the plane, confident in what her decision would be. As he cleared customs, his phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number: "I get off at 9. This better be worth it."

Mark smiled. London was going to be even more interesting than he'd anticipated. And after London? Perhaps Paris, Tokyo, New York... The world was full of women waiting to experience pleasure beyond their wildest dreams, and he was just beginning to understand the full extent of what he could do.

His powers were growing stronger every day, and with each new conquest, he discovered new ways to use them. The possibilities were endless—and deliciously wicked.


Chapter 5: The Ultimate Ascension

Six months after his London adventure, Mark Thorne stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of his penthouse suite in the Burj Al Arab, Dubai's iconic sail-shaped hotel. The city sprawled beneath him, a glittering testament to human ambition—much like Mark himself had become.

His powers had evolved beyond anything he could have imagined. He could now maintain telekinetic control and create phantom sensations at distances up to half a mile. More impressively, he could focus on up to seven women simultaneously without losing precision or intensity. His mental stamina had increased exponentially; he could maintain these connections for hours without fatigue.

Tonight would be the culmination of everything he'd learned—his masterpiece.

Mark checked his watch: 9:45 PM. His guests would arrive at 10:00. He'd spent weeks planning this evening, selecting each participant with meticulous care. Seven women from seven different countries, each exceptional in her own way. None knew about the others. Each believed she was attending an exclusive private party with a wealthy businessman she'd met during his global travels.

The doorbell chimed. Mark smiled—Vanessa was early, as always. After their encounter in London, she'd quit her flight attendant job to become his personal assistant, traveling the world with him, helping him identify and recruit new conquests. She understood his powers better than anyone and had become addicted to them herself.

"They're all confirmed," Vanessa reported as she entered, stunning in a black cocktail dress that hugged every curve. "The last one just checked in downstairs."

"Perfect," Mark replied, pouring her a glass of champagne. "Are you ready for tonight?"

Vanessa's pupils dilated with anticipation. "Are you sure you can handle all of us at once?"

"I've been practicing," Mark said with a confident smile. "Tonight will be... historic."

At precisely 10:00 PM, the guests began to arrive. First came Sophia, his former student, now a research assistant who occasionally joined him on his travels. Then Jessica, the woman from the bar who'd been his first real test subject. Following them were his newer acquisitions: Mei from Tokyo, a prima ballerina with extraordinary flexibility; Gabriela from Rio, a model with the most perfect ass Mark had ever seen; Aisha from Cairo, a surgeon with hands as sensitive as her brilliant mind; Natalia from Moscow, an Olympic swimmer with stamina that challenged even Mark's abilities; and finally, Zara from Nairobi, a tech entrepreneur whose analytical mind had initially been skeptical of Mark's powers until he'd reduced her to a quivering, orgasmic mess in her corporate boardroom after hours.

Each woman greeted Mark warmly, with knowing smiles and lingering touches. Each also regarded the others with surprise and curiosity. None had expected to share him tonight.

"Ladies," Mark announced once they were all gathered in the massive living room, champagne in hand. "Thank you for joining me this evening. Each of you knows about my... special abilities. What you don't know is how far those abilities have progressed."

He paused, enjoying the anticipation on their faces.

"Tonight, I intend to pleasure all eight of you simultaneously—Vanessa included—without physically touching any of you. I will bring each of you to multiple orgasms while maintaining complete telekinetic control of your bodies. You will experience sensations you've never felt before, pushed to limits you didn't know existed."

A collective shiver ran through the room. These women had all experienced Mark's powers individually, but never as part of a group experience.

"If anyone wishes to leave, now is the time," Mark offered, knowing full well none would.

The women exchanged glances, a mixture of competitive spirit and shared anticipation passing between them. None moved toward the door.

"Excellent," Mark smiled. "Then let's begin. Remove your dresses, but leave your lingerie on. I want to unwrap you myself... with my mind."

The women complied, shedding their cocktail dresses to reveal an array of expensive lingerie—black lace, red silk, white satin, each chosen to accentuate their unique assets. Mark circled them slowly, admiring the display of feminine beauty.

"Vanessa, the music please."

Soft, sensual music filled the room as Mark took a seat in a large armchair positioned to view all of them. He closed his eyes briefly, gathering his concentration, then opened them with newfound intensity.

"Don't fight what you feel," he instructed. "Surrender to it completely."

With that, he unleashed his power.

All eight women gasped simultaneously as they felt invisible hands caressing their bodies—each touch personalized to what Mark knew they preferred. Sophia felt fingers threading through her hair, pulling gently as phantom lips kissed her neck. Jessica experienced the sensation of hands squeezing her breasts roughly, pinching her nipples. Mei felt delicate touches tracing the curve of her spine. Gabriela gasped as invisible hands spread her ass cheeks, a phantom tongue teasing her hole. Aisha moaned as her nipples received feather-light circles. Natalia felt firm hands massaging her powerful thighs. Zara experienced the sensation of teeth grazing her earlobe. And Vanessa, who knew what was coming, still cried out as she felt the familiar sensation of fingers plunging directly into her soaking pussy.

"Oh my fucking god," Gabriela moaned, her Brazilian accent thickening with arousal. "How are you doing this to all of us?"

Mark didn't answer, concentrating instead on escalating the sensations. Using his telekinesis, he began removing their lingerie piece by piece—a bra strap sliding down here, panties inching down there—all while maintaining the phantom touches that had them squirming.

Within minutes, all eight women were completely naked, their discarded lingerie floating in the air around them, suspended by Mark's telekinetic power. The sight was extraordinary—eight stunning women of different ethnicities, body types, and heights, all flushed with arousal, all under his complete control.

"Now," Mark said, his voice deepening with concentration, "I'm going to lift you."

One by one, the women gasped as they felt themselves rising off the floor, suspended three feet in the air by invisible forces. Mark arranged them in a circle, facing inward, their legs spread wide to expose their most intimate parts to his view.

"Jesus Christ," Natalia whispered in her Russian accent. "I can't move."

"You don't need to move," Mark assured her. "I'll move you exactly how I want you."

With that, he intensified his assault. Each woman cried out as she felt the distinct sensation of a thick cock pushing into her pussy—a phantom penetration so realistic that their bodies responded as if they were actually being filled.

"FUCK!" Jessica screamed, the first to vocalize what they all felt. "It feels so fucking real!"

Mark began to thrust these phantom cocks at different rhythms for each woman, customized to their preferences—hard and fast for Gabriela, slow and deep for Aisha, grinding against the g-spot for Sophia. Simultaneously, he created additional sensations—phantom mouths on breasts, tongues circling clits, fingers teasing assholes.

The room filled with a symphony of moans, gasps, and explicit profanity in multiple languages as the women surrendered to the invisible onslaught. Mark watched with intense concentration, his own body rigid with the effort of maintaining such complex telekinetic connections.

"I'm going to fucking cum already!" Mei cried out, her lithe ballerina's body trembling in midair.

"Me too!" Zara gasped, her analytical mind completely overwhelmed by physical sensation.

"Hold it," Mark commanded. "All of you. Not until I say."

The women whimpered with the effort of restraint, their bodies desperate for release as the phantom cocks continued to pound into them relentlessly.

Mark increased the intensity further, adding the sensation of a second cock pushing into each woman's ass—creating the illusion of double penetration that had them screaming with overwhelming pleasure.

"Oh my god, both holes!" Vanessa wailed, her body jerking in midair. "He's fucking both my holes at once!"

"Mine too!" Sophia gasped. "How is this possible?"

Mark didn't just stop at double penetration. For each woman, he created a complete sensory experience—the feeling of hands gripping hips, mouths sucking nipples, tongues licking necks, fingers pulling hair. Each woman felt as though she was being pleasured by multiple partners simultaneously, all orchestrated by Mark's mind.

"Please!" Aisha begged, her surgeon's composure completely shattered. "Please let me cum! I can't hold it anymore!"

Mark surveyed his floating harem, all eight women on the edge of climax, their bodies sheened with sweat, faces contorted with desperate need. It was time for his piece de resistance.

"Together," he commanded. "All of you. Cum NOW."

The effect was instantaneous and spectacular. Eight women screamed in unison as devastating orgasms tore through them simultaneously. Their bodies convulsed violently in midair, held aloft by Mark's telekinesis as pleasure beyond human comprehension overwhelmed them.

Gabriela actually squirted, her juices spraying in an arc beneath her suspended body. Natalia's powerful thighs trembled uncontrollably. Mei's back arched at an impossible angle. Zara's eyes rolled back, whites showing as she lost consciousness momentarily from the intensity.

But Mark wasn't finished. As their initial orgasms began to subside, he changed the sensations—creating the feeling of phantom mouths fastening onto their clits, sucking hard while invisible tongues flicked rapidly.

"NO! TOO MUCH!" Jessica screamed as a second orgasm immediately built on the heels of the first. "I CAN'T TAKE ANOTHER ONE SO SOON!"

"You can and you will," Mark growled, sweat beading on his forehead from the effort of maintaining such complex telekinetic connections.

The second wave of orgasms hit even harder than the first. Aisha actually began speaking in Arabic, her English forgotten in the throes of ecstasy. Sophia sobbed openly, overwhelmed by sensation. Natalia's screams turned hoarse.

Mark pushed them further, creating the sensation of phantom cocks filling their mouths while their pussies and asses continued to be pounded relentlessly. The women moaned around these invisible intrusions, completely surrendered to the triple penetration.

"That's it," Mark encouraged, his own breathing labored with concentration. "Take all three cocks like the greedy sluts you are."

A third wave of orgasms crashed through the suspended women, their bodies jerking so violently that maintaining their levitation required all of Mark's enhanced abilities. Vanessa's eyes rolled back completely, her body going limp as she passed out from the intensity, only to be jolted awake by a fourth climax moments later.

"Please!" Mei sobbed, tears streaming down her face. "No more! I'll die!"

"Just one more," Mark promised, gathering his remaining mental strength for a final assault.

He created the sensation of phantom cocks erupting simultaneously in their pussies, asses, and mouths—filling them with hot cum from all three directions at once. The psychological impact of this impossible sensation triggered the most devastating orgasms yet.

Zara screamed so loudly that her voice gave out completely. Gabriela squirted again, more forcefully than before. Sophia's entire body went rigid, then convulsed in spasms so violent they resembled a seizure. Jessica actually blacked out, hanging limply in midair, supported only by Mark's telekinesis.

Finally, mercifully, Mark began to ease the phantom sensations, gradually lowering the women to the plush carpet below. They collapsed in a heap of trembling limbs and sweat-slicked skin, aftershocks still rippling through their bodies.

For several minutes, the only sounds in the room were ragged breathing and occasional whimpers as residual spasms of pleasure coursed through the women. Mark himself slumped in his chair, physically untouched but mentally exhausted from the unprecedented feat he'd just accomplished.

Vanessa was the first to recover enough to speak. "That was... impossible," she whispered, her voice raw from screaming. "No one should be able to do what you just did."

"He's not human," Aisha added, her medical mind struggling to comprehend what had happened. "No human could possibly do that."

Mark smiled enigmatically, surveying his handiwork—eight beautiful women utterly devastated by pleasure, their bodies bearing no physical marks yet more thoroughly fucked than any women in history.

"Perhaps I'm evolving," he suggested, rising from his chair to pour himself a well-deserved whiskey. "Perhaps this is just the beginning of what I'm capable of."

The women exchanged glances, equal parts terrified and aroused by the implication. If this was just the beginning, what would Mark become capable of in another six months? Another year?

As if reading their thoughts—and perhaps he could now, who knew the limits of his expanding abilities?—Mark raised his glass in a toast.

"To the future," he said, his eyes gleaming with possibilities. "And to all of you, my willing test subjects."

The women, still too weak to stand, raised imaginary glasses from their positions on the floor.

"To the future," they echoed, knowing they were part of something unprecedented—the emergence of perhaps the first true superhuman, whose powers were growing beyond comprehension.

As Mark sipped his whiskey, gazing out at the Dubai skyline, he contemplated his next steps. Individual women no longer presented a challenge. Even groups like tonight's were becoming manageable. Perhaps it was time to expand his reach further—to see if he could affect dozens, hundreds, or even thousands simultaneously.

The possibilities were limitless. And as his eight exhausted conquests drifted into satisfied sleep on his living room floor, Mark Thorne smiled at his reflection in the window.

He was no longer just a man with unusual abilities. He was becoming something else entirely—something the world had never seen before.

And he was just getting started.
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