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First Entry: The Cook

Dean had always been a computer person. Obviously not literally a person made of computers he’d simply been a man with a strong affinity for them, even before he was a man.

He spent his childhood and his teenage years toying around with computers, when he went to college he took a computing course and once he got into the world of work it was more computers.

He’d managed to secure himself a position at a top company working with computers. It was his job to help make sure all the machines in the building were working and that all systems were operational. Basically if it had anything to do with machines or was run through computers Dean was probably in charge of it.

It was a good job in his favorite field and it paid well too, he couldn’t be happier; that was what he incorrectly thought.

Dean thought he’d reached the pinnacle of his desires until he made an error one day, an error which would show him a wonderful world of possibilities that was simply too incredible and mind boggling to believe; if he hadn’t seen it for himself that is.


One of Dean’s duties was looking after the databases for the company, those spreadsheets of information. He may not have had a lot of idea about figures and numbers and finances but when the guy who knows that stuff doesn’t know anything about spreadsheets it’s Dean who naturally has to step in.

A spreadsheet of info that Dean could get his head around and was left to manage was the database about all the employees working for the company.

On that sheet it had the full details needed about each employee. Their name, their date of birth, their address, what apartment they worked in, their role; all the things the company had to know about them. As the computing guy it was Dean’s job to manage all of that.

He’d been to college, to university and passed with top marks, some data processing was a very easy task for him to accomplish. However he was still human and humans naturally make mistakes sooner or later.

A new employee had just joined the company so needed inputting into their system; Dean’s job naturally and a simple one at that. All he had to do was copy out her details into the spreadsheet and it was done, champion.

This was of course were Dean made his small mistake, just a typo. The new employee was Gina, a forty two year old woman who would be joining the catering staff. However while typing in her date of birth his finger wandered a bit too far and pressed the wrong key. Instead of her age being listed as forty two she instead went into their system as a twenty two year old.

It was a small and insignificant change, one that Dean didn’t even notice as he glossed over the incorrect figure marking his job as done. It would not present itself as an error until Dean went off to get some food from the company cafeteria.

Here was where he met Gina, locatable by her nametag. She should have been locatable by her picture too, the one that had been included on the documents he’d used to type up her information yet she wasn’t. She really wasn’t.

The Gina he’d seen in the pictures had looked weathered for want of a better word. She hadn’t been unattractive but her skin had not aged well. However the Gina he met in the canteen was smooth like silk.

It was so notably he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. No amount of makeup would be able to turn that into this. She looked an absolute delight. Her features were similar yes but she looked so young, even younger than he was; he was only in his mid twenties.

“Gina?” he asked, her nametag saying one thing but her face saying another.

“Yes?” she replied back to him, “Can I help you?”

“You’ve just started today haven’t you?” Dean inquired, feeling like his mind was trying to play cruel tricks on him.

“Yep my first day on the job,” she responded in a cheery tone.

“The Gina..” he scoured his own mind, trying to come up with a way to identify if it was really her. His memory had always been good, “from Arizona?”

“How did you know that?” she asked, raising a brow in confusion.

“Oh I manage the database here in the company, nothing to worry about. How old were you again?”

“Don’t you know you should never ask a woman her age,” she teased.

“Please, it’s important.”

He seemed serious enough that she relented, “You should know anyway if you’re doing data stuff. I’m twenty two.”

He couldn’t remember exactly how old she was on those documents he’d been handed but he knew one thing for certain, she hadn’t been that young.

“Thank you! I’ll see you later, I have to take care of something quickly.”

“Hey what about your food?”

There were more important things right now than a bite to eat. He had to get to the bottom of this peculiar situation.

Things only got more peculiar when he arrived back into his lab and checked back over those documents. He knew for certain that she was older than that, that she’d looked completely different on her picture yet looking back over the paperwork she was completely right. Age twenty two, picture young and stunning; what was going on?

Dean looked back over the database. Everything that was on the document matched up onto the computer screen. A perfect match. His eyes paid particular attention to her date of birth.

“I know she was older than that,” he mumbled to himself, that nine not looking right in her birth year. Had he made a typo? He didn’t doubt his own memory and he made an amendment to the data, switching her birthdate up by twenty years before saving.

He gave a short glance down to the paperwork which turned into an eye popping stare. That picture of a pretty young woman had gone and been replaced with the image he believed he’d seen in the first place. Checking the documents her age was listed back as forty two.

In a hurry he dashed off back towards the canteen and found Gina there again, serving up some grub however she looked very different.

“Gina?” he asked her once again.

“Hey you’re back, finally here for some food?” she replied, her features harsher and her voice deeper than it had been before. She looked like a completely different person. Surely she had to be?

“We talked before, didn’t we?” he inquired, her face curling up in confusion.

“Are you alright? We talked like ten minutes ago?”

“Sorry it’s just…” Dean’s head was throbbing, he couldn’t work out what was going on. Surely whatever this was it had to be impossible, it couldn’t be real, “I just need to know, how old are you again?”

“Didn’t I just tell--”

“It’s important, it’s for the database.”

“I said I’m forty two,” she told him, his mind finding it hard to keep up with the answer. What sort of fantasy world was this? He was hallucinating surely, what other explanation could there be?


Having only one option Dean retraced his steps to try and find the route of whatever was going on. Surely it had to have something to do with that database he’d been taking care of, that record of all the employee’s details.

When he put her age as twenty two she appeared as a young woman and gave her age the same, when she was inputted as forty two she aged considerably older and swapped her answers to the question around. Even weirder than that all the paperwork changed as well.

There was only one way to sort this out, Dean had to test it.

He returned to that database and changed the number back from forty to twenty. There was no change on the paperwork until he saved the results and then suddenly she was young again.

Older, younger, older, younger, her face seemed to warp along with every click of his button, the figures on her paperwork doing the same. It wasn’t just her age either, he even changed her name to Georgia to see if it did the same thing. It did.

Dean even went down to the canteen to check on her. Sure enough her name tag had changed and was sporting the name he’d typed into the computer on a whim.

“Gina?”

“Forgot my name already? It’s Georgia. Right on the badge love.”

He didn’t know how to explain it, he could hardly wrap his head around it after all but it was utterly undeniable at this point. Whatever he typed into the machine seemed to come true.

More testing was needed. Would it only work on Gina or did it affect other members of staff too? The only way to find out was to change around some more details and then to head out exploring and asking questions.

“Harold? No my name’s Henry.”

“Thirty? You flatter me, twenty years ago I was.”

“Hey it’s not my job to book any appointments, I’m just the cleaner.”

It continued. Every single person he tinkered around with changed just the way he’d written. Names swapped. Ages fluctuated. Jobs were completely changed around. The world seemed to bend to fit what he wrote on that spreadsheet. It was like he had the power to bend the world as he saw fit.

He pretty much spend the entire day playing around with that database, warping the bodies and histories of those who worked in the company around him. Of course he always made sure to change them back after he was done, he wasn’t a monster after all.

By the time the day ended he didn’t want to go home. He hadn’t tested it out enough, he hadn’t had enough fun with the database. All he was going to be doing at home was thinking about it, wanting to come back tomorrow for another round. Surely there was a way he could extend this session. You knew he was desperate, who would willingly want to stay for longer at work?

On the database it had a list of all the employees and for how long they worked for each day, each week, all the stuff the company needed to know.

Taking a look he saw that Gina was still working even if her shift was about to come to an end. Surely he’d be able to change that with just a few button presses on his keyboard.

Suddenly her shift was going to last alot longer than anticipated, she was going to be staying here late. Then another thought popped into his mind. It was an inconvenience for him to have to run to and from the canteen just to see how she changed and quiz her on the results. Couldn’t be bring her to him?

Another change made into the system. Suddenly she worked in the computers department as well. It only took around five minutes for Gina to appear in the lab.

“Hey Gina, ready for a late night?” he asked her.

“Do they always expect us to stay this late?” she complained, on her very first day as well. Then again her shift had just gotten a big increase.

“Not always. This is a very special occasion.”

He wasn’t being entirely insincere there.


An extra hour of work, at least, meant a lot of extra fiddling around with what he could do on the computer. The only issue was it wasn’t as entertaining when he only had one model to work with.

He’d changed her shift, her job, her age a whole lot of times and even her name. There wasn’t really that much he could do. He could change around some of her background history, her address, and listen to the chances being echoed back to him but that was a not of a novelty.

Despite the fact he wanted to see so much he didn’t actually have much to see with only her there to play around with and she was starting to get a little bit ratty being pretty much left there doing nothing while he occasionally asked her weird questions.

“Seriously what was the point of me staying here if there isn’t anything to do?” she complained, even if this wasn’t supposed to be her job.

Wasn’t there anything else he could do? That was when he scrolled through the spreadsheet and finally took notice of the final column, an extra spot for notes.

This was the kind of place the company documented things like if employees were often late or had some other problems to take into consideration, usually their poor behaviour or conduct. Could he even use this broad option to his advantage as well? There was no harm in trying it out, he could always delete what he wrote later on.

First up he tried out ‘eager to work’ hoping that that would quell her complaints about the job. Before he made the save he turned to ask her.

“Not happy with what you’re doing at the moment?”

“Happy? I’ve been sitting here for twenty minutes doing nothing. I’ve already been here eight hours,” she sighed out, fingers tapping along with the desk in an irritation fashion. Now it was time for him to hit the save button.

“What did you say?”

“I just wish I could be doing some more,” he tone changed in an instance, that dull whine of irritation replaced with an eager, cheery voice and a happy smile.

Holy shit that actually worked, he couldn’t believe it; he’d already saw impossibilities but this was even more mind boggling. Was there a limit to what he could do with this?

Naturally he had to try and find that out was why he got back onto his keyboard to try things out. Gina had brown hair, close to a burnt umber; was he able to change that?

Dean typed into that notes section the word ‘blonde’ and instantly hit the save button. He looked back onto his new work colleague and it had already happened, the change had already taken place just like he had envisioned it in his mind. The brunette was now a blonde.

Every new discovery made this cheat code to the world seem even more powerful. If it wasn’t staring him directly in the face there was no way he’d possibly be able to believe it was real yet he was unable to deny it.

Did he really have the power to change the world, or at least those around him, at his fingertips? It made him feel so powerful.

His thoughts had been one of curiosity when he had first been fiddling around with the database but now they were starting to become something more as he looked over Gina with the knowledge that he could do anything to her and anything with her that he desired.

Being a computer nerd he’d never really had much in the way of a female relationship before. He wasn’t a virgin but he wasn’t exactly Casanova. Now he didn’t need to be.

Suddenly her age had dipped back down into her early twenties and he was typing a new entry into the notes field; busty.

It wasn’t anything like a growth reality simply changed in an instance like it had always been that way to start with. Her chest was suddenly huge, he didn’t even see the change take place he just knew it had as her perky mounds had been turned into two large breasts giving her top a nice slice of cleavage. Her body was like clay for him to mold.

He began to grow hard, firm in his pants as he looked at her. She was so attractive already and those large tits only made her more pleasant on the eye. He felt himself wanting her, he felt himself getting excited at the prospect of devouring her body.

Dean made another change to the spreadsheet in the job field. Suddenly she no longer worked as a computer technician like he did. Her new job title was Dean’s sex slave.

Nothing seemed to change in reality until he address her, “Hey Gina.”

“Yes master?” she replied to him, her voice dripping with a sexual, seductive tone as she leaned towards him to show off that cleavage.

It was really happening, he could make her do anything he wanted, “Take off your top.”

Gina did what she was told, grasping at the base of her shirt, pulling it up over her head to reveal her bra and those pushed up mounds that were supported in the cups. Had her bra even changed to fit with her bust size?

“That as well,” he informed her, pointing at her last upper garment, leading to her baring her naked chest in front of him, giving him an eyeful of those soft mounds and perky pink nipples.

“Is this better master?” she queried as she swayed from side to side, using her arms to press her tits together to emphasize her size, to draw attention to her deep cleavage.

His cock was begging to be freed from his pants, straining and bulging up into the fabric, her eyes naturally being drawn down to that tent.

“Much better, now I need you to help me out of my clothes. Unbuckle my pants, free my cock,” he commanded, his breathing starting to get heavy as he pictured what was about to come, fantasies running through his head.

Like a good slave she slipped down off her chair and dropped down onto her knees, her hands stroking up along his legs until they settled down upon his lap, fingers latching down into his belt, pulling that leather container open to loosen the stranglehold of his pants around his crotch.

Her fingers danced down to his zipper and pulled, freeing him from his fabric prison, hands exploring within to pull out her prize. Out it came, his rock hard dick.

She moaned at just the sight of it, the smell of it, the feel of it in her soft palm. Her eyes idolized his piece of manhood as she slowly traced her silky soft hand up and down the length of his shaft.

“Now what master? How may your slave serve you today?” the young blonde asked him, words dripping with lust as her eyelids hung heavy, lashes fluttering as her cheeks burned with a pink glow. She wanted this just as much as he did, as expected from a sex slave.

“Let me feel those new titties. I want you to rub my cock with those tits, suck on me as you jerk me off with that fat mounds,” he groaned out, her idle rubbing already filling him with pleasant sensations but he had such a unique chance in front of him, he needed more.

“Yes master,” she replied like the obedient puppet she had became as she pressed herself down into his lap and hugged her cleavage around his length, smothering the softness of her plush chest around the firmness of his rigid dick, squeezing her tits together as she began to rock her hips up and down, stroking her torso along his shaft.

Her head dipped down so her lips captured around the peeking head of his cock, suckling on the very tip as her tongue slipped down and began to stroke and lap, leaks of dribble glossing over his glans.

Dean’s head naturally rolled back as he began to moan from such a pleasant sensation, combing his fingers through her newly colored hair as she took care of her newly acquired duties and gave his cock the affection it commanded.

The drool of saliva that trickled down only lubricated that cock and allowed her chest to pump up and down faster, jerking off his firm cock between those soft, swinging, smushing tits. It was milking out his pre, more lube for her cleavage, and leading him towards orgasm.

Even as his bodies excitement was being pent up he was still in reach of his keyboard, he could still type, change and command. In he typed the words ‘thick lips’ and suddenly felt like two marshmallows were engulfing around his glans as he moaned. Her lips had turned so fat, so soft, perfect for hugging and smothering his cock. That along with her jerking tits meant he was about to burst.

His fingers locked down into her hair, gripping tight as he groaned out, “I’m cumming!”

Just as he warned out came his cum, the first shot surging up out from her lips and up over her face, the second squirting and landing on her tits, and the third the same. Then she finally wrapped her mouth properly back over the very tip and began to swallow up the ropes of white, sticky seed, gobbling down the thick sauce which was also left draped over her body, marking it lewdly.

His orgasms died down as her lips slowly peeled off his manhood with a wet, squelching, pop as strands of saliva and cum hung between his cockhead and her lips, glistening as her skin was caked up in cum.

“Hmm master, did that feel good? Did I do a good job?” she asked him, her breathing heavy as she panted for air, her first thought about his needs like the good slave he had so easily turned her into. It was still hard to believe one change on a computer could do all this.

“It felt amazing”, he confessed to her yet there was just one, small, problem, “but I’m not satisfied yet.”

“How can I help master?” Gina said as she nibbled on the tip of her finger, watching him with those alluring eyes. Natural progression meant there was only one thing left to come.

“Take it all off,” he commanded, his lecherous eyes probing her form, “I want to fuck you.”

“Oh master, I want to fuck you too,” she moaned as she began to strip herself from her outfit, sliding herself down out of her bottoms and her panties until she was standing before him completely naked, showing off her soft, feminine, curvaceous body, her large breasts only making everything look more prominent.

She approached him and mounted onto his lap, straddling across him as her pussy lips brushed across the tip of his shaft, rubbing across his glans as a moan slipped from her mouth, her wetness trickling down, readying herself up for entry.

Her arms wrapped around his back as she groaned, pressing her weight down to swallow up his cock into those tight insides, that erect rod filling her body up.

The two of them moaned together as her tightness was stretched out by his manhood and his hard cock was squeezed in her velvet honey pot, the two of them having pleasure surging through their veins as she began to shake and rock her hips, round ass jiggling and clapping together as it bounced up and down, his hips starting to move as well, helping her ride that hot shaft.

Their bodies were locked together as he bounced her up and down, pumping his erection into her tight insides, milking out the moans, the lust as the sound of skin slapping together filled up the small room, the scent of sex circulating as the moans echoed from wall to wall.

Dean was so happy he gave into this temptation and went through with twisting Gina into being his sex slave, the attractive blonde clinging to his body as she rode him like a slut possessed, driving him to orgasm as well as her own body.

The two of them went close together, driving themselves right onto the brink, bodies trembling and tensing as they found it hard to contain themselves any longer.

“Master, are you about to cum?”

“Yes, I’m almost there. I don’t think I can take it any longer.”

“You don’t need to hold on any longer. I’m about to cum Master. I want you to cum too, I want your cum.”

That was all the inspiration he needed to unleash all of his orgasm inside of her body as he cried out those magic words, “I’m cumming!”

He kept hold of her in a tight, possessive, grip as he began to unleash his orgasm into her, grunting and growling as his cum came racing out, pouring into her insides, deep into her pussy as she throbbed in place as her own gush of orgasmic pleasure came washing over her in a blissful fashion.

The two felt overwhelming euphoria as they bathed in the afterglow of those orgasms, Dean rubbing his hands down the back of the slave who had just drained him of his orgasm, the slave he had created using the power he had discovered.

What else would he be able to find? His fun wasn’t done yet.


Second Entry: The PA

The power to change the world at his very fingertips. It was still hard for Dean to believe he’d stumbled across such a thing. He still didn’t know what the explanation was, could there even be such an explanation for such a bizarre and powerful phenomenon?

Of course magic was an absolute nonsense and yet it was a good an explanation as any. There was no way in his wildest dreams that he could see technology managing to create something like this. The wires being filled with fairies was as good an explanation as any. However that didn’t mean he couldn’t reap the rewards.

It’d only been around a week since he’d first discovered the incredible phenomenon and still he had had a lot of fun with it and managed to experiment around with what he could and couldn’t do.

One that Dean had discovered was that his computer itself didn’t seem to be some magical box that was creating all of these changes. As long as he could access the database he could warp reality to his will from any computer. That only opened up the possibilities for fun.

“Hey, do you know where June is?” one of Dean’s fellow employees, a man he wasn’t acquainted with, asked him as he was currently sitting at her desk, working out a computer problem she had.

June was a secretary to one of the companies managers. She liked to be referred to as a personal assistant but sitting behind a desk all day handling appointments pushed people to refer to her job another way. Still she was a cute girl with dark brown hair and a cheerful smile; a bubbly people’s person.

Dean shook his head as he looked up to the visitor, “Can’t say I have. Do you want me to leave a message for her?”

“No thanks, I was just looking to make an appointment.”

“You’ll have to come back later,” Dean told him as he went back to typing, “I’m only here to fix this computer, not something I can take care of sadly.”

“Cheers man,” he said, sounding a bit irritated as he wandered back off from the desk, Dean releasing a relaxed breath, that was a close one.

He peeked down under the desk and saw June with her lips wrapped around his manhood. He’d told a little white lie when he said he didn’t know where she was. He knew exactly where she was and what she was doing too; sucking on his cock.

Dean had decided to have some fun after being called in to fix her computer. He managed to open up the spreadsheet with all the customer information and added some extra notes to her entry.

Follows any order.

Submissive.

Loves cock.

All those notes made her a very nice lap warmer as she followed his command to suck him off while he worked.

She dropped down onto her hands and knees and crawled down under the desk, wrapping her soft lips around his freed erection as she started to groan and moan, her head rocking up and down as she gave him a messy blowjob.

Work was made a lot more pleasant with a warm, wet, obedient mouth sliding up and down his dick; in fact it was coming something he didn’t like to work without.

Thanks to some lingering changes he hadn’t corrected he now had his own personal sex slave in the company with Gina’s career in the canteen being brought to an end; she now stayed in his computer lap satisfying his needs whenever they presented themselves. With a hot, busty, young blonde like her just sitting around waiting to fuck at all times they tended to present themselves quite often.

Now whenever he was out of the office he was happy to be able to satisfy himself with some fresh meat as he got about his usual line of work.

He had to slow his typing down a bit to stop himself making any mistakes, his fingers shaking and writhing around as her lips clung tightly to his rod and brushed up and down, sending small shocks of pleasure coursing through his veins but a computer genius like him would still get the job done even with that welcomed distraction building up his orgasm.

June grinded her hips on her own rubbing hand, dainty groping fingers which explored up under her skirt and traced a line along her wet slit as she found great pleasure from worshipping that incredible, throbbing, slab of hard dick in her lips.

Occasionally Dean let his own hands wander downwards, combing his fingers through her hair, letting her know what a good job she was doing, even if he found himself shaking his head at the things she referred to as a broken computer; child's play for him to fix.

“And we’re all done here,” he told her as he made his last key press and managed to correct the errors her bumbling buffoonery had caused.

She tried to pull her head up from his lap as he said those words but he secured his fingers tightly into her locks and shook his head from side to side.

“Ah ah ah, not so fast,” he informed her as she made her escape attempt, “I think I deserve a reward for fixing this computer for you so quickly. I think making me cum once should do it.”

There were no objections from June! After all she loved cock and she loved to serve. Her heart basically skipped a beat when she was told to make him cum, lowering her head back down and doubling her efforts to satisfy his lust.

Lots of wet slurps poured from that packed mouth as she worked her neck muscles up and down, dragging her puckered lips all the way down to the base of that cock, slapping into his lap with a wet impact before drawing back up, beginning the pumping action all over again.

She had such skill, not surprising for a woman who loved cock so much, reality telling her she did because he wrote down that she did. The way her mouth was sliding along his erection, clinging and rubbing so tightly to his girth was bringing him close to the edge.

With no reason to keep his hands off her anymore he held her head and helped to guide her motions up and down as he moaned, taking advantage of the fact the area was empty apart from just the two of them.

“Oh yes June,” he moaned as he felt his cock starting to bulge, throb, the hot tingle of something surging coming from deep within, “I’m gonna cum. Drink it all up.”

He pushed her head right down to the base, forcing her to deep throat as he began his release, as he began to fire his hot erection down her throat and into her stomach, packing her full of his hot, thick, clinging cum which came out in rope after rope of surging semen.

She groaned as she bobbed up and down in excitement, hips bouncing eagerly on her own twisting, grinding, rubbing fingers as she wanted to cum herself, loving the warm feeling trickling inside of her. It was intoxicating.

That look of dumb ecstasy remained on her face as he drew back, orgasm drained out by her talents, June breathing heavily as she looked up to him with her cheeks burning up bright and red, eyelids hanging heavy as her vision remained locked on his manhood. She truly did look drunk on his cum.

“Well your computer should be fixed now,” Dean informed her as he zipped up his fly and stood to leave but as he did so she gripped onto his pants, not wanting to let him go.

“Do you have to leave so soon?” she asked him, licking her lips seductively as her other hand remained buried between her thighs, “I’d like to reward you some more for doing such a good job.”

It was clear that she was horny, that the blowjob had gotten her worked up and now she desired even more. Could he really sidetrack from his work just for some easy sex? Of course he could.

“Well I guess I’m deserving of a break,” he said with his lips curling into a grin.

He grabbed a hold of her arm and pulled her out from under the desk, the two having to escape to a more isolated location to finish their session. A closet would do nicely.

As soon as the two of them vanished into that little room, before the door had even finished closing behind them, June had started stripping herself out of her outfit, ripping open her tights, pulling down her panties, so she could show him her dripping, needy, pink slit, throbbing for attention.

She bent forwards, planting her hands onto the cold, hard, wall as warm breaths flowed from her panting lips, June looking over her shoulder with wanting, alluring, seductive eyes. She was like a puppy waiting for its treat. He was about to give her the bone she desired.

The room was cast into near darkness once the door was secured behind them, their two bodies packed tightly into the small space, the warmth of their bodies radiating, being boxed in, along with that hot smell of raw sex.

Dean slapped his hands down onto her raised hips as he dragged his manhood back into the open, grinding the head of his cock between her wet, sloppy pussy lips.

There was no need for words at this point, they were both well aware why they were in here and what they wanted to do. Their emotions, their connection, it was almost primal.

Their connection became something more than just feelings as Dean thrust himself forward and filled June’s juicy pussy with his hard cock, giving her the sensation her body had been craving and lusting for every since she first got a taste of his dick in her mouth.

The two work colleagues went at it like wild animals, Dean’s hips throwing themselves forward and back, his stomach colliding with her round ass with a slap as she moaned out, the noises echoing around the small cupboard.

His hard, hot, meat rod drove itself deep into the insides of her lustful, tight, silky body, milking all of those squealing sounds of pleasure and the feelings which corresponded from her body, the two of them riding high towards cloud nine with feelings of bliss surging through their veins.

Dean hadn’t came that long ago, his cock was still sensitive and it only made everything feel that more much pleasurable. June on the other hand had been reprogrammed towards being a cock loving nympho, that was why she found so much enjoyment from this most personal of acts.

As their bodies spent more time grinding and rubbing together their orgasms began to grow and grow towards that point of release, their moans and groans only growing louder as their bodies approached the moment of climax.

“June, I’m not gonna last much longer,” Dean warned his partner in crime as his fingers clung onto her hips, “I’m just about to burst.”

“It’s okay, I can’t hold on anymore either. Cum, cum inside of me. I want your dicks hot sauce so badly!” she moaned back in response, her body starting to tremble and spasm in place.

His body crossed the line, crossed the limit where he could contain himself as he groaned out, starting to cum, gripping hold of her body as he began to unleash his orgasm deep into her loins.

She melted in his hold, around his cock as she was filled up with cum, her own orgasm gushing out as her thighs quaked and her legs trembled below the knees, the afterglow of blissful ecstasy washing over the both of them.

He stumbled back once his load was spent, back colliding with the door with a dull thud as he noticed the outline of her body thanks to the light glow managing to creep into the otherwise darkened room, cum trickling from her pussy.

“Make sure you clean yourself up then get back to work,” he had to tell her to make sure she didn’t spend all day in a cum drunk state in the closet.

She nodded as her legs finally buckled and she collapsed down in place, catching her breath as Dean made his escape from the scene of the crime, an extra spring in his step being weighed down by needing to catch his own breath.

Sadly he actually did have a job to be doing, he couldn’t spend his entire time at work just having sex. It was time to return to his usual post so instead he could combine the two.


Dean had always enjoyed his work, he enjoyed working with computers after all, but he couldn’t help but feel his job had gotten even better as of late. The fact he now wasn’t the only person working down in his dark, private, lab was probably a big part of that.

As he got to work he felt the pleasant feeling of thin, feminine, fingers rubbing against his shoulders as his personal sex slave, Gina, was giving him a massage.

Thanks to an extra note he’d added onto the database she was now wearing a brand new uniform. Rather than wearing some normal business clothing like everyone else was, a dull shirt along with lifeless pants or a knee length skirt she was wearing something a lot more risque.

Her uniform now consisted of pink high heels that led up towards a matching frilly mini skirt and a sexy, lace, babydoll outfit with open front cups, leaving her nipples completely exposed.

She now lathered herself in a thick layer of slutty makeup, wore large, golden, hoops in her ears and wore her blonde hair in twintails that flowed from either side of her head.

Not only did this outfit completely expose her sexy body and make it stand out even more, nobody had any issue with it. Thanks to the influence of the database nobody batted an eyelid at her outfit as being inappropriate or outside the norm. As far as everyone else was concerned that was just her uniform. It was crazy how one piece of data on a computer could actually influence the entire world.

Because Dean had already been able to release some tension from his downstairs he commanded his personal slave to do the same for his upstairs. Adding a masseur background to her personal data was really helpful.

“You know I don’t know how I ever managed to get anything done around here without you to assist me,” Dean said as a compliment to his assistant. He definitely felt a lot more relaxed getting his muscles worked over as he did his own work.

“I guess that’s why you hired me master!” she responded in her usual cheery way, instilled into her through her reprogramming.

“Yeah something like that,” he said with a chuckle.

Then a sound that the computer lab didn’t hear too often echoed through the room. It was the sound of knocking on the door. Being out of the way and with no employee ever having a reason to go there in person it always took Dean off guard to get a visitor to his lab.

“Come in!” he called out, the door whipping open to reveal a figure he’d not even got through an hour without last seeing. It was June.

“Hey Dean,” she muttered out, fidgeting in place, hand rubbing up and down her arm as she seemed to have an issue actually staying still, “I need your help again. Something else is wrong.”

Of course seeing as he’d only just fixed her computer and she was acting so weird this made the computer specialist very suspicious, “And what is the problem?”

“It’s just not working.”

“Can you be more specific?”

“It’s just… I don’t know just come back and look at it,” she whined like a petulant child.

Dean checked his database again as he thought he may have an idea about the root of the problem and there it was. He’d gotten so distracted by his treat in the closet that he’d forgotten to change her info back to stop her from being a cock loving slut. He’d have to do it right now.

Well he could do it but that would be something of a waste. After all she was already here and she was already begging for it.

“Look,” Dean told her, “if you’re horny and want my cock again you only have to ask. Don’t lie to me.”

A whimpering, moaning, shuddering breath rolled from her lips as his words brushed over her ears and she gasped out, “Yes I want it, I want more of your cock. I can’t help it I’m still horny!”

June dropped her charade as she came running into the room, dropping her clothes to either side to reveal her naked flesh. However this sudden development wasn’t pleasing to everybody.

“Master,” Gina moaned into his ear, “what about me? It’s my job to milk your cock.”

She did have a point and when he looked between the two he couldn’t help but admired Gina’s curvy hips and large breasts, the body he had created for her when compared to June. Sure her body was cute but it didn’t have that sexual wow factor that really got him throbbing. Of course he could simply change that.

A few button presses later and he was suddenly staring at two barbie doll shaped girls, Dean reprogramming June’s body to make her a big breasted sex bomb as well.

“Neither of you need to miss out. I want the two of you to work together to fuck my cock with your tits,” he ordered the two of them as they came together on either side of his lap.

The two pressed together, sandwiching his cock between two squishy, large, soft cleavages which sunk and compressed together to squeeze and swallow up his thickness. The way they both writhed around, pumping and rubbing his girth sent small winces of pleasure surging back up him.

“Thank you for letting me have more of your cock,” June groaned in pleasure, her nipples stiff as she rubbed her chest up and down his manhood,

“Yes master, thank you for allowing me to pleasure your big dick again,” Gina said, putting a strong emphasis on again.

As Dean was enjoying his sensation he couldn’t help but hang onto the word big and look at what he did to their bodies. This database had information about every employee in the company, including himself. Could he even change himself?

It was time for him to turn big dick from just a compliment into a fact. A quick edit of his information and suddenly he had a huge tower of meat pressing up from between that cleavage hold.

To them nothing had changed but Dean was well aware that his average sized cock was now something only seen in adult movies. Even their huge, natural, breasts couldn’t swallow it all.

With the head of his cock now on display he could order more from his slaves, “Don’t just use your tits, I want the two of you to make out with the tip too.”

“Yes Dean.”

“Yes master,” the two said with their hot, breathy words as they puckered their lips up and sealed them down onto either side of his throbbing member, starting to kiss and make out with his glans, letting their lips roll around and stroke together as their tongues came out to lick, play and explore, glossing him in their drool as they kept their breasts pumping and jerking at the shaft.

His head rolled back at the intense feelings that were running through his cock. He couldn’t help it, their double assault was about to make him blow.

“Cumming!” he suddenly cried out as he felt a rush in his loins, an explosion of cum spraying up from the tip, arching through the air before it all came raining down, splattering over their faces, coating the two eager sluts in messy ropes of cum.

Gina and June only seemed to get more excited when they had his jizz resting on their features, slowly dripping down their skin as their moaned, flushed red and panting heavily.

“Master your cum tastes delicious,” Gina told him, licking her lips, lapping up the semen which had dribbled down low.

“Nobody tastes as good as you do. You’re making my pussy feel so hot,” June moaned, fingers groping her loins again.

“Me too Master, I’m feeling so horny. Please fuck my pussy.”

“Fuck me Dean, I need it so bad.”

What was he to do? He was totally spent and yet they were both so excited? Did they expect him to be ready just like that? Then he remembered that he could control them and now himself. He went to the keyboard and types in quickly a new entry for himself.

Can cum multiple times.

Amazing stamina.

Suddenly his shaft was perking back to life, standing tall with its increased size and the two horny sluts had their eyes latched onto it possessively. They didn’t know what they were now letting themselves in for, but they were about to find out.


Whatever work Dean had to do, whatever work June had to do, it was going to have to wait until another day. Hours had passed since the secretary had came for a visit to the computer lab; it was almost time to go home.

Still June’s moans were filling up the lab, echoing off every wall as she was getting her pussy pounded once more. She had lost count of how many times she’d been fucked by Dean hours ago, he’d been making her go crazy.

Gina was next to them, laying on her back, panting heavily as cum dripped from her holes and remained marked onto her flesh, the two of them having to share and still being completely outmatched. Sure at the start they’d complained about not being the one fucked but now they needed those breaks.

June was on her front, bent over the side of a desk, rocking forward and back as Dean drove into her loins from behind, his strong body slapping into her round ass, slapping it firmly as his large cock drove deep into her juicy, sensitive, tightness.

“Is it that late already?” Dean asked as he looked up at the clock, the lack of windows in the computer lab making the change of time harder to notice, “I guess we better wrap this up with this last load. You’ve had enough hadn’t you Gina?”

“Yes master,” she managed to gurgle out, drooling down herself, “I can hardly feel my legs.”

“Don’t worry I’ll reprogram your body to make you a bit more resilient after I’m done. How about you June, you’ll be satisfied with this last load won’t you?”

“Yes master,” she moaned back. Being stuck with Gina calling him the same way, being fucked to addiction on his huge cock had driven her to calling him the same thing, “your cock is amazing, your cum is so thick but I don’t know if I can take much more. You’re so big, so rough.”

“Maybe I’ll have to make you a bit more resilient too. You two are lightweights, it’s only been six hours or so. You’re the ones who asked for this but fine. One last orgasm and then we’re done.”

He wrapped his hand into her hair and gripped tightly, hips swinging back and forth sharply as he gave one last burst of energy to build himself up for another dramatic release, the sudden increase in speed and force making June squeal, biting down firmly on her bottom lip as her eyes began to roll up into the back of her head, winces of her own orgasmic bliss shooting through her twitching, writhing body.

Dean could feel it building as he pumped his sensitive, firm slab of meat in her tight insides, his orgasm coming to the point of release and he was going to dump it deep into her already cum stuffed womb.

“Here it comes June, make sure you take it all. Cumming!”
 

He tightened up as he pushed in tightly, burying himself to the hilt in her body, unleashing his cum in a sudden burst as thick rope after rope of hot, thick, semen poured into her insides, filling her with the warmth of yet another large cumload.

June shuddered in place as she was filled to the brim once more, dripping his cum as he pulled back from her tightness, leaving the two girls shivering in place, well used.

Feeling a little bit tired he took a short breath, his computer commands had really been taken to the extreme. At least they looked satisfied, faces warped in pleasure as they struggled to move, lower bodies seemingly broken.

“That wasn’t bad, maybe we’ll try something like this again tomorrow,” he told them but they were just too weak to be able to answer back slowly.

As long as he could access and manipulate the company with the database he could escape doing all the work he wanted and keep himself in a hedonist land of pleasure. Today had just been another step from transforming Dean from a computer lover into a sex lover. Just how far was he capable of going with the power to reprogram on his side? At the moment there seemed to be no end in sight.


Third Entry: The Manager

Dean’s life hadn’t been the only one to have changed ever since he’d discovered the ability to reprogram his work colleagues, those around him had changed as well. None more so than his now harem members Gina and June.

Gina worked directly for him, her job changed from cook to servant, but June still worked as a personal assistant for her floor’s manager, Roxanne.

She would have preferred to be down in the computer lab like Gina the entire time. It was hard for her to think sometimes now that she’d had a taste of Dean’s huge cock. Her mind was often find itself wandering into space, images of his throbbing length filling her mind, memories of his hard dick pounding her holes.

June could feel her pussy starting to throb as she began to crave his dick again. If he hadn’t forbidden her from slacking off from her post she’d have rushed back down to that lab and begged for another day of sex again. Since then he’d only fucked her for half an hour at a time at most. She couldn’t be fully satisfied with that!

She needed to be fucked for hours at a time. She needed to take his throbbing, hard, cock in every way imaginable. She needed his hot, thick, white cum both coating her body, clinging to her flesh, and dripping from her used hole. She needs--

CLAP

Suddenly June snapped into reality with her manager looking down at her with an irritated, angry, expression on her face.

“I try to ring you and you don’t pick up. I find you out here with a dumb expression on your face and you still ignore me as I call out to you, and I know this isn’t the first time you’ve missed calls. What’s up with you at the moment?”

Roxanne was a fiery and passionate woman who had driven herself up the corporate ladder despite her tender years through hard work, dedication, and a determination not to let anybody stand in her way. If she had a problem with you she wasn’t the type to hide it.

“Like… erm… I just…,” June muttered, not used to getting a dressing down by her manager, even if her performances had been dipping lately with how much of a scatterbrain she’d became.

“You’ve just not been doing a good enough job. Consider this a warning Jean. I can find plenty of other people to do your job. If you don’t pick up your game now I’m going to be looking for a new assistant.”

June nibbled her bottom lip in frustration as she muttered out softly, “Yes boss.”

“Good. You can start by going getting me the coffee I want. You know what my order is unless you’ve forgotten that as well?”

“No boss I’ll get right on it,” she said, trying not to sound too annoyed as she jumped up off her seat and wandered down the hall to go and get Roxanne the order she was after. She was going to have to do something about this but alone she felt powerless. There was only one person she’d be able to go to for help.


“And then she yelled at me!” June whined out. Once she’d finally gotten a break from her work she came straight down to Dean’s computer lab. However to his surprise instead of begging him for sex, like usual, instead she began to complain about her job, “And it’s all your fault!”

“Me?” he said, taken aback, “What did I do?”

“You fucked me so good that now my head feels all mushy and I can’t stop thinking about your cock and then I get all distracted and keep missing the phone,” she sulked, pushing her lips out into a thick pout.

“Well what do you want me to do about it?”

“I don’t know! Take responsibility.”

“We’re not having a baby June.”

“But still you’re super smart, I’m sure there must be something you can do.”

Well she wasn’t exactly wrong. He had a free reign to modify and reprogram everybody working in the company in whatever way he saw fit. It would be easy for him to be able to reprogram June again to stop her distraction problems, even just going straight to the source and making her good at her job.

However when he was digging through his mind for a solution his brain began to picture another fantasy.

“Your manager, the one who’s giving you bother. It’s Roxanne isn’t it?” he asked the annoyed secretary.

“Huhuh!”

“The one with long, flowing, blackish hair? A slight tan to her complexion? A bit of a hothead?”

“Yep that’s her.”

“Just as I thought,” he said with a grin as he pictured her. She was quite a good looking woman even if she was a few years older than him. Sure he could fix June’s issue by helping her out but wouldn’t it also be possible for him to deal with the complainer rather than the problem?

“Don’t worry June!” he announced in a moment of logical triumph, “I’m going to make it so Roxanne won’t make a complaint about your work again!”

“Oh thank you Master,” she said with a squealy giggle, happiness flowing back into her as she hugged tightly into his side, “so can we fuck now?”

“As soon as the issue is resolved you go back to being a cock craving nympho?”

“I can’t help it, your dick is just the greatest.”

“I guess I can’t argue with that, fine,” he relented, unzipping his pants. He’d take care of this problem with Roxanne but first he’d make good use of this break period.


It was time for the assault on the enemy base, time for Dean’s direct assault on the menace who was getting in the way of his plans.

With his confidence levels given a huge shot in the arm thanks to the amazing reprogramming ability he had discovered, Dean waltzed straight into Roxanne’s office uninvited as she was in the middle of doing some work.

“May I help you?” she said, lifting a brow as she stared into him, not expecting any company, and not being warned about any surprise visitors by her personal assistant.

“Hi it’s me Dean, from the computing department. Your PA, June, told me that you had a problem with your computer that needed taking care of.”

“That game,” Roxanne muttered to herself before returning to address Dean, “actually my computer is fine, I’m having no problems with it. Even if I did I would appreciate if you would book an appointment ahead of time, or at the very least give a courtesy knock. Can’t you see I’m busy? I’m sorry your time has been wasted but you aren’t needed here.”

Talk about a stick up the ass. However Dean wasn’t going to be batted away with her tough, aggressive, talk as he continued his path inwards.

“Afraid I can’t do that. You say you don’t have a computer problem but if the entire system ends up going down due to some sort of virus from your machine it’s me who ends up getting sacked, not you. So I’ll need to check your computer for a possible firewall breach.”

The good thing about being an expert in something like computers, a field that left most people scratching their heads, was you could pretty much come out with any statement you wanted and they had no way to refute it.

Roxanne clearly wasn’t pleased as she clicked her tongue, “I’m telling you there is no problem with the machine. I didn’t tell June anything about my computer.”

“Well if that’s true then I won’t be here very long. Now you computer, please?”

Despite her obvious irritation she relented and pushed herself back away from her desk, allowing him to sweep in and access the terminal. Of course the first thing he did was steer directly to that employee database.

“Ah I see, I see,” he muttered seemingly to himself but loud enough for her to be able to hear.

“What do you see?”

“I see what the problem could be,” his fingers rapidly typing away at the keyboard to change her information about, “You aren’t currently naked.”

He hit the save button to confirm his change. Suddenly her uniform had gone from a general business attire to naked. Suddenly the fact she was wearing clothes at all made her incredibly overdressed for the job.

She gasped as she somehow realized she was in fact wearing a full outfit when the company policy said she was supposed to come in wearing a birthday suit, not a business suit.

“I’m not sure how that could have happened,” she confessed, reality and logic not syncing together easily.

“Neither am I but it’s a huge registration error. You’ll have to get undressed right away.”

Like a good company employee she began to strip herself down out of her outfit in a hurry, not wanting to spend anymore time going against the expected policy.

She threw her clothes down onto the ground in a huff, having to pull her shirt open, wiggle out of a skirt and strip down out of her stockings.

Last up came her plain white underwear, Roxanne stripping it all away without a thought about embarrassment thanks to the mind warping power that the database seemed to hold, actually feeling a lot more relieved when she was left in the nude.

“Is this better?” Roxanne asked him, showing off her completely naked body to him.

Her figure wasn’t half bad, she clearly took some time to look after herself with that flat stomach and slightly toned limbs. He couldn’t help but notice the tuft of dark hair left on her mound, or the slight build up she had under her arms. Not his personal preference, but he could take care of that. He could take care of all of it.

“Well let me just check the computer to see. Let’s see… shaven? Yes.”

As he finished the sentence and confirmed he saved his newest entry into her information and suddenly all of that hair on her body had vanished, crotch and underarms perfectly shaven; hair kept from the neck up only just how he liked it.

However he wasn’t done quite yet. He had a naked model in front of him and the ability to mold her as he saw fit, she was like a canvas ready to be painted and he had the brushes. He hummed as he thought up the rest of his personal preferences.

“Busty,” he said to himself as he went for a personal favorite, suddenly seeing her mosquito bites transformed into bra busters.

“Wide hips,” came next, her thin shape gone and in its place a pair of wide, child-bearing hips to give her an hourglass figure.

“Fat ass,” was his next entry as her flat, boyish behind suddenly became a full pair of round, plump, buns that was squeeze in any hold.

“Puffy lips,” he said to himself as he gave her face the appearance of a permanent, posing, duckface style pout.

He looked over her body, figure turned from that of a woman who looked after herself but clearly had bigger priorities than her appearance to that of someone who would be found swinging around a pole in a club in the dead of night.

“Done yet?” she asked, annoyed. Not that he was looking, that was his job; annoyed that she still had to wait and couldn’t get back to work.

“Hmm not quite yet. Why the heck not, bustier,” he said to himself as he replaced his previous entry about her chest to make it go even bigger, jumping her up another pair of cup sizes. She was now deep into ‘those must be fake’ territory. In a way they were yet to the touch they would feel all natural.

“Now are you done?” she complained, those heavy jugs hanging down her front, engulfing her figure.

“Erm, nearly,” he told her as he gave one last scan across her employee information, “It says here you were born in Puerto Rico?”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“It’s for the registration. If this stuff is incorrect it might cause a bit of a problem later on. It’s better to sort it all out now, unless you’ll want me back in here again soon.”

She pouted her new thicker lips in frustration, not that her lips didn’t look pouted when they were simply resting thanks to his changes.

“Then yes I was born in Puerto Rico. Is that a problem?”

“No problem whatsoever,” he assured her truthfully. It helped explain her naturally darker complexion and the slight hint of an accent that accommodated her words. He found the exotic look to be quite pleasant in fact.

That was why he decided to play up her background, going back to her information to make her skin even darker, emphasizing her natural tan as well as her accent which he made stronger.

“And done,” he told her as he saved everything up and closed that database down, “everything should be working fine now.”

“Everything was working just fine to start with but okay,” she said as her exotic accent came flowing out, Dean able to notice the sudden and striking change yet she didn’t notice a thing because in her mind there had been no change.

“Make sure to give me a call if there is any problem,” he told her as he took his leave from the office, his job done.

Once Roxanne was left alone with her newly sexualived body, left naked with her natural heritage now being worn like a badge of honor, her first thought was to go and give June a piece of her mind for another mess up. She warned her before, that thin ice was just about cracked.

She marched straight out of her office, swinging her door open to confront her secretary who was found staring off into the distance again, leaning on her hands as she had a dreamy expression on her face.

“June!” Roxanne began, ready to give her a piece of her mind but then suddenly she felt a shock from down below, from between her thighs. As soon as she had began to scold her secretary her pussy began to throb and she felt some sort of lustful heat washing over herself.

Her loud voice did disturb her personal assistant who looked over in a panic, “Ah, yes boss?”

Roxanne was still determined to give her a talking to but every time she tried she felt another small jolt of pleasure shooting through her, making her exposed nipples stand up and her slit drip.

“Ah… nothing,” she gasped as she quickly escaped back into her office, body suddenly feeling incredibly excited. What was that? Why did scolding her employee suddenly make her body react like that? She had absolutely no idea, she just knew she needed a break to let her body calm down. She’d take care of this later.


It’d been days and still June’s behavior had not improved. She was constantly away with the fairies, missing calls and sometimes even fading away mid-conversation into fantasy and yet she still hadn’t been scolded.

Roxanne had tried multiple times to chew her out for her poor performance and her constant slacking but every time she began she felt her body heating up, her nipples throbbing and her pussy getting soaked as her mind began to crave for something long, hard and throbbing.

She didn’t know why but every time she tried to give June a piece of her mind she found herself getting horny and quickly had to back off, and she had no idea why. All she knew is it was starting to get more serious every time, like the effects were stacking; it got more intense with every attempt.

It had gotten so bad it was starting to affect her work as well. She was finding herself losing concentration, she was mumbling her words and her writeups would often stray to light fantasy.

She was starting to act like her stupid, incompetent, secretary; she couldn’t take it anymore. She needed some help.

Whenever her mind began to wander towards smut and she put a face to the hard cock that swirled around her fantasies it always came back to the same person, Dean, the last man she had seen before she began to feel so weird.

He’d left a card for her with his details so that she could ring him if she needed any assistance. She couldn’t rely on her useless assistant so she had to ring him herself.

“It’s an emergency, come quickly,” she told him before slamming the phone down, feeling too aroused to carry on with her work without assistance. She needed his help now.

Dean’s arrival came later than she wanted. She had hoped he’d be up in a flash and yet it took him around half an hour to finally get himself into her office.

“Sorry I’m late,” he started, closing the door behind him but before he could even bother thinking up some fake excuse he heard a clatter as Roxanne pushed a whole array of clutter from her desk.

Being left waiting had only built her lust levels up even higher. Her pussy was throbbing, she’d pounced straight onto her desk on her back, her legs spread open as her dripping slit was on display; her lack of uniform meaning there was no physical barrier between the two of them.

“I don’t care just come over here,” she cried out in obvious heat, “I need your fat dick inside of me. Don’t tell anybody about this but I need you to fuck me now!”

Dean grinned as it was all coming together. When he was making some changes to the database and as a result her body he also made sure to add in an additional note to take care of those problems which June was complaining about.

Whenever she got heated and tried to take action she would instead find herself becoming horny and as was clearly on display it had worked a treat. June hadn’t been harassed for days now and Roxanne was clearly deep in need of some sex.

He sighed as he began to strip down from his work clothes, “Well if you insist, I’ll have to help you out I suppose.”

When he finally got down to his bottom and pulled them off to reveal what he had hiding below her jaw dropped as her eyes locked onto the hard slab of meat which exposed itself, still modified by the reprogramming treatment to make it a huge monster of a cock.

The one she had been seeing in her fantasies wasn’t even as big as that. She found her eyes wandering up and down the shaft like she wanted to confirm it was no illusion; it was not.

“What the hell is that thing?” she said in shock, starting to drool lightly at the fantasy turned reality.

“Yeah I’m big, I know. You’re not backing off now are you?”

She didn’t really have a choice, she was so damn horny she’d have begged for him no matter what he’d have pulled out of his slacks. However this ticked all the right boxes for her as she shook her head and moaned like a horny slut, only spreading her legs further to draw attention to her dripping honey pot.

“No, fuck me, fuck me right now. That’s an order,” she squealed, all this making her more excited as he made his approach, hard cock standing erect.

He kissed the tip of his fat cockhead into her juicy pussy lips, making her squeal out in ecstasy as he slowly began to sink his throbbing meat pole into her velvety soft insides, giving her the pleasure her body had been crying out for.

Her back arched as her body tingled, writhing in bliss as her tightness was spread open to accommodate the size of that girthy dick, her eyelids fluttering as she melted into a sea of overwhelming pleasure.

Dean’s fat cock seemed to hit all the write buttons, it seemed to reach all her most sensitive spots, not that there was any part of her which didn’t feel sensitive right now, and he hadn’t even started thrusting yet. The moment he began to work his hips forward and back she slowly felt herself going crazy.

“Yes!” she moaned out with a heavy, long, drawn out slur in her exotic accent, the gurgle of drool in her mouth making it hard to punctuate herself elegantly as he began to rock forward and back, making her entire desk creak from the force of his body working like a jackhammer, thrusting into her needy loins.

She curled her hands back over her own head, fingers wrapping down into the edge of her desk as she released all manner of squealing, groaning, lustful cries of blissful euphoria. She could feel her entire body tingling, the butterflies in full motion. He was going to drive her to orgasm!

It came through her like a shockwave, her entire body tensing as a rush of absolutely sexual ecstasy raced over her, a wave of pleasure going from head to toe, bathing her every inch in the tingling sensation.

Juices squirted out in a frenzied gush, marking his body and her office with her womanly needs in a messy showing. She’d masturbated countless times since she started to feel this lust but had never been able to feel a release even close to that. She could feel her mind going numb.

“That was pretty impressive,” Dean commented as he looked down at her, face burned up red as she panted heavily, chest heaving and tongue hanging out, “Is that all you wanted or…”

“No!” she cried out through her ragged breaths, “I still need more. More, more! Fuck me until I can’t feel my legs anymore!”

Of course they weren’t done yet. She’d been backed up, she’d been accumulating these needs for almost a week. One explosive orgasm wasn’t going to be enough to offset her feelings, she needed a full demolition treatment.

Her loins were more sensitive than ever but still he went back to thrusting, back to pounding his thick dick down into her velvety soft insides, making her cry out. If the secretary outside wasn’t already under Dean’s thumb they’d probably have been caught by now with how loud she was moaning out.

The fiery, stubborn, hotheaded Roxanne had been turned into a lustful slut who needed cock like she needed oxygen. She wasn’t going to let him go until she was satisfied, but what about him?
 

“Hmm Roxy,” he groaned out with a rumbling breath, “I can’t take it anymore. Can I cum inside.”

“What? No, don’t cum inside,” she replied to him with an unconvincing pant.

“But if I don’t want to cum inside I’ll have to pull out of you.”

She suddenly squeaked, not realizing this, torn in her decision, “Then… ah… I don’t care, it should be fine! You can cum inside, fill me with your hot seed!”

Just as expected. He put his last bit of energy into the final rush as he collapsed down on top of her body, trapping her body under the weight of his larger, heavier body as he pumped up and down.

“Then here it comes, I’m cumming!” he cried out at a window rattling volume as his hot orgasm exploded out.

Her juicy insides were filled up with the gush of his squirting cum, his semen being released in thick ropey globs which painted the inside of her body, creaming her pinkness into a milky white color as the heat radiated from deep within her loins, turning her to jelly.

Roxanne groaned as her insides felt heavy, weighed down with his cum as her own orgasm trickled out once again, leaving her legs completely numb as she couldn’t move a muscle as he slowly drew out of her, painting her stomach with his final ropes of cum, leaving her pussy dripping with seed.

“That was the best thing ever,” she groaned softly, painting her own thick lips in drool.

“Glad to help, make sure to call me if you need anything else,” he told her, knowing that now she’d be an addict to his cock. Even if she wasn’t with what a bad employee June was becoming it wouldn’t be long until she needed him once again.

“Will do,” she moaned out before she completely passed out in place.

Problem taken care of. Now June wouldn’t be in any danger of being fired. In fact her manager was now probably just as incompetent as she was.

Of course there was a danger Roxanne could find herself under scrutiny too but Dean didn’t have to worry about that. After all he had a secret weapon up his sleeve that he wasn’t afraid to use.


Fourth Entry: The Supervisor

It was yet another glorious day! The sun was shining, the birds were singing and Dean had a harem of beauties waiting for him. His own personal sex slave, a secretary who would come running at every chance she got and a floor manager who would come begging just enough to make her a rare treat.

Dean was ready for yet another day of indulging in his favorite job with the wonders of the naked, female, body grinding all over him. Yet when he arrived at his lab he couldn’t help but notice something was wrong.

Gina was there, just like she always was, but she looked different. She was still dressed in her usual uniform style, looking even sluttier than if she’d been completely naked, but her body wasn’t the same.

She was still young, like he had made her, but her figure had returned back to what it used to be. Those giant stripper tits of hers had vanished away and she no longer had that emphasized hourglass shape.

Her attitude too wasn’t the same. Usually when he walked into the office she’d run over like an eager puppy, wiggling around excited before dropping to her knees but now she was just sitting there, leaning, flicking through a magazine without much enthusiasm on her face.

“Gina?” he asked her, “What happened?”

She looked around in confusion, “What do you mean what happened? I came in, you just came in. That’s pretty much it. Not like much happens down here.”

Yeah her attitude was completely different. She was closer to the girl he first knew than the sex slave he crafted. Something fishy was going on here.

“I’ll be right back,” he informed her as he escaped from his office quickly. If Gina had changed then what about the rest of his harem?


Once he made it up to June his suspicions were confirmed. Her body was back to normal as well, her volleyballs back to mosquito bites. Not only that she actually seemed to be doing her actual secretary job, competently of all things. The June he’d raised would have spent the entire afternoon staring off into space, thinking about cock while the phone was completely blanked. Right now she positively looked like an eager worker bee!

“Hey June?” he called out to her, seeing if she’d react in blissful job at his presence like usual.

“Oh Dean, you need something?” she asked coolly. Yeah that wasn’t the response of a cock loving nympho.

“Is Roxanne in? I need to see her quickly, it’s an emergency.”

“Well she is but I think she’s busy and she won’t want to be dis-- hey you can’t just barge in!”

Dean didn’t have time to wait for permission or to make a schedule. He had to see with his own two eyes if she had been affected by this phenomenon as well.

Roxanne’s head snapped up to glare at him as he barged into her office uninvited. She was still completely naked yet her figure had been changed back to default as well.

“Dean, what is it? Haven’t I told you before?” she said, her voice back to normal as well, her strong, exotic, accent faded away. Just what was going on here!?

“I’m sorry, I’ll come back later,” he told her as he made a quick escape, heading straight back towards his computer lab. It was strange, some of the changes he had made had been reversed but not all of them. He didn’t know what was going on but knew where to look to try and find an explanation. He had to go and check the database.


“Hey Dean…” Gina began as her boss barged into the lab but he completely blanked her as he had more important things to do right now than listen to her complaining.

He loaded the company’s employee database up and began to look through the details of those he had transformed and it was there that he found the problem; the notes section had been blanked.

Things like age, role in the company and uniform hadn’t been changed. That was why Gina had lost her massive breasts but was still his twenty year old sex slave wearing a ridiculous slutty outfit to work, yet everything in the notes section had been completely removed.

“What happened here?” he said to himself, looking over his treasured transformation device in confusion. It was like all of his hard work had been wiped away.

“Dean!” Gina screamed out, being annoyed by his ignorant attitude.

“What is it Gina, can’t you see I’m busy!?” he snapped back at her, this sudden revelation putting him on edge.

“You got a call from Miss. Gray while you was away. She said she wants to see you when you got back.”

Suddenly things began to piece themselves together. Miss. Gray, also known as Yolanda Gray, was his supervisor. While he was the company's official computer technician he still needed a supervisor and that came in the form of Yolanda.

She didn’t know as much about computers as he did, she was more information tech than the bare bones and technical jargon that he could do, but that meant she had access to all the same resources he did and would have no problem with going into the database and seeing the things he had put, changing them back.

He took a deep breath that managed to get caught in his throat. He had certainly gotten carried away; he could really be in trouble here.


Yolanda’s office was a much more conventional office than the dark pit he was used to working in. He was brought in to do an important job, she was mainly there to do the paperwork around that job and to fill the companies structure of each department having somebody holding the reins, even if usually she just allowed Dean to get on with it.

However this time she’d finally stepped in and Dean knew he was now the one troddling carefully on thin ice.

He took another composing breath before he knocked on her door, waiting for the call which came in a matter of moments.

“Come in!”

Dean peeked his head into Yolanda’s office, finding the strawberry blonde supervisor sat behind her desk, waiting for him.

“You wanted to see me?” he asked, hoping it was all some sort of mistake. It was not.

“Yes Dean come on in, me and you have to have a talk,” her voice not filled with any warmth. It was clear the thin ice was already starting to crack.

Her eyes locked onto him as he slinked himself sheepishly through her office, dropping down into the seat, trying to keep himself looking small. He’d built up a lot of confidence while using the database, feeling like the king of the castle yet now he knew he’d stepped into the lion's den.

“What seems to be the problem?” he asked her, still trying to feign innocence.

“I think you know the problem as much as I do. I’ve been looking through the company's employee register and I found some very concerning things written about our female employees, including Gina, your work colleague.”

Yeah it was what was expected, “I can explain!”

“You can explain why there were so many sexist comments written down about your fellow employees? You can explain why you described one employee as ‘loves cock’? Are you going to try and tell me she’s a keen rooster enthusiast?”

Dean could see the end of the line in sight, if he didn’t act quickly and decisively it was going to be the end of him and his time spent warping those around him. He had to be bold.

“Please,” he begged her, “it’s not what you think. This has all been a big misunderstanding. Please let me show you.”

“I cannot see anyway--”

“Please it’ll only take a minute! I just need to show you on your computer for a minute and if you’re still not convinced I will accept any action you want to take against me!”

She relented, sighing as she slumped back into her chair, pushing away from her desk, “Fine, I’ll give you one chance to prove your innocence or you’re out of here.”

Dean had to play on his one strength, the ace in the hole. Yolanda hadn’t seemed to notice that the database could do such amazing things, she must have changed the data back without going out to see the results. If Yolanda had figured out the entire picture he would have had no way back but it appeared he had a chance.

He loaded up the database on her computer and began to scroll through the names, “See I’ll show you my innocence with this.”

Finally he found it, he found the entry for her. He navigated to the notes section and quickly typed out the word ‘sleeping’.

“I don’t see what this is supposed to pro--”

Before she managed to get to the end of her sentence he clicked the save button and activated the effects of the reprogramming on her. Her body instantly fell into a slumber, Yolanda going out cold.

Dean released the breath he’d been containing, he couldn’t believe he’d somehow managed to get himself out of the frying pan. Still though he wasn’t out of the hot water, when she eventually awoke he was still in trouble if he didn’t do anything yet this gave him all the time he needed to plot his masterplan out of this trouble.

The reprogramming database had gotten him into this mess and it was that which he would use to get himself out of it too, but how?

He racked his brain plotting his escape, putting the pieces together to come up with his path to freedom. It came to him like a flash, he knew his hand, now it was time to play it.


“Rise and shine Yolanda,” Dean told his supervisor as she began to awaken from her sleep, rubbing the sandman’s remains from her heavy eyes.

“Huh what happened?” she groaned. She remembered she was scolding Dean for his inappropriate comments on the spreadsheet… that was right, then she suddenly found her eyes growing heavy. What the heck happened to her?

“You stayed up too late last night watching porn so today you went ahead and passed out from exhaustion mid lecture,” Dean calmly explained to her, of course blemishing the truth just a smidgen.

What he was saying was of course a complete lie. One the reason she fell asleep was because he put her to sleep. Two, he had no idea what she had been doing last night. However her cheeks quickly illuminated from his words as she tried to cover her face up.

Dean hadn’t made a complete lucky guess with some random stab in the dark, the reason she believed him was because of the plan he’d put in place while she’d been asleep. It was the newest entry into her personal data space; believes everything Dean tells her.

His words became fact as soon as they reached her. In her mind she’d been up all night touching herself to adult movies and as a result had passed out on the job. She’d never been so ashamed in her whole life.

“How did you know?” she asked him in a crackling voice as he watched on with a grin, finding joy at seeing his plan work to such a degree of perfection.

“You were talking in your sleep, saying all sorts of weird things, revealing all sorts of secrets.”

He loomed over her, making her shrink down into her seat, somehow trying to curl up and vanish but there was nowhere for her to hide, she had him exactly where he wanted her.

“What sort of secrets?” she asked timidly, peeking from between her fingers.

“Well it wouldn’t be fun to reveal them all, but there was one that really stood out. It was when you started saying, what was it now, Dean my love, please plunge your hard cock deep into my needy pussy.”

It was hard to imagine her face managing to get any redder but somehow it did it, her entire complexion burning up something rotten as he teased her with lies turned fact.

“I said that?”

“Oh you did, and more. I never knew that you was in love with me.”

Her heart began to pound in her chest. Well of course he didn’t know, why would she ever reveal something like that to him? Something so embarrassing.

Dean’s wandering hand slipped between her attempted covering of her own face, cupping her chin and tilting her head upwards, naturally leading her to breaking her finger mask.

“While it’s me I guess you don’t need to worry about any of that business anymore either. It’s nothing to concern yourself with and you should just forget all about it. In fact you should never look at that database again, stay away from it. It’s nothing for you to see.”

She nodded her head up and down like an obedient puppy. What exactly the problem was had already vanished from her mind and it wouldn’t be something she was revisiting.

“Okay Dean, I understand,” she said softly, almost shyly as her eyes dashed about to avoid his glances.

However he wasn’t done with her just yet as he grinned, “At five I want you to come down to my computer lab. I trust I’ll see you there?”

Sharply she nodded her head up and down, almost lost for words yet still managing to crack out a gasping response, “O-of course!”

“Great, see you then,” he told her, smirking from ear to ear as he managed to escape from suspension or worse. Now he just needed to recruit his harem again and then he’d be ready for his date with Yolanda.


Yolanda had no idea why Dean had called her to his computer lab after hours. Shifts were not ending and everyone was going home except for her who was making her way down to his darkened lair.

Not having time for a change of clothes she made sure to lather herself up in a thick layer of makeup, dolling herself up to impress him. She didn’t know what this get together was but she had hopes and expectations.

She took a deep breath as she stared into his lab’s door, composing herself as she knocked firmly.

“Come on in,” Dean called out from the other side, prompting her to enter to a scene she really didn’t expect.

Yolanda expected it would just be here and Dean, the two of them alone, together.

Along with Dean, in that lab, there was Gina his personal sex slave along with two women she recognized from the other departments. There was Roxanne and her secretary, June.

The four of them were all undressed, unsurprising for Roxanne as that was her usual appearance anyway, but surprising enough for the rest.

Dean had took his time to undo all the deletions Yolanda had performed to the spreadsheet so that his harem was just the way he’d made it. Big tits, wide hips and all lusting for his cock. Speaking of his manhood he’d also changed that back into the towering slab of meat he had built it up into.

His three harem slaves were draped down around his body, sucking and licking on that hard tower of flesh, coating his erection with sloppy trails of messy drool as they moaned, taking the flavor of his hard dick into their mouths, even slurping on his full, heavy, hanging nuts.

“W-w-what is this?” Yolanda managed to babble out, eyes darting around in shock and confusion, trying to comprehend everything.

“This is my harem. They’re the rest of the women here who love me and my cock,” he explained coolly to her.

“Don’t drag me into this, I’m only here because you forced me,” Roxanne complained, her hotly, exotic accent once again back in place. For her backtalk she received a firm slap of the ass.

“Who is the one who begs for my cock every day?” he asked her, prompting her to avert her glance, “That’s what I thought. See Yolanda these are the other women who love me so if you want me to notice you, if you want my cock too you can see what you must do.”

Her face felt like it was going to melt away as her cheeks overheated, her legs shaking as her pussy throbbed, trickling her juices down into her panties. This was so wrong and yet she loved him so much, she wanted that cock of his.

“You want it, don’t you Yolanda?” he prompted, giving her that final push, “Say it.”

“I want it…” she mumbled.

“Say it louder!”

“I want it!” she moaned out, squirming around in place, “I want your cock too!”

“Good, then strip down for me and come and get it.”

Dean had been waiting to see her body naked. While she was asleep he didn’t just put in that one change to her mind which meant she would believe everything he said. He made some more changes to her body.

Just like the rest of his toys he made her into his type which meant she now possessed a pair of wide, squeezable hips which lead down towards soft thighs and supported a pair of fat buttocks.

Up that flat stomach could be found a huge pair of tits, natural in texture and plumpness yet fake in size; the same going for her full lips.

Along with that barbie doll makeover to her body she got a nice infection of nymphomaniac, her libido ramped up to make the sight of any cock that much more appealing; her added love for him making it uncontrollable.

Eagerly Yolanda stripped off her clothes, revealing that reprogrammed body in all of its glory, pink pussy already gushing juices down her inner thighs while those nipples stood nice and hard.

Excited she walked towards him, wiggling her wide hips seductively with every step, chewing down on her fat bottom lip.

“C-can I touch it?” she asked him, looking for permission before she took any action.

“I don’t just want you to touch it,” he explained, “these girls have been nice enough to make my cock nice and sloppy for you. They’ve used their drool to lube my manhood up, perfect for you to eat it up in your slutty pussy.”

Perfect, such a choice of word. His cock did look completely and utterly perfect, hearing that he wanted her to ride it was a dream come true. She could barely contain herself from screaming out in joy like an overly stimulated superfan.

“Thank you my love,” she moaned out, eyes looking at him with utter affection as she clambered up onto his lap, dragging her hips upwards to rest her dripping opening across the tip of his bulbous, throbbing, meat rod, “I hope I won’t let you down.”

“You’re right because you know if you do well enough I might just make you my only lover.”

That was more incentive than she needed. She wasn’t experienced at this kind of thing but now she had the motivation and the body to perform, dragging her powerful, wide, hips upwards before sending them slamming down onto his lap, engulfing his hard cock into her soft, wet, velvety insides with one drop of her body.

Yolanda hissed out a groaning squeal as her tight insides were packed full of hard dick, his mammoth member stretching her open, leaving her trembling and leaking in place as she howled to the heavens.

“So good, so good,” she hissed out in a crazed cocklust, her thick booty jiggling in place as she twerked her hips up and down, riding his lap like a seasoned pro.

Dean groaned out, satisfied with having such a tight body milking his fat cock but his other toys were less pleased, watching with scornful, pouting faces as a new girl came to steal their territory.

“Don’t look at me like that,” he said to that trio who glared at him. Dean took control of Yolanda, twisting her around so back to back suddenly became him spooned into her back, exposing her curvaceous body to the class, “instead I want you three to give our new friend some mouth action. Whoever does the best job I’ll do next.”

That was the motivation they needed to work. She had three sensitive spots to aim for and each of them went in for the kill, Gina eagerly moving in first to dive between those spread thighs, lips latching around her clit while June and Roxanne went after her chest, slurping and teasing her stiff, sensitive, nipples.

These actions revealed Dean’s final change to his newest toy. He had made her a bit more sensitive than his other creations. He had reprogrammed Yolanda’s erogenous zone to feel particularly good when being pleasured by the mouths of his other slaves.

Yolanda’s entire body shook in place, writhing and bucking up and down, grinding herself across that thick, hard, pussy stretching member, her cries not yet quietening as she continued to squeal out.

“What is this? What is this? It’s so good!? How can this feel so incredible!?”

“Like it,” he said to herself, hooking two fingers into her gurgling mouth, drawing her heavy lidded eyes up towards him, “You don’t need to supervise me anymore. From now on you’re going to be working as a supervisor for me. You’re going to be keeping a track of my sex slaves. You’re going to be making sure they’re up to the right standard to serve me.”

When he said it she’d already accepted as she squealed out in leg twitching pleasure, “Yes, yes, yes! I’ll give you the best slaves around!”

Her hands reached up and latched behind the heads of the two women who were making her stiff nipples feel so blissful, her eyes rolling back into her head as wave after wave of quivering ecstasy rushed over her. She was being given the most pleasurable experience of her entire life and it was going to deliver the most explosive orgasm.

The electrical surges of bliss washed through her as she began to gush, releasing a powerful orgasm that left her entire body shuddering, coating Gina with a messy layer of feminine lust, and still she had more to give.

One orgasm was simply the starting point. That one burst broke down the dam and gave licence to the next and the next, almost like a chain of body tingling, ecstasy induced orgasms hitting one after the other, followed by another.

Each of her orgasms made her body tighten up, her internal muscles tensing and squeezing down around Dean’s fat cock which remained buried deep in her body. While her orgasms were obviously incredibly pleasurable for her the spasms of her body were also pleasant for him, driving him towards his own release.

He gripped tightly hold of Yolanda’s body as he felt his loins tingling, the surge starting to build towards release from his meat cannon. He was going to blow!

“I can’t hold on any longer,” he informed his troops as his cock throbbed in place, “I’m going to cum. When I cum inside of you you will become my slave, forever!”

What he told her was always the truth so when it came, when he bucked his hips upwards and began to release every squirt, every drop, every rope of his hot cream into her pussy the metaphorical collar was locked in place and she became his.

Of course it wasn’t quite that simple, she had to squeal out and cum her brains out from having her insides flooded with cum and her sensitive erogenous zones played with in a lewd and messy display that left them all bathed in dripping fluids.

Finally when it all came to an end Yolanda collapsed back into Dean’s body, panting heavily as she could hardly find any strength in her body.

“Your slave, Master,” she groaned weakly as his cock freed itself from her tightness, leaving her trickling the thick, warm, cum.

He brushed his fingers through her hair, she’d done good. However he wasn’t done yet as the trio of Gina, June and Roxanne all jumped up, expecting.

“So, who did best? Who gets your cock next?”

He almost forgot about those three. He can’t just concentrate on one girl, he has an entire harem to satisfy and it seems to be every growing. At least now he has somebody to help manage them all.


Fifth Entry: The Boss

Since Yolanda was recruited onto team Dean things have been going swimmingly for the computer technician. With the women whose job it was to look after his work and supervise him now on his side it meant that the people upstairs were always getting a glowing report of his ability; no matter how much he played about Yolanda was always going to back him to the hilt so he stayed in the company's good books.

That meant he could pretty much play around with his toys as much as he wanted, so that’s exactly what he did.

Dean leant back in his chair, groaning his eyes closed, arms lifted high and wrapped up around the back of his head while his original servant, Gina, bobbed her head up and down the length of his cock, grinding around the base with her fat, soft, titties.

He combed his fingers through her hair as he felt himself being forced towards an orgasm by the expert movements of her tongue. Yolanda’s new job, thanks to him, was supervising and training all of his harem members to make them up to the standard she had personally decided. Thanks to her all of his toys had gotten a lot more skilled in the act of making him feel good.

Before he’d been coasting, letting their natural abilities and their amazingly reprogrammed bodies carry him towards pleasure but now, thanks to Yolanda, he could see the difference between a clumsy action and the work of a dedicated and hardworking pro.

The way that Gina’s tongue caressed around the underside of his sensitive glans sent rushes of pleasure shooting down his loins as he panted heavily.

“I’m cumming, make sure to swallow it all up,” he told her as he gripped her head tightly, keeping her lips wrapped up around the tip of his swollen member.

Out it came, his orgasm, those hot ropes of cum spraying upwards, filling her mouth with a hot dose of sticky jizz that filled up her cheeks and her throat, sticking to her tongue and her insides, leaving her body flooded with warmth.

She released that lip lock on his cock with a wet pop, Gina breathing heavily before closing up shop, arching her head back as she drank down every drop of his male cream, gulping it with bulges of her throat, opening back up and sticking her tongue out once she was finished to show she’d swallowed up every single drop.

“Hmm good girl, you’re somehow getting even better at this,” he complimented her, making her smile warmly, swaying her curvy body from side to side.

“Yolanda makes sure that we’re all up to scratch. She says if we don’t improve our skills then we won’t be allowed to play with your cock in the future!”

“She does does she?” Dean knew that was a lie but he wasn’t going to correct her, after all it did seem like very good motivation to his cock addicted slaves.

Gina nodded as she rested her head onto his leg like an obedient dog, “Hey Master, I was wondering something.”

“What is it Gina?”

“Why do you have such a low position in the company?”

He really wasn’t expecting her to come out with something like that, “What do you mean?”

“I mean like… Yolanda works in a nice office and so does Roxanne. She’s got a big job and she comes down here for sex all the time. Why do they work in offices and have important jobs when we’re down here in this dark computer lab?”

She did have a point. Yolanda’s office was quite nice and Roxanne’s was beautiful. She had quite an important position in the company to always be coming down to the depths for a piece of meat. To somebody who didn’t have all the information the pecking order did seem quite off.

“That’s just how things are,” he told her, still stroking through her hair.

“Couldn’t you ask them for like a promotion or something? Why do you need to be the one fixing computers when you have other things to do.”

“Things like?”

“Like playing with me,” she said sheepishly. That one sentence made things a lot more clear.

“Did you just mention this as you want me to have an excuse to play with you more?”

She squirmed around in place, “What’s so wrong with that!?”

He sighed. All of these pets of his were so damn greedy. However now that she’d mentioned it he couldn’t help but feel she had a point. After all he had the power to control, change and manipulate anybody in the company as he saw fit so why had he allowed himself to stay as the engineer for so long? Sure he liked working with computers but he didn’t need to settle for that; Dean could do anything he wanted.

If he wanted he could have Yolanda’s position. If he wanted he could have Roxanne’s position. He could have any position he wanted in the company, why would he choose to stay at the bottom of the food chain?

“I guess you do have a point,” he told her as he idly brushed through her hair, but what position could he take up in the company.

Naturally, with a free choice, you’d want to go as high up the ladder as possible and sitting right at the top of the company was the boss. However Dean couldn’t just become the boss of the company, could he?

So far everything he’d set his mind on he’d managed to accomplish and now this fresh idea was starting to creep in. Could he become the boss around here?

The Dean of a few weeks ago never would have considered something like that but the more access he’d had to the reprogramming ability, the more he’d used it and abused it to change those around him, the more confident and ambitious he’d become. Now he was actually picturing it as a reasonable aim.

However straight away he knew there was a problem. The employee database had a list of all the employees of the company but that employees not the employer, not the boss. The boss would have their own private database that would probably only be accessible from their own computer terminal.

Plus there was no guarantee that the boss’ private database would carry the same ability as the employee one. The plan was already a no go.

It’d be best for him to forget all about it and continue on with his current course of action. After all his current lifestyle wasn’t that bad.


Sadly for Dean he couldn’t forget about that idea, he couldn’t get the lingering thought of becoming the boss of the company out of his mind.

Recently he’d gotten a taste for power, for having control and getting everything he wants. Once the idea of being the boss enters his desires it becomes hard to erase it. He couldn’t simply forget it.

It would definitely be a risk. He would be risking everything he had built up in the weeks since he’d discovered the power of reprogramming. He could be fired, removed away from the program that seemed to give him total control and separated from his harem.

However if things paid off he would have all the power, all the control; there would be nobody in the company who would be able to stop him,

Of course it also didn’t hurt that the head of the company was also a very, good looking, woman.

Diana had taken control of the company from her father and had only made it even more successful under her reign. She wasn’t one who was simply coasting on the success of others, she had stamped her own authority on the place and was leading her business through an age of prosperity.

Dean admired that she had managed to become such a big player in a male dominated business, however his lust now overpowered his brain when it came to making decisions.

It was all well and good him admiring her hard work, her determination and her qualifications but he couldn’t ignore the fact she was a red haired beauty that looked far below her actual years and had long been a symbol of wanting for many men in the company.

Now that there was a chance he could have her Dean wanted her too.

That was why he formulated his plan, a plan to try and give him control over her. All he needed was enough time to access her computer and find what he needed. He needed a distraction.

Luckily he just happened to have a bunch of women on hand who would do anything he asked and a database ready for changing that could make more troops on the ready. It was a risk but it was a calculated risk. Dean was aiming for the boss's seat.


“Miss. Hammond, your one o'clock appointment is waiting for you.”

“Excellent,” Diana replied to her secretary, “If I’m not back by two make sure you hold the rest of my appointments for the day.”

The company boss rose from her seat as she got the call she’d been waiting for. She’d received a call from a big distributor who wanted to come and talk to her in person about negotiating a deal between the two companies. This was the kind of deal so big that she was going to have to deal with it personally, not that she liked to do anything but take the initiative when it came to things involving her company.

The smartly dressed CEO left her office and headed off towards the boardroom.

Her secretary smiled at her as she left, waiting for her to vanish down the hall and around the corner. As soon as she vanished from eyesight she made the call.

“Oh right Dean she’s gone, you can come in now.”

The coast was clear and Dean made his appearance on the top floor, coming out of hiding as he approached the front desk and Diana’s personal secretary who he’d managed to get on side by using his usual method of persuasion.

“Excellent work, how much time do you think I’ll have?”

“I’m not sure,” she confessed, “Miss. Hammond isn’t a patient person, she probably won’t wait long. Do I get my treat now?” she asked, her eyes locking down on his front, between his legs, at his crotch.

“Later,” he sighed. These cock sluts, always wanting to have sex with him, “now buzz me in and make sure you call me if she starts to come back.”

“Okay Dean, buzzing you in now!”

Again she obediently followed orders and gave Dean access to Diana’s office and her computer. He didn’t know how long he had so he was going to have to be fast.

He sunk down into his chair and got straight to work, accessing her computer and instantly being hit with the first roadblock; password required.

For most this would be the end of the road, a door they could not crack. However Dean was a computer expert, this was just a speed bump to him. He was going to hack his way in, the only issue was that every moment he spent breaking in increased the risk of him being caught.

It took some time but he managed to bypass into the system and get into her computer. Now all he had to do was find the right document and he would be in business.

He dug around in her files, looking through page after page until he finally stumbled on something that looked right. This was it, this was his golden ticket to the top. On it he clicked so he could begin changing Diana as well.

Password required.

Dean smacked his fists down in frustration and yelled, “Seriously!? A second one? Who knew she was such a security freak?”

Again this was something he could bypass but again that meant time and he didn’t have time. He really did not have time.

He’d ordered the secretary outside to alert him if she saw Diana returning. That would have been just fine except secretaries had this annoying habit of getting a bit love drunk about his cock, letting their minds wander away and slipping into realms of fantasy when they were supposed to be working. Being lost in your own little world isn’t good for recon.

“Lindsey,” Diana said firmly, snapping her personal assistant out of her daze, “stop daydreaming. Where is my appointment? There is no sign of them anywhere.”

She panicked, she hadn’t been briefed with an escape plan and instead her eyes just darted around nervously as she whined, “I like… don’t know? Maybe they got held up?”

“What’s wrong with you, you seem so…” and that was when Diana’s vision glanced and noticed that someone was on the other side of the door, in her office, at her desk, “There is someone at my desk! How did they… Lindsey buzz me in.”

“But Dean said…”

“Buzz me in now!”

None of this commotion had been lost on Dean who truly entered a race against time, having to hack into her database before that fuss outside became a fuss inside. He typed rapidly, getting those last few keystrokes before the door opened up and the boss burst in.

“You’re in a lot of trouble!” she growled out as she marched over towards him, just as he cracked the code. “When I get my ha--”

Stopped.

That was the word he quickly wrote down in the system and saved and suddenly her body was completely still, like she was a statue; not even moving an inch.

Dean collapsed back into his seat, all of the tension suddenly melting away. That was far too close, if he’d been wrong and this database didn’t have the same effect on reality the other did he would have been in big trouble. Had he really taken such a huge gamble? What a moron he had been! His only comfort was that it had somehow paid off.

He looked back over his stationary boss, stuck in the act of movement yet not moving anywhere. If he was able to stop her then that means he should be able to mold her completely as well.

Now that the stress was over it was time for him to have a treat and his newest delicacy was standing in front of him, waiting to be sculpted. It was time for his favourite act, it was time to reprogram the boss.


Dean hadn’t taken far too many silly risks today to take anymore. He made sure the office was locked up tight. He made sure that the secretary outside had cancelled all appointments and would turn anybody away who came close. The top floor was on lockdown to give Dean and Diana the quality alone time they needed.

Diana had remained frozen in place ever since Dean’s forced control of the company and at the moment he had no motivation to change that; her being frozen meant he could watch her body change with ease and also cut down on any risks. The hardest part of it all was having to undress her body but after all this he wasn’t going to let that hold him back.

She presented him with a fine canvas to work with. Naturally she had a toned figure, slim but still carrying a shapely, feminine curve that presented her with wide hips that swayed as she moved. Still even the finest canvas could be improved upon.

“Let’s see, if she froze then it should be business as usual?” Dean said to himself as he typed his next command into the system.

Her hips were already a fine piece of work but when he described them as wide, when he emphasized their shape, suddenly her slim figure was a shapely, highly feminine, curve.

A grin spread across Dean’s lips. It still worked, even here; perfect.

Too much of one thing may be a bad thing but that didn’t mean Dean was going to stray off his standard pattern. He enjoyed the stereotype view of beauty, the wide, child bearing hips and the large, busty, tits. He’d already taken care of one, now it was time for the second.

A few more keystrokes and her modest yet not overly impressive bust was suddenly something only witnessed in adult movies and the girls already reprogrammed by Dean.

She was lovely already, he growled as his admired her figure as he circled thoughts through his mind how he could make her even more beautiful. He’d always considered her spectacular for her age so what did she look like in the days before she had to look good ‘for her age?’

It brought back memories, the transformation that had started this entire story, changing the date of birth; modifying the age.

Dean knocked that year of birth down until she was even younger than he was, saving everything to the system to turn it into reality. She’d always looked good but now, barely out of her teens, she looked stunning.

“I think she’s ready,” he snorted to himself, the mixture of her natural, young, beauty and his modifications to her figure joining together like a delight, “Oops just one more change to make.”

He opened up another tab to bring up the general company database, the one he was a part of. He got so carried away modifying her he almost forgot. He was supposed to be the boss now, she could be his personal slave assistant.

Everything was done. Jobs changed, body modified; he even made sure to include obedience as a trait of hers just to be super safe. There was nothing to do now but unfreeze her from her position.

Diana stumbled forwards as she was suddenly freed from the bizarre confinement, her huge tits wobbling from side to side as she awkwardly bounced towards his desk to stop herself from dropping flat on her face.

“--nds-ah!” she gasped out as squealed, landing hands first onto the desk with a thud, her words carrying over from before she was frozen.

“Hello Diana,” he said to her, leaning back in ‘his’ chair with a wide smile on his face, “What are you doing in my office? Did you want something?”

She looked up at him in confusion as she racked her mind for an answer however in this new reality there was no answer and she said timidly, “I… I don’t know sir. I don’t remember.”

“Don’t remember why you got naked and came in here?”

Again she looked confused, quickly bringing her glance downwards before she released a loud, high pitched squeal, “What happened to my clothes!?”

“You tell me Diana but it’s not like I mind, I like seeing you undressed. In fact while you’re here you may as well put that body to use. I want you to come and bend over my desk for me.”

Now it was time to put that obedience to the test. Once she’d been told she was naked her cheeks flushed red and she wrapped her arms over her figure to try and hide all of her private bits. However when she was ordered to take up a position for him she relented, she slowly wiggled her way around to the other side of the desk, into the open space in front of him, bending herself over the hard surface, pushing her thick backside up, exposing her soft, pink, young, pussy.

He brushed his fingers across her slit and made her shiver. It was so intoxicating to see the strong, commanding, boss of the company reduced to being a timid, needy little thing.

Her breathing grew deeper and heavier with every grind through her wetness, finding sliding to rub against her clit before sliding back down, parting her lips open, making her hips writhe around in place. Barely a minute had passed and she was already soaked.

“Look how wet you’ve gotten,” he said down to her, lips still curled into a grin, “you must be a real pervert to get wet this easily.”

“I’m not,” she panted out, her chest heaving, face red.

“Really? Coming into my office, happily bending over my desk and now getting soaked so easily, yet you try and say you’re not a pervert. I bet if I asked you to beg for my cock you’d do it.”

“But sir--”

“Wouldn’t you Diana?”

She was an obedient worker, she couldn’t resist as she moaned out, “Yes sir, I’m sorry. I’d beg for your cock just like you said.”
 

“Then do it, beg for it,” he commanded as he fished his length out of his pants, making her face light up in surprise. She’d never seen a cock that big before. She didn’t know that guys could actually get that hung. With the power of reprogramming they sure could.

He grinded the tip of his bulbous, erect, dick up and down across her wet pussy lips, pressing firmly into her entrance but not yet penetrating, simply teasing her, making her long for it, making her quiver.

“Please,” she moaned deeply, “please fuck me with your huge cock. Please I need it so bad. Please sir give your pervert assistant the dick she craves.”

It was crazy that his boss of all people was saying these things to him but when how much younger she looked, how much curvier, it was hard to even picture them as being the same person.

Dean’s hands grasped firmly onto her hips as he applied his strength into her rear, pushing himself in from behind, sinking his rock hard erection into the folds of her wetness, making her squeal out with a high pitched moan as her huge tits compressed against the desk’s top, being pushed down by the weight of his body.

The two were connected together, his fat girth spreading her open wide, locking down into her velvet passage, exploring every inch, every crevice of her warm insides.

Once he’d sunk his cock down to the hilt, given her body the time she needed to accommodate his size the thrusting began, the swinging motion of his hips which drove his dick in and out of her wetness, his body slapping against her overly ripe ass, making the flesh bounce and ripple delightfully.

“What an amazing body,” Dean groaned as his hands rested on the curve from narrow waist to wide hips, keeping her secured in place so he could hammer into her wetness for his own personal pleasure.

Despite his desire to make himself feel good that did not mean that Diana couldn’t also feel good as a result. His huge cock, pounding into her depths was sending shudders of pleasure racing through her body, making her moan and rock forward and back, led on by his force, her face warping in lustful satisfaction.

“No sir you’re amazing,” she moaned back to him, tongue rolling from her lips as she panted deeply, “your cock is so good, it’s incredible!”

His cock was big and his thrusts were rough, he was really testing out her pussy, he was really driving into her and hitting all of her sensitive spots. It wasn’t so surprising that her orgasms were easily summoned.

Her fingers clenched the far side of the desk as her body tensed, her insides tightened as spasms coursed through her body, a shuddering orgasm gushing down below as her needy body clamped down onto his rock hard length.

“Did you just come pervert?” he asked her, feeling the way her pussy gobbled on his meat.

She bobbed her head and managed to groan out a weak, “Yes sir.”

This erotic reaction only drove him on faster, rougher, harder, more eager to satisfy himself into her pussy, to flood her full with all of his cum.

“I said you were a pervert but you have nothing to worry about, thanks to hot women like you I’m a pervert as well and this pervert is going to flood your womb with jizz. I’m going to mold you into my personal cum dumpster.”

He drove him with a last surge of power as her pussy gushed like a dripping, lewd, waterfall, her eyes rolling back in pleasure as she moaned around her panting tongue, being driven to the heights of pleasure as he went on his lash rush to mold her into his ideal sex slave.

“Here it comes Diana,” he growled down to her with a primal roar, “I’m cumming!”

And did he ever. He pinned down on top of her, buried to the hilt in her hotness and began to unleash his orgasm, flooding her full of his hot, virile, male batter that bathed every inch of pussy, soaked her womb and even flowed out, marking her former office with the scent of a man.

Once more she shuddered, she shook, she rocked as intensity shaped her as her insides were marked with his warmth. This was game over, he had conquered the boss, the entire company; this was his victory.


“Yes, that’s fine with me. I’ll get my people to contact yours once it can all go through. Okay, I’ll see you when I see you. Goodbye.”

Dean put the phone down and released a sigh. This being the boss thing was hard work. He was lucky he had such a good team below him who were willing to do most of the work for him. If he had to actually take the reins there was no way he would have managed.

“How did you used to be able to make this look so easy?” he said to below his desk where the former head of the company could be found in his lap, suckling on his cock, grinding her huge tits around the base of his hard manhood.

She looked up at him blankly, popping her lips from his head with a slurp, “What are you talking about sir?”

Of course reality had been changed by his reprogramming. She didn’t even remember being the boss of the company at all. He ran his things through her hair and sighed out again.

“Nevermind Diana, just get back to work. I have an appointment soon so I’m going to need you to take care of me before they arrive.”

She nodded before getting back to work, closing her eyes as she swallowed his large cock into her mouth, sinking down the length, taking it into her throat with a groan as his fingers clenched at the arm of his chair.

He took the risk and in the end it all paid off. From now on the entire company is in the palm of his hands.
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