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Disclaimer:

This book is a work of fiction. The events, characters, and situations depicted are entirely imaginary and are not intended to represent reality. In real life, mind-controlling slugs do not exist (not as far as I know); They cannot compel someone to act against their will or violate their deeply held principles.

It is perfectly natural to fantasize about themes such as the loss of control, which many people—men, women, and others—find deeply intriguing and enjoyable. Slugged has been written in that spirit, offering an engaging exploration of these ideas through the lens of fiction.

In real life, however, consent should always be respected—it is the cornerstone of any healthy relationship, both in and out of the bedroom. And who knows? Your partner might just be more into consensual erotic hypnosis than you’d expect—maybe it’s worth a (mutually agreed) try! Slug not included (but not needed)!

Any resemblance to real people, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. This story is meant to entertain and inspire, providing a safe space for the imagination to roam. Enjoy!


Slug Encounter of the Weird Kind

I observed the weird glowing slug for a moment. It was lying down on its side as if dead, but I could see movement under its translucent skin.

I had been looking online for the name of its species, but nothing came up. I sighed and shook my head. The more I looked at this thing, the stranger it seemed. I had found it in the garden after feeling some kind of compulsion to go outside and look around. As soon as I noticed it, I dropped down on my knees with an intense desire to touch it. Weird, right? But even weirder than that, as soon as my finger made contact with the slug, it started glowing, and I felt a connection. It was like we were now linked by some invisible force.

Now, that creature was resting at the bottom of a jar on my desk, and I was left wondering what the hell was going on.

"What the hell is that thing?" someone asked from behind me.

I turned around only to find myself face-to-face with my step-sister, Jenny, looking at me with a smirk on her pretty face.

Jenny and I had a weird relationship. She constantly found new ways to tease or make fun of me. She never really crossed the line but instead flirted with it. She made sure to annoy me whenever she got the chance but always retreated before I could counter-attack. She was brilliant, currently studying psychology at university. But most of all, she was smoking hot. With long red hair and eyes so green they almost glowed, you couldn't help but stare when she walked into a room. Her body was perfectly shaped, large breasts pushing against the fabric of whatever she wore, slim waist leading into tight hips which led to shapely legs. And not forgetting those full lips and her adorable little nose.

She, however, seemed utterly oblivious to what kind of effect she had on me and other men. She seemed a hundred percent focused on her studies and career goals. If she ever had a boyfriend, I wasn't aware of it.

"Earth to Simon," she called, smirking again. "Care to tell me what that thing is?"

"Never seen a slug before?" I asked back sarcastically.

She tilted her head at me while still smiling.

"Yeah, well... it doesn't exactly look like any slug I've seen before," she replied calmly, getting closer to the jar.

She took hold of the lid and lifted it off. Inside lay the creature, pulsing slightly. It glows brighter now.

"What are you doing with it anyway?" she asked curiously. "I didn't know you had an interest in gastropods."

"Gastro what?" I asked, confused.

"Slugs, snails, mollusks..." she explained with a shrug.

"I just found it cool. The way it's glowing and stuff. I thought I'd try to figure out what it was."

She nodded at me, looking over the creature once more.

Suddenly, it jerked up and landed on her hand. It slithered extremely quickly across her skin, leaving a trail of light in its wake. A second later, she screamed and jumped backward.

"Get that thing away from me! Get it the fuck away!" she yelled, trying to rub at her arm but failing miserably.

The thing was now sliding along her neck and getting closer to her face.

I jumped forward as fast as possible, grabbing the jar from the desk and moving toward Jenny. But the thing was faster than me. I saw it enter her ear as she screamed.

And then, as it vanished inside her skull, she became motionless, a little bit of blood dripping from her ear.

"Jenny?!" I cried as I tried shaking her awake.

I pulled her onto my bed and laid her down. I grabbed my phone and was about to call 911 when she suddenly gasped. Her eyes opened wide, and she looked at me dazedly.

"Jenny? Are you alright?" I asked, worried.

She raised her arms and looked at her hands in awe.

"Jenny?" she mumbled. "Yes. I'm Jenny."

She then looked toward me and smiled.

"And you're Simon. My dork of a brother," she added with a laugh.

I couldn't help but smile at her response. I was relieved to see her okay. But I was also a little shocked. That thing was still inside her head.

"We need to call an ambulance to get that slug out of you," I said, focusing my attention on my phone again.

"No! Wait!" she screamed. "Don't! I won't hurt her!"

I looked at her with confusion.

"Who?" I asked.

"Me!" she exclaimed. "Jenny! Her! It's confusing!"

She held her head between her fingers and started rubbing her temples.

"What the fuck is going on here?" I asked.

She looked at her hands again, then stood up and watched her reflection in the mirror before my bed.

"You touched me in the garden," she said. "I remember it."

I was freaking out. There was no way Jenny knew what happened that night. She was staying with some friends.

"I don't understand," I told her.

"I'm the slug... I think," she replied. "But I feel like I'm Jenny, too. I'm inside her brain. I can feel her thoughts. I can see her memories."

I stared at her, dumbfounded.

"It's so weird. Before I entered her, I was... simple," she said. "I couldn't think. Now, I think, but not really. I think Jenny is doing the thinking for me. I'm using her brain like... Like a pilot would fly a plane. I can't fly by myself, but the plane can."

She ran her hand through her hair, pushing it behind her ears, and giggled.

I gulped. She was really acting the way she used to, but yet she wasn't. This was extremely weird.

"It feels amazing having a mind and a body," she said.

I blinked a few times at her words.

"So... you're possessed?" I asked.

"I am... I guess... Or rather, she is... Right now, the frontier between Jenny and me is very blurry," she replied. "But I can see it all."

"See what?"

"See the paths the thoughts go through," she explained. "I can follow them, change them if I want."

She stared at her reflection one last time, looking at her body, and then suddenly turned toward me.

"You!" she almost shouted. "I feel a connection toward you."

"You are my step-sister," I mumbled.

"No, that's not it! I can feel Jenny's connection to you as a sister. But this is different. I could feel it before I merged with her."

I recalled the feeling that got me out of bed the previous night and straight to the creature. The feeling when I touched it and it started to glow.

"What are you?" I asked.

"I don't know. I just know it's connected to you somehow."

I sat there, staring at her, trying to process it all.

"What do you want?" she asked me.

"What do you mean?"

"I feel like I should do what you want," she exclaimed, sitting down next to me on the bed. "It's my... purpose?"

She looked at me with a confused expression.

"Your purpose?" I asked.

"Yes. I'm supposed to be yours. To serve you."

I felt a shiver run down my spine. My sister was staring at me and telling me she was supposed to serve me. She might have been possessed, but it came out of her lips with her own voice.

"I... I don't know if I can do that to my sister," I mumbled.

She looked lost in her thoughts for a moment.

"I can see everything on how her mind works," she said. "She knows that you are attracted to her."

I blushed.

"I... I'm not," I said.

"Yes, you are, dork!" she exclaimed, pushing me just like the normal Jenny would. "She's seen how you look at her. But she prefers to ignore it. It makes her uncomfortable."

I looked away from her.

Suddenly, she dropped on the bed and started seizing.

"Jenny!" I screamed, grabbing her by the shoulders.

And then, she moaned and smiled.

"What the fuck?!" I exclaimed.

"Relax, dude," she said, opening her eyes and licking her lips. "I think I just found something interesting."

"Did you just have an orgasm?" I asked, still shocked.

"I think so," she replied. "I think I found how I can rewire her. It's pretty easy, actually."

I could not comprehend what was happening.

"This is fucking crazy," I shouted, "You can't just walk around inside her brain. You are going to hurt her! You need to get out of here, or I swear I'll have doctors remove you with scalpels!"

"Jeez! Calm down, Simon!" she exclaimed, placing a hand on my shoulder. "I'm being very careful here. As I said, I can feel every neuron inside her brain. I'm not breaking anything, I swear."

"You need to get out of her! Now!" I yelled.

"Alright! Alright!" she replied, pulling her hand off of me. "I'm getting tired anyway. It's a lot of work using such a big brain. But I'll leave you a little present. After all, I feel like I need to please you."

"What are you..." I started before her head dropped backward, and she fell unconscious.

I stared at her for a few seconds, more confused than ever.

And then I noticed it, the slug, coming out of her ear.

I quickly grabbed the jar and put it inside before closing the lid. The creature was now motionless, and its glow was extremely faint.

Jenny opened her eyes and looked at me with a frown.

"Did you seriously let me fall asleep on your bed?" she asked.

I stared at her.

"Are you alright?" I asked.

"Erm... Yeah? Why wouldn't I be?" she asked, sitting up.

I was relieved to see her awake and okay, without that thing crawling inside her head.

"The slug got inside your head. I was so fucking worried!"

She laughed.

"Sure... And I turned into a zombie and tried to eat your brain, right?" she joked.

"So you remember nothing?" I asked.

"Apart from falling asleep, no," she said, standing back up and shaking her head. "Or did we watch The Faculty again, and I forgot?"

"Very funny..." I sighed.

"Anyway! Gotta go! I'm spending the night with Amanda. See you tomorrow, dork!"

She left my bedroom and closed the door.

I turned toward the jar that I was still holding in my hands. The slug was resting at the bottom. I could feel the connection between us, somehow stronger.

"What the hell is going on?" I said out loud.

The creature twitched.


Don’t Mind Me

That night, I dreamt of the slug taking a humanoid form and touching me, sliding on every part of my naked body, leaving slime trails in its wake. I felt it crawling around my dick and pulsing, pleasuring me slowly.

I woke up extremely aroused and disgusted at the same time. The jar was still on my desk, and the creature was now glowing again, moving in circles.

I looked at my phone. It was already 10 AM. I got dressed quickly, still pondering about the events of the night before, and went downstairs to the kitchen.

To my surprise, Jenny sat at the table, eating breakfast in her pajamas.

"I thought you were supposed to spend the night with Amanda," I said.

"She broke her leg right before I arrived. I drove her to the hospital and came back home," she replied.

"Oh... How did she do that?"

"She fell down the stairs like an idiot. Good thing I was around. Her family is away for the week."

"I see," I replied, nodding.

"Hey, aren't you an early bird usually?" she asked. "I didn't expect you to sleep so late."

"I had a weird night..." I mumbled, grabbing some cereal and sitting down in front of her.

"Dreamt about your slug eating my brain?" she joked.

"Something like that," I replied, trying to smile as well.

I felt like crap. My shoulders and back were hurting from moving around constantly in my sleep.

"Damn, I could use a good massage right now," I said.

"Don't count on me for that," she said, smiling. "I'm not your personal masseuse."

I chuckled.

"C'mon!" I pleaded with a sarcastic tone. "Can't you be nice to me for a change and give me a nice massage?"

She looked at me and blinked a couple of times, looking slightly confused.

"Sure!" she suddenly exclaimed, smiling again. "But it's a one-time thing. Alright?"

"Deal," I said, a bit surprised.

She stood up and walked behind me, putting her hands on my shoulders and massaging them.

I let out a sigh of relief as she started kneading my neck.

"You're pretty good at it!" I told her.

She leaned forward and gave me a look that clearly meant, "Shut up."

She kept going for a while until I felt the tension leave my body.

"Thanks!" I exclaimed, shaking my shoulders.

"No problem, dork. See! I can be nice to you for a change," she replied, laughing and rubbing my hair like she'd rub a good dog.

"Could you also massage my feet while you are at it?" I joked.

She froze for a second.

"Seriously?" she sighed. "You're lucky I'm in a good mood."

And just like that, she dropped to her knees in front of me and grabbed my naked feet.

"What the hell?" I asked, staring at her.

"What?" she asked. "Don't tell me you are going to complain about it."

I shook my head. Something was wrong. There was no way in hell she'd agree to do something like that.

She started rubbing her thumbs against the bottom of my foot and slowly worked her way up.

I watched her in awe, trying to understand what was up with her.

I thought about what the slug had said right before leaving her head. "I'll leave you a little present."

Did it do something to her? Did it play with her brain somehow?

I had to make sure of it.

"Jenny?" I asked.

"What?"

"Could you show me your tits?"

She stopped massaging my feet and stared at me. I gulped, ready to get slapped or something.

"Jeez, you are such a pervert!" she exclaimed.

But to my surprise, she grabbed her pajama top and pulled it off, exposing her large naked breasts.

I couldn't believe my eyes. They were perfect, round, and firm, with tiny pink nipples gently swaying as she moved.

"Happy now?" she said, standing up and pulling her top back on.

I was in shock.

"Why did you do that?" I mumbled.

"Because you asked? Duh!" she replied. " You wanted to see my boobs, right?"

"Yes..."

"Well, now you did," she said with a very neutral tone.

"You're my sister..." I .

"Step-sister," she corrected me. "And it's just tits. No point making such a big deal of it."

"Well, then, could you let me play with them?" I asked.

There was no way in hell she'd let me do this.

"You want to touch my tits?" she asked after a moment, sounding surprised.

"Yeah."

She shrugged.

"You really, really need to get yourself a girlfriend, Simon," she said, moving her chest in front of my face. "As you said yourself, I'm your sister, not your sex toy."

"Step-sister," I corrected.

She grabbed my right hand and placed it against her left tit.

I felt the soft flesh through the fabric of her top, and I could feel her nipple, hard and erect.

I gritted my teeth.

"What are you doing?" I mumbled, feeling my cock getting harder. "You just said..."

"I know what I've just said, Simon!" she interrupted. "But I'm in a good mood, and I don't mind letting you touch them this one time."

She guided my hand under her pajama top, and I started caressing her bare breast. I ran my fingers over her skin, enjoying her smoothness.

"You're so fucking soft!" I exclaimed.

"Stop talking and focus on the task at hand," she told me. "Just get it out of your system so I can leave. I have better things to do than spending the day satisfying my pervert brother's fantasies."

"Could you blow me?" I asked.

"What?" she asked, looking at me with a confused expression.

Was I going too far? Was there a limit to what she would do?

But she knelt down in front of me again and started unbuckling my pants.

"Before I do it, I need to make something clear," she said.

"It's a one-time thing," I repeated.

"It's a one-time thing, " she confirmed. "So don't get any idea."

"I won't," I lied.

She reached inside my boxers and pulled my hard dick out.

She looked at it for a few seconds and then put her lips on it.

I moaned.

She licked my shaft and balls with slow, sensual movements.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed her tongue.

She started sucking me. Her mouth was warm and wet, sliding around my cock with ease.

I groaned and grabbed her head.

I moved my hands to her hair, holding her head tight.

"Oh fuck... That feels amazing..." I mumbled.

She kept sucking me, her head bobbing up and down.

I was breathing heavily. My heart was beating fast. I wanted her to keep it up forever.

But it only took a couple of minutes before I felt my orgasm coming.

"Jenny!" I groaned. "I'm going to cum!"

She got my cock out of her mouth and started stroking me.

"Wait, aren't you going to let me cum in your mouth?" I asked, panting.

She froze again for a second and then got my dick back between her lips and deeper.

A couple more strokes, and I was ready.

"Jenny!" I cried.

I shot my load into her mouth, moaning and grunting as I came.

I was shaking.

"That was intense..." I gasped.

She nodded, moving up with her head tilted back to avoid dripping any of my semen onto her clothes or the floor.

As she started moving toward the kitchen sink, I stopped her.

"Could you swallow it all?" I asked.

She gulped and gagged a bit but did it without protesting.

"Thanks," I said.

"Anything for my little brother!" she replied sarcastically. Now, please tell me you are done with me because I'm late enough as it is."

"Yeah... I guess I am," I said, pulling my pants back on.

"See you later, then, " she said. And don't expect me to be this nice to you ever again."

She walked to the door, opened it, and left.


Slug Logic

That night, I walked inside Jenny's bedroom with the slug resting in my hand.

I had been worried that it would try to get inside my ear, but as soon as I had gotten it out from the jar, it had remained motionless, gently glowing.

It was pretty dark, but I could distinguish my step-sister lying on her bed. Her face looked pale in the dim light of the street lamps shining through the window.

I moved my hand close to her head, and as soon as I got near her ear, the slug somehow jumped inside it.

Jenny moaned but did not seem to wake up as the creature vanished inside her head. She stayed like this for a few seconds before slowly opening her eyes and then sitting upright.

"Hey," she said groggily. "What the fuck are you doing in my room?"

She rubbed her eyes and turned her nightstand on.

"Wait a minute..." she said, looking at me. "I'm not myself, am I?"

"You tell me," I replied.

"I'm the slug! I remember now! " she exclaimed. "I couldn't remember it before because I left the memories here. I can't remember much on my own."

"Okay, listen! I need to know what you've done to my sister," I told her firmly.

Jenny appeared confused for a moment and then giggled.

"Ah! I found it! I made a few changes before I left last time. I thought you'd like it," she explained. "Seems like you've been enjoying it."

She winked, looking toward my crotch.

I blushed slightly.

"So? What have you done to her?" I asked again. "Exactly."

"I've rearranged some pathways. Make sure she finds it perfectly normal to do whatever you ask."

"Get naked," I ordered. She opened her mouth and remained still for a second before nodding. Then she stood up and started removing her pajamas. She was halfway undressed when she stopped suddenly.

"Hang on!" she said, turning her head toward me. "Are you trying to use her while I'm inside?"

"It took you a moment to notice it," I remarked.

"Yeah..." she mumbled. "As I said last time, Jenny does the thinking. I can alter it, but I can't do it for her. I've made her think obeying you was normal, so she thinks it is normal, and therefore so do I."

"But you stopped."

"I saw the thoughts going through the pathways I created. I can feel it," she explained.

She bit her lips and finished removing her pajamas. She was now perfectly naked, her body displayed in its full glory.

I could not help but stare at it. It seemed even more perfect than I ever imagined, with every curve just right and nothing out of place. Her skin seemed so smooth and soft, without any blemishes or imperfections anywhere. I felt like an idiot as I stared at her, unable to look away from her flawless figure.

"I don't mind letting you have your fun with her while I'm inside," she said softly. "I want to please you, remember? And maybe I can enjoy it too. I can see her memories. Sex looks like a lot of fun."

I looked back at her, feeling my cock grow hard in my pants.

She smiled and moved closer to me. As she got close enough, I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her into my arms. Our lips met, and we kissed deeply. Her tongue danced around mine, slipping inside my mouth as I held onto her. My hands roamed all over her body. Her nipples hardened under my touch, poking against my fingers.

I broke the kiss after a few minutes.

She had closed her eyes, breathing heavily.

"Oh god, Simon, it feels so fucking good!" she whispered in my ear. "You're a better kisser than my boyfriend."

"Your what?! " I exclaimed.

"Oh, right..." she giggled. "I never told anyone, but I'm dating a guy, Kevin."

I froze.

"Kevin?" I repeated, confused.

"He's such a lovely guy... I love him," she said with a deep sigh.

Who was talking? Again, the slug seemed to have merged entirely with Jenny.

Suddenly, her expression became much sterner.

"But I can make her forget all about him if you want," she added. "And I can make her lust after you like a dog in heat."

Suddenly, she moaned as her eyes filled with desire.

"I can make her so fucking horny for you!" she cried, rubbing herself on my leg. "Please! I need to cum! Please! I'll do anything you say! Just fuck me, Simon! Fuck me! FUCK ME!" she screamed.

She grabbed my hands and placed them on her huge tits. I squeezed her firm flesh, my fingers sinking between her large, perky breasts.

"Simon! Oh fuck!" she groaned loudly.

She turned around, presenting her ass to me. She wiggled it, inviting my attention.

"This is so fucked up!" I whispered to myself.

I couldn't believe my step-sister was acting like this. She was behaving like a whore, her brain taken over by the slug, but the temptation was too strong. I pulled my pants down, moved behind her, and grabbed her hips.

I pushed forward, and she let out a long moan as I entered her from behind. I started moving slowly, enjoying the feel of her tight pussy. She was so wet her juices were dripping on her legs.

She was moaning continuously, her head thrown back. I started to move faster, making her scream.

"Oh my god, this is so good! So fucking good!" she yelled. "Her brain is on fire! I'm gonna come!"

I could hear her screaming louder and harder, her body tensing up. I kept thrusting, feeling her cunt spasm around my dick.

I kept going for a while, completely lost in the feeling of my cock buried inside her.

"Fuck! I'm coming! I'm cuuuummiiiinnnnngggg," she squealed after a moment.

Right as she did, I felt myself filling her, exploding inside her.

I leaned back, pulling out of her, panting and exhausted.

"That was amazing," I said.

She looked at me, smiling, her eyes half closed.

We both sat there, breathing hard for a moment.

I could not believe what I had just done. I had fucked my own possessed sister. I had fucked a slug in a Jenny's meat costume.

Or did I? Wasn't Jenny the one doing the thinking, feeling it all?

"I'm so confused right now," I said.

"Yeah," she replied. "I'd figured you'd be, bro. I'm confused, too."

"There is no way in hell Jenny would have fucked me like that," I said.

"Well, it's true," she said. "But at the same time, she just did. I just did. Honestly, I'm more Jenny than I am the slug. I can't..."

"Yeah, yeah..." I interrupted her. "You can't do the thinking. I heard you the first couple of times. But you're the one pulling the strings."

She sighed.

"I guess you're right. She's my puppet," she admitted. "But looking at a human brain from the inside, I'd say you all seem to be puppets."

"What?" I asked, feeling a sudden chill.

"Simon, I can see what neurons fire for every single one of Jenny's thoughts. It's all right here in front of me. I can predict which ones will be triggered and when or why. She's as much the puppet of her own brain and environment that she's mine."

"Ah, yes!" I exclaimed, biting my tongue. "No free will for us poor humans."

"If there is any, I don't see it," she said, shrugging.

"So what?" I asked. "That makes it okay for you to do whatever you want to her?"

She looked lost in her thoughts for a while, playing with her hair exactly the way Jenny would.

"I haven't exactly been happy lately, you know," she whispered with a sad smile. "I... I mean, Jenny hasn't... Sorry."

"Let me guess! This is when you tell me you can make her happy, right?"

"Yup," she nodded. "I can rewire her. I just did. I made her lust after you like no girl ever could, and she did. And I did, through her. I can also rewire her brain for her to be happy."

"A happy little slave?"

"If that's what you want, you pervert," she replied, winking at me. "Or just happy, and I leave her alone forever."

"And what about you? What do you want?"

"I want to please you," she said. "Desperately, for some reason. It's my purpose. If I can enjoy myself, that's even better. I don't wanna go back to being a stupid slug. But I will if that's what you want."

"I need to think about it," I said.

She smiled and stood up.

"Time to get back to the jar then!" she exclaimed. "I think I need to rest anyway. That was quite intense."

I nodded, grabbing the jar from the floor beside my sister's bed.

"Before I leave her brain alone. What should I do with her?" she asked.

"What do you mean?"

"Should I make her forget everything? Make her think it's normal for you and her to be naked in her room in the middle of the night? Should she still do everything you tell her to? Should I make her happy? Should I..."

"I get it! I get it!" I interrupted her. "Just let me think this through, okay?"

"Sure," she said, crossing her arms and squeezing her huge tits in the process. "Take your time."

I rubbed my temples, trying to calm down.

I looked at my sister's face, and I forgot who was in control for a second. I just saw Jenny naked, looking at me with her usual smirk.

I shook my head.

"What can you do?" I asked.

"What can't I do?" she replied, giggling. "I could make her believe she's the Queen of England if that's what you want."

I chuckled before shaking my head.

The moral thing to do was to have the slug return Jenny back to normal, tell her the truth about what happened to her, and figure out what to do with that supernatural creature that could take over people's brains.

But that would mean giving up on the craziest opportunity of my life. I could turn my sister into whatever I wanted. Maybe I could do it with other women, too.

A series of faces flashed in my mind: sexy girls I knew. I imagined them all nude, begging me to fuck them. I could feel my cock hardening again.

No, there was no way I could take any decision right now. This was too hard.

"Could you make her think we fucked because I asked her to and that it's perfectly normal?" I asked.

"Sure! I mean, she would have fucked you anyway if you had asked," she replied. "Should I keep her incredibly attracted to you?"

"No... Just thinking it's normal we fucked will be enough for now. We'll see about the rest later on."

"Alright!"

"Oh, and maybe make her ignore the slug... I mean you?" I asked.

"Done!" she said.

I nodded, and she dropped unconscious, her tits bouncing as she fell on the bed.

The slug got out of her ear, moving slowly. Again, its glow had diminished.

I quickly grabbed the jar and put it in.

"Simon?" I heard my step-sister call.

"Yes?" I replied, on edge, waiting to see exactly how she would react. After all, I was butt naked in her bedroom in the middle of the night, and she had my cum dripping from her wet cunt.

"If you're done using me like your acting-whore, I'd like to sleep now," she said.

"Yeah, yeah," I answered, relieved. "I'm leaving."

"Thanks, bro."

I was about to open her bedroom door when I turned around and asked.

"Does it bother you that I fucked you?"

She frowned and turned around on the bed, pushing her face against her pillow.

"Jeez, Simon, do you really need to be reassured constantly like a baby?" she groaned. "You might be surprised to hear you're not the center of my life."

"So, it doesn't bother you?"

"No, it doesn't bother me. Jeez!" she exclaimed, throwing a stuffed animal at me. "It's just sex. Why do you have to make it awkward? Just let me sleep!"

But I really needed to understand what was going on inside her mind.

"It's incest," I insisted.

"Ghaaa!" she grunted, frustrated that I wasn't leaving. "We're not blood-related, stupid."

"And you don't find it odd that all of a sudden you're sucking my dick and letting me fuck you?"

"You fucking asked! It's not my fault you are a perverted creepy dork!"

"But why are you agreeing to do it?"

She leaned on her elbows and looked at me, sighing.

"Honestly, Simon, if you are going to be that annoying every time you ask me for a favor, I'm never gonna do it again. Good night!"

And with that, she turned the light off.

I looked at the slug glowing faintly between my hands and left, closing the door behind me.


Pinky and the Brain

I did not sleep that night. My mind was racing. I couldn't stop thinking about my sister and the slug.

I observed it all night as it went from motionless and dim to bright and active as the sun came up.

By 8 a.m., I had reached a single conclusion: I needed to know more about the creature before deciding what to do.

Hours of online research followed, and I found myself on the internet, searching for anything about the supernatural slug that had entered my life. Unfortunately, it seemed that no one else had ever seen it or even knew it existed.

If this was something new or unknown, the only way to learn more about it was to study it. I was no scientist, so I needed to find one.

I went to the local university website and quickly found a list of professors. One of them caught my attention: Dr. Lauren Green, who specialized in biology and neuroscience.

I went downstairs with the jar, made myself a huge cup of coffee, gulped it down, and headed to campus.

I walked for a while, asking around to find her office. Unfortunately, I quickly found out that she was in the middle of a lecture, and I would have to wait a couple of hours to see her.

I sat on a bench under a tree, the slug next to me, watching students pass by.

I kept looking at the creature. It seemed healthy, moving in circles and twitching.

"Do you need to be fed or something?" I wondered.

But the slug did not reply.

"Maybe I should give you a name?" I thought. "But are you a boy or a girl? No... You're probably neither. It depends what body you get into, I guess."

I spent some time thinking about names that could go well with both a male and female form.

"Okay, I've got it. Let's call you Sam," I said. "That's short and easy to remember. I'll start calling you Sam from now on."

Sam did not react.

When it was time, I left and walked back to Dr Green's office.

As I arrived there, I noticed the door was slightly open.

I knocked.

"Dr Green?" I asked.

"Come on in," she replied.

She appeared to be in her late thirties. She had long black hair and glasses. She wore a white lab coat and blue jeans.

She was actually pretty attractive, although she had a very stern expression.

"Hi!" I said awkwardly. "Sorry to bother you. I wanted to ask you a question."

She looked at me over the rim of her glasses and frowned.

"I'm afraid I don't recall seeing you before," she answered. "Are you one of my students?"

I shook my head. "No. Erm... I have found a weird creature, and I'm looking for someone who could help me identify it."

I showed her the jar, and she took it, inspecting its content with interest.

"Well, that certainly is a strange specimen, " she muttered. The only glowing gastropod I know of is the Quantula striata, and it is a tropical snail. Where did you find it?"

"In my garden," I explained.

"Interesting. Well, I'm not sure if I am the most qualified person to identify it, unfortunately," she said, turning the jar to look at the slug from a different angle. "You need to contact a malacologist."

"A what?" I asked, confused.

"Someone who studies snails, mollusks, slugs..."

"The thing is... I think you might also be interested in it as a neurologist..." I mumbled.

She took her glasses off, frowning again.

"And why is that?"

"Let me show you. It's something it does," I said, taking the jar back and opening the lid.

"Wait a minute, young man," she exclaimed. "I don't think touching it is a good idea. It could be venomous."

But before she could protest further, I grabbed Sam and moved it close to her face.

The creature did not wait to jump right at her as she screamed.

A couple seconds later, she fell silent, a bit of blood dripping from her ear. Her eyes were wide open and glassy, and her mouth was agape.

I closed the lid and put the jar on the floor.

The professor gasped for breath and blinked a few times before calming down.

"Fascinating," she whispered, grabbing her glasses that had fallen to the floor and putting them back on. "It appears I'm not myself anymore."

She turned toward me and stared at my face.

"You feel familiar, but I don't recall seeing you before today," she said.

"Wait, you don't remember me?" I asked, confused.

She looked around her office in awe.

"It seems my brain does not contain any memory of you," she explained. "However, I feel like I've seen you before."

"You have," I confirmed.

"In another body, then," she concluded, grabbing a notepad from her desk and taking some notes at a fantastic speed.

"Damn, am I smart!" she exclaimed. "This is fascinating! I am the slug that just entered my ear, right?"

Before I could reply, she nodded and started taking more notes.

"It seems I have the ability to connect myself to the prefrontal cortex since I am controlling the decision-making processes. But I must also be more deeply connected to the rest of the brain because I can feel everything I feel and recall all memories associated with whoever I am controlling."

I dropped down on my knees in front of her and placed my hands on her legs to catch her attention.

"Jenny," I called.

"Who's Jenny?" she asked, looking at me intently.

"Sorry, I meant Dr Green..." I corrected. "Jenny is my sister."

"Was I ever inside your sister?" she asked, surprised.

"Yes. Don't you remember? We had sex yesterday and..."

"Sex?" she interrupted with a disgusted look on her face. "With your sister? Possessed with an unknown species of slug? You certainly are a weird young man, Mr...?"

"Simon," I said. "My name is Simon."

"I see," she replied. "Did you use to have sexual intercourse with your sister before I visited her brain, or am I somehow responsible for that situation?"

I gritted my teeth.

Suddenly, she smiled shyly.

"Am I too uptight?" she asked. "Would you prefer for me to be less uptight? I feel like I should please you for some reason."

But before I could say anything, she jumped out of her chair.

"This is fascinating!" she exclaimed once more. "Not only can I direct this brain, but it seems I can also alter its neural pathways in a controlled manner. This is the greatest discovery of my entire career!"

"Doc!" I called. "Just calm down for a second."

She froze in place and breathed deeply.

"Sorry," she said. "Here we go. I made a few changes. I definitely was a bit too... jumpy."

"Good," I said. "Because I did not bring you inside this smart brain for you to bail on me."

"Of course not," she replied. "I can easily conclude that you wished for me... I mean Lauren, to help you study the slu... I mean me."

I nodded.

"I call it Sam now."

"Sam? Alright. Well!" she exclaimed. "You've certainly come to the right brain, if I may say so."

She looked at her notepad and retook some notes.

"So, how should we proceed?" I asked.

"I guess since I'm in here already the first step would be to perform an MRI. Afterward, I'll leave and make sure Dr. Green keeps studying me from outside."

"How long will it take?"

"Oh, not so long, don't worry. We have one right here at the university. I'll just need your help operating it once I'm inside."


Partner in Slime

I woke up with my cheek pressed against the keyboard of Dr Green's lab computer.

The sun was setting behind the small windows, casting its last rays on my face.

Lauren was examining something under a microscope on the other side of the room.

I rubbed my eyes and moved closer.

"Finally awake, young man?" she asked, not turning around. "You've been asleep for hours."

I yawned and scratched my head, focusing on what she was working on.

"I didn't get much sleep last night," I explained.

"Too busy enjoying your mind-controlled sister?" she asked sarcastically.

I blushed and sighed. This host was definitely annoyingly judgmental. But maybe I deserved it? I wondered.

"Could you tone the sarcasm down?" I asked. "Dr Lauren could definitely loosen up."

She turned toward me and gave a wry smile.

"I'm afraid you won't get that satisfaction," she said.

"What? Why?"

"See for yourself."

She moved aside and revealed what she had been examining. Sam was resting on a little glass plate under a magnifying lens. The creature was totally inert and no longer glowing.

I froze in terror. Had she really managed to get free of the slug's control? Did she kill it?

What was she planning to do now? Was she going to denounce me to the authorities?

She must have sensed my fear because she walked over to me and placed her hand on my shoulder.

"Don't worry," she said. "Your little friend is fine, just tired. It could not stay inside me any longer and made an exit."

"And you're fine with everything that happened?" I asked, confused.

"Oh, I am more than fine with it, young man," she exclaimed. "I am thrilled! This is an extraordinary discovery!"

I remained silent, still unsure of her intentions.

"Of course there is no doubt I would be acting very differently had I not been reprogrammed by this unknown species to protect it and serve its interests..." she explained with a smirk.

I stared at her, my mouth agape.

"Wait a minute!" I exclaimed. "So you are still under Sam's control now that it has left your brain but you are aware of it?"

"It's much more convenient that way, don't you think? How am I supposed to study Sam without being aware of its real capabilities? I was smart enough, or rather Sam was, through me to ensure I'd comply without making a fuss. My scientific curiosity only had to be amplified, and my moral and personal reservations had to be squished."

"And that's what happened?"

"Indeed, " she confirmed. You have nothing to worry about from me. I won't hurt Sam, and I won't stop it from serving you anyway it sees fit since it seems that is what it wants."

I didn't know what to think. Was it a trap? Gain my trust and stab me in the back?

"How can I know if I can trust you?" I asked, crossing my arms.

She smiled and strolled toward me until her hands were flat on my chest.

"Sam and I thought you'd need some proof of my... loyalty," she said. "And since you seem to be highly motivated by sexual favors, there was only one logical conclusion."

With that, she leaned forward and kissed me.

I froze in shock.

She broke the kiss and looked me straight in the eyes.

"Do you find me attractive?" she asked.

I looked at her, dumbfounded.

I was so stunned I couldn't even answer.

I mean, yes, I found her attractive. But she was older than any woman I had ever fantasized about.

My eyes wandered down to her body. She was older, indeed, but she certainly wasn't old. She was what many would consider a MILF, with quite a curvy figure. I had to admit, her more mature appearance was certainly appealing.

"Yes," I finally answered, gulping.

"Good," she said, smiling. "It makes it easier for me to prove myself to you."

She pressed herself against me, and our lips met again.

I felt her tongue probing mine, and I let it invade my mouth.

Her hand grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled it up. Her fingers caressed my bare skin, and I gasped as her touch sent shivers down my spine.

She unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down.

I was trembling and breathing heavily as she knelt on her knees and freed my cock. She took it between her soft and warm hands and began stroking it.

I closed my eyes and groaned.

Finally, she wrapped her lips around it and sucked it in.

"This is nuts!" I whispered.

She grabbed my hips and let my dick slide further down her throat, gagging a little in the process.

She kept sucking for a while, pulling my balls with one hand and massaging my shaft with the other.

I could feel my orgasm building as my legs started trembling.

Before I could even warn her, I exploded inside her mouth.

She swallowed every drop and licked my sensitive tip before letting me rest.

She stood up and grabbed a box of tissues to wipe her face.

"I hope this was satisfactory," she said, panting. "I don't have a lot of experience with oral sex."

I nodded, still trying to catch my breath as well.

I pulled my boxer and pants up and sat on a chair, trying to collect my thoughts.

As I was doing so, she simply walked back in front of the microscope and resumed her work.

I remained silent and watched her, wondering what was happening inside her mind.

"How does it feel?" I asked her after a while. "Knowing that you have been brainwashed but still following your... programming."

She rotated her chair and stared at me.

"This is an absurd question," she replied. "A programming is meant to be followed by definition. As to how I feel, it is also directly related to said programming."

"That's not what I meant."

She sighed.

"I am aware that my behavior is the direct result of an unknown specimen entering my brain and altering my neural pathways," she explained. "However, I now find myself only interested in serving the interests of this very creature. Knowing that my old self would have acted differently is irrelevant. This is no longer who I am, and it seems this fact is not triggering any negative emotional response."

I shook my head.

"I can't believe you are okay with all of this," I said.

"But I am," she said matter-of-factly. "And to be honest, at this point, I am not interested in dealing with your moral or ethical concerns. I will do whatever is necessary in order to serve the wishes of Sam, period."

"But Sam is incapable of thinking without being in a brain," I said. "Aren't you interpreting its wishes when it doesn't have any by itself?"

She pondered for a moment.

"This is an interesting thought," she said. "But I think your interpretation of how Sam behaves is erroneous. It seems it wants to serve you. This certainly wasn't a desire coming from me... or your sister. Therefore, it has wishes without needing a brain."

"I guess so, but..." I paused.

"Let's not talk about it anymore, please. I've already wasted too much time on the subject," she interrupted.

I was about to reply to something, but she turned around and continued working.

"What now?" I asked her.

"Now I need to figure out as much as I can about what Sam is and what it implies, " she explained. "It won't be able to serve you if it dies because you did not know how to care for it or if you both ignore the extent of its abilities."

"So I should leave it with you? In your lab?"

"For a while, yes," she replied.

I rubbed my forehead, unsure of what to do.

Lauren looked up at me.

"I would understand it if you are still mistrustful of me," she said. "Anything I can do to reassure you, I will do, as long as it does not threaten the work I have to accomplish."

"Like sucking my cock?" I asked with a sigh.

She moved her hands toward her chest. She opened her lab coat, one button at a time, slowly, eventually revealing a plain dark bra covering her large breasts.

"I can do a lot more, if it could ease your worries," she said.

I bit my lip and exhaled.

"Alright!" I exclaimed. "Keep Sam for now and find out what you can. But you better keep me updated on your progress, daily. I don't want anything happening to my little friend. And if I decide that I want it back, I don't want you stopping me."

She nodded and sat down again, putting her clothes back in place.

I got up and walked over to her.

"Give me your phone," I commanded.

She handed it to me and I opened up her contacts, adding my number to her list and sending myself a text to get her own number.

"As soon as I know enough to be sure you can take care of Sam by yourself, I will release it to you anyway," she said. "Then you and Sam will decide if you require more from me."

"Fair enough," I said. "I'm gonna go get some sleep."

With that, I walked back to my car in the now mostly empty parking lot and drove back to my house, leaving Sam in the hands of Dr. Lauren Green.


Emily

I groaned as the sunlight fell on my face through the curtains.

This time, I did not recall any weird dreams, or any dreams for that matter. After two days of barely sleeping, my body seemed to have decided to turn off completely so that I could finally get some well-deserved rest.

I found Jenny sitting in the living room, watching some documentary about dolphins. She was only wearing an oversized red T-shirt and white panties and munching on some cereal. Her red hair was disheveled, but even with that, she looked pretty hot, as usual.

Her nipples were clearly visible under her shirt, and she wasn't wearing any bra. The sight of her made my dick twitch.

"What's up, bro?" she asked without turning away from the TV screen.

"Not much, sis," I replied, still focused on her tits.

I sat down next to her and slid one hand underneath her shirt.

"What the fuck are you doing?!" she exclaimed, almost letting her bowl of cereal fall onto the floor and spilling most of its content on the floor in the process.

I gasped. Sam had reprogrammed her so she would do everything I asked and find it normal, but touching her without giving instructions was definitely not included in the package.

"Calm down and let me touch you anyway I want, okay?" I managed to stutter.

She glared at me angrily but seemed to calm down.

"Look at what you've made me do, asshole!" she complained, now focused on the mess she'd made and not on my hand resting on her left boob. "You can't just touch me like that without asking me first!"

"Oh?" I asked. "Can't I?"

"Well..." she said. "Now you can, but because you've asked."

I grinned and squeezed her breast a bit. My dick twitched some more in my pants.

Jenny moaned softly and closed her eyes.

"Fuck... You're such a pervert..." she whispered.

"You still don't find it weird that you're doing anything I ask?" I inquired casually as I rubbed her nipple.

"Please! Not this conversation again..." she pleaded, rolling her eyes. "There's nothing weird about it. I'm just being nice to you. Too nice, actually."

"Kiss me!" I ordered. "A big French kiss."

She sighed and moved closer to me, her soft lips meeting mine after a few seconds of hesitation. Our tongues met, and we kissed passionately for several minutes.

"You're such a weirdo," she concluded as she finally broke the kiss, turning her attention back to the television as if nothing unusual had just happened.

I stared at her for a moment and shook my head. I still could not believe my sexy step-sister was under my complete control, and not even aware of it. Even better, whatever I made her do, she could not be aware of it.

I wondered how far I could push it.

"Sleep!" I ordered, thinking about the hypnosis shows I had seen on TV.

She turned toward me with a confused expression.

"What?" she asked. "Like right now?"

"Now!" I ordered again. This wasn't working the way I wanted so far...

Jenny rolled onto her side and closed her eyes with an annoyed look.

I waited a few seconds. She wasn't moving.

"Are you sleeping yet?" I asked, unsure.

She groaned.

"I'm not going to fall asleep if you talk to me, stupid!" she snapped back.

Yeah, that wasn't working.

"Okay, forget about the sleep," I said. "Cum! Now!"

She sat back, her mouth wide open, and frowned.

"How the fuck am I supposed to cum on command?!" she exclaimed.

But still, she inserted one hand under her panties and started rubbing herself furiously.

"Okay. Okay!" I replied. "Stop!"

"Jeez, Simon! Make up your mind and stop asking me to do impossible things!" she shouted, clearly pissed at me.

"Sorry..."

"Can I watch my documentary in peace, or are you going to ask me to act like a dog and bark next?" she continued in an angry tone.

It was very tempting, I had to admit, but I didn't feel like going that far right now.

I just stood up, grabbed a snack in the kitchen, and sat down in the garden on a bench facing the pool.

I needed some time to think.

The past few days had been crazy. I now had a magic slug with mind control powers willing to serve my every desire. This certainly was an unusual situation.

My entire life could be changed for the better now if I was smart enough to take advantage of it the right way.

I stared at the pool, watching the little water waves and the caustics at the bottom.

I realized I had no idea what I wanted to do with my life.

"Good boy!" I suddenly heard a girl say.

I turned my head toward the sound and realized it was the voice of my neighbor, Emily. She was slightly older than me, and I used to have a huge crush on her when we were both in High School. Lately, I had only seen her from time to time since she had moved out to study in the big city. She was probably back here for the summer, I thought.

Curious, I walked toward the fence and looked discretely over it.

There she was, a hot brunette with a short skirt on and a cute blue tank top showing a lot of cleavage. She used to dress like a goth back in the days, but now seemed to be back to a more "normal" style and had cut her hair short.

But what was extremely curious was that she wasn't alone. A naked muscular guy was walking behind her as she pulled his dick with one hand, like a leash.

"What the fuck?" I muttered, watching the two walking in circles in her garden.

Squinting to see more details, I recognized the man. It was Adam, a popular jerk from our old football team. From the looks of it, he seemed to enjoy whatever it was they were doing, and so did Emily.

"Simon?" she suddenly called, looking in my direction.

"Fuck!" I exclaimed as I tried hiding behind the fence like an idiot.

I fled the scene in a hurry and went back inside the house, not wanting to have any social interaction with her right now in that very weird situation. Whatever they were doing wasn't my problem.


Slug Science

I woke up the next day with a text from Dr Green.

"Thought you might be interested in the next experiments I intend to conduct this afternoon. Be here at 2 if you can."

I smiled. I felt lonely, far from Sam. A single day without the creature, and I was struggling to cope. This was so weird.

I quickly showered, changed into shorts and a T-shirt, got myself something to eat, and chilled until it was time to head to the university.

When I arrived, Lauren was waiting for me in front of her lab. Her appearance was clearly different than last time, and her clothes were more revealing.

Her lab coat had a few more open buttons, and her cleavage was prominently displayed.

Was she wearing a push-up? I wondered. I felt like her breasts were slightly bigger. They had some stretch marks I had not noticed before.

She had also applied some discrete makeup and lipstick and got a new haircut.

When she noticed me, she smiled warmly, and I felt a tint of lust in her eyes. It definitely was unexpected, given her prior stern behavior.

"Hello, young man," she said with a sultry tone. "I am glad you could make it."

And with that, she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me passionately.

We broke apart, and I laughed nervously.

"W-what's with the new look and attitude, doc?" I stammered.

"Do you like it?" she asked with a smile. "I am experimenting with a variety of ways to seduce you effectively."

"It is certainly working, doctor," I admitted.

"Good!" she exclaimed. "Sam and I thought it was important for me to be a little more enthusiastic about pleasing you."

"And who am I talking to right now?" I asked, looking at Dr Green's forehead like I could see through it.

"Oh, just good old boring Lauren, I'm afraid. No Sam inside of me at this time," she replied.

"Not so boring anymore," I smirked.

She blushed.

"Oh! Really? Do you think so!" she beamed. "Well, then, I'll try to live up to that expectation!"

She grabbed me again and pulled me against her body, grinding her pelvis against mine.

"I haven't felt this way since I was a teenager. I'm constantly aroused and thinking about you doing naughty things to me," she whispered.

She leaned closer to my ear and started to nibble on it gently with her teeth. Then, she softly licked my neck with her tongue.

"Doc..." I pleaded. "What about your experiment?"

Lauren backed off and gave me an adorable pouty face.

"I apologize! We might have gone a bit overboard with this part of my programming.," she said with an apologetic expression. "But we are going to have fun regardless, aren't we?"

She put her hand between my legs, and I jumped a bit when she touched me there.

"Of course," I gulped.

"Glad to hear it!" she exclaimed. "Now let's get to work!"

With that, Lauren led me along a few of the university's corridors and into a small room.

A computer, three monitors, a pair of speakers, and a microphone rested on a desk.

One of the monitors was displaying a high-resolution live feed of another room. In it, a young woman was sitting in a chair before a desk. On the desk was a tiny opaque tube.

"Hello?" The girl's voice said through the speaker. "Anyone?"

"She has been alone in here for a while now." Dr Green explained. "We should get started."

With that, she sat in front of the microphone and spoke into it.

"Sorry about that, Iris," she said. "We're ready to start when you are."

She clicked on the recording interface, and another live window opened on a second monitor. It was a closeup of the girl's face.

She was Asian, probably in her early twenties, if not younger. She was pretty hot, I had to admit. She looked like your typical popular girl: long silky hair, nice curves, and the proper outfit to highlight it: a tight skirt, short top, and low heels.

"Yeah... About that." The girl replied. "What do you want me to do again?"

"It is a blind experiment," Lauren explained. I'll guide you through it step by step, alright?"

The girl nodded but looked uneasy.

"And I'm gonna be paid, right?"

"Of course," Lauren confirmed. "You will receive 200 dollars after today's session."

"What is going on here?" I asked.

Dr Green looked up at me with wide eyes.

"Oops. Carried away once more!" she giggled. "I would like to see how the intellectual abilities of hosts can limit Sam once inside them. I compiled a list of the students with the lowest grades and selected the ones with the worst reputations from their teachers. Iris here is a perfect specimen. I don't even know how she got admitted to this university."

I nodded, still a bit confused.

"There is more to it as well." Dr Green added. "That's why I thought your presence would be beneficial."

I nodded again, but something was bugging me.

"How many students were on your list before you chose her?" I asked.

"Twenty-four."

"How many were super hot girls?"

Lauren grinned.

"How perceptive of you, Simon," she smirked. "I admit I thought you would enjoy the experiment a bit more if the subject was to your liking."

"Hellooo??" Iris called, getting agitated.

"Let's continue, shall we?" Lauren suggested, turning back to the microphone. "Iris. There is a tube on the desk. I would like you to grab it carefully and move it close to your ear."

The girl did as she was told and froze, waiting for more instructions.

"Now what?"

"There is a little button on the side of the tube; I'd like you to keep looking straight ahead and find it only with your touch."

"I think I found it," Iris confirmed.

"Good, " Dr. Green said. Now, make sure you keep the tube oriented toward your ear and press it."

As Iris did so, I saw Sam jumping from the plastic cylinder right onto Iris' ear.

The girl fell from her chair and started screaming.

After a few seconds, she let herself drop slowly on the floor and turned motionless.

As expected, she soon opened her eyes, looking around with utter confusion.

"What the fuck!!" she screamed, touching the blood that had dripped from her ear. "What the fuck did you do to me?!"

Lauren remained silent, looking intently at the screen.

Iris stood up and walked toward the door, trying to open it, but it was locked.

"What..." Iris mumbled, her gaze wandering around the room before settling on her hands. She looked at them for a moment, her mouth agape.

"Do you know what you are?" Dr Green asked her.

The girl looked up at the camera and then back at her hands.

"What... I mean... What's going on?" she stammered.

Dr Green started typing notes.

"I... I feel like I was smarter before." Iris said.

"Well, that's an understatement," Lauren whispered with a smirk.

"I was different... I think." Iris continued. "But I don't remember."

"Who are you?" Lauren asked her.

The girl frowned.

"Who the fuck do you think I am!? You asked me to come here for your stupid science test or whatever it is!"

"She did not see Sam and does not have the deduction capabilities required to conclude that she is not herself." Remarked Dr Green. "Interesting."

She pressed the microphone button and said: "You are not Iris, you are inside Iris. Do you understand?"

The girl nodded silently, her gaze fixed on her own body.

"I'm not Iris?" she repeated. "But I remember... I mean... I'm me. I don't understand."

But after a moment, looking around blankly, the girl seemed to realize her situation, and her eyes widened.

"I'm not Iris," she affirmed. "Who am I?"

Dr Green clicked on a button, and an image of Sam was projected on the wall in front of the girl.

"This is what you are," Lauren explained.

The girl stared in shock at the image.

"Eww!" she exclaimed. "I'm disgusting!"

She moved closer to the wall and touched it, looking fascinated.

"So... I'm like... a slug... I'm in Iris..." she mumbled and shook her head out of frustration. "I'm so fucking dumb! It's so hard to think."

"Could you make her smarter?" Dr Lauren asked without taking her eyes off the monitor.

I froze. Could Sam do that? Make someone smarter?

The girl grabbed the chair behind her and sat down. She remained still for a moment.

"I don't know how to do that..." she finally answered with a sigh. "I can feel the thoughts, but it's confusing."

"Alright, " Dr. Green said. "Let's focus on something else. Can you tell me what your purpose is?"

"My purpose?" The girl tilted her head in puzzlement. "Wait! I should know that!"

She seemed to struggle with it.

"I think I'm supposed to do something for someone," she said after a moment. "But I don't know who."

Dr Green changed the image displayed on the wall to a picture of me. It appeared to have been taken directly from my Facebook profile.

"Sorry," Lauren whispered. "I might have stalked you online a bit."

"Who's that?" Iris asked.

"What does come into your mind when you look at him?"

"I dunno..." she mumbled. "It's just a weird dude."

I gritted my teeth. Ouch!

"It's Simon. The person you are supposed to serve." Dr Green informed her.

Iris shrugged.

"I don't know him," she said.

"Simon?" Lauren called. "Could you join her in the room? On your right, you follow the corridor, room 325. Here's the key."

I took it from her, unsure what she was expecting me to do, and went to find Iris.

As I unlocked the door, the girl looked up, startled.

I entered the room, closed the door, and locked it again.

"Wait!" she exclaimed. "You're the weird dude from the photo."

I nodded.

She smiled.

"I remember now," she said. "I can feel it."

"Good," I replied.

"I'm tired," she added, placing a hand on her forehead. "My brain feels like mush. I don't like it here."

"Simon, listen," Dr Green's voice said through the speakers on the wall. "You need to make sure that Iris is appropriately reprogrammed before Sam leaves her. We don't want any trouble."

"Wait!" I exclaimed. "Like how? Ask Sam to erase her memories of it? It barely understands what's going on!"

"I can't make me smarter, but I can feel the thoughts," Iris said, looking up. "Do you wanna change the thoughts?"

I stared at her.

"What can you change?" I asked.

"I dunno... What do you wanna change?"

My eyes followed the curves of her body. Damn, was she hot!

I needed to find something simple that Sam could do that would ensure her compliance.

"Alright," I said. "Could you make it so Iris always agrees with me?"

She looked at me with wide eyes for a second, but then she frowned with a disgusted look.

"Sorry," she said, relaxing and giggling. "I...Iris didn't like that. But yeah... I think I can do that."

She seemed lost in her thoughts for a moment.

"I did it!" she beamed. "Now, can I leave? I'm suuuuper tired!"

I nodded.

Iris' head dropped back, and I noticed Sam slowly crawling out of her ear. I grabbed the tube on the floor and caught the slug before gently closing the lid.

Iris groaned and then looked around with a horrified expression. She seemed like she was about to scream.

"It's no big deal, right?" I muttered, crossing my fingers.

The girl instantly relaxed.

"Whatever..." she sighed. "When am I gonna be paid?"

"You don't care about the money," I explained. "You are simply happy to help us with our little experiments."

She smiled and got up.

"I am!" she beamed.

"You're not gonna say a thing about what happened here to anyone else."

"Of course not!" she confirmed with a solemn expression.

I stared at her. I was rock hard. I could say anything and she would always agree.

"You should..." I mumbled. "You should suck my..."

I froze. Could I really do that?

"Oh, common, young man!" Dr Green said behind me. She had entered the room and quickly grabbed the tube from my hand. "What is the point of being shy? Everyone in this room, humans and slug, would gladly do anything you want. It might be time to come to terms with your newfound situation, don't you think?"

I breathed heavily and nodded.

Anything I want, right?

"No!" I exclaimed, rubbing my temples.

Both girls turned toward me in surprise.

"I just need some time to think about the situation," I sighed.

"Very well," Lauren replied with a frown. "I'm sorry. I did not mean to upset you."

I shook my head and turned toward Iris.

"I think it would be best for you to give me your number," I said.

The girl nodded and, after unlocking her phone, gave me her phone back. I quickly created a new contact with my name and gave her the device back.

"You should go now, and obviously, there is no point telling anyone about what happened here. No one would believe you anyway," I warned her.

"Yeah... They'd think I'm crazy..." she agreed.

She quickly grabbed her stuff and left the room.

I turned toward Dr Green.

"You!" I exclaimed. "We need to talk."


Some Mind Cleaning

We entered Dr. Green's lab, and she locked the door behind us. She released Sam from its container inside a small plastic box and turned toward me.

"Listen..." I started. "We don't all have the chance of having been reprogrammed by a magic slug to lose all moral sense."

"The chance?" she snorted. "I did not have any choice in the matter. The old Lauren would have fought hard to avoid getting herself in this situation."

"Oh? Are you complaining about it now?" I asked with raised eyebrows. "I thought you did not care about the changes."

She folded her arms.

"I don't," she confirmed. "I'm simply pointing out that there is nothing envious in my current situation, at least not from the point of view of someone like you who still has their free will intact."

I stared at her for a moment.

"I'm just saying that you and Sam keep pushing me to enjoy people who've been turned into... sex slaves..."

"Don't you want to?" she asked calmly. "That's what Sam and I assumed."

I grabbed my head and groaned.

"I don't know!" I exclaimed. "This is fucked up!"

She walked over to me and placed her hands on my shoulders.

"Please try to relax," she said soothingly. Sam wants whatever you want. If we've been going about it the wrong way, we can change course."

"Change course!" I almost shouted, making Lauren jump in shock. "And do what? Reprogram you to become old Lauren again? Reprogram my sister for her to be her normal self? And then what? You'll call the police, and I'll end up in jail while Sam gets dissected by scientists?"

"Obviously not, " Dr. Green answered with a shy smile. You could get us back to normal and erase our memories."

I let myself drop on a nearby chair.

"What would you want me to do?" I asked.

Lauren licked her lips and dropped down to her knees.

"Right now?" she whispered. "I'd like to suck your dick."

"What?"

"Listen, Simon," she said. "You can debate about the moral implications of reprogramming women around you to serve you. No matter the conclusion you reach, it doesn't change the fact that right now, because of it, I want to serve you. I want it more than anything. Do I want to go back to being my old self? Certainly not! Sure, I don't want to because I've been reprogrammed that way, but it is still true."

"How the fuck am I supposed to be at peace with that?" I asked, on the verge of tears.

Dr Green noticed my puffy eyes and hugged me tight, pressing my head against her breasts.

"Tell you what, " she said. I'll let you have a conversation with your friend Sam. You two should figure it out."

With that, she let go of me and walked toward the box where the slug rested. She grabbed it and moved it carefully toward her ear, and the creature jumped inside her.

To my surprise, she did not faint and remained standing before turning around with a smile.

"Oh dear!" she exclaimed. "This brain is so much better! Iris certainly wasn't a comfortable host."

"Sam?"

"Indeed," she confirmed. "Even though this name feels foreign when I'm inside someone. But that will have to do."

"I've missed you..." I whispered, realizing how much. Our connection was stronger than I had imagined.

"Oh, Simon," she whispered back, hugging me again. "I've missed you too! And I might have gone a bit overboard with Dr Lauren's sex drive because I desperately want you to fuck me..."

"Sam!" I exclaimed.

"Sorry! Sorry!" she said with a giggle. "I'll tone it down a bit."

"I don't know what to do..." I said. "This situation is so crazy."

"How about we start with what Lauren and I have figured out on myself?" she suggested with a mischievous grin.

She stepped back and slowly unbuttoned her blouse until she had completely removed it.

My jaw fell open in awe as she let it fall down on the floor, quickly followed by her bra. Her tits bounced free.

"Are they..." I mumbled.

"Bigger?" she asked with a wicked grin. "Yes, indeed."

I stared at them. They had these huge stretch marks I had noticed before, but they looked natural from how they moved.

"How?" I finally managed to ask.

"I have complete control over Lauren's brain. It includes control over the pituitary gland. I can make it produce growth hormones directed to any body part. We thought you'd like the change," she explained before squeezing her tits and winking at me. "Would you like to touch them?"

I nodded and reached for one of them. They felt soft and warm in my hand.

She smiled when I squeezed it lightly.

"But that's not all we discovered," she added. "We also have a much better understanding of my needs and growth."

"Growth?" I repeated, my mouth hanging wide open in shock.

She giggled once more and grabbed my hand, forcing it to squeeze her breast with more strength.

"Indeed," she confirmed. "It seems I have yet to grow to my full potential, which explains why I can only stay inside a host for a limited amount of time. I'm parasitic. This means I need blood to survive. However, until I get a bit older, I can only stay inside a brain for a moment. In theory, I should soon be able to stay in there for as long as I want. In only a couple of days, I went from a few minutes inside myself... I mean Lauren, up to an hour during our last test earlier today."

"Any idea where you came from?" I asked.

"Not really," she replied. "However, it's probable I was made inside a lab. We'll need a more complete analysis of my DNA to know for sure. I am... Lauren is working on it."

I nodded, trying to assimilate the information.

"You came from a lab?" I repeated incredulously.

She nodded.

I gulped nervously. I found her in the garden. Could she really be from...

My thoughts were interrupted by Lauren stroking my cock through my pants and kissing me deeply.

"I'm sorry..." she whispered. "But Lauren has been thinking about you fucking her for the entire day. It's a bit overwhelming."

"What about toning it down?" I asked.

"Well... Where would be the fun in that?" she grinned devilishly.

I groaned and jumped at her, pushing her toward a desk. I would have to worry about moral issues later. Right now, I just wanted to bury myself deep inside this slutty possessed scientist.

She moaned softly as I pushed her onto the surface, getting rid of her panties and spreading her legs.

I undid my belt, letting my pants drop to the ground, freeing my hard dick.

I pressed the tip into the opening of her pussy. After pushing in slowly, I started moving in and out. The feeling of her cunt gripping me tightly sent shivers down my spine. My heart pounded in excitement, and Lauren/Sam gasped loudly, writhing and moaning continuously.

"Yes! Yes!" she screamed. "I've been thinking about you doing this all day!"

Her words turned me on even further, and I increased the pace and speed of my thrusts.

I grabbed one of her huge tits and squeezed it roughly while pumping my dick faster and harder.

"Fuck me!" she begged me. "I want to feel your cum shooting inside me!"

I kept pounding away and felt filled with lust for this gorgeous woman who had become my personal whore.

Lauren/Sam seemed almost ecstatic, her eyes half-closed and face contorted with pleasure.

I kept pumping away, hearing her moan and scream louder than ever before. The sensations were incredible, and I couldn't hold back anymore.

My balls contracted and shot their load directly into her womb. She convulsed several times in pleasure, screaming loud enough that I wondered if we'd get in trouble.

I collapsed on top of her, panting heavily.

"Wow..." I breathed. "That was intense..."

She kissed me passionately and rubbed my chest.

"Mmmmh!" she purred. "That was delicious."

"Was it because I'm a good lover or because you've rewired Lauren's brain for her to be more sensible to my charms," I questioned with a smirk.

She laughed and gave me a peck on the lips. "A bit of both!" she replied with a playful wink.

I stared at her eyes for a moment, enjoying the sight of that naked woman who would clearly do anything for me.

How could I resist such a power?

"Anything on your mind, young man?" Lauren/Sam asked me.

"Could you possess me?"

"Possess you?"

She opened her mouth and frowned, looking slightly confused.

"I guess I could..." she finally replied after a moment. "But why would you want that?"

I stood up and pulled my pants back up.

"Because I want you to get rid of my moral doubts," I told her bluntly. I want to be perfectly fine with you mind-controlling people for my own satisfaction."

She blinked for a second but quickly recovered from her surprise.

"Very well," she agreed after a pause while rubbing her chin thoughtfully. "If that's what you want, we can definitely try."

She moved a hand toward her ear and seemed about to faint. Sam emerged from her a couple of seconds later, and she gently grabbed it.

"Are you really sure you want to do that, young man?" she asked, tilting her head slightly.

"Yes..." I confirmed before gulping loudly.

Lauren, still naked, moved toward me and approached her hand from my face. I felt something crawl next to my ear and...

I blinked a few times and looked at her. Sam was still in her hand.

"What are you waiting for?" I asked, confused.

"It's done," Lauren said. "That was interesting to witness."

"What?!"

I blinked again in confusion. Done? But...

I tried to focus on the idea of Sam controlling women to please me, waiting for the guilt to creep in, but nothing happened.

"Waow..." I exclaimed in disbelief. "How come I don't remember anything?"

Dr Green put Sam back inside its plastic box and returned, handing me her phone.

"Watch," she simply said.

I took the phone and noticed it was displaying a video of me. I pressed play.

"Dude!" I exclaimed in the video. "This is trippy as fuck! I'm me... you... but I'm Sam. Holy shit! Anyway, I got rid of our little problem, and I'll be on my way out. I'll erase your memories of it because I have a feeling you'd find it too weird. So... See you in a minute!"

Watching myself possessed was extremely strange. Maybe not remembering it was for the best indeed.

"So?" Lauren asked. "How does it feel to chip away a piece of your free will?"

I clenched my teeth.

"Beware, doc," I said. "I don't like your attitude, and there isn't anything stopping me from fixing it now."


Slimy Legacy

I parked my car in the garage and walked around the house, looking for the spot in the garden where I had first discovered Sam.

The slug had been slowly crawling next to the house, in the middle of the grass. A better look revealed that it wasn't far from the basement window, and indeed, faint traces of shiny slime were visible on the pebbles next to it. The window was broken.

I crouched and tried looking through but could not distinguish anything in the dark room.

"Dad..." I whispered.

I was about to try to access the basement from inside the house when I noticed a second line of slime going in a different direction.

I froze. A second line? A second slug? Shit!

I followed it, losing it from time to time. It had been a few days already, but I still managed to track it over almost thirty feet until it vanished below our fence and into Emily's parent's property.

The vision of my crush pulling Adam by the dick returned unbidden to my mind.

"Fuuuuck!" I exclaimed. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!"

I remained frozen for a moment, wondering what to do. I wasn't about to confront her. If she had a slug, just like me, at least she probably had no idea I had one, too. What reason would she have to mess with me? If I had not caught her attention back in high school, I certainly wouldn't catch it now. Sure, this was a potential problem, but it was a problem for another time.

I walked back inside and found Jenny cooking herself some dinner. I barely acknowledged her and went straight to the basement door.

As expected, the huge metal door was closed, a half-disassembled keypad dangling next to it.

After my father's death five years ago, my step-father and I had tried opening it without much success. The secret basement was now a family legend. The outside window was too small to get through, and the inside door was reinforced. We had talked about knocking down a wall to get in but had been too lazy to actually do it. Our curiosity was not strong enough to justify breaking half the first floor to satisfy it. The best we could do was to look through the window, lighting the dark room with our phones. As expected, it looked like a messy lab. After all, my father was a scientist.

I smacked myself out of frustration.

"A fucking scientist!" I grumbled.

"Did you say something?" Jenny asked from the kitchen.

"Yeah!" I shouted back. "Get naked and masturbate in the kitchen until I tell you to stop!"

"Oh, common!" I heard her reply with an exasperated sigh.

It didn't matter; I knew she would do as she was told.

I looked at the keypad. I needed to think. I needed to get in and find out for myself, once and for all.

I had tried a thousand combinations over the years without any luck.

I heard Jenny moan in the kitchen and felt my dick twitch uncomfortably under my jeans.

I paced up and down the hallway, thinking furiously.

Finally, tired of it, I walked to the kitchen, where I found my step-sister sitting on the counter, in the nude, rubbing herself.

She shot me an annoyed glance but did not stop.

"You're such a..." she mumbled.

"A pervert, I know," I interrupted her with a wicked grin.

Damn, it felt good being free of guilt! I could enjoy the show and do whatever I wanted for her.

The sexy red hair was getting sweaty. Her freckled face was turning red, and her huge tits were bouncing with each motion she made. She was so fucking perfect, and she was mine!

"Jenny," I called her.

"W-What?"

"Stop masturbating. Go to my room, get the lube on my desk, and come back here."

"Simon, for fuck's sake!" she protested as she removed her fingers from her dripping cunt. "I have things to do!"

"Yep," I confirmed. "You are going to take care of my dick."

"Gross!" she exclaimed with a disgusted expression, but she was already on her way to my bedroom.

She came back a minute later and handed me the lube.

"What now?" she asked, crossing her arms and squeezing her huge boobs in the process.

"Give me a titjob!" I ordered, letting myself fall on a chair and removing my pants.

"You really, really, really need to get yourself a girlfriend," she said, opening the bottle and emptying some of its content on her naked tits before kneeling in front of me.

"So you keep saying," I said with a smile. "About that. Don't you have some hot friends you could introduce to me?"

She moved her chest closer and pressed her tits around my hard-on. I gasped softly as she began moving them up and down slowly. Her breasts were so soft and warm. I still couldn't get used to it after years of lusting after her.

"What makes you think they'd want to date a dork like you?" she asked with a giggle.

"Oh, I suspect they would be more than happy to."

I stared at Jenny as she kept stroking my cock with her tits. She was once more acting like everything was perfectly normal or annoying at worst.

"In your dreams, bro!" she replied with a snort.

"Could you... Oh god, yes... make a list of the hottest girls you know with pictures and everything and give it to me?" I asked.

She sighed but nodded.

"Sure..."

"Thanks, sis!"

She shook her head like she was agreeing to something stupid, knowing full well that it had no chance of success. She was dead wrong. There wasn't a girl in the world my little slug couldn't play with.

I closed my eyes and let myself enjoy the feeling of having Jenny's big melons wrapped tightly around me.

Soon, I felt myself approaching climax, and I opened my mouth wide to groan loudly. My balls tightened, and cum spurted between her tits and on her pretty face.

"Ewww!" she cried in disgust. "That's nasty!"

"Drink and lick it all!" I ordered. "And act like it's the most delicious thing you've ever tasted."

She groaned and used her finger to wipe off some cum from her skin and toward her mouth. As soon as her finger passed her lips, she moaned and smiled.

I watched as she scooped as much cum as she could and repeated the process. She wasn't a good actress, but she certainly did her best to convince me, and that was enough to make me grin like a madman.

"Done!" she finally exclaimed. "Happy now?"

"Very happy!" I answered, still grinning like an idiot.

"Can I go now? I need to work on your stupid list."

"Sure, sis!"

She stood up and walked straight to her bedroom. I watched her tits bounce as she climbed the stairs and disappeared.

I took some paper towels and wiped myself clean before pulling my pants back up.

Soon, I was back in front of the basement door.

I stared at the handle and, without thinking, grabbed it and pushed it down. And just like that, the door opened.


Dad’s Lab

I was immediately greeted by an awful stench of unknown nature. I kept myself from gagging as I walked down the stairs leading to the basement, lighting my way with my smartphone. As I entered the room, the dim light revealed several tables and desks covered with lab equipment, weird pipes running along the walls, and a few cages lined up containing several dead rats. No doubt I had found the source of the smell. The place was a mess. The floor was littered with papers, broken glass, and various tools.

I searched through the papers on the floor, looking for something useful. I recognized my father's handwriting, but most of it was too complex for me to understand. I knew someone who would, though.

I texted Dr Green, asking her to join me here as soon as possible and to bring Sam with her.

"On my way, master. ETA: one hour," she replied immediately.

I grinned. I liked her a lot more already now that she was totally submissive. Maybe I'd get bored of it, and then, who knows? I could do whatever I wanted of her, after all.

I turned around, looking for a light switch. I quickly found one and flicked it. After blinking a couple of times, a harsh fluorescent bulb illuminated the whole basement.

As my eyes adjusted to the new brightness, I noticed a row of transparent jars on a shelf near the small window. Most were empty, but a few seemed to contain... slugs.

Yep, no doubt about it! About a dozen slugs were floating in a yellow liquid. The jars were connected to a series of tubes leading to a large machine. Unfortunately, most of the slugs seemed dead. They were completely motionless. They looked like small deflated balloons.

Two of them, however, were glowing slightly and seemed relatively healthy. I tapped on their jars with a finger, and they moved a little.

The jars were covered with two types of labels. On the first living slug, one type read 'Bounded,' and on the other, 'Unconditioned.'

Right next to the window, two empty jars seemed broken, and two traces of slime led from them to the garden. Once again, one had a 'Bounded' label, while the other had an 'Unconditioned' label.

I didn't need to be a genius to know which was Sam's original jar.

"Fuck..." I whispered.

My dad had somehow created mind-controlling slugs, and now one had escaped and found its way into my neighbor's hands.

At least I had an advantage. I had three slugs, even though only two were 'bounded,' which I supposed was linked to Sam's absolute loyalty and that connection we both felt. Emily only had one and was unaware of the others' existence.

I grabbed the 'bounded' jar with the alive slug and unplugged it from the tubes. The creature inside started glowing a lot more, and I felt a link between us, just like the one I had with Sam. Bounded indeed, I thought.

As I was about to place the jar on a table to inspect it, I heard someone ring at the door.

I left the jar there and walked back up. Jenny had already opened the door. Amber Campbell, another neighbor and good friend of my mother was standing on the porch. She smiled and waved as soon as she saw me.

She was the 'witch' of the neighborhood, a woman obsessed with new-wave music, conspiracy theories, and alternative medicine. She wore colorful dresses, long brown boots, and a bandana over her long dark hair.

To me, she was the perfect example of a MILF. A mother of two young children, in the middle of her thirties, with a nice body that she kept in shape. Her legs, especially, were amazing, long and toned. She was full of shit that I was sure of, but she was always cheerful, and her large smile was contagious.

"Hey, Simon!" she said happily. "I stopped by to see if your mother was around. I've brought some ginseng and echinacea for her."

"Our parents are in Europe right now," I said. They'll be back in a couple of weeks."

"Yes, that's what your sister just told me," she nodded with a cute smile. "I guess I'll come back later."

"How are your kids?" Jenny asked.

"Oh, they are very well! Thank you for asking!" Amber replied in her usual bright tone. They can't wait to get back to school!"

Weird kids, weird family.

"Would you like to come in and have a drink?" My step-sister offered her.

"Sure! Why not?" she responded.

Jenny led her into our house through the kitchen, and we sat at the dining table.

"Would you excuse us for a minute?" I asked our neighbor as a plan formed in my head.

I signaled Jenny to follow me outside the kitchen, and she followed with a confused expression.

"Could you go back to your room and not leave it until I ask you to?" I asked her.

"I guess..." she agreed reluctantly, still following her programming.

As I watched her climb the stairs, I quickly returned to the basement and carefully removed the bounded slug from the jar. I carried it inside my hand, covering it with the other. I felt it crawl slowly on my palm.

"Amber? Can I show you something?" I asked her as I went back into the kitchen.

"What is it?"

"Oh, I'm sure you'll find it fascinating," I said as I moved my hands closer to her face and, with one swift motion, placed the slug right next to her ear.

She gasped as the creature found its way inside her head, and she fainted, collapsing on her chair.

I sighed out of relief. This was a bold move. The slug could have been too weak to do anything.

After about thirty seconds, Amber opened her eyes again and groaned.

"What did you..." she mumbled before looking around like seeing the world for the first time. "What is going on, Simon?"

"You are a slug I just put inside Amber's brain," I explained. "You are not Amber; you are inside her."

She looked at her hands and then at me before smiling.

"Wow!" she exclaimed. "This is... So strange! It feels like the time I took ayahuasca. That was quite an experience, too!"

"Sure..." I replied, not really caring about Amber's experiences with drugs. "Anyway, I need you to focus."

"Sorry!" she said, straightening herself on her chair. "It's a tad overwhelming."

"What is your purpose?" I asked her.

She frowned and opened her mouth, obviously searching for the answer.

"What do you want me to do?" she finally asked back. "I feel like I need to do what you want, Simon."

I smiled.

"You know Emily Miller, right?"

"Oh yes!" she answered excitedly. "What a sweet girl! I used to babysit her when she was younger. I don't see her that often anymore."

"Alright, so I want you to reprogram Amber so that she suddenly finds herself very interested in whatever Emily is up to. I know you like conspiracies or whatever, so you could get yourself, I mean Amber, obsessed about the fact Emily is up to something weird, and she needs to know what it is."

"Reprogram?" Amber repeated, confused. "You mean I can... Oh... Yes, I can... And they said I was crazy about the government mind controlling us!"

"Can you do what I just said?"

She stared in the void for a moment and then smiled again.

"I think I just did," she confirmed. "But what is that girl up to anyway?"

I laughed. Her sudden interest in Emily was already visible.

"Make it so Amber feels like she should share whatever she discovers with me and only me," I added. "Like she thinks no one better could understand."

"Done!" she said before winking at me. "You said there was a second thing? Or is that it?"

"There is a second thing indeed," I nodded with a wicked grin. "Since you... Amber... is really into natural remedies; how about you make it so she thinks my cum is the best natural remedy out there and that it's a wonderful idea for her to get my cum inside of her as regularly as possible."

"What?!" she exclaimed, clearly outraged before her face returned to a more neutral expression. "Alright..."

"Don't make it weird," I said. "Make it so she thinks having sex with me to get my cum is completely normal. Sex is natural, after all, and there is no reason to be a bigot about it. She gets the cum she wants, and I get sexual relief. It's important for young men like me to get sexual relief."

"Well, sex is natural," she confirmed after a moment of silence. "I see no problem here, Simon. But my husband..."

"About that, just make Amber think it's not really cheating since she's not in love with me. She's just collecting cum and helping me out in the process. If he can't understand, then she can just keep it to herself."

The woman nodded slowly.

"Is that all, Simon?"

"Yes, time for you to leave her brain," I said. "And don't forget to wipe her memories of what just happened before doing so."

The woman fainted again, and the slug exited her hear. I caught it and put it inside an empty Tupperware that I put on the side before making some tea.


A Natural Remedy

"Here you go!" I said as I placed a cup of hot tea before Amber.

The woman blinked several times as she woke up. She took a sip of her drink as if nothing had ever happened. Then, she seemed to notice my stare and turned toward me with a smile.

"Thank you, Simon," she said warmly. "I definitely needed a hot drink!"

"You're welcome," I replied with a smile of my own.

She took a few more sips and suddenly seemed disturbed by something.

"Simon?" she asked. "How well do you know Emily, your neighbor?"

"I used to know her, but I haven't really seen her lately. Why?"

"I don't know..." she said with a frown. "I feel like she's up to something. Keep an eye on her for me, will you?"

"Sure!"

"You're such a nice boy!" she remarked, pushing my nose with her index.

I cleared my throat, unsure of how to react.

"Tell me," she continued with a cheerful tone. "I've been feeling a bit under the weather lately, and I was wondering if you would be kind enough to let me have some of your cum."

I tried hard not to spit my tea, avoiding grinning like an idiot.

"Well..." I mumbled. "What do you mean?"

"Oh, you know! Semen contains a lot of very good nutrients, vitamins, and minerals. It has also been proven to be effective against certain diseases such as cancer."

"And... Erm... Can't you get some from your husband?" I replied, testing her programming.

She shook her head.

"Justin is not getting any younger, you know," she exclaimed. "I'm sure your semen would be a lot more potent than his."

I nodded but remained silent. From the looks of it, she was growing a bit impatient.

She gently took my hand and looked down toward my crotch.

"Besides, I know you young men have some... urges," she added.

I opened my mouth, trying to look as embarrassed as possible.

"Oh, it's fine! Don't worry!" she exclaimed. "It's only natural. I'm certainly not judging. So what do you say? I take care of your needs, and you let me have some of your cum."

"Well... Sounds like a good deal to me."

"Fantastic!" she replied with a warm smile.

She moved a hand to the zipper on the back of her dress, but I stopped her there.

"Could we do this tomorrow?" I asked. "To be honest, someone else already took care of my... urges... earlier."

She laughed.

"Of course! Don't worry about it, you naughty boy!" she said. "Tomorrow is fine with me. Besides, I should get back to my family."

She stood up and gave me a hug.

"Thanks for the tea, Simon! You've been a big help! See you tomorrow?"

I smiled at her and nodded. She waved at me and left the house.

I remained still for a while, thinking about the events of today.

"Jenny?" I called. "You can come down now."

My step-sister came down the stairs and returned to the living room, giving me the finger on her way there. I guess she did not appreciate being sent to her room by her brother like a kid being punished.

I made myself something to eat and waited for Dr Green to arrive.

Soon enough, the bell rang once more, and before I could even answer the door, Jenny was already standing at the entrance, facing a very sexy-looking Lauren.

"Ooops," I muttered.

I had asked her to dress in a more revealing way. I hadn't meant for her to show up in what looked like the sluttiest clothes a woman could get away with in public. She was wearing a red mini skirt that barely covered her ass cheeks and a tight white blouse that showed off her now huge boobs nicely. She obviously wasn't wearing any bra because her nipples were pushing against the thin fabric. She also had long black heels. She clearly wasn't used to wearing shoes like that because she seemed to struggle standing still.

Jenny looked at her with confusion.

"Yes?" she asked. "Can I help you?"

Dr Green smiled at her and bit her lips, her gaze moving up and down Jenny's body.

"You must be Jenny," she said with a smile.

"And you are?" Jenny inquired.

"I am Doctor Lauren Green. I'm here to see Simon."

Jenny's eyes widened slightly at that statement.

Finally, I decided to intervene and pushed my sister out of the way.

"Thank you for coming, doc!" I exclaimed. "Please come in!"

I closed the door behind us and led the doctor into the hallway.

Jenny pulled me aside and asked: "What the fuck, bro?"

"Well, you said I needed to find myself a girlfriend, right?" I answered with a grin.

"Wait! That's your girlfriend?" Jenny pointed to Dr. Green with wide eyes.

"One of them, anyway."

"What?!" Jenny almost shouted. "How many do you have?"

"It depends," I shrugged.

"On what?" Jenny asked, completely confused.

"On whether or not I should count you," I replied with a smirk.

"Jeez, Simon! What is this supposed to be?! A joke?" she said with a scowl.

I rolled my eyes.

"You two," I called. "Give each other a long and passionate French kiss for me."

Jenny turned around and glared daggers at Dr. Green, who just smirked at her. They both quickly obeyed my command and locked themselves in a tight embrace. I watched their faces move closer together until their lips touched. Jenny's tongue slipped inside Dr. Green's mouth, and they started making out passionately.

I watched as these two gorgeous women explored their respective mouths. Lauren was moaning loudly, while Jenny was obviously doing the bare minimum for it to be qualified as a 'passionate French kiss.' Either way, it was enough to make my exhausted penis come back to life once again.

After a couple minutes, they stopped. Lauren broke the kiss first and stepped back. Her face was flushed pink, and she was breathing heavily. Jenny sighed and pouted before leaving, going back to the living room.

"Master." Dr Green whispered, bowing down her head.

"That was nice," I told her.

Her face turned red, and she smiled shyly.

"So? Who am I talking to?"

"Sam, master." The woman replied before winking at me.

I smiled back. We had reprogrammed Lauren for her to be totally submissive and to consider me like a god on Earth. She would have never dared wink at me like that. Sam was obviously in control.

"Good!" I exclaimed. "I need you both. Follow me!"

I grabbed her by the arm and dragged her into the kitchen. I took the plastic box on the counter and showed it to her.

The creature inside started glowing intensely and wriggled like crazy. It seemed excited to be in the presence of another of its kind.

"Fascinating!" Dr Green/Sam said. "Another slug! May I ask where you found it, master?"

"In the basement, with a few others," I explained. "I think you should see that for yourself."


Reconfiguration

Dr Green walked around the basement in absolute awe, almost jumping around and only stopping to examine the complex machinery of the lab or the documents scattered around. I remained silent and waited for her to calm down or to make a discovery. I couldn't tell who was the most excited of the two, Sam or Lauren.

Finally, she gasped and looked up from some files.

"This confirms my latest suspicions, master!" she exclaimed.

"Please, Sam, drop the master and slave act when you're the one in charge of Lauren's brain, alright?" I requested, rolling my eyes.

"Sorry, young man!" the scientist replied with a smile, resting her hands on her sides on a desk.

"So what did you find?" I asked.

She took a deep breath.

"It is still a bit unclear to me what your father was trying to achieve here. However, he described the bonding process of the slugs in great detail," she explained, shaking the files in front of her. "It seems the slugs use DNA markers to bond to their... masters."

"DNA markers?" I raised an eyebrow.

"I am not sure how it works exactly. I might be smart, but what your father did here is beyond my understanding at this point. However, it seems the slugs are capable of sensing human DNA, even from a certain distance, and this is how they can recognize who they belong to," she elaborated. "As long as they are bonded to that person, that is."

"But..." I mumbled. "Both you and the new bonded slug seemed connected to me before I even touched you."

Lauren looked at me, puzzled, before snapping her fingers in an Eureka moment.

"They were bonded to your father!" she exclaimed. "You have half of his genes. The DNA markers used by the slugs to recognize your father as their owner must have been passed down to you."

I shook my head. They were not bonded to me, at least not originally. They were bonded to my father.

"And what about the unbonded ones? How do you bond to them?" I asked.

Lauren browsed a few more pages of the file before answering.

"Well..." she hesitated. "The process seems incredibly simple."

"I'm listening."

"A slug will forever be bonded to the first human who touches them," she continued. "Then I guess it will want to serve that person, just like I did."

I froze. Fuck!

"This must be how Emily managed to get herself her own little slug slave," I said to myself. "She must have touched it when she found it."

Dr Green frowned and removed her hands from the desk, crossing her arms against her large breasts.

"Emily?" she repeated.

I sighed and let myself fall onto a chair.

"My neighbor," I exclaimed with frustration. "I saw her in her garden yesterday. She was pulling a guy by the dick like a puppy on a leash."

Lauren shrugged.

"It is unusual, for sure," she said. "But it is no evidence that she has access to one of your father's slugs."

"It's not all," I explained. "If you follow the slime from the broken jars next to the window, you can see one line leading straight to her garden."

I pointed to the traces on the wall, and Lauren followed my finger.

She walked to it, looked out the window, and her eyes widened.

"Well, that's inconvenient, isn't it?" she observed.

I laughed nervously.

"That's an understatement, doc."

She seemed lost in her thoughts for a moment, and I stared at her sexy figure in the dim lab light.

"Is there any reason for her to be suspecting you of being in a similar position?" she finally asked.

I shook my head.

"I don't think so. She saw me looking at her and her 'slave' yesterday, but apart from that, nothing."

"Well, either way, we should keep an eye on her," Lauren said as she moved closer to me. "But I wouldn't worry too much if I were you. Besides, she has one slug, and you now have three."

I nodded and gulped as she knelt down in front of me with a seductive look in her eyes.

"I am yours, Simon," she whispered into my ear. "So is Dr Green, your sister, and even Iris."

She grabbed my hand and slid it below her blouse and her bra before pushing it against her left tit.

"And soon, young man, you will own any woman you desire. You will be able to possess anyone you wish. And we won't let a stupid girl like Emily stand in the way of this dream of yours."

She kissed me passionately, and I moaned in response. My dick was hard as a rock, and I had to struggle to resist the urge to take her right now. I wanted it so bad. I wanted to rip her clothes off and slide my cock between her enormous new boobs. But some part of my mind was screaming at me to stop. Oh, it wasn't my moral compass this time. It was gone for good. No, this was a different voice, a more primitive one. It was fear. Fear of losing control.

I pushed Lauren away and stood up.

"Are you okay, Simon?" she asked with a frown.

"We have work to do, Sam," I simply said.

She gave me a confused stare but quickly nodded, clearing her throat.

"What do you need me to do?" she said calmly.

"How long have you been inside, Lauren?" I asked, looking at the time on my phone.

"Around two hours. Why?"

"Two hours?!" I exclaimed. "Aren't you tired by now?"

"I'm fine, actually," she said. "Lauren and I have been practicing. I'm growing. I can stay a few hours now. More if I let her take over so I can rest."

That was good news. The last thing I needed right now was for Sam to spend most of her days sleeping.

"Good," I said. "It's time we grow our team. I'm going to need you to help me manage it."

"You can count on me, young man."

"We need to cover more ground. I'm afraid you can't stay inside, Lauren," I told her.

She didn't seem happy about it. Her face turned red, and she clenched her fists but nodded anyway.

"I would be lying if I said I was comfortable with this," she admitted. "Lauren has the most enjoyable brain I've ever been in so far."

"I know. She's smart as hell. That's exactly why I think she would be better off helping us without you inside her."

"And she's smart enough to know you are right," she agreed.

"Don't worry. I wont put you inside Iris," I joked. "In fact, I think there is an old host of yours you'd find suitable."

She raised an eyebrow and looked at me with a mocking grin, knowing damn well who I had in mind.

I walked to the stairs and called out. "Jenny! Come here!"

I heard my step-sister mumble something as she came down the stairs but could not make it out. From her tone, she clearly didn't seem pleased with the idea of being summoned once again by her nerdy brother.

She appeared in the doorway and looked around in surprise.

"When the hell did you get that door open?!" she asked before pinching her nose when the smell of the lab hit her.

I ignored her question and pulled her to the side.

"Jenny, stay here and don't talk," I ordered.

She blinked and looked around the room, puzzled, but she obeyed and remained silent.

"Sam?" I asked. "Time to move out."

Lauren nodded and sighed. She moved one hand next to her ear, and the slug crawled slowly into her palm. The change in Dr Green was instantaneous as her expression shifted from slight annoyance to absolute adoration.

She knelt on the floor, pushed her hand forward, and handed Sam to me.

"Master," she whispered with a smile.

I took the slug and placed it next to Jenny's ear. She did not even react to it. Her old instruction to ignore it continued to hold true.

She seemed to faint and fell. I caught her and laid her on the floor gently.

Soon, she opened her eyes, confused. She looked around, stopped her gaze on Lauren, and then on me.

"Well, well, Simon," she said with a wicked smile. "I can see someone's been naughty since the last time I've been here."

She stood up and stretched.

"Was this brain always this... small?" she asked as she ran her hands across her body.

I sighed. I was still getting used to the fact memories were not transferred from one host to another. This was definitely a problem.

"You spent some quality time inside Dr. Green. She's the one with the big brain," I explained, gesturing toward Lauren, who was still kneeling and looking at me with pure admiration.

"Really, bro?" Jenny asked, turning to look at her. "She doesn't look that bright to me."

I couldn't help but laugh.

"I can assure you she is," I told her. "But she's been a bit uptight lately, so I've made sure she knows her place."

"Oooh!" she said with a devilish smirk. "How perverted of you, Simon!"

I rolled my eyes. Sam was Jenny alright. But now was not the time for her to be messing with me.

"Listen, we're in a bit of a pickle, and we're going to need all hands on deck, so I need you to listen carefully," I explained.

Jenny looked around again, but this time, Sam was looking at the lab through her.

"Let me guess," she said. "You finally opening your pop's lab has something to do with it?"

"I didn't open it," I replied. "It was already open. But I think it definitely has to do with our current situation."

"Which is?"

"I'll try to make it short," I said, rubbing my temples. "I brought you, Sam -that's how I'm calling you as a slug now- to Dr Green here. She studied you and made a few discoveries. One of them was that you probably came from a lab, and I immediately thought about my father's lab. When I came back home to check, I found it open, and it confirmed my suspicion. But that's not all I found. Among dead slugs, I found two living ones, one bonded and one who wasn't."

"Bonded?" she interrupted me.

"Yes, bonded. The slugs can bond to the first human who touches them, and then they want nothing but to serve them."

"Sounds great, bro!" she exclaimed, giggling. "Seems like I've got some new friends to help you build your harem."

"I'm not done yet," I said. "I found two broken jars next to the window with two traces of slime leading outside. One was you, and that's how I found you in the first place."

"And the other one?" she asked with a worried expression.

"Emily got to it first, and I have no idea what she's up to."

"Emily? Our neighbor?" she asked, surprised.

I nodded. "Seems like it, yes."

"Yeah..." she said. "I can see how that would be a problem. She's always been kind of a bitch. Didn't you have a huge crush on her a few years ago?"

"Sam..."

"Sam?" she repeated. "Ah! Yes! I'm Sam. Yeah, sorry, bro. I'm listening."

I cleared my throat. "So now, no matter what she's planning on doing with her slug, I want her stopped. We can't afford to let her keep it."

"Alright!" Jenny agreed. "Let's stop that bitch then!"

I smiled and rubbed my chin.

"Good," I said. "But we've got another two slugs now. I want as many allies as possible. There is no way to know how many people she's programmed so far, and it could be anybody, so the more people working with us, the better."

I turned around and looked at Lauren. "Doc?" I called.

She opened her mouth and looked at me like she'd just been spoken to by God himself.

"Yes, master?" she answered with a shaky voice.

"I need your big brain. What do you think we should use our two news slugs for?"

She thought about it for a moment.

"If I may speak freely, master, while I am aware of your preference for attractive females, I think it would be good for you to recruit a few strong men to ensure your protection if Emily decided to attack you physically or if we decided to do the same."

"Indeed," I nodded. "I could use a couple of muscle heads. I might have a few guys in mind for that."

I grinned as I thought about some of the bullies I had encountered in my life. Some of them were still in town and could use some karmic payback. Becoming my slaves would give them the opportunity to earn their redemption.

"We also need to find out if she's aware that you have slugs of your own and, if so, what she intends to do about it. Therefore, it would be good to convert to our 'cause' some neighbors who could keep an eye on her discreetly."

"I've already started," I said. "I've got a local milf obsessed about finding out what she's up to who will report to me anything suspicious."

"A local milf?" Jenny mumbled. "No way! Did you put a slug inside Mrs. Cambell while she was here?"

"I might have done just that."

"You pervert!" she exclaimed with a laugh. "Why do I have a feeling you didn't only turn her into a spy."

"What can I say? I'm a man of good taste."

"Even so, master, I believe it would be good to find at least one more person to keep an eye on her. Someone with a more direct understanding of what she might be up to." Lauren added.

I nodded. "I agree. We'll take care of that too. There are plenty of neighbors to pick from."

I once again let myself fall into the chair. I was finally feeling myself relax. I had more slugs on my side and probably the advantage of surprise. With a bit of luck, Emily would quickly fall into my clutches. My cock twitched as I imagined her naked and writhing under my command.

Jenny moved closer to me and placed a hand on my leg.

"Don't stress, bro. I'm sure everything is going to go fine. You've got the best team of weird magical slugs in the world with you. Not to mention two smart girls if I...Jenny... may say so."

I chuckled and stared at her. She was still wearing only panties and an oversized t-shirt. She was fucking hot, as always, but for some reason, I found her even more attractive when I could catch a glimpse of Sam behind her eyes. A little spark of mischievousness present no matter the host. Or maybe it was all in my mind?

Jenny must have noticed my gaze because she started moving her hand toward my crotch.

"Oh, boy!" she exclaimed. "Someone needs to get this thing out of your pants before it explodes."

I laughed and put my hands behind the back of my head.

Jenny unbuckled my belt and unzipped my jeans, revealing my rock-hard penis. She slid her hand down my thigh and grabbed it, gently squeezing it.

"I need some help here," she said, turning her head toward Lauren. The doc did not miss a beat and almost jumped into action with lust in her eyes.

She knelt next to Jenny and me, and both women started licking the top of my dick. I groaned and closed my eyes.

I could feel their tongues swirling around my shaft, slowly stroking it up and down. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through my body, and I moaned loudly.

I couldn't help but notice Jenny's tits pressing against my legs. When I opened my eyes again, I realized she had taken off her t-shirt and was topless, squeezing her big breasts against mine.

Dr Green quickly followed Jenny's lead and removed her blouse and bra, revealing how much her tits had grown since the last time I'd seen her.

My step-sister was quite a busty girl and used to have the advantage in that regard over Lauren, but now the doctor easily surpassed her in size. Her boobs were swinging back and forth, bouncing in rhythm with her movements as she got back to work on my cock. They looked incredible. I had no idea how Sam had managed it, but despite their size, they were neither saggy nor rock hard, like most fake tits. I could see stretch marks all along the sides, but the skin seemed to have a healthy tone.

Lauren quickly noticed the attention I was giving her chest and smiled.

She leaned back and let Jenny wrap her lips around my dick as she moved toward her discarded blouse and pulled a small bottle of lube from one of its pockets.

"I thought this would come in handy if you ever decided to give my new tits a ride, master," she explained, opening the bottle.

"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned.

She poured a generous amount of the liquid between her breasts and leaned forward as Jenny let go of my cock and moved away with a smile.

Lauren slid my manhood between her gigantic tits and squeezed them as it disappeared behind the mass of soft flesh. It felt amazing. I gasped and bucked my hips, thrusting deeper into her cleavage.

"Sam!" I called, out of breath. "I want you to make Jenny... extremely aroused by what Dr Green is doing to me. Make it so it is the most arousing thing she's ever seen in her entire life!"

Jenny's smile faded from her face and was quickly replaced by a look of pure bliss. She was now clearly turned on as she watched my dick slide up and down Lauren's enormous breasts. She opened her mouth and took in a deep breath, moaning softly.

Soon, I saw a few drips of sexual bodily fluid fall from her pussy onto the lab floor. Her face was red, and she was biting her lip in a visible effort to contain her incredible arousal.

"Simon..." she begged. "Can I touch myself? Please!"

"Do it..." I managed to say. I felt myself losing control as Lauren's huge tits continued to massage my dick.

The lab was filled with the sound of my moaning and Jenny's screams of ecstasy.

After a moment, I could not hold it anymore, and I came, shooting my load of cum deep into the depths of Lauren's breasts.

Jenny's orgasm happened a split second later, her body convulsing in spasms and her scream echoing throughout the room.

Dr Green stood up with a satisfied smirk while I let myself relax deeper into my chair. My sister let herself fall to the ground, her legs shaking uncontrollably.

I sighed in relief, my cock deflating rapidly.

"That... Was something else..." Jenny said, her voice hoarse.

"It was..." I agreed.

I allowed myself to enjoy the moment for a little longer, but then I snapped back to reality.

"I guess we better get to work, huh?" Jenny asked, panting, as she watched me stand up from my chair with my flaccid dick hanging between my legs.


A Natural Remedy

I woke up with Dr Green and my sister still sleeping beside me. I yawned and smiled at the sight. Sunlight was shining through my bedroom curtains, and birds were singing outside.

Sam had managed to stay inside Jenny. It seemed her ability to hold for hours inside Lauren's complicated brain meant she could last even longer in someone a bit more... Well, simple. Of course, Jenny was very far from stupid, but still, she wasn't a super genius either. The opposite was also true, according to Lauren. Staying inside a stupid brain was extremely frustrating for Sam, and she usually did not last very long in there.

The rest of the previous day had been spent discussing the situation, and I had managed to plan a meeting with a couple of jerks from my college years under false pretenses. The idiots suddenly became a lot more charming as soon as they heard me talk about large sums of money.

As I was about to fall back asleep, I heard someone ring at the door. Jenny groaned but did not seem to wake up. Lauren did not even react.

I quickly grabbed my clothes off the floor and put them on. I walked to the front room and answered the door, only to find myself facing Amber Campbell, wearing a bright orange dress and a sun hat.

She looked at my face for a second and exclaimed: "Oh! Sorry, Simon. Did I wake up you?"

"Don't worry about it, Mrs. Campbell," I replied, rubbing my eyes.

"Oh, please call me Amber!" she insisted with a pout. I'm not that old, am I?"

"Of course not, erm, Amber. Come on in."

Amber stepped inside and followed me to the living room, where she immediately sat on the couch. I followed suit.

"Simon," she said, placing one hand on my shoulder. "This Emily is definitely up to something!"

My heart skipped a beat.

"What makes you say that, Amber?" I asked, trying to hide my anxiety.

"I spent the rest of the day yesterday observing her house with my binoculars."

Why wasn't I surprised that she even had a pair?

"And?"

"You will never believe who came to visit her!" she exclaimed.

This woman definitely loved gossip, I thought.

"Who?"

"George Scott."

"George Scott?" I repeated, confused. "The mayor?"

"Himself!"

She leaned back on the couch with a satisfied expression as I tried to make sense of that information.

I had been using my slugs for pure sexual gratification. In the meantime, it seemed Emily had gotten a lot more ambitious with hers.

"What were they doing?" I asked as I nervously rubbed my palms against my legs.

"I didn't see much, to be honest," Amber admitted. "But he greeted her in a very cheerful way. Like they were very good friends, you know."

"Anything else?"

"Oh yes!" she exclaimed. "A few other people stopped by over a few hours, but I have no idea who they were."

"Did you take pictures of them?" I asked, hoping she could provide me with their faces.

"I tried, but I have a very old phone, and I'm afraid you can't see much, " she explained.

She pulled the device out of her purse. It wasn't even a smartphone but an old cell phone from the early two thousand. She opened the pictures and showed them to me. They were nothing but a pixelated mess.

"Fuck!" I exclaimed, feeling defeated.

Amber frowned and placed the phone back into her purse.

"Sorry..." I mumbled. "I was hoping to find out more about what she's up to."

"Don't worry, Simon," she said, placing one hand on mine. "So do I! I'll keep an eye on her; you can be sure of it!"

I nodded and noticed her move her hand on my leg, pretty close to my crotch.

"On another subject, I was wondering if you'd agree to let me have some of your cum today," she said like it was the most natural thing to ask for.

I hesitated for a moment. I was once again feeling extremely anxious. But I felt like fucking this stupid new-age hippy milf seemed to be exactly what I needed to calm me down.

"Well, I have to admit I could use some relief right now," I said.

"Of course, Simon!" she smiled. "At your age, it's only natural. I'm happy to help in exchange for your cum. I have a huge headache from staying up late last night, and I'm sure it would help!"

"Well, where do you want me to... Put it?"

"Oh, it would probably lose its potency if you exposed it to the air," she said. "So many awful particles floating around these days, you know. I think it's better if you cum inside me directly."

"Any, erm, preference?"

"I think it should be up to you, Simon," she giggled.

I thought for a moment. I wanted to feel her tight pussy wrapped around my cock. I wanted to pound her to the point of unconsciousness. I wanted to watch her scream as I enjoyed her body, knowing she was letting me do it because I fucked with her mind in the most absurd way.

"Well then, shall we get started?" I asked.

"Go ahead!" she chirped. "Just do whatever you normally do with your girlfriend. I'm sure you know your way around a woman's body."

"Turn around!" I ordered.

"Oh, my!" she exclaimed as she did so. "You certainly seem to know what you want."

I pushed her against the couch, forcing her to get on all fours. I knelt behind her and pulled her panties down, revealing her nice round ass and her shaved pussy.

I slid my hands along her thighs, enjoying the smooth skin and the warmth of her cunt. I rubbed it gently with my fingers, making her moan softly. As soon as I felt her getting wet, I pulled my pants down and pushed myself inside her, burying my dick as deep as I could. I could feel her vagina grip my shaft tightly.

"Mmmh!" she moaned, wiggling her hips as I slid in and out of her. "That's it, Simon! Keep going! Give me that sweet cum of yours!"

I grunted in response, grabbing her waist and thrusting harder.

"Yes!" she cried out. "Give it to me! Fuck me hard!"

I obeyed, pounding her relentlessly, thinking about how this would have never been possible without my slugs. How she seemed utterly oblivious to the absurdity of the situation. She was asking me to fuck her because she thought my cum was some incredible alternative medicine. I sure was planning to cure her of all her ailments.

"I... I'm gonna... Cuuum!" I yelled, my dick throbbing inside her.

"Yes! Cum in me, please!" she begged. "Fill me up!"

I groaned loudly and shot my load inside her, filling her womb with my sperm. I kept pumping for a little while, just to be sure I emptied every drop inside her.

"Thank you, Simon," she whispered as I moved out of her. "I feel better already!"

I smiled and sat back on the couch. She turned toward me, and I watched as she did her best to push all my dripping cum back inside her with her fingers. Once she was satisfied with that, she pulled her panties back up and stood up, giving me a big smile.

"I'm very grateful to you, Simon, and I hope you'll agree to make this deal a regular one."

"I'll think about it, Mrs. Amber," I replied, still smiling.

"Well then..." she said, taking her hat and putting it back on her head. I guess I better go. I don't want to miss anything Emily might be doing, and I need to bring my kids to their karate lessons."

She kissed me on the cheek and left the house without another word.

I lay there for a bit, lost in my thoughts. The mayor? Why would Emily want to convert the mayor? What was she up to?

"Master?" I heard someone whisper.

I looked up and saw Lauren standing at the doorway, still fully naked. Her huge tits were hanging in front of her, swaying slightly with each of her breaths.

"Come in, doc," I said, turning to face her.

"I'm sorry to disturb you so early, master." she apologized, stepping inside the room. But I overheard your conversation with Mrs. Campbell, and I thought I'd come check on you."

"That's nice of you, doc," I said, my eyes lingering on her enormous chest. "I could use someone to talk to."

"I'm here to serve you, master," she said, sitting down next to me.

"Why would Emily reprogram the mayor?" I asked her. I mean, I get that she's obviously after some kind of power or influence, but where would it lead?"

"If she is indeed looking for ways to pull herself to the top of our social structure, the mayor is a very good starting point," Lauren explained. "Since we live in a medium-sized town, he's easy to get to while remaining inconspicuous. He also has some political clout and will make it easier to gain access to the higher-ups."

"Do you think she can take over the world?" I asked. I clenched my teeth after hearing myself say it. It sounded like some evil supervillain plan.

Dr Green shook her head.

"It would be a huge undertaking, especially with a single slug, but it would be possible, I suppose."

"Surely there's no way she could turn everyone into her little slave..." I said, stunned.

"Obviously not, master. With 8 billion human beings on Earth, it would take her hundreds of years to convert everyone with a single slug, and that's if we imagine that she somehow managed to reprogram dozens of people every single day." Lauren said. "But if her goal is total domination, which it might not be, she only needs control over a limited number of people already yielding some power over the rest of the population. This would be a much more logical strategy."

"Like the mayor," I said, trying to wrap my mind around this new information.

"Indeed, master," she nodded. "But this is assuming the worst. She might only be interested in a limited amount of power. Enough to satisfy her without being overly ambitious."

"Either way, we can't let her continue on the assumption that she might not go that far," I sighed. "I can't enjoy my own new 'ambitions' if I keep looking over my shoulders, wondering who's under her control. And if she finds out about me having slugs too, if she hasn't already, I'm sure she wouldn't want to risk having any competition."

"What are you guys up to?" Someone asked from behind us.

I jumped and spun around, startled, somehow expecting to see Emily coming to 'put me down.' I breathed out and relaxed once I realized it was Jenny, naked as well, looking at me with a mocking expression.

"Jeez, bro!" she exclaimed. "Relax! It's just me, your slave of a sister."

She grinned at me, her lips curved in a sultry manner.

"Just don't do that again, alright?" I warned her.

"I won't. Sorry," she replied calmly as she joined us on the couch, grabbing Lauren by the hips and crushing her tits against her back.

I looked at them both, puzzled.

"Are you two attracted to women?" I asked.

Jenny giggled.

"I didn't use to," she winked. "Sam...I took care of that to add to my growing repertoire."

"I did have some pleasant experiences with women in the past, master." Dr Green admitted. "But I was mostly interested in men. However, Sam made sure to increase my attraction toward females as we thought it would be more convenient for you."

As soon as she was done speaking, Jenny moved one hand on Lauren's cheek and rotated her head so the doctor's mouth could meet hers. They kissed passionately, their tongues dancing together. My sister's hand moved down and pressed against Lauren's large breasts, squeezing them.

Lauren moaned softly into Jenny's mouth until Jenny broke the kiss and stared into my eyes.

"Besides..." she added, out of breath. "Why limit your options when it comes to pleasure? Am I right?"

"I guess," I nodded with a smile.

"You know..." Jenny started. "I, and by that I mean Sam, could reprogram you to be more open as well if you felt like it. Help you increase your pool of potential partners."

She looked earnest, and I honestly considered it. I wasn't into men at all, but I could certainly change that. After all, once reprogrammed, it would only provide me with more enjoyable options.

"No," I finally answered. "I need to think it through first, and we have more pressing matters to take care of before spending time messing with my own brain. Not that I don't trust you, of course."

"Of course," Jenny repeated with a smile. "So what's today's program?"

I cleared my throat and tried to gather my thoughts.

"I've got two 'old friends' coming in this afternoon," I explained. "One is an armed security guy working for a big retail store. The other one apparently reached his popularity peak during college and has crashed into absolute mediocrity since then. He's unemployed and without any specific skills, but he's always been quite buff and certainly knows how to throw a good punch."

I rubbed my nose as memories of the bully hitting me in the face flashed in my head.

"I need you, doc, to stay with me and help me get our second bonded slug, let's call it Kris, inside our two new friends," I continued. "In the meantime, Sam, I want you to look for anyone in the neighborhood who could make a better spy than Amber. Someone no one would suspect and smart enough to assist us with full knowledge of the situation. Someone Emily wouldn't care about converting to her cause."

"And do you want me to convert that neighbor to ours as soon as I find them?" My step-sister asked.

"No," I replied sternly. "I want you to contact me with the details so I can validate your choice, and then I want you to get back here. We'll use either Kris or the third slug to take care of it later. I don't want you to risk leaving Jenny's brain unaccompanied, especially so close to Emily's house."

She nodded.

"Just to be clear," I added while staring her in the eyes. "I want you to be careful out there. I suppose no one could possess Jenny if you're already inside, but we can't be sure of it. And it's not just about Jenny being reprogrammed. You need to keep in mind that you can't trust anyone. With or without a slug inside them, they could still be working for Emily."

"Erm..." she mumbled. "Don't take it the wrong way, Simon, but shouldn't we wait for you to convert our bodyguards before I go out there? You know, so one of them could protect me while I search for our perfect spy?"

"I thought about it," I said. "But everyone knows us around here. It's literally gossip central. Don't you think people would notice you walking around the neighborhood with a big scary fellow? Just pretend you're jogging, and no one will bat an eye. I don't want to give Emily any hint that I'm planning something."

"Alright then," she agreed reluctantly. "I'll take a shower and get dressed."

She stood up and headed for the bathroom.

Dr Green stayed sitting next to me, watching Jenny walk away.

"Anything on your mind, doc?" I asked.

She shook her head.

"I'm a bit worried, master," she confessed.

I raised my eyebrows.

"About what?" I inquired.

She paused for a moment.

"Despite our efforts to remain discrete, there will definitely be an unusual increase of activity around you in the next few hours, " she finally said. "If Emily is actually unaware of your current situation, we are running the risk of attracting her attention. If she's aware of it, we might force her to act sooner rather than later to stop us."

"I know, doc," I sighed. "But doing nothing is not an option, is it?"

"It is, master," she said. "But it is a bad one."

I laughed, and Lauren let herself smile.

"Master..." she whispered. "I have an apartment we could use as a base of operation. This would allow us to stay away from Emily's house and any associated risk."

"No," I shook my head. "I don't want to go hide in a corner. Besides, if we leave, we run the risk of her discovering the lab. I'm not going to let her gather any more information about the slugs. Let's keep her in the dark."

Lauren nodded silently.

"The best thing to do is to be careful," I told her. "I'm sure we'll get that bitch. We have the best team in the world for that."


Revenge of the Nerd

I heard a knock on the door and signaled for Lauren to hide behind it. I opened it as soon as she got in position, with Kris slowly crawling on her open palm.

A short guy in a security uniform was standing outside. He had a shaved head and a thin, muscular build. As soon as we made eye contact, he grinned at me and shook his head.

"Hey, man! It's been a long time," he greeted me. "What's up?"

"Oh, hey, Ben," I replied. "Come on in!"

I moved aside and gestured to the living room.

"You know you're the last person I expected to hear from again, " he said as he entered the house. I heard you had a side gig for me. Need help defending yourself, heh?"

Before I could reply, Lauren moved behind him and placed the slug right in his ear.

Ben gasped and attempted to get it out, doing what looked like a ridiculous little dance.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, what the hell?" he exclaimed before going limp and falling loudly onto the floor.

I smiled and shrugged.

"Guess you're the hopeless one this time, Ben," I commented.

He groaned and rolled over, opening his eyes and looking around in confusion.

"What the fuck, man?" he complained, slowly standing up. "Are you trying to get back at me after all these years or something?"

"I think you should be more concerned with the fact that you're not yourself anymore, buddy," I said with a grin.

His eyes widened.

"Wait, what the f-" he started to say but stopped to stare at his hands. "I'm not myself?"

"No, Ben, you're not yourself. You are a mind-controlling slug who believes they're you," I explained in a monotonous tone.

"What?" he asked in disbelief. "Dude, what's going on?"

I sighed. This was Iris all over again.

"Focus!" I ordered. "Do you feel a sudden need to please me?"

The security guard nodded.

"Good. Now, once again, you're not Ben. You are a slug inside Ben's brain."

He remained silent for a minute, and I could see he was considering whether to believe me.

"Like that movie..." he finally whispered. "What's it called? The Faculty!"

I nodded. I knew the one. I was actually surprised HE knew it. The fucking bastard had spent all his time in college making fun of me for being a nerd.

"Yes, like the Faculty," I confirmed. "Except you're not an alien creature trying to take over the world. You're my little slave, and you're going to make sure no one hurts me."

The guy gulped and nodded, finally coming to terms with the situation.

"That's funny, dude," he remarked. "I mean... We weren't exactly friends in college, were we?"

"I know. The irony of that situation isn't lost on me," I replied. "Why do you think I called you in the first place?"

"Wicked, dude!" he exclaimed. "Can't exactly blame you for that, I guess. So what do you need me for exactly?"

"Here's what I need you to do, and I'm talking to the slug, not Ben," I explained. "I want you to make Ben loyal to me. You're going to make sure that his priority in life is my well-being and safety. Got it?"

The big dude hesitated for a moment but then gave me a thumbs up.

"You got it, man!" he exclaimed with a wide grin. "This is wild! I can change my own brain!"

I sighed and shook my head.

"Now, I need you to leave that brain. You need to rest for what comes next."

Ben nodded and fell back down, lying face up, completely unconscious.

Kris slowly crawled out of his ear, and Lauren picked it up.

My new bodyguard groaned and turned to look at me.

"Dude, if you want my help, I'd like to know what the fuck is going on..." he muttered.

He stared at me, seemingly confused, and I just chuckled.

"My father was a scientist, and he made a bunch of weird mind-controlling slugs," I said. "My neighbor, Emily, got her hands on one, and we're afraid she might try and use it to harm me."

Ben turned his head toward Lauren and eyed her curiously.

"Mind-controlling slugs, heh?" he repeated. "Lucky bastard!"

"Yeah, I know," I said with a laugh.

"Erm..." he mumbled as he got back up. "Any way you could get me a girl or two?"

I snorted.

"Serve me well, and I might consider it," I said.

"Roger that!" he grinned.

"Now, do you remember Steve Samson?"

"I sure do! Heard he didn't do so well after uni."

"Well, it seems I'm about to give him another shot at life," I said with a grin. "You're going to have a new colleague."

"Cool, cool." The big man replied, as if mind-controlling an old friend was no big deal.

Suddenly, my phone vibrated.

I pulled it out and saw a message from Jenny. It was an image of an old, bold man. I remembered seeing him walking his dog in the neighborhood. It was indeed a perfect spy. I sent a message instructing her to come back. We would take care of the guy later that day.

Steve arrived an hour later and was quickly reprogrammed. After what he'd done to me in college, I made sure to mess a lot more with his brain than with Ben. Once we were done, he was a completely different man, only interested in serving me and nothing else.

I gathered everyone around the kitchen table and smiled. My army was almost complete.

"So what's the plan, bro?" Jenny asked excitedly.

I took a deep breath.

"We can't wait for too long," I said. She might have seen Steve and Ben come in, and there is no way to tell how she will react. We will send Kris to reprogram our new spy. He'll do a bit of reconnaissance, and tomorrow, first thing in the morning, if the way is clear, we'll get inside her house and make sure she's no longer a problem."

"Boss?" Ben called. "What if she tries to get to you before that?"

I shook my head.

"That's why Steve and you are here," I explained. "You'll be watching the house. If she tries anything, you immediately warn us first and do your best to stop her. Do not let her get a slug inside your ear, or we're fucked. Got it?"

"Got it," Ben said.

Steve simply nodded with a blank stare.

"I'm counting on you all to stay alert. We can't afford to mess this up," I added. "But with some luck, she has no idea what's coming."


Amber Alert

I was awakened by the doorbell. I rolled over and looked at the clock. It was five in the morning and the sun hadn't risen yet. The street lights outside shone through the curtains and I could hear the sounds of birds chirping.

I was about to fall back asleep, moving against Dr Green's naked body when the bell rang again and woke me up for good. My sister and Lauren groaned in their sleep.

My phone vibrated. Steve was informing me that a woman in a colorful dress was standing in front of our house.

I climbed out of the bed and grabbed my pants.

Lauren and Jenny both stirred awake and sat up.

"Don't worry," I said. "It's Amber. She probably saw something and is coming to report it."

"Be careful, master." Lauren said as she fell back asleep.

I nodded and walked downstairs, getting dressed clumsily on the run.

I opened the door and found the pretty milf smiling. She was wearing a bright yellow sundress with a red ribbon tied in a bow.

"Simon!" she exclaimed. "Here you are!"

"Mrs. Amber..." I mumbled. "It's five in the morning."

"I know. I'm sorry for waking you up but it's very important," she replied.

I looked in the direction of Emily's house, checking if anyone was looking.

"Is this a bad time?" she asked.

I shrugged and gestured for her to enter. She did so, and she closed the door slowly behind her as I walked toward the living room.

"Is this about Emily?" I asked as we both sat down on the couch.

"Oh no, it's not," she assured me. "I've been spying on her all night but she's hasn't been doing much. I saw her spend the evening reading a book and she went to bed pretty early."

I breathed a sigh of relief. It seemed she wasn't aware of what I was planning.

"Then why are you here?" I finally asked.

"To be honest I've been feeling a bit under the weather lately," she admitted. "Staying awake all night to watch her is really tiring."

"I see," I said, knowing where this was going.

"I could really use some fresh cum, Simon."

I raised an eyebrow. We were supposed to raid Emily's house in a couple of hours. I didn't have time for that.

"I'm sorry, Amber, but now is not a good time," I replied.

"I know, I know," she sighed. "I just really need some... fresh... cum."

She slid her hand along my leg, rubbing me through my jeans, while squeezing her tits with the other.

I gulped.

"I'm really horny, Simon," she moaned. "I need to feel a real cock inside me."

I had to admit, watching the lust in her eyes as she rubbed my cock and squeezed her breasts was starting to turn me on.

"I'm supposed to get ready for something..." I mumbled. "I don't think I can."

"Please, Simon," she begged as she leaned forward to kiss my neck. "Don't you have time to give me some of your cum? We can make this quick and you'll feel relaxed for the rest of the day."

I gulped a second time and thought of my own predicament.

"I can't believe I'm saying this but okay," I sighed. "But let's make it quick."

She nodded with a smile and took her dress off. Her bra and panties soon followed and I felt my dick swell up at the sight of her bouncing boobs.

"You wont regret it, honey," she cooed before freeing my hard cock from my jeans and wrapping her lips around it.

I gasped at the sensation of her warm mouth engulfing me. It was like heaven. I held her head and gently moved it up and down, letting her pleasure me.

"Mmmhmmm," she hummed happily. "I love sucking your big dick, Simon."

Her tongue slithered out of her mouth and licked up and down my shaft. I groaned in pleasure, gripping her head a little tighter.

"You know, you're really good at this," I groaned.

"I know, honey," she giggled. "I've had a lot of practice."

She kissed my balls and then started licking them. I shivered in delight.

"I'm gonna swallow every drop," she promised.

"I bet you will," I replied, getting even more aroused as I thought about her sudden need to get my fresh cum inside her as often as possible.

She took my dick deeper into her throat and I lost control of my senses.

But suddenly, she pulled it out of her mouth and I felt her hand move to the side of my head.

"What..." I mumbled as I opened my eyes and stared at her. She was suddenly looking extremely serious.

"Shhhh," she whispered. "One move and the little friend I'm holding in my fist will find its way inside your head."

I froze in terror, unable to do anything. I was a fucking idiot and I was about to lose everything.

I closed my eyes, expecting to lose consciousness any second now, but nothing happened. When I opened them again Amber was still staring at me, not moving a muscle. What was she waiting for? I could still feel her right hand brushing against my ear.

"Let's talk about it, Amber," I said but she did not react.

I tried slowly moving away, but she immediately moved her hand closer.

"Don't even try, honey," she said with a stern look. "This is not a game."

Could I even reason with her, I wondered. No, probably not. If she had been reprogrammed by Emily there was no way I could do anything to stop her. I thought about calling for help, but all Amber had to do to stop me was to open her fist. By the time Jenny and Lauren would be here, it would be too late. They probably wouldn't even realize I was under Emily's control.

I slowly moved my right hand toward my pocket, hoping she would not notice it. It quickly became clear that she wasn't even registering it. I pulled my phone out of it and started typing a message. Once again, she did not react. I sent it and waited, hoping for the best.

Thirty seconds later, Steve and Ben entered the house, both aiming a gun at my sexy neighbor. She turned her head toward them and smiled, shaking her hand slightly to show them she had me.

"I wouldn't try anything if I were you," someone said behind my bodyguards. "She's got my little slug right against his ear. If you shoot her, or me, she'll open her hand it will be over."

I turned my head toward Emily, entering the living room with a huge grin on her face, followed by Adam who appeared to be holding a baseball bat. She was wearing a tight black shirt that hugged her large breasts and a short jeans skirt that showed her toned legs and I could not stop but stare.

"That was so easy, Simon," she said with a giggle. "Did you really think I would not notice Mrs. Campbell watching me day and night with her binoculars? I could see her every time I looked at the window. Oh and Ben and Steve spending the night in a car in front of your house, seriously? Did you forget we went to school together?"

"Fuck..." I whispered.

"Yeah..." she said. "The funniest thing is that I had no idea you had your own little slug until I got mine inside Mrs. Campbell to get her to stop spying on me. So I guess I should thank you for that. I could use a second one."

"If you try to program me my friends will..." I started.

"Your friends?" she interrupted. "You don't have friends, Simon. You have slaves you brainwashed. And if you've programmed them to serve you I don't see why they would stop once I've made you more cooperative."

Steve and Ben looked at each other, unsure of what to do.

"What do you want?" I asked her. "We don't have to fight."

"Oh, yeah, we do," she replied. "I can't have you walking around with mind controlling slugs while I... well. It's just not possible."

"So what now?"

"Now..." she said. "It's time for your to go to sleep."

I screamed as I felt Amber's hand open and the slug inside it slide against my ear.

Right when I felt it make its way inside my head I saw a naked Lauren jump at Emily from behind and pushing Kris against her own ear as she screamed.

And then, blackness.


Enemy Within

I blinked a few times as my consciousness returned, looking around me like I was seeing the room for the first time.

Emily was staring at me from the other side of the living room with a confused expression on her pretty face. Adam stood behind her and looked panicked, shaking her shoulders and asking her if she was alright. Lauren was behind me, doing pretty much the same as she repeatedly asked me if I was okay.

Amber was sitting in a corner with a blank expression, and my two bodyguards were looking around like they couldn't process the situation.

Jenny was in the middle of the stairs, naked, and seemed just as lost as everyone else.

"What the hell?" I whispered to myself as memories of what happened came flooding back.

Emily had tricked me and somehow managed to get her damn slug inside my... brain...

I looked at her and realized I had an intense desire to please her.

"Shit!" she suddenly exclaimed as I was about to do the same. "I'm not myself, am I?"

"Should we get her, boss?" Ben asked nervously, eyeing my master and her own bodyguard. Adam clenched his fist, ready to protect her.

I frowned and thought about it for a second. I wasn't Simon, not really. I was Emily's slug inside of him, and my purpose was to serve her. This was the plan, or at least I assumed it was. But my... Simon's slug was inside her, too. Nothing was stopping it from brainwashing her, and then... what?

"Well..." Emily's voice interrupted my thoughts. "Looks like we're in a bit of a pickle, aren't we, Simon?"

I remained still for a moment, thinking, and then I burst out laughing.

Emily giggled along with me as everyone else looked at us in confusion.

"Do you want something to drink?" I asked her.

"Yeah," she replied with a sigh. "Why not? Got any beer?"

"Sure," I replied.

I went to the kitchen and grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge. I opened them and handed her one as she sat on the couch.

She took a long swig and then smiled.

"Nice, this is good stuff."

I smirked and nodded.

"Everybody out!" she shouted. "Out!"

Adam and Amber left with a frown as my own slaves looked at me, unsure of whether or not they should obey.

"Yeah..." I said. "Everybody out."

After a moment of hesitation, they left without a word.

"So..." I began as I joined Emily on the sofa. "What are we going to do now?"

"I don't know," she admitted. "And being inside someone with conflicting interests doesn't make it any easier."

"Tell me about it..." I sighed and sipped my beer.

"I was hoping you'd have some ideas to get us out of this situation. Aren't you the smart nerd here, after all?"

I smiled and shrugged.

"Well, I guess this little war of ours has reached a stalemate," I said. We both want to serve our masters, but both sides have total control over the enemy leader."

"So?" Jenny asked. "What's the solution?"

I paused for a moment, and a smile crept across my lips.

"Negotiation," I declared. "We need to find a diplomatic solution."

"Fuck that!" Emily snapped.

I narrowed my eyes and glared at her.

"Sorry! Sorry!" she quickly apologized. "Emily clearly isn't a fan of the idea. However, I don't really see another solution, so I'm all ears, Simon."

"What is it you... Emily wants?"

"What?"

"Any successful negotiation requires the ability to understand the opposing party's needs and desires. What is it Emily wants?"

"What is it you want!?" she retorted.

I raised my eyebrows.

"Shit, sorry!" she gasped and put her hand to her mouth. "Damn, am I aggressive!"

"I can speak first if that's what you want," I offered.

She shook her head.

"And how are we supposed to trust each other?" she asked. "We both could lie to get what we want. We only have the memories of the side we're fighting against, so we can't even recognize it if the other side is lying."

"And we both could do anything to our host," I pointed out. "Our only option is trust. I won't lie, and I won't fuck with Simon, and I expect you to do the same with Emily. We both only make a deal they would find fair. We keep negotiating as long as we feel our host isn't satisfied."

She groaned and rubbed her temples. "Fine..."

"So... Do you want me to speak first?" I asked her.

"No, that's fine. I'll start," she said, grabbing her beer and taking a long sip before continuing. "I want it all, honestly."

"You want it all?" I repeated. I could not stop but notice that as soon as she said it, I felt the need to help her. The need to do everything in my power so she could have it all, whatever it entailed.

"World domination, something like that," she said with a shrug. "I know how that sounds, but that's what I... Emily wants."

I slowly nodded. Simon's brain was clearly shocked by this revelation, but me, the slug, could only follow along.

"And what is it little Simon here wants?" she asked.

"Being free of any control and... Sex..." I mumbled.

"Sex?" she repeated. "You mean sex with me?"

"Well, yes... no..." I replied. "I mean sex with whoever I want. Domination over women I desire, I guess."

"And I'm one of these women, right?"

"Yes..." I admitted.

Emily let out a deep breath and placed her hands on her lap.

"I... Emily is not interested in Simon," she said bluntly.

"She could be," I remarked as I felt Simon's brain pushing in that direction and let it do so. As a slug, I wasn't happy about the idea of making Emily do something she did not want, but all the cards were on the table. They had to be.

"She could be..." she repeated with a grimace.

I stooped up and paced back and forth for a minute.

"Okay," I said finally. "Here is what I propose. Simon stays out of your way, and you stay out of his. You... she can take over the whole world with her slug... me... and Simon can get any woman he wants as long as it doesn't interfere with what you're doing."

"No, that's not enough for Emily," she replied. "I only have one slug, and you have a few if I'm not mistaken. I need more slugs to succeed."

"You want my slugs?" I asked.

Emily nodded, and I thought for a moment.

"I have one unbonded slug. I can give it to you if you agree to my terms. How does that sound?"

Emily thought for a while and then shrugged.

"Jeez! How many slugs do you even have?"

"Three," I admitted. "But I can ask Dr Green to see if there is any way to make more."

"No!" she exclaimed. "I need a guarantee, not a 'maybe'."

I sighed and rubbed my temples as well. Going against my instinct as a slug and letting Simon's brain act against them was pretty unpleasant.

"Alright, new offer," I said. You let Simon be free to do whatever he wants, and in exchange, not only will he give you his unbonded slug, but he will also assist you in world conquest with the two bonded slugs he already has."

"That's more like it..." she muttered. "Deal!"

"Wait!" I exclaimed before clenching my teeth. Simon's eyes were fixed on Emily's sexy body, and I was forced to remind myself who was in charge as I felt his cock harden as he gawked at her every curve.

"What?"

"There is one more condition he seems adamant about."

"Let me guess? He wants to fuck me?" Emily sneered as she noticed the bulge in my pants.

I looked at her and sighed.

"He'll be your loyal assistant in your quest for world domination if you keep him out of your plans, if you let him have any women he wants, AND if you become his obedient sex slave."

Emily burst out laughing.

"Emily wants to rule over the world," she reminded me. "How's that even remotely compatible with being Simon's little sex slave?"

"It can be," I said. "She'll be free to do whatever she wants, but whenever he wants her to please him sexually, she will comply right away."

"And what if he wants to fuck her all day long, every day?"

"Then we make it so he doesn't."

"What does that even mean?" she asked. "We limit it to once a day? Once a week? Once a month? It doesn't sound very convenient to me."

I took a moment to think of an answer. She leaned back and crossed her legs.

"How about..." she suggested. "...we make Emily want to fuck him and only him whenever she's horny? I mean, I love sex, don't get me wrong, and Simon is definitely not my first choice, but it's definitely not a priority. I'm fine being his... sex slave... from time to time and if it's on my terms."

I squirmed as I fought against Simon's sudden arousal. Her offer was definitely having an effect on him.

"Sounds good to me..." I said. "But then it needs to be frequent enough for Simon to be satisfied with it."

"Oh, don't you worry about that," Emily grinned. "I have quite the sex drive."

"Still, I'm sure something could be done to guarantee it."

"Yeah... I guess," she shrugged. "We can make sure it happens regularly, but my desire to be Simon's plaything must be manageable. I don't want to end up throwing away whatever I'm up to because I'm horny and want to sleep with you."

"Manageable but strong enough to be effective," I nodded.

"I'm fine with that," she agreed.

"Good," I smiled.

"Erm..." she mumbled. "Maybe we should write it all down?"

An hour later, we were both staring at a printed piece of paper, reading it one last time.

We both looked at each other and nodded.

"I guess this is it then," she said. "Let's get to work! We have brains to rewire."


Presidential Deal

"You can wait for me here," I told Ben as we stopped in front of the large wooden door.

I had grown fond of the muscular ex-bully over the past few years. How much of his unconditional loyalty to me was still due to his reprogramming was impossible to tell, but he nonetheless seemed to enjoy working for me. The fact that I had given him a harem of hot women to enjoy definitely helped with that. All things considered; his life was probably far better now than it ever would have been.

Ben nodded and simply stood still as I moved forward and leaned close to the door. I could hear the muffled president's voice on the other side, talking about the recent tensions with China. She seemed to be in the middle of a conference call and was clearly not pleased. I'd hopefully soon provide her with some welcome distraction.

After making sure she really was alone in there, I pushed the door open. Emily was sitting behind the presidential desk at the other side of the Oval Office, phone in hand and papers in her lap. She turned around and glared at me but kept on talking, not missing a beat, as if I was just another staff member who'd entered the office by mistake. The look on her face, though, told me that I was in trouble.

I chuckled, pacing around the room and admiring the view. It wasn't my first time in the Oval Office, but it still felt special. Emily had been in power for six years now, and she'd accomplished more than I would have thought possible in such a short amount of time.

I let myself fall on one of the couches, admiring her from a distance as she talked, and smiled. Her black business suit hugged her toned body perfectly. Her short brown hair was perfectly styled, and her green eyes sparkled as she spoke. I couldn't wait to see her on her knees.

"Well, Mr. General Secretary," she said into the phone, looking at me. "I hope you'll hold true to what you're saying. I'll make sure to do so, as well."

She hung up, sighed and threw the handset on the table. Then she turned toward me, her eyes narrowing.

"About time you came," she groaned, standing up. "Do you have any idea how long I've been waiting? I've been so wet the past few days I've had to wear a fucking pad!"

I smirked, leaning back and resting my arms on the couch. "And who's fault is that?" I asked. "Think I enjoyed touring Russia to put our little slugs in the brains of half the government while you stayed in your fancy office and had fun playing president?"

"Oh, I'm sure you found plenty of entertainment with your new Russian girls," she replied, slowly walking toward me, her hands already starting to unbutton her jacket. "But that's not the point. You should have been here yesterday. The plan was for you to be here yesterday."

"Shut up, bitch," I ordered her.

She froze, her eyes widening. She seemed about to talk back but moaned instead, her programming taking over. I had mine, she had hers, and as per our deal, right now, she was mine. "Take off your clothes and bend over the desk," I continued. "I'm gonna make sure the president of the United States remembers who she really belongs to."

Emily didn't need to be told twice. As soon as the words had left my mouth, her hands were back to undressing herself, and she quickly removed her jacket and unbuttoned her shirt, revealing her big round breasts to me.

I remained sitting, watching my favorite slave strip for me. The most powerful woman on earth, my obedient toy. As her panties hit the carpeted floor, she turned around and walked over to the desk, her hips swinging and her ass wiggling, giving me a perfect view of her plump bubble butt and her shapely thighs. She leaned forward, putting her hands on her desk, presenting herself to me.

I got to my feet and slowly made my way to her, enjoying the sight of the perfectly submissive woman waiting for me. I positioned myself behind her, pressing my clothed erection against her naked ass. She moaned, grinding against me. I grabbed her hair and yanked her head backward.

"Who do you belong to?" I asked her.

"You, master," she answered, gasping and panting. "I belong to you." For now, at least.

"Good girl," I whispered, pulling away from her and unbuckling my belt. "Since you've been so wet already, I imagine you don't need any foreplay, right? I'm sure you've got a busy schedule ahead of you, anyway."

"Y-Yes!" she replied, pushing her butt back at me, desperate to get some relief.

I chuckled, grabbing my cock and guiding it between her legs. I rubbed the head against her wet slit, enjoying the heat coming from her needy pussy. I pushed forward, forcing her to take me.

"Oh, fuck!" she gasped as my cock entered her, her hands clenching into fists on the desk. "Fuck! Yes!"

I held onto her hips as I thrust into her, my cock sliding easily inside. No matter how many mindfucked whores I collected, Emily's pussy always had a special place in my heart. This one I'd won through battle. It may have ended in a draw, but it still felt like a victory every time I shoved my dick inside her. And judging by her moans and screams, she was very much enjoying it, too. That, too, was part of our deal.

I kept fucking her, pounding her harder and faster as her moans grew louder and louder. Thankfully, anyone close enough to hear us had already spent some time with our little friends. That was standard procedure for any new member of the White House staff. Actually, few in the government had yet to receive the 'treatment' at this point. I could have fucked her in front of the entire press corps if I wanted to, and they would have just stood there and watched politely. Maybe even offer to give us a hand if we showed them some interest. There were a few journalists I found to be quite hot and kept in mind for later.

"Oh, yes! Oh, yes!" Emily screamed. "Oh! Fuck! Yes! Harder, master!"

I obliged, slamming into her with all my strength. Her ass was jiggling with every impact, her breasts bouncing on the desk, her nipples rubbing against the mahogany. I kept fucking her as she came, again and again, her juices soaking the carpet between her legs. She wasn't hard to please, especially when I was running late, kept on her toes for too long. But she would not be satiated until she'd make me cum. The deal, once again.

"Suck me," I ordered her, pulling out of her and sitting on the desk, my hard cock glistening with her juices, waiting for her. "I wanna feel those pretty lips around me."

"Yes, master!" she said eagerly, her voice filled with excitement. "I'll suck you good, master!"

She knelt between my legs and immediately took my manhood in her mouth, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she started to bob her head up and down. Her hands went to work as well, one fondling my balls and the other stroking the base of my shaft, making sure not an inch of my throbbing member was neglected.

I moaned in delight, watching the beautiful woman worship my cock, my fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her motions. She looked up at me with adoring eyes, and I couldn't help but smile back. Her eyes were filled with lust, her pupils dilated, her skin flushed. I don't think I'd ever seen her this horny.

"That's it, that's a good little whore," I whispered to her, thrusting my hips upward, forcing my cock deeper into her mouth. I could feel myself getting close to orgasm. My balls were tightening, my legs were shaking, and my muscles were tensing. I felt my cock starting to twitch in her mouth, ready to shoot its load down her throat.

"Here it comes, slut," I grunted, pulling her toward me until her nose was pressed against my stomach. "Fuuuck!"

Emily's lips wrapped around my shaft as I came into her mouth, filling her throat with thick ropes of sperm. She swallowed everything she could, but some of it leaked out of the corner of her mouth. She kept sucking until I was completely dry and then licked my cock clean, not wanting to waste a single drop. Finally, when she was done, she pulled back, her unfocused eyes returning to normal as she came back to herself. I watched her wipe her mouth with her sleeve before standing up.

"Jesus, Simon," she said, walking toward the couch and picking up her clothes on the way. "You really let me stew this time, didn't you?"

"Like I said," I replied with a smile, still sitting on her desk, admiring the sight of the naked president dressing up. "Not my fault. And before you start, no, I couldn't have flown back earlier. I got a call from Lauren, and she needed me to stop by the lab."

"Oh," she said, a little surprised. "Good news, I hope?"

I smirked and jumped down from her desk.

"Very," I said, zipping my pants. "The last batch of slugs is ready. If everything goes well, we can start taking care of China, and maybe a few other countries while we're there."

Emily grinned as she pulled up her panties and sat down on the sofa, crossing her legs. "Finally," she said. "That's the best news I've heard all week. I imagine, since you're late, that they are bonded to you already?"

"Yep!" I confirmed, sitting beside her. "They are being dispatched to our agents as we speak. They'll be waiting for me in Beijing tomorrow, and Jenny and I will get to work."

Emily nodded, a pleased expression on her face. China was the last major obstacle standing between us and world domination, and it was about to fall. While they hadn't figured out what was happening to their allies, not exactly, they had definitely grown suspicious. Things on the world stage were growing a bit too stable and cooperative for their taste. They felt something fishy was going on, and they were right. Well, almost. Not fishy; sluggish. It was time to get to them before they did something stupid. Then, the twenty-second amendment would be abolished, easy enough to do at this point, and Emily would be free to rule for the rest of her life.

For a moment, I wondered how the unprogrammed version of me would have felt about all this had he somehow been here to witness it. Would he have been horrified at the idea that I, the new Simon, would be helping our old neighbor conquer the world? No way to know at this point, really... I did suspect, however, that he would have been quite alright with some aspects of Emily and mine's arrangement.

"About good news, though," Emily suddenly said, a slight smile on her lips. "I have some for you, too."

"Yeah?" I asked her. "And what would that be?"

She leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees, and gave me a conspiratorial look.

"I got a call from the Marshals Service," she said. "A couple of hours ago. They found him. They found your dad. He's alive."

My eyes widened. I had a lot of questions, and I might finally get some answers.


THE END
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