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		It was impossible to sleep in that jail cell for three reasons: the thin mattress might as well have been manufactured from concrete, I was still sore and dealing with a hangover, and the officer on duty kept walking down the hall every five minutes and banging his nightstick on the prison bars. Then he’d go: “What’s wrong? Am I keeping you awake?” And he’d squeal out laughter.

		He was probably the chief’s son. I knew how these things went. Nepo piece of shit.

		I’d never spent the night in prison before. Overall, I’d been a person who’d followed all the rules growing up. I never drank. I never smoked. All the teachers loved me. I’d worked hard to graduate college a year early and get a business career lined up. Except that bitch Natalie running the local branch of Lumos Industries had decided to fill positions not on the metric of skills but by the fact that her slob of a boyfriend needed a job—and thus the office I was more deserving of than anyone else within a hundred-mile radius had gone to a dipshit pot-smoker who couldn’t even tuck in his shirt right. Learning that had sent me over the edge.

		The night was a painful blur. I couldn’t even recall what kind of liquor I’d been drowning myself in. Or what I’d done to my car. I’d hit a fire hydrant. Maybe a building too. All I remembered when being arrested was being confused about why it was raining when there weren’t any clouds in the sky.

		The cell next to mine contained two women who must’ve been prostitutes. They were scantily clad with fishnet stockings. There was a big truck stop south of town. In school, I’d always hear guys joking about the girls who might end up working there—but not as a cashier or anything.

		I tried to find rest as they quietly sobbed and that asshole with the nightstick kept going back and forth all night. My headache morphed through stages of hot pounding.

		Then there was a moment where everything got super quiet.

		I heard water dripping from the little faucet in the cell.

		Drip. Drip. Bloop. Echoing off the cinder-block walls, louder and louder.

		And then there was a voice.

		<Jared.>

		I gently sat up and glanced around. The one window showed darkness outside. The two prostitutes next to me looked to be asleep. The cop was nowhere to be seen.

		<Jared. Over here.>

		The voice was soft and echoing. It sounded like it was coming from the damn sink, although I was well aware of how little sense that made. I put my feet on the ground and carefully stood up. I swayed for a moment, wondering why people consumed liquor at all if it only made them woozy like this. And wreck their cars. Maybe I’d overdone it for a first-timer.

		<Jared.>

		“Hello?” I said, walking over to the rusted sink that was bolted into the wall. I stared down at the corroded drain.

		<Yes. You, Jared. I want to talk to you.>

		It must’ve been a dream. But hell, this dream was kind of entertaining. I’d take a talking sink over having to deal with the insurance and automotive repair bill tomorrow morning, because that was going to be hell—a hell that was all Natalie’s fault.

		<Things aren’t going well for you.>

		“You can say that again,” I replied.

		<What if you could take back control of your life?>

		“Well, that would be terrific.”

		<Give Natalie what she deserves.>

		“Yeah.”

		<And her boyfriend, Gareth.>

		“He’s a huge douchebag who—wait, how do you know all this?”

		<Look deep into your angry desires, Jared.>

		The voice didn’t need to tell me that. My head had been in a dark, hateful place all night. Our society was a joke. Nepotism ran everything. People like me who worked hard, took on a mountain of student debt, and had all the skills to succeed were shit on. Gareth didn’t even have a degree. He probably couldn’t tie his fucking shoelaces without his girlfriend’s help. And yet he was poised to earn a six-figure salary because of this fucking nepo bullshit. If I got my hands around his neck, I couldn’t promise myself that I wouldn’t squeeze really hard…

		Suddenly there was an intense burning sensation on my left hand. I looked at my palm, and winced as a black line drew itself into my flesh, forming a complete circle, before more lines criss-crossed within the outline, creating a star shape.

		It looked like some kind of Satanic pentagram.

		The design throbbed; the scarred flesh subtly glowed.

		<You have the power now.>

		“Power?” I said worriedly. “What kind of power? Who are you?”

		But the voice didn’t answer.

		I touched my new mark in confusion. The lines were carved, not like a tattoo, but like some kind of branding. And the symbol…

		Did I just make a deal with some kind of demon, or something? I wondered. Not that I’d ever been religious. But suddenly I was wondering if I should’ve paid more attention to what was inside the Bible while growing up.

		Behind me: “What’s the matter, shit-stain? Need someone to help you take a leak?” The officer banged his nightstick back and forth, filling the corridor with the racket. One of the pockets on his uniform contained a silver flask. Something to keep the overnight shift less boring, I presumed.

		Definitely the chief’s son.

		“Let me out of here,” I said.

		The officer, who had begun whistling, then stopped. He turned on his heel and returned to my cell door promptly, while producing a ring of keys. And, while my astonishment was going through the roof, he jiggled one such key into the lock and swung the door open.

		My hand pulsed and burned.

		The officer stood there. I knew it had to be a trick. If I made a run for it, he’d either slam the door in my face or hit me with that nightstick. Would it be an abuse of force? Absolutely. But he was the chief’s son. If he could drink on the job, he could rough up the overnighters without consequences.

		I slowly walked toward the exit.

		“Real pity,” said the officer. “I enjoyed your company. Those bitches next to you just keep crying nonstop. And they won’t even suck my dick. I mean, what kind of prostitutes do they think they are?”

		I was now standing in the doorway, freedom being presented to me. Up close, the officer looked like a high school dropout. His face was young and oily. He’d flunked pretty much every class requiring basic math. How I knew this, I didn’t know. But instead of bagging groceries, here he was with full authority to use a firearm. It was so fucked up.

		I stepped out. The officer closed the cell door.

		“I’m really free?” I said.

		“Sure. Why not?” he said. “You’re not a bad guy. You just got a little drunk and crashed your car. Big deal. I once lit some fireworks and tossed them at my neighbor’s cat. Blew off its leg.” He cackled. “Buddy, you ain’t got nothing on—hey, keep it down in there!”

		He swatted the bars again where the two women were being held. I hated that racket so goddamn much. I hated him. But I was just happy to be let out, and I still wasn’t ready to connect my unexpected release with the voice in the sink drain.

		“Can you treat them a little nicer?” I said. “You don’t know their situation. Everyone’s just trying to make money and survive. They’re no different than the rest of us.”

		The officer snorted. “They could get real jobs and stop being lot lizards.”

		Real jobs?

		I clenched my hands, resisting the urge to teach another nepo piece of shit a much-needed lesson. Instead, my hand was burning again. The officer stopped at the desk near the door leading out of the holding cells, where presumably he was going to check me out in the computer database and officially make me a free man. Instead, I watched some changes happen.

		Changes that should’ve been impossible.

		I watched his ass begin to inflate, the oversized pants of his uniform tightening and conforming to a widening, shapely rump that had no business being on a young man. Luscious, red hair spilled down his back. His shoulders shrank, his waist tightened. And he dropped down in height, losing six inches in his spine as if he’d fallen off a stepstool.

		I knew it was me doing it. I was amazed and horrified. And yet I couldn’t stop myself. Assholes like him needed someone to put them in their place, and his parents definitely hadn’t.

		He spun around, his acne wiping away like someone using the eraser tool in Photoshop. And suddenly there was a cute, feminine face there with plump lips, gorgeous green eyes, and a body that was threatening to tear the seams of her uniform. But the uniform itself was changing too: it split open from the collar down to the chest, buttons vanishing as her cleavage was exposed. The hem rose up, revealing her sexy midriff. And then her pants were the tightest, smallest shorts I’d ever seen on a woman.

		Also, the texture of her clothing was shiny and smooth now, like latex.

		“What was I saying?” she said, her voice feminine and sexy.

		“You were saying,” I said, feeling myself getting an immediate erection, “that you were going to suck my dick.”

		“Oh. Right.”

		The new officer on duty dropped down and unzipped my pants.

		This is insane, I thought, receiving a blowjob from a redheaded supermodel when, a minute ago, I’d been locked in a jail cell. Even my headache was gone. I hadn’t consciously decided to be without a headache, but I’d been wishing it would go away for a while now. And here I was, with the power to make that happen.

		The power to do a lot of things, apparently.

		I started to smile.

		It was the best blowjob a man could get. She sucked hard and fast, and twirled her hand in sync with moving her mouth back and forth. I thought about my dick getting bigger; my erection felt like it got another erection, my cock visibly swelling and thickening and making me lightheaded with how much blood it was pulling into it. I thought about my new friend having no limitations in her throat; she willingly and happily deep-throated me, making my nine inches or so disappear as my cock was encompassed by the vacuum power of her mouth and esophagus.

		Her tits grew even larger, becoming a pair of melons barely contained by her costume. Drool and pre-cum slung everywhere, splashing down on her cleavage.

		I probably could’ve made it last, but my balls quickly succumbed to her relentless sucking. I groaned in relief as a rush of cum drained out of me, splashing into her mouth, every drop being pulled out and swallowed. My unconscious mind made my ejaculation more voluminous than normal, every spurt as huge and as pleasurable as the first, beginning what was probably thirty continuous seconds of blowing a never-ending load until my brain couldn’t handle it any longer. When I nearly fell over, I figured it was enough.

		The new officer pulled away and smiled. She had the body of a porn star. “Was it good for you, baby?”

		Then came shouted voices from my left: “Hands up! Off the ground you nepo scumbag! Get away from that dick!”

		The two prostitutes who had been in the cell next to mine were now dressed as real police officers—with drawn weapons. My redheaded cocksucking companion was put into handcuffs. One of the new lady cops saluted me.

		“Good work helping us catch that lowlife,” she said.

		“Not a problem,” I said, zipping up my pants.

		Now a free man with a power I barely understood but wanted to use more of, I left the police station with a little more trust in this city’s cops.
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		With my cheap little Honda out of the impound lot—and miraculously repaired to its pre-crashed condition, to the notice of no one except myself—I drove to the Lumos Industries downtown HQ the next morning. I could’ve used my new power to waive the need for a parking fee, but decided not to. It was greedy. And I wasn’t a greedy person. I was just here to get what was owed to me, nothing more. Which was also why I wasn’t giving myself a money vault like Scrooge McDuck, although the fantasy of swimming in millions of dollars in cash definitely went through my head.

		I raised my hand to the traffic; cars and buses all stopped, allowing me to cross the street safely. And while walking up to the front doors with a new confidence in my stride, a business suit began materializing around my body, fabric swirling out of the air and constructing itself into fashionable, tailored garments. I adjusted my tie one final time as I went in.

		<You belong here.>

		“I know it,” I told the voice in my head. The identity of this powerful presence still caused me some concern, but it paled to the satisfaction of justice in this unjust world. “Oh, and if I forget to later, thanks for turning me into like a god.”

		<Embrace your power, Jared.>

		The elevator was waiting for me. I rode it to the top. At what was supposed to be my office, there was a disgusting nameplate: GARETH PIKE. This was easily rectified, of course. I swished my finger; the nameplate, subsequently, magically slid out of its slot, turned over to show JARED ERICKSON on the other side, and slid back into position. As easy as that.

		Once inside, I took a deep breath and savored the result of my hard work. After college and studying and maintaining that excellent GPA, I was finally where I belonged, and no damn pot-smoking loser was going to steal it from me.

		Expectedly, my intrusion didn’t go unnoticed. I had just made myself comfortable in my new chair and filled a mug with fresh coffee from a newly installed coffeemaker when the door swung open. I leaned back and kicked my feet up as Natalie stormed in, always wearing her prancing-horse earrings. I hated that there was a part of my brain that found her attractive. The sexy young woman who wasn’t afraid to stomp on some balls to get her way. Plus, she knew how to dress. My gaze was all over her pencil skirt as I sipped my coffee.

		“What the hell is this?” she demanded to know. “You think you can just walk back in here and change the name outside like you own the place? We let you go, Jared. I let you go. Does that bear repeating?”

		I was smiling. I stuck a finger in my ear, wiggled it around, then pretended to flick away something. “Sorry. Ears were clogged. What?”

		She crossed her arms. “You’re fired.”

		“What? Say that again.”

		“You’re—” She stopped mid-sentence and glared at me. “Okay. I’ll play it your way. Gareth!”

		I swore the whole building trembled from her shouting. A few seconds later, her boyfriend walked into the office. Once again, there was only one question on my mind: What the hell does she see in this guy? First off, he constantly smelled like marijuana, and I could only presume he smoked a joint on his breaks. His shirt was only half tucked in—typical. I wondered so hard that my hand began to burn.

		And then the truth became known because of my magical desire.

		Gareth was a nephew of the CEO, a fact which was probably kept confidential for all the reasons my eyes saw and my nose smelled. Gareth had all the hallmarks of a dropout loser. But Natalie knew. And she was giving Gareth a position and sleeping with him for her own professional gain.

		“He probably can’t use the right screwdriver, let alone work in any position of responsibility,” I said. “How can you let this happen?”

		“Because, I want more money, Jared,” she blurted. My hand was burning, and I craved only the truth. “I don’t care about Gareth. I want more shoes. I want a new car. I want to live in a mansion someday. And doing favors for the boss is the only way that can happen. This is America. Either you try to get ahead, or you get trampled by the mob.”

		My eyes turned to Gareth. “And you?”

		The dude shrugged. “Can you please just make him go away, Nat? You promised me this position.”

		“Call security,” she said.

		“Do I have to?”

		“Yes, you dweeb.”

		“So, she just admitted that she doesn’t care about you,” I said to Gareth. “Isn’t that something that should bother you?”

		He shrugged again. Then he clutched his throat like he was trying to stop something from coming up. But against his best efforts, he let out a vocal “HEE-haw.”

		Natalie: “Gareth? What the fuck?”

		“Hee-haw!”

		He was beginning to look terrified, his brays coming out uncontrollably like an unusual case of the hiccups.

		“I knew it all along,” I said. “Gareth, you’re clearly an ass. You need a position that better suits your skills. My position is definitely in this chair, and you don’t deserve it.”

		I flicked my hand; the office door closed. With my seemingly unlimited powers, I made Natalie and Gareth calm in preparation for the wild idea that had been brewing in my head. First, Natalie wiggled out of her skirt. The red lace thong clenched between her perfect ass cheeks was a treat to my straining erection, but hardly the intent. Gareth looked at his girlfriend in confusion.

		“Hee-haw?” he said.

		“That’s right, Gareth. It’s an ass. Go on.”

		Gareth, becoming a puppet with less and less free will, slipped his girlfriend’s panties off. Then, bent over, he planted his face right against her ass cheeks and tongued her asshole. With access to their memories, it was hilarious to me that this wasn’t his first time being so intimate with her back door. Natalie even bent forward slightly and started to moan.

		If I had a moral center, it was a little shaken, but it didn’t deter me. Hell, I started rubbing my erection through my pants from the sounds my boss was making. And I didn’t want her to hate this, so I made her enjoy the anal affection from her ass-licking boyfriend.

		But we were just getting started.

		Yes, get in there deeper, I thought, encouraging him.

		Gareth’s face began to push farther into his girlfriend’s ass crack. It was physically impossible, but my powers had no regard for the laws of physics. Her beautiful ass began to slowly devour him, sucking him in until her tailbone was inching over his hairline and her cheeks were sliding around his cheeks. His eyes and temples disappeared into the tight cavern of her crack.

		“Oh!” she moaned.

		Before long, the back of his scalp was disappearing, until he was just a neck and body sticking out behind his girlfriend, making the profile of a weird-looking centaur. His arms merged into her thighs, and his clothes vanished.

		Natalie leaned her head back and gave out a climactic squeal, while her front legs trembled. At her back legs, the still-erect cock belonging to her boyfriend squirted out ropes of jizz.

		“Yes! Yes!”

		I got up, not minding that my pants were severely tented out, and went over to investigate my bizarre creation. It had been funnier in my head. In reality, I didn’t think Gareth’s back half was a good complement to Natalie’s sexy female front half. But changing reality was as easy as using an eraser and redrawing it. Even easier.

		What had been Gareth lost its body hair. The legs redesigned themselves to be plumper and sexier, with smooth skin that was undeniably feminine. And of course Natalie needed a proper ass—and the proper equipment to go between her back legs. With my godlike abilities, the unsightly penis shrank away, replaced with the much more attractive lips of a damp vulva. The waist on this new torso slimmed, and I refined the area around Gareth’s former shoulders so the final result looked less like two bodies joined together.

		It was still a freaky sight.

		My boss was now a human centaur.

		I was bothered by her wearing a blouse. But I fixed that. And the bra vanished with it. However, I left the red heels, and I duplicated them on her back feet.

		“Okay, I don’t know what’s overcome me,” she said, “but I don’t remember a thing about why I even came into your office, Jared.”

		“To congratulate me on my first day,” I said.

		“Oh yes. Silly me.”

		We shook hands. Life was so much better without that undeserving weasel hanging around. And Natalie was a vision of beauty in so many new ways. She didn’t seem to mind me staring at her naked breasts and featureless front crotch area more than her eyes.

		“Hey, Natalie?”

		“Yes?”

		“Why don’t you wear clothes?”

		“I never told you?” she said. “Well, take a good look at me. Nothing’s gonna fit this body unless I had it tailored. And it wouldn’t do much good anyway. I can’t reach my hind legs to even put on underwear, much less pants or a skirt. So, I decided to be a nudist. We shouldn’t be ashamed of our bodies.”

		I nodded. “I support your cause.”

		“Thank you.”

		I went around her, like an artist admiring his sculpture. At her back end, I was again tempted by the sight of her wet pussy bulging out between her legs. My poor dick was aching, and my arousal proceeded to make my erection larger and the bulge in my pants more prominent. I knew I could’ve done anything, but I resisted.

		This is enough, I told myself, caressing her buttocks. Or hindquarters. I wasn’t sure which designation they deserved. Centaur biology wasn’t on any school curriculum.

		“I need to run some errands,” she announced. “Let me know if you need anything. And good luck on your first day! This company and I both have faith in your capabilities.”

		“I’m glad to hear that,” I said.

		I sat down in my chair and watched her head out, her front legs and back legs moving in alternating motions like any other four-legged animal.

		I found myself relaxing quite easily. With the power of a god, what did I have to worry about? Definitely not illnesses. Or losing my new job. Or being a victim of the stranglehold of nepotism in every damn job sector. I could even avoid old age if I wanted—assuming my new ability was with me long enough for that to become a factor.

		“Hey,” I said aloud, speaking to the black pentagram on my palm. “What exactly are the terms of this? Did I accidentally give you my soul or something?”

		<You have been picked to use this new power.>

		“Okay.” That wasn’t really an answer.

		<You can do anything now.>

		I sighed. It was amazing how having this job had changed my outlook completely—and I’d been in jail last night. Ultimately, I didn’t want much. What I wanted, right then, was for everyone in this city to have a great day, and for no bosses to screw over their employees, and for the nepotists of the world to feel great shame in what they were doing.

		And anyone in the hospital right now would have no bills.

		And the city’s tax dollars would go to helping homeless people instead of increasing police salaries.

		That all seemed like a good start.
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		At home, I made some modest improvements. One reason I’d needed a good job—with good paychecks—was to do something about the mold in the house. It had belonged to my great uncle before he’d been moved into a nursing home, and about the only thing he’d done in his final self-sufficient years was sit in his recliner and watch college basketball. The mold damage basically made the house unsellable. But a snap of my fingers fixed all that. I also fixed the grass to make it the greenest and healthiest grass in the neighborhood. And I manifested a new roof, new appliances, and kicked all the spiders and other critters outdoors, and told them to never move back inside again.

		I just wanted the house to look respectable. I didn’t need a Ferrari in my garage, or a Tony Stark mansion in southern California that I could teleport to and from on workdays. I gave myself some financial investments that would ensure that future me was comfortable in his grayer years. I added a larger television, a better computer, new carpet.

		And then I felt pretty satisfied.

		Because I’d never been greedy. And having unlimited power didn’t change that.

		Just before noon, I went outside in my bathrobe to check the mail, but I never made it off the front porch. There was a woman in a jogging outfit with a huge Doberman on the other end of her leash—and the Doberman was presently unleashing a long, coiling turd next to the sidewalk. I bode my time, waiting for the dog to finish with its business and the woman jogger to be on her way.

		Except, she didn’t bother cleaning up after her pet. She snapped her fingers, and the Doberman trotted off alongside her across my driveway.

		<You know what to do.>

		“Hey, ma’am?” I hollered.

		She stopped and turned. Her blonde ponytail swished to rest. “What?”

		“Will you please clean up after your dog?” I said, pointing at the mess left behind. And it was a big dog, meaning the mess was appropriately massive.

		But instead of doing the responsible thing as a pet owner, she shrugged. “It’s your lawn, buddy. It’s not my problem.”

		I frowned.

		<Yes, Jared. I can feel your anger.>

		The collar flew off the dog and snapped around the jogger’s neck. Within the span of a microsecond, she was tied to the mailbox post and down on all fours. “Hey, what the hell?” she griped, tugging at her new accessory. But I made sure the collar was secure and resistant to everything weaker than the jaws of life. “Get this thing off me!”

		“If you can’t clean up after your dog, you don’t deserve to own one,” I said.

		Meanwhile, the Doberman was changing. I couldn’t say for sure what inspired the transformation that was just beginning, but I had thought a little role reversal would be nice. Sometimes, it was the only way people could learn their lessons. The dog’s back legs were growing longer and thicker, the thighs widening and the feet elongating on the pavement. Soon, it seemed uncomfortable with being on all fours, and it stood itself up on its larger hind legs with perfect bipedal balance. Everything about its skeleton was becoming more human: its shoulders, torso, and hips primarily. Its skull was altered to be rounder, its neck switching to attach at the base rather than the back.

		Within about ten seconds, the woman’s pet was a nearly six-foot-tall anthropomorphic Doberman, humanoid in shape, but still covered in dog fur and retaining many canine features, like the snout and tail.

		I realized that it was a male dog. It had a sizable sheath.

		My horny mind decided it needed a female body, with huge furry tits—and reality adjusted to match the vision I had in my head.

		“Mmm,” the Doberman-woman moaned, stretching her arms over her head and twisting around, which caused a few popping sounds to come from her spine. “I do like this. No more masters. No more leashes. Just freedom. Thank you for being a decent citizen, Jared.”

		“No problem,” I said. “I just wanted to turn the tables a bit.”

		The Doberman-woman unhooked the leash from the mailbox post, then led the jogger over to the mess in the lawn and put her face almost down in it. “Look at this,” she said. “If you make a mess on anyone else’s lawn, it’s your job to clean it up, you dumb animal. Now get to it, or else I’m not giving you any treats later.”

		The jogger pulled out a bag from her pocket and scooped it in.

		Finally, justice was served on this lovely sunny morning.

		The Doberman-woman waved at me and tugged on her leash; her pet jogger followed along on all fours, looking ashamed of herself. I had intended to swap them back as soon as the mess on my front lawn was disposed of, but my eyes were distracted by my own creation. Unconsciously—and with my boner pressing painfully against the front of my pants—I made the Doberman-woman’s ass wider. Her fur was so perfect and shiny, showing off the contours of her humanoid body. And her gait only caused her bigger booty to sway back and forth, drawing my eyes all the way down the sidewalk.

		Then she stopped and turned around.

		“Jared,” she hollered. “Since you’ve been such a nice young man to me, may I come in? I’d love it if you scratched behind my ears. Or we could do…other activities…”

		I forgot all about the damn mail.

		A short while later, I was getting a blowjob from the Doberman-woman. It felt so weird and perverted, but I just couldn’t help myself. There was something so entrancing about her—more than just the feeling of my ten-inch cock disappearing inside her long snout and tight throat, and that lengthy tongue caressing my throbbing girth from the underside. I couldn’t bear to look into those black canine pupils, so I made them human. I gave her fingers instead of paws. But I kept the fur, the ears, and her tail—which snapped back and forth eagerly while she gave me oral pleasure.

		<That’s right, Jared. Give in. There are no more inhibitions.>

		After the blowjob, I fucked her doggy style. Appropriately. She moaned and howled while I plunged my huge dick repeatedly into her pussy—another necessary human feature. My testicles inflated to the size of tennis balls, swinging underneath my shaft as my desire to blow a huge load gave me the means to do so.

		And I did.

		I grabbed her big, furry ass and filled her to the brim. Her tail whipped back and forth during climax, flicking across my abdomen.

		Afterward, she grabbed a pink silk robe that hadn’t existed five seconds ago and relaxed on my bed. I stood in the doorway, still sort of stunned and horny enough to be a functional tripod. With this godlike power, I didn’t exactly have a refractory period anymore. Because why wait when I didn’t have to?

		“What do I call you?” I said.

		“My master called me Duke, but I suppose that’s no longer suitable.” She sighed. “You may call me Zoey. There was a Zoey in the kennel, when I was still a pup. We were friends before she was taken away.”

		“Okay. Zoey. How do you feel about having the ability to speak?”

		“It’s a little overwhelming. There are so many words, and a lot of them mean the same thing, but are slightly different. It’s better than barking and howling. I could never get my master to understand when I had a belly ache, or that I hated that smelly boyfriend of hers coming over. I wanted to bite him and tell him to take a shower.” She let out a soft growl. “I once caught him having phone sex with her sister, but what was I going to do about it? I was just a dumb dog.”

		“Do you prefer being this way?”

		Zoey looked at me. She opened her long jaw and yawned. Then her tongue licked around her mouth exactly like a dog’s would, but she wasn’t a dog, not anymore. “My master never wanted to play with me. If you are to be my master, I only ask that we play more often. I have a lot of energy.” Her gaze briefly regarded my erection. “And although we met briefly ago, I like the way you play.”

		“I’m not your master, Zoey,” I said. “I just wanted to take out some frustration on your former master. But now I don’t think I can change you back. It’d feel cruel.”

		“I was born a dog. I’ll always need a master.”

		“And what shall I do to your former master?”

		Zoey grabbed a nail file and began buffing her long, dark fingernails. “Surely there’s a family out there who can love that poor animal, don’t you think? If they don’t mind dealing with all the messes and tick problems.”

		From then on, Zoey started living with me.

		It seemed like I was testing myself to see how long I could go on with having a relationship with a woman who was part dog and had lived the majority of her life being on all fours, but I began to genuinely enjoy her company. When I was on the couch watching a movie, she would always cuddle beside me and ask me to scratch behind her ears and rub her belly—which was often reciprocated by fantastic handjobs. When I ate ice cream, she loved licking my spoon. She also asked me to put a garden in the backyard. After work, I would often find her planting new flowers or lying in the grass. She enjoyed the outdoors and growling at squirrels like any other dog. Which, obviously, made sense.

		It was all so fascinating to me, because I’d never altered her personality. I’d only given her some basic human traits. And within only a few days, I would look forward to spending time with her and sleeping with her.

		In a way, I had created a new form of life. And eventually I stopped considering reverting her to the way she was before. She was just Zoey, the Doberman-woman who walked around naked, slobbered all over my face, and begged me to whip out my ten-inch cock to satisfy her needs. She had stopped being a dog on the day she’d spoken her first words. And now she was so much more. Intelligent, affectionate, and a friend who I sorely missed while at work.

		That could be fixed, though.
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		I sat in my pleasantly air-conditioned office with a new feeling warming my heart and tingling my mind: contentment. As a young person, you always look forward to being done with school forever, having the right job, and maybe even having a partner. The third was still a work-in-progress, discounting Zoey, who I’d made the Lumos Industries HQ allow me to bring in. She was in the corner, curled up in an oversized bed that was styled for a dog but sized for a human, biting into a tennis ball.

		For the first time since acquiring the power and the demonic symbol on my hand, I couldn’t think of anything I really wanted. World peace, perhaps? Maybe one day. It was a delicate issue.

		<Don’t you want more?>

		But the voice had been continuing to pester me. Today too.

		“What else is there?” I said aloud, arms against my midsection, admiring the beautiful day outside. “I’m pretty good right now, whoever or whatever you are.”

		<Become president. Rule the world.>

		“You should’ve found a dictator for that.”

		<Become the richest person alive.>

		“After a certain point, money is useless. I’ve already told you that.”

		Zoey came over and dropped the tennis ball on my desk. It was thoroughly drenched in her slobber. “Throw it,” she ordered me, wagging her tail so hard that her whole body was involved in it, so it looked like she was shimmying. Her furry tits jiggled incessantly. I kept unconsciously making them larger. I’d have to quit that—but not until they stopped giving me rock-hard boners.

		I pretended to throw it once. Her head turned, ears perked up. Then she looked back at me once the ball never came down. “You rascal,” she said with a very humanlike smirk. “I should bite you for believing I’d fall for that.”

		“I’ll settle for a kiss,” I said.

		I lobbed the tennis ball for real this time. She darted after it, giving me a show of her magnificent ass propelling her into a sprint across the room—and then a leap as she hopped up and snatched the rebounding ball out of the air with her jaws. She shook her head back and forth, growling and acting like she was trying to tear the damn thing apart.

		“Yeah,” I sighed. “I’m pretty good right now. I don’t want to be president.”

		<Fuck you, Jared.>

		“Hey, that’s…”

		My hand started to hurt. I looked at my palm and saw the black, charred pentagram disappearing from my skin. In seconds, the skin looked perfectly healthy and normal, with not even a scar left behind.

		What does that mean? I wondered.

		It scared me momentarily that my power had been taken away. But the results of my tenure with it were still present. I was still in the office I deserved, with the job I’d rightfully earned. And Zoey hadn’t gone anywhere; she was still in her special bed giving her tennis ball some heavy loving, angled so that her beautiful ass was pointed toward me.

		She saw me staring, dropped the ball out of her mouth, and asked, “What?” Her tail began to wag slowly. “Is it time for man’s best friend to play with something else?”

		“Maybe later,” I said.

		And life continued.

		In the end, I supposed it was probably for the best that I didn’t have the power of a god. It made things too easy, even though I’d made myself be very conservative with its usage. But already I’d been using magic for laundry, getting fast food, and shaving. I’d have to go back to the old ways now, but that was all right.

		A small price to pay for having everything I wanted.

		And while I was left with many questions about who the voice was and the origin of the power, I didn’t think they were worth pursuing.

		The day went on. I replied to emails, wrote reports, played with Zoey—in both the doggy ways and the human ways. And by late afternoon, I was ready to move on from that weird phase in my life when I’d had the power to change the universe.

		In came Natalie. On her usual two legs. And wearing some business attire and her usual prancing-horse earrings. Initially, I didn’t take notice of my human centaur experiment being undone. But then I looked over at Zoey again. Then back at my boss. Wait, I thought. If Zoey didn’t change back, then Natalie shouldn’t have either.

		There was a reason for this. And I never saw it coming.

		Suddenly my tie was tightening around my throat, constricting painfully around my airway. I reached up to loosen it, but the invisible forces pulling on it were stronger than my hands!

		“You. Colossal. Piece. Of. Shit,” Natalie said. “You were fired. But you came back. And then you turned me and my boyfriend into some freak, all for your sick entertainment. And…” She looked over at Zoey. “And what the hell is that thing?”

		My chest was on fire. I couldn’t breathe.

		“Nat…” I squeaked.

		She showed me her hand. And there was the pentagram. The demon in my head had found a new host, one who had plenty of motivation to use her new power for evil deeds right now. I should’ve figured. That fucking thing fed on human emotions. Our anger, it seemed. Trying to corrupt us. And since I was no longer angry, it needed a new source.

		My tie finally stopped trying to strangle me.

		“Natalie, listen—” I coughed.

		“No, Jared,” she said. “I know everything. I mean, I know what your mommy and daddy were doing when they conceived you. I know what’s beyond the universe. And I know everything that was going through your mind when you embarrassed me like that.”

		“You weren’t embarrassed. I made you enjoy it.”

		She glared at me.

		Okay, probably shouldn’t have said that, I thought.

		Natalie placed her hands on her hips. “You’re angry about nepotism, are you? Well too bad. I accepted a long time ago that it’s a race to the top, and to reach it I’ll have to step on the faces of others. And you decided to punish me for something that’s just a fact of life. You’re an asshole.” She started smiling. And I could see the mark on her palm beginning to glow subtly. “Yes, you are, Jared. An asshole. Maybe I did give your job to someone who deserves it less. But after what you did to me, I won’t hear any arguments anymore.”

		She snapped her fingers.

		Suddenly I was upright, balancing on my tiptoes and floating around my desk. My clothes vaporized one by one, in puffs of smoke colored the same as the fabric, until I was completely naked and regrettably hard. My magically enhanced ten-inch cock was on full display.

		Natalie glanced at it and smirked. “Of course you made that bigger. What man wouldn’t? It’d probably hurt most women if you tried to stick it in them, but I’m sure you didn’t consider that. You definitely didn’t consider my feelings. Or Gareth’s.”

		“Natalie, wait,” I said, hearing myself beg. It’d been a while since I had to. “I was going to turn you back. I mean, I was upset. It got a little weird.”

		She squinted. “I suppose you are telling the truth. But that just makes you a coward. You lack commitment. And this power didn’t want you because you’re ultimately pathetic, refusing the gifts it can offer you. It’s time for you to take a submissive role, Jared.”

		While I was impossibly balancing on my toes there in front of her, unable to move, she began manually removing her clothes. I hated that my damn cock continued to be hard. She wasn’t using her power to influence it; I was just turned on for whatever reason.

		When she was fully naked, I knew where this was going.

		Her smile widened. She knew that I knew.

		“You were right to want out of jail,” she said. “It doesn’t suit you. But I have something that will.” She turned around, and I spied her perfect tight ass. And it was almost a dream come true as I was lowered to my hands and knees, my eyes reveling in those splendid, tan buttocks. She bent over slightly, and in the darkness of her crack was that little hole peeking out. I was both trembling nervously and dripping pre-cum.

		My brain was so confused.

		“Embrace what you are, asshole,” Natalie commanded.

		I now had a firsthand experience of the magical forces being applied against my will. It felt like the air was pushing on me, a solid ubiquitous power with no yield or limit. I found myself sliding closer to Natalie’s back door, my head forced to stay on a path with her sexy ass.

		Oh God, I thought. I’m about to find out what Gareth experienced!

		When my face pressed into her beautiful rear, I knew there was no logical way for something as large as my skull to fit in between her butt cheeks. But with her power, the laws of the universe no longer applied. I was drawn deeper, her ass squishing against my face and encompassing my head on all sides, swallowing me into darkness. It was a weird sensation, like the skin on my face had properties of a liquid, able to change its shape and be absorbed. For a moment, I was somehow inside her body, my flesh and bones phasing through the middle of her pelvis. I even heard her heart beating—quite quickly and excitedly.

		Then light shone into my eyes. My ears followed, no longer hearing the muted gurgling and rumbling of her internal tissues. I didn’t see Natalie.

		But I heard her laughing.

		“This is really awkward. And you came up with this?”

		A mirror appeared in front of me.

		It was more than awkward. I would’ve gone for awkward. What I saw staring back at me was downright bizarre and horrifying.

		My head—apparently unaltered, from my initial inspection—was sticking out of my boss’s naked groin, with the skin underneath my chin transitioning into her taint region, with no sign of her genitalia. I could talk. I could breathe. I could smell.

		She turned around slightly.

		And there was the rest of my body, like a headless man surgically attached to the rear of this beautiful naked woman, making up the hind legs of her centaur appearance. With my head sticking out of the front, my neck would have to have been like an extra foot long. But obviously magic had taken care of that.

		“Ew,” Natalie said. “I can’t be half female and half male. No one would take me seriously. And now that I can feel your hard cock, I want it to go away.”

		“Hey, wait—” I muttered, weakly and powerlessly.

		The changes happened quickly. Over in the rear portion of my bent-over body, I felt a wave of warmth and pressure blossoming inside of my ass; this was reflected in the mirror as my backside growing in size and losing its body hair. My legs underwent a similar transition, becoming smooth and feminine. I didn’t grow any breasts, but I did feel my waist constrict into the female equivalent, even though it wasn’t Natalie’s primary waist.

		Then the worst happened, and my boss turned to show me.

		My ten-inch erection slipped away into my groin. I was surprised she didn’t make it painful. Then my groin itself restructured and opened up into a pair of glistening lips, and I felt air tickling the sensitive folds of my new, shaved vulva.

		“There you are, Jared,” Natalie said when she was all finished turning herself back into a human centaur—with me as the back half. “Now you look more appropriate.”

		“Surely you aren’t going to leave me like this,” I said. “I thought you hated it.”

		“I do hate it. But I enjoy your misery more. Now let’s show you off, shall we?”
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		Natalie, the once-again human centaur, walked around the office building. She did the walking; I didn’t have any motor control whatsoever, despite me still considering those back legs as mine. Essentially I’d been reduced to a head attached to her crotch. But that didn’t mean everything else wasn’t numb. Walking around, I could still feel my legs moving and my ass swaying—its feminine transformation causing it to gyrate and jiggle more than I was accustomed to. And there was my—our?—new pussy, which she didn’t choose to cover up. So what remained of my human body was permanently bent over, showing off my new genitals to the world.

		But I felt her body too. It was like our nervous systems had been oddly unified. I wasn’t sure if she was aware of this, but I was certainly aware of her tits bouncing with our quadrupedal footfalls. Even though the sensation of that was well above my head.

		It was all endlessly weird.

		“Charles,” Natalie said, bringing us to a stop. “Hello. The day’s almost over with. And you’ve been working so hard for this company.”

		I looked up from my waist-level perspective and saw some guy I recognized from the marketing department—but whom I hadn’t been personally acquainted with. I hoped for someone, anyone, to notice Natalie’s new body and the extra face she had, but of course she was magically stopping anyone from freaking out. And even if they did notice, what would they do? Call the police on a god?

		They chatted with no attention given to me. Then my boss said: “Claim your reward, Charles.”

		Charles, with no further encouragement, unzipped his pants. And suddenly my field of view was consumed by a huge, erect cock aiming at my nose. I tried to recoil away from it, but I didn’t have that range of motion in my neck anymore. Or a neck at all, really.

		“Come on, now. Don’t be shy, Jared.”

		Charles stepped closer, and my mouth opened. I couldn’t say for sure whether I’d voluntarily chosen to suck his cock out of fear for additional punishment or Natalie had motivated me with her paranormal powers, but the end result was the same. The man grasped my boss’s waist as he thrust slightly, poking my throat with his boner. There was nothing I could do but be a drooling orifice. Worse, I felt my new nipples getting hard and my pussy getting wetter. To Natalie, it must’ve felt like she was getting fucked in her front hole, and she was getting turned on accordingly.

		If there’s a real god out there, I thought, helplessly swallowing pre-cum and having a pair of wrinkly testicles slapping against my chin repeatedly, I’m sorry I ever used that power for my own personal gain!

		Charles gave out a grunt. The back of my tongue felt the hot splash of seed, which came so violently that I nearly gagged. Huge spurts emptied into my throat and into…I didn’t know where. My digestive system? But Natalie already had her digestive system. Did she have two now? Ruminations on our biology were my only way of lessening the shame of having a cock in my mouth and swallowing some random guy’s cum.

		Natalie went around the building, congratulating everyone on their hard work. The men who all whipped their dicks out were all young and handsome. I figured she was doing this to punish me just as much as to satisfy her own sexual desires, but I stayed quiet. I knew the power she had. I knew my life could be so much worse than being half of a human centaur.

		We stepped into an elevator. Every side was a mirror.

		There was cum dripping off my chin. I wasn’t sure how many guys it belonged to.

		“I have to admit, this is starting to grow on me,” Natalie said. “I always liked reading fantasy books when I was younger, and burying my nose in those magical worlds. Well, I am a magical creature now. I’m more than human.”

		“I’m sorry,” I said again.

		Her reflection rolled its eyes. “If you think I’m going to return your life back to normal by today’s end, you’re sorely mistaken. I’ve been working so hard. I need a vacation.”

		The elevator dinged. The doors opened.

		And we walked onto a beach in the middle of a sunset.

		By now, I wasn’t wishing I hadn’t turned my boss into a freak; I was wishing I’d never been tempted by that voice inside the prison sink drain. I’d been stupid. There were always catches to these things, whether they were magical powers or prices too good to be true. And I should’ve known better, but the voice, entity, demon, or whatever had caught me at a moment of weakness and taken advantage of me.

		The warm sunshine was nice, though. And the sand squishing between my twenty toes. I didn’t recognize the beach. It could’ve been anywhere.

		Gareth was there. Except…he wasn’t entirely the pot-smoking loser who had caused me to go on a drunken path of self-destruction. He had long hair, glistening muscles, and only a small garment covering his junk. It was like a loincloth.

		He turned and saw us approaching. “Nat?” he said, voice unchanged. “What happened? Where am I? Why do you have four legs?”

		“I’ve come into the possession of a very special power,” my boss said, and I saw her extend her arm in my upper field of view. She showed her boyfriend the pentagram carved into her palm. “It means I can do anything. It means I can take the elevator from the office straight to the beach. It means this asshole Jared is mine to control.”

		“Uh, Nat?” Gareth said, only giving me a glance. “Isn’t that a pentagram?”

		“Yeah. And?”

		“That’s, like, a demonic symbol.”

		“This demonic symbol is giving you your job back. And—” Natalie sighed. “Hold on. I just realized something. With this power, that means I don’t have to date a dweeb anymore. Gareth, I’m sorry, but I’ve always deserved a better man. Not just muscular, but charming. And one who doesn’t constantly smell like weed.”

		This time, I agreed with Natalie. Gareth was an annoyance.

		Now his face was changing. That soft jawline squared off and sprouted facial hair. His nose enlarged. And his eyes became so deeply green that it looked like they were glowing from within.

		“Hello, m'lady,” the new Gareth said, with a deep voice. Its effect on Natalie was to make her pussy wetter. My back legs shifted back and forth, restless with a new emptiness filling our loins. “Champagne?”

		There was suddenly a bucket with ice and champagne bottles, because of course there was.

		The beach was perfect in every way. Warm, but not humid. The gentlest of breezes. And no one in sight. Having gone more than ten minutes without some random guy’s cock entering my mouth, I started to relax a little. Natalie gave me sips of champagne—by lowering the glass down to my face and letting me swallow some.

		But arousal never stopped burning between my hind legs. I knew Natalie felt it too. All my mind could sense was an irritating void, and our desires were so high right now that juice was literally dripping down the back of my legs. If only I could reach back there and rub myself. I didn’t care that I was mentally a man who was conjoined bizarrely to a woman to create an odd-looking centaur thing; I just wanted the needs of my body to be satisfied.

		Natalie’s magic provided the means.

		Suddenly, this handsome version of Gareth, for reasons unsaid, stood up. Two dark protrusions extended from his lower abdomen. They looked like hooves—and there were two legs covered in brown fur following them. These jointed, equine appendages angled downward, and Gareth himself rose up taller as the lower half of his body began to stretch and bulge out behind him. His ass grew humongous, and for a moment he was balanced on his original legs with his abdomen kinked at an impossible angle. The front legs, which now resembled such, and were finishing extending from his lower abdomen, settled on the ground.

		His transformation into a real centaur was uncommented on. He went on drinking his champagne while the hundreds of pounds of a horse’s body just materialized out of his human lower half. Soon, he had the traditional centaur appearance, complete with a long, dark tail that matched the hair on his head.

		And there was his cock.

		Well, it wasn’t human anymore. It was very visible and curving down slightly from its own massive size.

		Natalie’s fantasies were freaking me out a little, but it was undeniable how much it turned her own. We were trembling, and our nipples wanted to burst. I felt her playing with them. I felt the urge to moan at the same time she did, but I stifled it. I liked it better when she seemed to forget that I even existed.

		“Gareth,” she cooed. “You’re looking…extra handsome tonight.”

		Her drastically altered boyfriend smiled. My pussy throbbed not just from that, but from the way he flicked his horse tail. And of course that beastly thing shamelessly hanging down so far that it was almost touching the sand.

		How is that thing even going to fit? I wondered.

		I shouldn’t have asked.

		Shortly after, I felt the tingles of another transformation. Having a mirror would’ve helped, but I knew what was happening the moment my ass started inflating again. Not with feminine fat, but with muscle. My feet lifted off the sand until just my toes were supporting me, and I felt them merging together into a harder, singular digit of sorts. My waist expanded in all directions, and I felt my ribs individually growing, becoming like hula hoops inside my barrel-chested body. What I could see below me was similar. Natalie’s front feet became hooves, with white fur—as opposed to her boyfriend’s brown fur—sprouting up the limbs. Centaurs might’ve been her fantasy, but horses were large animals. Even without Natalie’s upper body changing, we became probably two feet taller.

		I felt so much heavier, but also so much stronger. Connected to my tailbone was a literal tail. It swished back and forth across my nether region.

		Our body was still female. The same emptiness was still there.

		But it was a canyon.

		And Gareth now looked more able to satisfy us.

		“Look at us,” Natalie said. “Two centaurs on a beach. It’s like crossing my favorite fantasy novels with my favorite romance novels.”

		“This could be our life,” Gareth said.

		“Working at Lumos was so boring anyway. Once you’re out of the rat race, it all looks so pointless.”

		I really did feel like I’d been forgotten. Gareth trotted over, and he and Natalie shared a long kiss and an embrace. My perspective disallowed me from watching him grope his girlfriend’s breasts, but I sure felt it. Those nipples of hers were so tender and sensitive that they made me quiver and have shorter breaths. Meanwhile, at the rear of my human-and-equine body was a wetness like the Everglades. Whatever species my genitals were didn’t matter; it was the same horniness. Natalie and I needed relief, and that sort of relief wasn’t going to come from lips and tongues.

		“It’s like a painting, isn’t it?” Natalie said.

		The sun was just below the horizon, the sky blooming with oranges and pinks and purples. I was pretty sure the sun hadn’t moved since we’d arrived in this magical place.

		“Take me,” Natalie said softly. “Oh Gareth, you have no idea how desperate I am for it. You’re so beautiful and manly now. I can’t wait any longer. A mare needs her stallion.”

		I’d be cringing if I wasn’t so aroused.

		I wanted that stallion to do his thing too.

		Eventually, nature called. Gareth trotted around us, his hooves kicking up little bursts of sand. A shiver went through me, and it never quite left. Above where my head was situated, Natalie was pinching her breasts and tweaking her nipples. I felt them grow a cup size. Whether intentional or a byproduct of her arousal, it was hard for me not to moan. My huge equine physique felt strange in so many ways, but back there was hardly different. Horses and humans were both mammals, after all, and so were centaurs.

		My rear legs almost gave out as Gareth hopped himself up into the necessary position, and to my little human brain that huge cock felt as wide as a tree trunk. The logistics didn’t make any sense, but I was so, so wet. I felt the inside of my vagina just drooling nonstop, juices oozing out of me, and Gareth kicked himself forward. The curtains of my vulva separated, and his magnificent girth pierced me so deeply it felt like he’d stabbed my soul.

		“Yes, baby!” Natalie hollered jubilantly. “Mmm, that’s incredible! Fuck me, my handsome stallion!”

		In some aspects, my brain didn’t know how to interpret this. It seemed absolutely crazy to a guy who very recently had discovered a godlike power to change anything in the universe. And instead of helping people in need, or starting a thousand-year era of world peace with the destruction of every nuclear weapon in existence, I was a helpless head connected to my boss, who was living out her weird centaur fantasy.

		Humans just weren’t cut out for having so much power.

		“Yes!” Natalie moaned.

		“Oh fuck,” I panted, receiving the same pleasure she was. And even as a man, it was incredible.

		That cock must’ve been at least two feet long, pounding us relentlessly. Our whole centaur body was shaking. And the relative size difference between my head and my genitals made the visceral violence of it so much more intense. It felt like my brain was sloshing around inside my skull. Huge, reverberating impacts battered the back of my head, like I was getting hit by a semi-truck over and over again on the freeway. And yet I could feel everything of what was happening inside me, the slippery walls of my vagina gripping that massive erection all around, the flared cockhead seeming to punch into my centaur uterus.

		The pleasure overwhelmed.

		My eyes rolled back, and my jaw dropped.

		For the sake of my sanity, I wanted it to stop.

		For the imminent orgasm, I wanted that big dick to split me in half.

		“Oh Gareth!” Natalie cried out.

		It was a huge eruption of semen, as if I’d squatted my crotch right on top of a geyser. Hot and thick, it blasted against my insides and filled me so quickly that my midsection began aching at the same time Natalie and I were enjoying our own climax. It kept coming and coming and coming, swelling my vaginal canal until it felt like it could shelter a city bus. And Gareth’s cock, amid the torrent, throbbed like nothing I’d ever felt.

		And near the end of it, a familiar voice returned.

		<You fucking fools!>

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		One moment, I was part centaur on a photogenic beach with gallons of cum inside me. The next, I was floating in a black void. My body had returned. I could look down and see it—and its complete lack of clothes. And whatever I was standing on was as dark as everything else. Natalie was alongside me, in an equal state of undress. And human.

		“Hey, what the hell?” she said, looking around. Following that, her attention went to her palm. So did mine. Neither of us had the pentagram-shaped mark.

		“Got an obsession with centaurs, huh?” I said, temporarily more annoyed by being a part of her weird fantasy than by our current predicament.

		“Yeah. And? I’ve loved centaurs ever since I was young. And you,” she said sharply, jamming a fingernail into my arm, “don’t have a right to complain. Not after your sick and twisted idea.”

		<Silence!>

		My boss and I stared out into the black abyss.

		<You fucking worthless humans. You’re supposed to be greedy. You’re supposed to want more and more and more. You crave to rule and oppress. But given the power, you refuse.>

		“I don’t want that,” I said. “I just wanted a cozy job.”

		“I didn’t want that either,” Natalie said. “I mean, sure, when I don’t have a special power to ignore the rules of a capitalist hell-world, I do want to be in charge. Because being in charge gets me ahead and gives me more money. But if I can just make money appear…”

		You go off on a centaur fantasy, I thought.

		The way she explained it actually made great sense. Humans were greedy, but only because we had to be. Because the world punished creativity while rewarding nepo assholes, who exploited everyone beneath them. Give us magic powers, and suddenly we mellowed out. Well, most people did.

		<Humans keep disappointing me.>

		“What are you?” Natalie asked the darkness.

		I could feel it in here. It was making the hair on my neck stand stiff. But there was no visible shape to it. It was only a presence and a feeling, like the shiver you’d get in a haunted house. Something in another plane of existence.

		<I am hungry.>

		“Maybe try a Big Mac?” I said.

		<I need your lust for power and control and revenge. And I will keep trying, even if it takes me an eternity.>

		The void swirled, the blackness appearing to spin into a drain ahead of us. What existed behind the void was…the inside of a jail cell. My jail cell, from the night I’d had too much to drink and crashed my car.

		Except Natalie was in here too.

		We shared a look of confusion—only interrupted by that asshole cop dragging his nightstick across the bars.

		“Keep it down in here,” he said. “I don’t like all this racket.” Followed by another racket.

		“Hey! You! Why am I in here?” Natalie said.

		Suddenly the cop dropped his nightstick and winced in pain. He held out his hand, staring at his palm. From my position, I couldn’t see what was on it, but I didn’t need to.

		“Hey! I asked you—”

		“Shut your mouth!” the cop said.

		Natalie’s hands flew up to her face. When she turned back toward me, with a look of horror in her eyes, I saw that her mouth was missing. There was nothing there but a smooth expanse of skin: no lips, teeth, or anything.

		The cop studied his changed hand again. “What’d you say?” he said, seemingly to someone not visible. “Power? What kind of power? Uh. Yeah, I am tired of the way people treat me.” He looked up at me with a growing smile that turned demented.

		My shirt burst open, and two huge tits in a pink bikini top came out, expanding until each was the size of a basketball—and just as firm and round.

		Oh come on, I thought.

		And thus the cycle continued…

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.

		 

		
			Author Page
		

		 

		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.

		cover.jpeg
GENDER SWAP « REALITY CNANEE.- CENTAURS « MULTIPLE TFS « WEIRD
by

-

/m

w280

POWER

SEEKS'ANOTHER

N EROTIC GENDER-BENDING STORY FRO

GREGOR DANIELS





OEBPS/Images/image-A9HBOX87.jpg
GOD
POWER

SEEKS ANOTHER





OEBPS/Images/image-NSNK9DHI.jpg
GENDER SWAP « REALITY CNANEE.- CENTAURS « MULTIPLE TFS « WEIRD
by

-

/m

w280

POWER

SEEKS'ANOTHER

N EROTIC GENDER-BENDING STORY FRO

GREGOR DANIELS





OEBPS/Images/image-RYW5N9R1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-77U02L5K.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-ZQ14PV67.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-S0G85K8Q.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-NENBJP05.jpg





