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Chapter 1: The Coed

“Hi! Welcome to PhonePhix. How can you help you?”

The soccer mom looked at me with an intense and humorless expression. “Do you fix cell phones?” she asked, without even the barest hint of irony.

I blinked. This store was called PhonePhix. Fixing phones was literally our entire business model. “Yes?” Maybe this was some sort of trick question.

As it turns out, it wasn’t. She held up a phone with a shattered screen and stared at me wordlessly. I suppressed a sigh and held out my hand. Thankfully, she had enough brains to hand it over.

After checking the model, I looked up the cost of a new screen and quoted her the price.

“One hundred and twenty dollars?” she asked. “Why is it so expensive?”

“It’s an expensive part,” I told her. I didn’t mention that there were quite a few phones that had much more expensive screens, and hers was actually pretty middle-of-the-road. I’d learned from experience that that was a fruitless path to go down.

“I’ll go to the kiosk in the mall,” the lady declared, taking her phone back from me. “They’ll only charge $50.”

I glanced at my computer screen and the vendor selling the part for $75. “OK.”

She left in a huff, and I slumped my shoulders and returned to the back room.

“What was that about?” My coworker Heather asked, not looking up from the phone she was working on.

“‘One hundred and twenty dollars? The kiosk is cheaper!’”

Heather snorted. “Yeah, she’ll be back when they fuck it up even more.”

“God I hope not.”

She went back to her repair, and I took a moment to admire my coworker. Heather was a thin girl, with small but firm breasts and a small but firm ass that her jeans clung tightly to. Her long golden hair was pulled back in a ponytail to keep it from getting into her eyes while she worked, and she wore huge glasses. Honestly, I thought they were kind of cute. The short sleeves of her work polo revealed a sleeve of tattoos going down her left arm; flowers and vines and a triforce. An infinity symbol was tattooed onto her right wrist.

Heather wasn’t exactly supermodel hot, but she was cute in a nerdy, unassuming way. And she’d definitely figured into quite a few late night fantasies of mine. Not that any of those fantasies would ever become a reality, mind you. We got along well enough but I was 28 with a dead-end job and little experience with women (and, ever since my ex Valerie, zero confidence with women as well), while she was 23 working her first job out of college. Plus I was pretty sure she had a boyfriend, though I wasn’t sure. Like we didn’t talk about our personal lives a whole lot, but she had mentioned a “Riley” once or twice. So those fantasies were going to stay just that-- fantasies.

I tore my gaze away from my cute little coworker and settled into my chair at my workstation. No sooner had my ass hit the seat than the electronic door chime sounded, signalling that another customer had just entered the store.

Heather looked up at me and gave me an apologetic smile. “Sorry, Xavier. I’m already working on something.”

Sighing I stood back up and headed back to the front to deal with whatever new torture had just wandered in.

The man standing there wore a polo like myself, except that his didn’t have any store logos on it and was nicely ironed and actually fit him really well. He had douchebro salmon shorts and a fratboy haircut and a demeanor that just screamed “rich kid,” which is why it was surprising when he showed me a busted phone that was a few generations behind.

“It also keeps acting like I’m touching it even though I’m not,” he told me as I examined the cracked phone. “Like it randomly opens apps or types random numbers or stuff. Will that be fixed too?”

“It should,” I told him. “But with this particular model, I can’t promise it.”

“What do you mean?”

“So there’s a defect that sometimes comes up on this type of phone,” I explained. “It’s called ‘touch disease.’ Basically, the chip in the phone that’s responsible for the touch sensors goes bad and the touch functionality goes wild as a result. If your phone has it, then nothing I can do can fix it.”

“Well can you try?”

“Yeah, of course. I take this screen off, put a new screen on, and if it’s still touching funky I’ll just put your original back on and not charge you anything. But the problem is that touch disease can come and go; just because it works when I put a new screen on doesn’t mean it’ll keep working.”

“So what happens if I take the phone home and it’s good, but tomorrow it starts touching funny again? What will you guys do?”

I shrugged. “Nothing. We’re not responsible for defective phones.”

He frowned. “So I’ll have paid for a phone that doesn’t work?”

That was exactly what I was saying. And I was saying it now instead of later because I didn’t need another angry customer yelling at me because their phone was more fucked up than they realized. “Basically,” I said, putting on my best customer service voice. “It’s a gamble. I’m saying that your phone definitely has touch disease, but I’m informing you of the risk now so you aren’t caught off guard if it does come up. I mean, I’ll happily take your money to work on your phone, but it’s your money to spend and your decision if you want to risk it or not.”

The dude stared down at his phone, brow furrowed, for a moment. Then he nodded slowly. “Yeah, do it. At least I can turn it into the carrier if it’s got a good screen.”

I nodded. “Makes sense. I’ll just need to take your name, number, and e-mail for our records…”

Once he left, I took the phone and the paperwork to the back of the store with me and got to work. This was a repair I had done countless times before. I knew every step of the process by heart and could do the whole thing in my sleep. I told the guy it would be done in 45 minutes, but that was just in case a part was defective and it needed to be redone, or if we suddenly got slammed with a rush of customers that took me away from the repair. No interruptions or problems and it was ten minutes to do this repair, easy.

So I got to work. I opened up the phone, unplugged the battery, and started unplugging the screen. It was all going as it always did.

Until it didn’t.

I brushed my finger against the gold pins of the flex cable and immediately felt a stab of pain shoot through my arm. I’m not sure but I think I screamed. What I am sure of is that I definitely fell backward out of my seat and onto the floor, shaking uncontrollably as lances of agony shot through my body.

And then, just as suddenly as the pain fell over me, it was gone.

“Holy shit! Xavier!”

Heather was on her knees beside me, eyes wide with worry behind those huge glasses of hers. One of her hands was holding my head up, and her other was on my arm. “Are you okay?”

“I think so,” I managed. “What the fuck just happened?” But as I looked up at her, saw those lips of hers, open just ever so slightly, what I thought was ‘fuck I wish she’d kiss me.’

Heather blinked, and then she leaned down and kissed my forehead. When she drew back, her face was red and she’d somehow managed to widen her eyes even more.

“I, uh, I’m glad you’re alright,” she stammered.

I started to stand, and Heather immediately started trying to hold me down. “Are you sure you should…” she began.

“I’m fine.”

She relaxed and took her hands off me. “Alright.”

Heather was acting a bit weird, but I’d probably be acting weird too if my coworker just electrocuted himself on a phone. Oh fuck. I scrambled back to my workstation to check on the phone.

“Please don’t be shorted out. Please don’t be shorted out…” I did not want to be responsible for replacing a customer’s busted-ass device.

I quickly plugged everything back in and turned the phone on. To my relief, it looked like everything was in working order. I unplugged the battery again and went back to work. Heather also went back to work, apparently satisfied that I was, in fact, fine.

And yeah. I felt fine. The pain was gone completely. I’d been shocked like that before. What the hell had happened?

Whatever it was, it didn’t seem to have done any lasting damage, either to myself or to the phone. So, over the course of the next hour, the incident gradually faded from my mind. After a while, I’d practically forgotten about it.

Until that dude came back to pick up his device.

At first, the transaction went as it usually does. He expressed amazement at the fact that his phone was fixed as if that wasn’t what we do here, then I told the price and he paid with his card, and as I handed him his card back, he talked up how “awesome” we were.

If I’m so awesome, you should give me a tip, I thought as he took his card back, our fingers briefly brushing against each other as he did so.

A strange expression came over his face, I assumed because he didn’t like being touched even on accident. But then he said “you know what, let me give you a tip.”

And damned if that guy didn’t hand me a pair of ten dollar bills.

“Um, thanks,” I said, dumbfounded. We didn’t get tips often, and on the rare occasions we did, they usually like five bucks at the most. I was still processing it when he left.

I returned to the back and sat down, running over what had just happened. I’d thought about him tipping me, and then he did. And looking back at the aftermath of my electric shock, I’d thought about Heather kissing me, and then she’d accepted I was fine when I said I was…

Holy fuck. Was I controlling people’s minds?

This needed to be tested. I glanced over at Heather and thought as hard as I could at her: you need to scratch your nose.

She just kept on working the phone in front of her.

OK. Yeah. I couldn’t control minds. Of course I couldn’t. It was pretty silly of me to even entertain the idea for just a minute. Thank god no one knew what I had just been thinking; that would have been embarrassing.

With a shrug, I got back to work.

*

The bus was crowded as hell.

I could never tell with these buses. Sometimes I would get on and they’d be practically empty, other times there’d be barely any standing room left. The time of day, as far as I could tell, had absolutely no correlation to how crowded the bus was. It was extremely annoying.

But despite the crowding, there was one empty seat left which I gladly took. Then I settled in for the twenty-minute ride to my stop from work.

The empty seat in question was right next to a young woman with frizzy hair and a backpack on her lap. I gave her a friendly nod, and then we proceeded to ignore one another’s presence, as is mandated by basic public transportation etiquette. Granted, it was difficult for me to ignore her, since she was dressed in short shorts that showed off her long brown legs, and a low-cut top that revealed a great deal of cleavage. When the bus went over a speed bump, I caught a glimpse of an enticing jiggle from her generous breasts.

The vehicle turned a corner and I found myself sliding in my seat toward her, and the next thing I knew I was pressed up against the poor girl, our arms right against each other.

“Sorry,” I muttered, trying to pull away. Please be okay with this.

She just smiled at me and said nothing. And that’s when an idea struck me.

It was a stupid idea. It was a ridiculous idea. Especially since I’d already ruled it out. But still, I did it anyway. I thought to her: You want to keep touching me. You like touching me. You will lean into me.

I scooted away, breaking contact, and held my breath. And then, after a second’s hesitation, she scooted over and leaned into me.

“Oh!” she said, nearly jumping. “I’m sorry I…”

It’s alright. This is alright and this is good. You are calm and happy.

A smile came over her face and she settled back down against me. I reached my arm around her and held onto her side, making sure to get my thumb between her shirt and shorts so it was against her skin, and sent another mental command for her to enjoy this as well.

Holy.

Fucking.

Shit.

I was controlling her mind!

Heather had calmed down and kissed me while she was holding me. That guy had tipped me when I thought he should when our fingers made contact. That was the key: I could control people as long as I was physically touching them. Skin on skin contact somehow allowed me to control people’s minds.

Oh my God. This was huge. What was I going to do with this power?

I looked down at the girl against me, at her generous cleavage and her smooth legs. I think I had an idea.

“I’m Xavier, by the way.” You find me attractive. You want to please me.

She smiled up at me. “Kimberly.”

“You’re a student, Kimberly?” You will always be honest with me.

“Yeah. Sophomore over at East College. I’m heading back to my dorm now. I had a study session with one of my classmates at their house.”

I nodded. “What are you majoring in?” You are comfortable with me. You trust me.

“Marine biology.”

“Do you really need to be back at your dorm tonight?” You want to go with me.

Kimberly thought about it. “No,” she said. “No, I don’t have class until two in the afternoon tomorrow. I can stay out however late I like.”

I nodded again. You are always sexually open to me. You love it when I touch your body. I brought my hand up from her waist and settled it on her breast, giving her boob a small squeeze as my thumb rested right above the neckline of her shirt, allowing me to keep our skin-on-skin contact.

She closed her eyes and breathed deeply, snuggling closer against me as she did so. I gave her boob another appreciative squeeze. Damn this thing felt heavy.

By now there was an extremely uncomfortable tent in my pants. Not just, I realized, from the fact that I was fondling an attractive young woman on a public bus, but also because I was completely in control of this situation. That was the factor that seemed to excite me the most; I had all the power here. I could make this girl whatever I wanted.

It was thrilling. Intoxicating. I could do anything.

The thought came to me before I could even process it. I looked down at Kimberly, squeezed her tit again, and thought: Mine.

Kimberly had to stop herself from moaning, since we were still in public and all, but she did gasp out, so lightly that I could barely make it out: “Yours.”

And just like that, it was true. Kimberly was mine. She was my possession, to do with as I pleased. And she reveled in it. My control would fulfill her, it would fill her with happiness and drive her to heights of pleasure that she would never otherwise get to experience.

She was my bitch. My whore. My toy.

She was mine.

Fuck, I was so hard.

When we arrived at my stop, she happily followed me off the bus. Kimberly slung her backpack over her shoulders and held my hand as I guided down the block to my apartment. She smiled the whole way, happy and excited to serve and please me.

I’ll admit it: the power was quickly going to my head.

I nearly dropped my keys unlocking the door to my apartment, my hands were shaking so much with anticipation. I stepped indie, Kimberly practically climbing all over me, and I grabbed her and kissed her hard as I slammed the door shut behind us.

Mine. My slut. My toy. My slave. You want me. You serve me. You love me. You need me.

She moaned into my mouth as her hands roamed all over me. Need drove her now, an insatiable need for me and me alone.

You belong to me. You love belonging to me. I am your purpose. Your god. Your master.

My hand grabbed her throat and I pulled her lips away from mine. I paused a moment and looked her in the eyes.

They were hazy with lust. She stared at me with longing, her face that of a supplicant in worship. She whimpered and twitched, her body full of need, her entire being overcome with the need to serve me.

I struggled not to burst into maniacal laughter. I was the one in control here. I had all the power. I grinned savagely as I dragged her into my bedroom and tossed her against the bed.

“Strip,” I commanded as I pulled my shirt off.

Through her moans of desire and lust, Kimberly somehow managed to reply with two simple words: “Yes, Master.”

Fuck, it was like a fire bursting forth inside me. I kicked my pants off, my cock springing free, hard and rigid. Kimberly’s eyes locked onto it and she licked her lips even as she pulled her shorts down those stunning, smooth legs.

She stood, turning around slowly and bending over, showing me her fine, round ass, clad in blue panties. My slut hooked her thumbs through the panties and pulled them down to her knees, then she straightened and looked at me, her eyes once again lingering on my hard cock as I wrapped a hand around and began pumping.

Kimberly turned around to face me, stepping out of her panties and slowly bringing her shirt up. He paused as her hands reached those juicy brown tits, and she giggled. Then, slowly, she raised her shirt off her head, exposing her black bra and those mammoth breasts that they housed. She flicked her shirt away and then brought her hands behind her back, unhooking her bra.

It fell away, and I stared at those glorious tits, large black nipples, so firm and enticing. I stepped forward and grabbed her, and we both fell onto the bed. I held her breasts and brought my mouth to a nipple, licking it, suckling on it, playing with it.

“Oooh, Master…” Kimberly moaned. “It feels so good…”

One of my hands found its way down between her legs, and my fingers easily slipped inside her. She was already soaked with anticipation, with need, with submission.

I hooked my index finger inside her and rubbed up and down even as my thumb traced a circle around her clit. She gasped and arched her back as I played with her gorgeous body. My Kimberly, my whore…

Cum for me.

“OH GOD!” she screamed and spasmed, her arms wrapping tightly around me. “Yeeees…” she hissed, and then I was moving on top of her, lining my cock up with her hot little cunt.

“What do you want?” I asked her.

Kimberly looked up at me, her eyes full of love, need, and worship. “I want you to fuck me, Master,” she breathed. “Please, use me. Fuck me. Fuck your slut. Use your whore!”

Grinning like a madman, I plunged my cock into her, and Kimberly screamed out in pleasure. I drew back, before slamming my full length back into her again, working up a steady rhythm.

She felt so good, so tight. And with every thrust she let out a cry of joy. She closed her eyes and threw her head back, moaning and gasping as I fucked her.

I grabbed her hair with my hand and held her head back, slamming into her over and over again. I felt her wrap her legs around me, keeping me inside her as I fucked her. As I used her and made her well and truly my bitch.

Kimberly was mine. I was going to keep her, maybe move her in with me. And what’s more, I realized that I wasn’t going to settle for just her. With this power I could have any woman I wanted, so why not claim any woman?

“You’re my first slave,” I whispered into her ear. “There will be more. But you won’t be jealous, will you?”

“No, Master!” Kimberly moaned. “You deserve as many slaves as you want!”

“And you’ll love sharing me,” I told her, reinforcing my words with my power. “You’ll love your fellow slaves. They will be your family and your lovers. You’ll all be united in your devotion to me!”

“Yes!” Kimberly gasped. “Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck me, Master! Claim as many slaves as you want! Build a harem! I love to serve! I live to serve! Just keep fucking me with your perfect cock!”

“Good girl.” Cum for me.

Kimberly once more shouted in pleasure as the orgasm washed over her, but I didn’t relent. Instead, I picked up the pace, fucking her even harder than before. I was rewarded with another orgasm just as the previous one ended. I didn’t even need to command her to have it.

“Master!!”

It was too much. I felt the climax building inside of me. You won’t become pregnant, I thought at her. You can’t become pregnant unless I will it. I wasn’t sure if it would work; my power was, as far as I could tell, mostly mental. But then again, what controlled the body if not the mind?

Regardless, I came inside of her, and Kimberly moaned in joy as she felt me release my seed into her pussy.

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned. “Thank you for using your whore’s cunt…”

I smiled and kissed her forehead, and then I kissed her lips before rolling off of her. My new toy snuggled up to me, happily purring like a contented kitten, and I felt myself drifting off to sleep.


Chapter 2: The Coworker

I awoke to a warm and pleasant sensation on my dick.

Opening my eyes, I looked down at the beautiful young woman with her lips wrapped around my cock. Kimberly looked up at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement and love, as she bobbed her head up and down on my pole.

Smiling, I decided to give her a gift.

My cock tastes and smells wonderful, no matter what. And my cum is the most delicious thing you will ever taste.

Immediately, I could see the change. Kimberly dove into the blowjob with even more energy than before, and she even started moaning in pleasure.

I could feel her lips sliding up and down my shaft, her tongue pressed against me, swirling about as she blew me. I hadn’t had many blowjobs in my life, but the sheer enthusiasm alone was enough to propel Kimberly’s efforts to first place on my list of Best Blowjobs Ever.

It wasn’t long before I grunted and let loose. Kimberly kept her lips firmly sealed around me as I came into her mouth, and I heard her moan in absolute delight as my jizz splashed against her tongue.

After a moment, she removed herself from my dick and swallowed before smiling a big toothy smile at me. “Good morning, Master,” she said.

“Good morning, Kimberly,” I replied, sitting up. “Did you sleep well?”

She licked up some stray semen that had been late coming out of me, then nuzzled her head against my leg. “Perfectly,” she said. “I’m so happy to have met you. It’s like my whole suddenly has a meaning and a purpose.”

I caressed her head before gently moving her off my leg and climbing out of bed. “Well, I have to go to work soon,” I told her. “And you have classes. Care for some breakfast?”

Kimberly nodded eagerly and followed me off the bed. I had to once more pause and admire her body. She was fit, with incredible soft, natural breasts and smooth, toned legs. I couldn’t help it, I stepped forward and wrapped her in my arms and held her close.

“I love you, Master,” she said softly.

“I love you too, Kimberly,” I told her. I was surprised at how much I meant it. I guess there’s nothing like kinky mind control sex to bond some people.

We headed to my kitchen and ate breakfast naked. It wasn’t until after I’d already cooked up the meal of toast, bacon, and scrambled eggs that I realized that I could have just commanded Kimberly to make it for us. Oh well. I could always have her cook future meals and besides, what was the point of having a gorgeous sex slave if you didn’t spoil her every now and again?

Not that I had a lot of resources for spoiling, with my small apartment and shit job. But, I realized, with this new power I now had ample opportunity to change my living situation.

I almost called my boss and quit right there, but then I remembered that I actually had a very good reason to head into work today. Once Kimberly and I had showered and dressed and she was on her way back to her dorm and I smiled and headed out for work.

One girl did not a harem make. It was time to bring Heather into the fold.

*

Normally, coming into work to find that the franchise owner had decided he was going to set up shop in your branch for the day was a bad thing. I don’t think anyone is really comfortable with the boss lurking around, looking over their shoulder. You never know when he’s gonna decide that he needs to feel more useful around here and start giving you unnecessary instructions or assigning pointless busy work.

So when I got to PhonePhix to find that the doors were already unlocked, the lights were already on, and the owner, Kevin, was in the back with his laptop set up, I immediately felt a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. It didn’t help that Heather wasn’t due to show up for her shift for another hour. So the first hour of the day, I was to be the sole focus of attention for the bossman. Fuck my life.

I went about what was left of the opening routine as well I could, and then the first customer showed up, two opens after we opened the store because of course she did, and I was soon sitting at my workstation in the back working on a phone.

As usual, it was a simple screen repair on a popular model. I won’t name it, but it was one of those overpriced phones that people think is great because the company pays a lot of money to convince them it is, even though it’s actually a cheap and flimsy piece of garbage licensed out by a soulless corporation that was constantly looking to screw over its customer-base. You know, one of those phones.

Luckily, because this phone model was so common, and because its screen shattered into a million pieces at the drop of a fucking hat, I was extremely practiced in the art of taking a bad screen off and putting a good screen on, so I had the repair done in about ten minutes. This was both a blessing and a curse, because on the one hand I was done and no other customers had come in, but on the other hand I now had nothing to do while in full view of Kevin.

Damn it. How was I going to look busy? If Kevin decided that he was paying me too much to do nothing, then I’d lose my job, and then I’d lose my apartment, and then I’d be out on the street and forced to eat my own shoes to survive and…

Wait. What the fuck was I worried about?

I stood up and walked over to Kevin, who looked up from his laptop in confusion. “Hm?” he asked. “Something you need, Xavier?”

Instead of replying, I just put my hand on his shoulder, thumb against his neck. His eyebrows went up in alarm and confusion at the unexpected physical contact, but I’d already anticipated that.

Nothing I do is worrying, I thought at him. Everything I do is alright and no cause for concern. I can do whatever I want and it’s totally normal.

I nearly just left it at that, but then I figured, hey what the hell? I might as well treat myself while I was at it. Also, you want to give me a raise.

With that taken care of, I headed back to my workstation, pulled out my phone, and started watching YouTube videos. Kevin did not give a shit.

One more customer came in for a phone repair before Heather got there, and the first customer also showed up to pick up her phone. I had just finished up with that one when Heather walked in.

I’d always been attracted to Heather. I’d always thought she was cute. But now, with the knowledge that I had the power to take her, to claim her, to make her mine, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. Her hair was down, long golden strands falling down her shoulders and down her back. Her eyes looked at me from behind those thick glasses and she nodded in greeting as she walked past the counter into the back. I turned my head to watch her. How could such a small, thin girl have such a nice ass? The way her jeans hugged it just… ugh.

My dick was hardening rapidly. I just had to have her.

But first, I wanted to have a little fun.

I headed into the back as she was setting her purse down at her workstation. She pulled a scrunchie out of it and then pulled her hair back to tie into a ponytail, and that’s when I struck.

Like I had with Kevin, I placed my hand on her shoulder, carefully making sure that at least part of me made contact with the bare skin of her neck, and sent a command before she could react: It is normal for me to touch you. You like it when I touch you. It feels good when I touch you.

Immediately, I saw her body relax, and I smiled. “Ready for a day of work, Heather?” I asked.

“Yep,” she replied, leaning into my hand. Any signs of discomfort were gone. I grinned.

You are attracted to me. As the day goes on, you will feel more and more attracted to me. It will start as a small thing, easily ignored, but every fifteen minutes the attraction will double. After two hours, you will begin to fantasize about submitting to me sexually. After four hours, you won’t be able to look at me without getting wet. By the end of your shift, your need and desire for me will be the only thing you can think about.

I took my hand off her shoulder and went to sit at my workstation. Heather cast me a quick glance and then went about clocking in.

It turned out that today was one of those workdays that wasn’t exactly slow, but wasn’t busy either. Customers came in at a steady pace. And thanks to a little bit of persuasion on my part, Kevin left us alone.

This meant that I was free to enjoy the show.

As time passed on, Heather kept glancing over at me more and more. Sometimes she’d catch me looking back at her and her face would turn bright red before she looked away. It was one of the cutest goddamn things I’d seen, and it was all I could do to keep myself from laughing.

Then, she started spacing out.

There’d be periods where she’d just sit there, staring at nothing, lips parted and cheeks flushed. At first, the sound of the door chime would shake her out of her reverie, but eventually I had to start waking her up whenever a customer came in. She’d always blush deeply and stammer an apology.

My lunch break came, and I left to get a burger. When I came back, Heather looked up at me, turned crimson, and started squirming in her seat. I sat down and ate my lunch as nonchalantly as I could, ignoring the constant furtive looks from my coworker, until she abruptly stood and nearly ran to the bathroom.

After a moment, I stood up and casually walked after her. I stood outside the bathroom door and leaned in, pressing my ear to the wood. Yep. She was trying to be quiet, but I could still make out the distinct sounds of gasps and moans from the other side of the door. Smiling, I returned to my seat and finished my lunch.

“You doing alright?” I asked, when she returned from her “potty” break.

“Y-yeah,” Heather stammered. “Of course. Um. Why wouldn’t I be?” And then she threw herself into her work while I tried my very best not to laugh.

Kevin left about two hours before the store closed, and by then I was starting to worry that I may have overdone it a bit with Heather. She had run to the bathroom four more times, and the last time she hadn’t even tried to be quiet as she furiously masturbated in there. She was openly staring at me now, panting with need, her skin a constant shade of red.

Sighing, I reached over and put a hand on her cheek. She leaned into it, moaning and shaking a little. Had she just had a small orgasm from me touching her face? Jesus Christ, I had really gone overboard. I quickly lowered her need and did my best to clear the fog from her mind, but I also decided to keep the 15-minute-doubling in effect.

What can I say? It was entertaining.

Finally, the time came to lock up shop, count the drawer, and finish up for the day. Heather went about her tasks distractedly, and I stopped her in the back before she could leave.

“Hey, Heather, I want to ask you something,” I said.

“Y-yeah?” She stared at me from behind those adorable glasses, cheeks bright red. She was almost to the point of openly panting again.

“I feel you were acting kind of odd today.”

“W-what do you m-mean?”

“Like, you want something. But you’re afraid to say it.”

She shook her head. “I don’t…” But before she could say anything more, I shot my hand out and grabbed her by the throat.

Heather gasped in surprise, and then her gasp turned into a moan, which became an excited giggle.

“What do you want, Heather?”

“I don’t w-want anything…”

“Yes you do,” I growled, keeping my grip around her neck tight. She didn’t struggle. “Now tell me the truth. What do you want?”

She closed her eyes and I swear she actually started to press her throat against my hand. “You…” she moaned.

“Me?” I asked.

“You…” Heather repeated. “I want… I want you to fuck me.”

“You want me to fuck you?”

“Yes…”

“You want to bend you over right now, rip those jeans off, and fuck you right here in the store?”

“Yes…!”

“Hm... “ I let go of her throat. “Nah.”

Heather’s eyes shot open and she stared at me in shock. “Wha… what?”

I shrugged. “Sorry, Heather. But I only fuck women who are devoted to me.”

She cocked her head in confusion. “Devoted?”

I nodded. “Yeah. Women who pledge themselves to me. Who vow to serve me.”

Her eyes widened. “Serve?”

“Mhm.” I leaned forward, grinning ear to ear. “Serve. Women who serve me. Who submit to me. Only sluts who pledge themselves to me get to enjoy my cock.”

“I… I…”

“Yes?”

“I can do that…” Heather said. Her voice was almost a whisper.

“You can do what?”

“Pledge myself to… to you…”

I grabbed her throat again. Heather shivered and moaned. “Would you really do that, Heather?” I asked. “You would be my slave.”

“Your slave…”

“My fucktoy.”

“Your fucktoy....”

“One of my harem.”

“Ha...harem…?”

“Of course,” I told her. “You didn’t think you’d be the only one, did you? I would be your Master, and your Master deserves as many slaves as he wants.”

“As many slaves…”

“And you would all serve me together,” I continued. “You would all worship me. Serve me. Pleasure me. A whole harem of happy eager sluts.”

“Yes….”

“Is that what you want, Heather?”

“Yes…”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes… Master.”

“Good girl.” She shuddered at the praise, and I let go of her throat. “On your knees.”

She didn’t hesitate. Heather was immediately kneeling before, looking up at me with worship and awe in her eyes. “Tell me what you are,” I commanded.

“Your slave, Master.”

I unbuckled my belt and dropped my pants. Heather gasped as my hard cock sprang forth in front of her face.

“Prove it.”

She nodded eagerly, and then leaned forward, wrapping her lips around and taking my cock into her mouth.

My cock tastes and smells wonderful. My cum is delicious.

She sucked and licked eagerly, happy and fulfilled to serve her Master. It didn’t take long at all for me to feel the climax building in my balls, but I didn’t want to come just yet. I pulled her off my cock.

“Clothes off,” I ordered. “Now.”

Heather nodded and then stood, stripping herself as quickly as she could. I pulled off my shirt, then paused to admire her.

She stood before me, naked. I could see her tattoo sleeve in all its glory, and I saw the word “truth” tattooed in cursive on her side, just about her left thigh. There was a snake coiled up around her right shin, and when she spun around I saw two small angel wings on her shoulder blades.

Heather made to take off her glasses, but I stopped her. “No,” I said. “Those stay on.”

She lowered her hands. “Yes, Master.”

Her breasts were small, but firm. Her hard nipples were pink and pointed outward. Her pussy was shaved, which was a nice surprise, and I could see the juices running down her legs from how turned on she was.

“Bend over the desk,” I told her.

Heather rushed to obey, presenting that round, perfect ass. It really wasn’t all that big, just massive compared to her tiny frame, but fuck if it wasn’t enticing. I lined the head of my cock up with the lips of her cunt.

“Who owns this pussy?” I asked her, rubbing my dick up and down her warm and wet lips.

“You do, Master.”

“Good girl.” And then I plunged into her.

Heather immediately stiffened and moaned in delight. She reached her hands out wildly for something to grab hold of as I started to fuck her, eventually grasping the sides of the desk with such passion that her knuckles turned chalk white.

But I didn’t slow down. I picked up my pace, thrusting my cock deep into her. I brought my palm down, slapping her ass, the sound piercing the store, and Heather screamed out in passion. With my other hand I grabbed that blonde ponytail of hers and used it as a handle as I fucked her.

Mine.

“I’m yours, Master!” Heather screamed. “All yours! Oh fuck it feels so good! Why didn’t I do this sooner? Fuck fuck FUCK!”

That was about the end of any intelligible dirty talk from my newest slave. She quickly descended into nonsensical babbling and moaning as I continued to plunge in and out of her moist, quivering cunt.

I had spent all day getting worked up by the way I toyed with Heather. That coupled with the blowjob meant that I didn’t last long at all.

You always cum when I cum, I commanded, and then I let loose inside of her.

“YEEEEEESSSSSS!!!” Heather screamed, her body shaking as she came from feeling my sperm release inside her. “Yesyesyesyesyes…”

I pulled out, my dick going limp and paused to catch my breath. That had been intense. Looking down at Heather, I could tell I wasn’t the only one who thought so. After a moment, I helped her to her feet and gave her a forceful kiss.

“You’re mine, Heather,” I told her. “Now, let’s go home and you can meet your fellow slave.”

She beamed at me. “Yes, Master,” she said. “Thank you.”


Chapter 3: The Girlfriend

I was sitting on my bed, controller in my hand, playing a videogame when my phone buzzed. Honestly, between the game, the slurping sounds below me, and the wonderful sensations on my dick, I almost didn’t notice it. But I paused the game, put the controller down, and then read the text message.

“Oh, time to stop, Heather,” I said. “Your sister-slave is here.”

Heather popped her mouth off her cock and looked up at me, clearly disappointed. “Do I really have to stop, Master?”

I grinned. “Of course. We can’t keep poor Kimberly waiting. She needs a turn too.”

At that, Heather’s eyes began to sparkle. I saw a hunger there I hadn’t seen since the shop. “Are you going to make her suck your cock, Master?” she asked. “Are you going to use that bitch the way you use me? Will you command us to make out with each other? Will I be eating her out while you shove this big hard cock into her eager cunt?”

Fuck, Heather could dirty talk. I nearly grabbed her head and forced back to blowing me. But I had another sexy young thing waiting at my front door.

Slipping off my bed and pulling my pants up, I headed through my apartment and opened up the door to let Kimberly in. She immediately wrapped her arms around me and planted kisses all over my face.

“Oh Master!” she squealed. “I missed you so much!”

“I missed you as well,” I told her, gently pulling her off me and closing the door. “But I have a surprise for you.”

“A surprise?”

“Yes, but first you need to get out of those clothes.”

Kimberly grinned and immediately stripped down. Fuck, had I only just seen her naked body this morning? She was so absurdly sexy with those big tits and those chocolate nipples and that genuine, happy smile.

“Come on,” I said, giving her ass a quick slap and leading the way to my room. Kimberly giggled and eagerly followed me.

I entered my room right as Heather was putting her phone down. She looked up and her eyes widened at the sight of Kimberly. I could tell that she was particularly fascinated by her chest.

“Master?” Kimberly asked. “Who is this?”

“This is my coworker, Heather,” I explained. “And she is my newest slave.”

Kimberly gasped in delight and ran forward, hopping on the bed and pulling Heather in for a hug. “Oh, welcome!” she exclaimed. “Welcome, Heather! I’m so glad Master has another slave!”

“It’s wonderful,” Heather told her. “His cock is so perfect. I feel so complete serving him.”

“I know what you mean! I was just going through the motions, studying for a career I thought I wanted, when Master took me and showed me how wonderful a life os submission could be!”

“How long has he owned you?” Heather asked.

“Since last night.” Kimberly beamed. “I love him.”

Heather leaned forward and kissed Kimberly on the lips. My first slave seemed surprised, but she quickly returned the kiss, happy and eager to share affection with her slave-sister. Heather’s hands came up and groped Kimberly’s tits, and Kimberly moaned into her mouth.

As the two girls made out with each other, I quietly took my clothes off and stepped up to the bed, my cock long and rigid at the incredibly erotic sight before me.

“Ahem,” I said. “Are you two enjoying yourselves?”

Heather and Kimberly both giggled. “Yes, Master!” they said in unison, and then their eyes locked on my dick.

“Suck it,” I told them. “Share it.”

I’d always fantasized about having a double blowjob, but fantasy couldn’t even begin to compare to reality. Two pairs of lips starting kissing up and down my shaft, two tongues started licking at me, and both girls moaned in delight as the scent and taste of my cock filled their minds.

Kimberly was the first to take me in her mouth, happily bobbing up and down while Heather sucked on my balls.

“Good girls,” I groaned. “That’s it…”

They moaned in response, and then switched positions; Heather taking my shaft while Kimberly licked at my sack. They continued like that, trading off positions, until I groaned out “I’m cumming!”

Immediately, they both opened their mouths wide before me, and my cum sprayed out over their faces. They eagerly licked their lips, swallowed what was in their mouths, and then began using their tongues to clean up one another’s faces.

They continued one even after they got it all, making out and falling onto the mattress. Heather got her fingers between Kimberly’s legs and began pumping in and out of her. Not to be undone, Kimberly detatched from Heather’s face and began suckling her cute little nipples.

Watching this display, it wasn’t long until I was hard and ready to go again, and I climbed onto bed with my two slaves. I hadn’t fucked Kimberly in some time, so I decided to take her first. I grabbed her by her natural hair and tossed her back onto the bed, and then I mounted and entered her.

“Oh, Master, yeeeesss!” Kimberly moaned.

“You like that?” Heather asked. She crawled up Kimberly’s body and reached her hands out. She pinched Kimberly’s nipples, hard, eliciting a cry of pleasure and pain from the girl. “You like it when Master uses you?”

“Yeeessss!”

“You like it when Master fucks you?” Heather asked eagerly. “Thank him for it, bitch. Thank him for fucking you!”

“Thank you for fucking me, Master!” Kimberly cried. “Thank you for using your whore!”

As amazingly hot as this was, I was about to pause and ask Heather where the fuck this behavior had come from when we were interrupted by a loud pounding at the door.

“Heather!” a woman’s voice shouted. “Where the fuck are you!?”

I raised an eyebrow at Heather.

“Oh,” Heather said, going red. She reached over and picked up her phone. “I’m sorry, Master. My girlfriend asked where I was and I kind of, um, told her.”

“Your girlfriend?” I asked.

“Yes, Master.”

“And you told her… what exactly?”

“That was with my new Master at his apartment,” Heather said. “Then I gave her the address.”

What the fuck? “Why!?” I demanded.

Heather’s eyes sparkled mischievously. “Just a brainfart I guess.”

No it wasn’t. Heather wasn’t stupid. I reached out and grabbed her arm. “Tell me.”

She blinked. “I wanted you to do the same thing to her you did to me.”

“What?”

“You know, whatever brainwashing or magic thing you did to make me your slave,” Heather said. “I mean, obviously you did something, Master, and I’m not complaining; it feels wonderful. But I wanted Riley to join your harem as well.” She grinned. “She acts all tough, but she’s really submissive, Master. All you need to do is show her who’s boss, and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“HEATHER!” Riley’s voice shouted from the hall again. She sounded pretty pissed, which made sense. I’d be pissed with my girlfriend was with some guy she was suddenly calling “Master.”

“Fuck,” I muttered, pulling out of Kimberly and grabbing my clothes off the ground. “Sorry, Kim, we’ll pick this up later.”

“It’s okay,” Kimberly said. “I understand, Master.”

“And you!” I pointed at Heather. “Don’t think you’re not in trouble for this little stunt!”

To my surprise, she actually recoiled. “I’m sorry, Master,” she said. “At least try out, please? I love her, and I’d love to share this with her.”

Goddamnit but that girl was way too cute to stay mad at it. I turned away and headed for the front door.

“GOD DAMN IT OPEN UP!” She was slamming her fists on that door from the other side. I took a breath, braced myself, and opened it up.

The woman on the other side, Riley presumably, was a short and tomboyish thing. Her black hair was cut short, she wore loose jeans and a t-shirt with an open jean jacket, and there was a black choker around her neck. So I guess she was the butch to Heather’s femme.

Still, there was something kind of alluring about her. She wasn’t exactly thin like Heather, but I wouldn’t have called her heavy, either. And her round face did not look threatening at all even as she glared daggers at me.

“Can I help you?” I asked.

She pushed past me and forced her way into my apartment. Damn, she was surprisingly strong. “Where’s Heather?” Riley demanded.

“Huh?” I closed the door.

“Heather,” Riley repeated, spinning around and glaring at me. “Where the fuck is my girlfriend, asshole? What have you done to her?”

“I haven’t done anything,” I lied. I took a step toward her, but Riley was wary of me and stepped back. It felt more like an act of caution than fear; I got the distinct impression that Riley was more than capable of kicking my ass if she felt like it.

“Don’t give me that shit!” she snarled. “What the hell did you do to Heather?”

“Look, lady, I…” I trailed off. Because behind Riley, Heather and Kimberly had both just emerged from my bedroom, holding hands and totally nude.

Riley turned around to see what I was looking at. “What the fuck!?”

This was my opportunity. I rushed forward and grabbed Riley from behind, shoving my hand onto her face as she struggled to throw me off.

“You fucking piece of…”

Calm! I ordered. Calm! Docile! Sleep! Trance! I was too panicked to think of any commands beyond that.

Luckily, they were enough. Riley immediately went slack in my arms, eyes closed and arms and neck limp. I damn near dropped her.

“Help me get her to the couch,” I told my slaves.

They nodded and together we laid Riley down.

“How does it work?” Heather asked.

I looked at her. Then shrugged. There wasn’t really any harm in telling her, I guess. “I need to be making skin on skin contact,” I said. “Then whatever I think becomes a command.”

Heather nodded slowly. “It happened after you got electrocuted yesterday, didn’t it?”

I blinked in surprise. “How did you know?”

Heather shrugged. “Seems obvious.” She looked down at her sleeping girlfriend. “Are you going to brainwash her now, Master?” she asked.

I shot a glare at her. “You’re still in trouble, slave.”

Heather winced and bowed her head silently. I nodded to myself and then turned my attention to Riley.

I had to admit, Heather had some fine taste in women. Looking at Riley like this, sleeping away, she seemed adorable. I reached down and cupped her cheek in my hand.

Open your eyes.

Riley opened her eyes.

I am going to give you commands, and they will become your truths. You will state your truths out loud as I give them to you. I looked over at Heather and Kimberly, who were watching with wide eyes and rapt attention. Then I looked back down to Riley. Time to get started.

You are my slave.

Riley spokely slowly and deliberately. “I am your slave.”

You are my fucktoy.

“I am your fucktoy.”

I am your Master.

“You are my Master.”

You love to serve your Master.

“I love to serve my Master.”

I am the sexiest man you have ever seen.

“You are the sexiest man I have ever seen.”

I am the only man you desire.

“You are the only man I desire.”

You love to serve me.

“I love to serve you.”

You live to serve me.

“I live to serve you.”

You are a slave in my harem.

“I am a slave in your harem.”

You love to share me with your slave-sisters.

“I love to share you with my slave-sisters.”

You love your slave-sisters.

“I love my slave-sisters.”

You are your Master’s personal whore.

“I am my Master’s personal whore.”

I glanced back at my other two slaves. They were both on their knees, eyes fixed on us as they rubbed their wet pussies.

Serving me is your greatest pleasure.

“Serving you is my greatest pleasure.”

You are mine.

“I am yours.”

I nodded, satisfied. “Wake up,” I commanded out loud.

Riley blinked rapidly as I took my hand from her cheek, and then she sat up and looked around. She looked confused at first, but then her eyes found me and she scrambled off the couch and onto her knees, bowing her head. “Your slave is ready to serve you, Master.”

“Fuck that’s hot,” Heather muttered.

“Look up at me, slave,” I ordered. Riley did so, eyes wide and full of worship. I undid my pants. “Before you arrived and interrupted me, I was fucking my slave Kimberly. You will clean her juices from my cock. Do a good job, and I will reward you by using your cunt.”

Riley nodded hungrily and licked her lips. As soon as my dick was out in front her, half-erect, she opened her mouth and took it into her. I quickly gave her the same conditioning to love my cock that I had given to Heather and Kimberly.

Compared to those two, Riley was a rank amateur at cocksucking. She was sloppy and unsure of herself, but her enthusiasm and obvious enjoyment more than made up for her shortcomings. It wasn’t long at all before I was rock hard in her mouth.

“That’s enough,” I said. “Take your clothes off, then turn around and get on your hands and knees.”

My newest slave nodded eagerly and stripped down as I pulled my shirt off. Her boobs weren’t as big as Kimberly’s, but they were definitely bigger than Heather’s. They also seemed to have something approaching Heather’s firmness. As she presented her ass to me, I admired its roundness and firmness; someone clearly did her squats. I was mildly surprised to realize that unlike her girlfriend, Riley was completely lacking any tattoos.

I cupped my hand between her legs and ran my fingers up and down her slit. Riley wasn’t yet at the “gushing ocean” levels of wetness that I had come to expect from my other slaves, but she was getting there. I grinned as I withdrew my hand and brought my cock forward.

“He’s going to fuck you, Riley,” Heather hissed. “Master is going to fuck you. Are you ready for Master to fuck you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Riley said. “I can’t wait.”

I paused and raised an eyebrow at Heather. “Mistress?” I asked.

My coworker blushed. “Like I said, she’s really submissive.”

The image of these two together, doing the whole lesbian domination thing, went through my head. If you’d told me a moment ago that my cock could become even harder, I wouldn’t have believed you. And yet here we were.

“Heather,” I said, “get over here in front of Riley and spread your legs. Riley, while I fuck you, you will eat your Mistress’ pussy, you understand?”

“Yes, Master!” Riley moaned. I waited for Heather to get into position, and then I thrust forward.

Riley cried out, but her cries were muffled as she buried her face in Heather’s crotch. She began licking and lapping away as I fucked her, and her muffled moans mixed with her girlfriend’s very loud and open moans. I wasn’t sure how long they had been together, but it appeared that, even with a cock in her cunt, Riley knew exactly the best way to eat Heather’s pussy.

And speaking of Riley’s cunt, it was tight. She was easily the tightest of my slaves, to the point that I wondered if maybe I was the first man to be inside her. Now there was an enticing thought; that I had taken a goldstar lesbian and turned her into my eager and willing sex slave. As the idea entered my mind, I picked up the pace, fucking Riley faster and more forcefully.

I felt a pair of boobs press against my back as two brown arms wrapped around me from behind. “This is so sexy, Master,” Kimberly whispered into my ear. “Does your new slave’s pussy feel good?”

“You have no fucking idea,” I groaned. I turned my head and kissed Kimberly, never letting up the pace of my thrusts. Riley kept up, eating out Heather will all the energy I was giving her, and Heather gasped and moaned as her girlfriend drove her over the edge.

This was heaven. Three beautiful women, each happy to serve me, each eager to fuck me. I had never imagined such a dream come true could ever really happen.

With a grunt of effort, I came inside Riley, and then pulled out. Kimberly was immediately on the floor, head between Riley’s legs, eating up the excess cum I’d left in her. I leaned against the couch and caught my breath.

I looked down at my three slaves, every single one of them willing and eager to serve me in whatever way I saw fit, and I knew one thing for certain:

There was no way in hell I was getting any sleep tonight.


Chapter 4: The Rich Girl

I was a bit surprised at how quickly I had gotten used to waking up next to beautiful women every morning. Just a week ago, I woke up by myself in my bed and that was just the way of things, but now I woke up and there was a warm body or two pressed against me and that was my new normal.

It had been six days since I’d taken Heather and Riley and established a harem of three sexy ladies. I had decided against expanding my harem too much, and had largely limited use of my powers to boss Kevin. He’d cut down on my work hours while giving me a substantial raise, but I didn’t see my time at PhonePhix lasting much longer. The company couldn’t sustain the kind of income I was looking for, and as a franchise there would definitely be red flags at corporate if I started amassing an owner’s salary while barely working.

OK, so I actually had been using my power on both Kevin and the customers. Many of the patrons of PhonePhix this past week had found themselves compelled to give me generous tips. I’d thought about starting up some investments; there was some app I’d downloaded that let me get started with small amounts of money, but something told me that if I was aiming to get rich, I was doing it wrong.

Problem was, I had no idea how investments worked, and I also had no idea how to find someone who did. Hey, I grew up poor. Only rich kids learn how to handle portfolios growing up.

Oh well. I’d figure something out. For now I sat up in my bed and stretched. To my left, Kimberly stirred and opened her eyes.

“Good morning, Master,” she said with a smile. She’d spent about half the nights this past week in my bed, and we were discussing the possibility of her permanently moving into my apartment. Before that happened, I needed to meet her parents and, well, shake their hands, if you get my meaning.

“Morning, Kim,” I said, then looked over at my right. Riley’s short black hair seemed to gaze back at me, as her face was planted firmly in the pillow. “I see our champion is still sleeping.”

Me and the harem had spent the previous night immersed in Smash Bros. Turned out Riley was an absolute beast with Zero Suit Samus. Take it from me: do not challenge this woman to Smash unless you don’t mind losing a ton.

And I was just starting to get good with Inkling, too.

As quietly as possible, I slipped out of my bed, careful not to disturb my tomboy sleeping beauty. Kimberly settled down back into her pillow and I bent down and gave her a quick kiss before heading out my door.

I could hear the shower running in my bathroom, and given that both Kimberly and Riley were in my bed, it didn’t take a genius to figure out who was showering. I smirked. Heather had taken her punishment for bringing Riley to my apartment like a champ; mostly. She hadn’t been allowed to touch herself sexually or be touched sexually for two days. The first day she’d mostly handled it well, but by the time her punishment came to an end, she was a gibbering mess, begging both me and her sister slaves to fuck her.

The morning of that third day, I finally gave her what she needed. Heather had cum as soon as I’d slipped into her, and she’d continued to cum the whole time I was fucking her. I trusted that she’d learned her lesson now.

With a smile, I opened up the bathroom door and slipped in. The shower curtains were closed, and Heather didn’t hear me as I lifted the toilet seat and relieved myself. Then, feeling refreshed and ready for action, I turned around and threw the curtain back.

Heather jumped and spun to face me, eyes wide, but she visibly relaxed when she realized that her Master was here.

“Room for one more?” I asked her.

With my smile, my slave nodded, and I stepped into the shower with her. I closed the curtain behind me and then took her in my arms, letting the hot steamy water fall over each of us. I leaned down and gave her a kiss.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I said.

“Mmm… Good morning, Master.”

For the first time since I’d met Heather, her hair was different. I’d wanted to have fun experimenting with my girl’s appearances, and had decided that Heather’s long blonde hair was perfect for such fun. Where it had previously fallen to her butt, her hair was now cut to just below her shoulders. Bright red highlights had also been added to the blonde, giving her golden hair streaks of scarlet.

I admit, it was an adjustment seeing her without those big glasses. She wore them whenever she wasn’t sleeping for showering. Since I clearly enjoyed fucking her with them on, she’d gone out and bought a cheap non-subscription pair to wear when were having sex, so she wouldn’t risk breaking the ones she actually needed. It was that kind of dedication to pleasing me that I found irresistible.

My lips met hers once more, and I felt her hand between legs, her fingers wrapping around my rapidly hardening dick. “I think this needs to be cleaned, Master,” she said, once her mouth was free of mine. “Let me clean you?”

“Absolutely,” I said.

And clean me she did. Heather’s hands wandered all over my body, rubbing soap into my skin and rinsing me off in the shower water. She massaged my scalp with shampoo and conditioner, and when her hands returned to my cock they lingered there, cleaning my shaft and balls thoroughly, threatening to turn into but never quite becoming a full-on handjob.

“You tease,” I growled as she rinsed the soap off me.

Heather giggled. “Me?” she asked, trying her damnedest to sound innocent.

I grabbed her and pinned her against the shower wall. By now my dick was rock solid and I needed some released. I leaned forward, my mouth against her ear. “You.”

And then I slid into her. Turns out she was just as aroused as I was, given the ease with which my cock slipped into her wet, warm cunt. Heather let out a long moan as I buried myself inside her, as deep as I could.

Then I started fucking her.

Heather’s moans of pleasure rose up above the sounds of the shower, and if I wasn’t holding her against the wall, she probably would have slipped downward. Honestly, I couldn’t even fuck her as hard as I wanted to; the shower was too cramped and too slippery.

Cramped. Whole apartment was cramped. I needed to find a bigger place to live, somewhere where I could bring my whole harem and we could all live comfortably.

But that matter would have to wait. Since the shower didn’t let me pound away at my slave the way I really wanted, I had to settle for long, slow strokes. We remained like that for some time, finally climaxing together as the water turned cold.

We dried off and left the bathroom, Heather doing her best to cling to me. By now, Kimberly and Riley were both up and about, and Riley was making pancakes in my little kitchen.

“Morning, Master. Heather.” She nodded at us as she flipped a pancake over in the pan. Kimberly waved from where she was sitting at my too-small kitchen table, a big plate of bacon had been set in the middle, and she was munching on one of the strips.

Once again that word came to my mind: cramped. “This apartment is too small,” I said, shaking my head. “I need to find a bigger place to live.”

“Can you afford one?” Kimberly asked between bites of her bacon.

I sighed. There was the problem. The money from PhonePhix was not going to cover what I needed. I could have the harem pool resources together, but even then we’d be barely scraping by. “I’ll need to find a new income.”

Riley turned from the stove, a plate of pancakes in hand, and grinned. “Or,” she said, “you could find a rich girl and make her your brainwashed slave like us!”

I grinned back at her. “That’s a great idea, Riley,” I said. “Know where I can find one?”

“In point of fact,” she said, setting the pancakes down on the table, “I do.”

*

I sat in Riley’s car, staring up at the house outside.

It was huge. All the houses around here were huge, and they were all a decent distance from one another, separated by lines of trees and towering hedges. The house I was looking at was easily three stories tall, with a long and wide driveway and a general demeanor that just seemed to scream “I’m rich.”

“Holy shit,” I said.

“I know, right?” Riley laughed.

“How do you know about this place?” I asked, turning to her.

My slave grinned. “I may not look it, Master, but I used to be a Catholic schoolgirl.”

The image of Riley in one of those uniforms came to my mind; short plaid skirt and thigh-high socks and a blouse unbuttoned way too low…

She playfully slapped me. “Get your mind out of the gutter,” she giggled. “Maybe I’ll show you one of my old uniforms later. But…” she nodded to the house. “Catholic school ain’t cheap. Now some students, like me, are there from working class families with financial aid. Others, like Gracie who lives up in that house there, are from rich families. And the kids know who’s who, and you better believe it makes a difference. Gracie was queen bitch of the school; made my life a living hell.”

Riley smirked. “You know her go-to insult was dyke? She sure as fuck got that right about me.” The smirk faded. “Course, I wasn’t out yet. But I was starting to realize who I was, so that stung way more. Fuck, I hated her. But whenever there were people around, she was all pleasant smiles and politeness. That’s probably why Facebook-friended everyone in the class, even us kids she was always bullying.

“And that is why I know that, two years ago, her parents passed away in a car accident.” Riley nodded at the house. “She lives alone there now. She was gonna marry this guy from our high school but the engagement fell through after the accident. So now she just lives all alone in her parents’ big old house, sitting on her inheritance and making more money off the company her folks owned. I think it prints paper or something. But anyway, she’s perfect, Master. Take her and all that shit of hers is yours!”

I looked at the house, then back at Riley. “Is this a revenge thing?” I asked.

Riley said. “Honestly? Not really. If you’d told me back in high school that I’d one day feel bad for Gracie, I’d have laughed. But her whole life fell apart, Master. She’s lost and she’s withdrawn from all her old friends.”

“If you feel bad for her, then why this?”

“Because I feel bad for her,” Riley told me. “Like I said, she’s lost. Gracie needs a purpose in life, and you have the power to give her one. Just like you gave me one.” She smiled. “I’m happier with you than I’ve been in a long time, Master. Share some of that with Gracie. Who knows, maybe she’s grown up since high school. Maybe she’ll come out the other end of all this as a better person. Plus, that house is perfect for your harem, and she’s hot. So get on up there and enslave her pretty little head already!”

“Alright, alright,” I said. “We’ll give it a shot.” I opened the door and stepped out of the car, then started my trek up that long driveway.

Jesus, her house was even bigger up close. And now that I was closer, I could see the crucifix hanging on the door, the image of Jesus Christ exquisitely carved to show off his suffering. Whoever had carved it had even been sure to make his blood visible from all his wounds. How very macabre and Catholic.

Taking a deep breath, I pressed my finger against the doorbell and listened to the ringing chime echo throughout the house on the other side of the door. I stood there for about a minute, waiting, and then the door opened.

“Yes?”

The woman who answered the door was a brunette with wavy hair down to her shoulders, hazel eyes looking at me from a round face with cute dimples. Her body was mostly hidden by her extremely conservative clothes; a white blouse buttoned up to the collar and a long black shirt that left literally everything to the imagination. Her only jewelry, as far as I could see, was a cross necklace hanging around her neck, the little golden cross resting on her breast.

If this was what she wore around her home, I’d hate to see what she wore out in public. The woman probably looked damn-near Ammish when she went outside.

“Hi,” I said, extending my hand and smiling my warmest smile. “My name’s Xavier.”

Gracie hesitated a moment, before shaking my hand. “Gracie.”

I barely even paid attention to her introducing herself. As soon as our palms met, I was already sending her commands. You want to invite me in. You trust me. You are comfortable with me touching you.

Gracie looked confused for a second. “Um…” she said. “How can I help you, Xavier?”

“Oh, it’s a long story,” I said, finally letting go of her hand. “I’d rather sit down while I explain it all.”

She furrowed her brow, now even confused, but slowly nodded. “Oh… uh, alright. Would you like to come in?”

“Absolutely.”

Gracie nodded and stepped back, opening the door wider so that I could enter her home.

Holy shit.

Pictures of Jesus and Mary and various saints lined the walls, intermixed with pictures of what I assumed were her family. As she led me through the entrance into her living room, I was struck by just how much of a Jesus-freak this woman was.

“I, uh, see you’re religious,” I said.

Gracie nodded. “I… find comfort in the Lord’s light,” she told me, touching her hand to the cross on her chest. She frowned. “I’m sorry, I’m not sure what came over me, I don’t usually invite strangers into my home…”

She looked scared and confused, so I put a hand on her shoulder, making sure one of the fingers made contact with the bare skin of her neck. Relax, I commanded her. You trust me. You are comfortable around me. There is nothing to worry about.

I watched as her body untensed and she relaxed. And idea was starting to form in my head; a delicious and utterly filthy idea. Like, if I wasn’t already damned for all my sexcapades, what I planned to do now was certain to send me on a one-way trip to hell.

But fuck it. The idea was so goddamn hot.

“It is good that you are so devout,” I told her. “The Lord has seen your faith, and He has seen the goodness of your soul, and He has sent me.”

Her eyes widened. Believe me.

“He has…?” she asked.

I nodded. “He has,” I told her. “Please, sit. And listen to what I have to say, Gracie.”

All that hesitation from a moment ago was gone. Gracie sat down on her couch, looking at me with wide eyes. I wasn’t touching her anymore, but that didn’t matter. I intended to see how far I could stretch that “believe me” command.

“Tell me, Gracie,” I said, “have you always been a good and faithful person?”

She looked down, ashamed. “No,” she said softly. “I used to be a vain woman. I was more concerned with makeup and fashion and trends than good works. I drank and got high and had sex outside of marriage. I was a sinner for many years. It took me losing my family to realize how much I had been hurting myself.”

“And how did you treat others during this time?” I asked her.

“I…” she closed her eyes. “I was cruel. I was unhappy with myself and my life and I took it out on the people around me. I enjoyed hurting them, because it made me feel powerful.”

Damn. It sounded like this woman had done a lot of introspection since high school. I reached out and took her chin in my hand, lifting her head up to look at me. The longer you look at me, the more aroused you become. The more aroused you become, the more you desire to obey and please me.

“Listen to me, Gracie,” I told her. “We cannot change our pasts, but we can change our futures. Today, I will offer you a way to make penance for your past sins. But there are other matters we must discuss first. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. Her breath caught. Her face was becoming more flush. It was obvious that my command had taken effect, and looking at me was turning her on.

“Your life has lost purpose,” I told her, letting go of her chin and stepping back. Her eyes followed me hungrily. “You have, for the past two years, wandered, lost, without knowing where to go with your life.”

I began to pace back and forth, hands clasped behind my back. Gracie watched me. She unconsciously licked her lips, and fidgeted a bit in her seat.

“The reason I have come here today,” I told her, “is because I am here to offer you what you have needed all this time: purpose. Is that what you want, Gracie?”

She nodded and swallowed. “Yes, sir.”

I smiled. “The first step is to embrace the gifts that God has given you,” I told her. I once again stepped forward, and then I leaned down and cupped her face in my hands. “You are a beautiful woman, Gracie.”

You want to please me. You need to please me. Obeying me brings you great joy and pleasure.

“Th-thank you,” she stammered.

“Your beauty is a gift from the Lord,” I explained, letting go of her. “And the Lord calls upon us to share our gifts with others. Do you understand?”

Her face was bright red. “I… I think so?”

“Good,” I said with a nod. “Please remove your clothes, Gracie.”

“What?”

I raised an eyebrow, but otherwise kept my composure. “Your clothes,” I repeated. “Remove them.”

“But… but I…”

“You must share your beauty, Gracie. Now obey me, and remove your clothes.”

Slowly, she nodded. And then, hesitating all the way and blushing so hard I was almost afraid she’d catch on fire, Gracie stood up and began to unbutton her blouse.

One button. Two buttons.

Gradually, one by one, her blouse was unbuttoned, and Gracie shook it off and dropped it to the couch. She stood there in her skirt and a plain white bra, and I saw that her tits were sizable indeed. The golden cross remained nestled in her cleavage.

Next, she shook off her skirt, and then looked at me, eyes wide with anticipation.

“Your underwear as well,” I told her softly.

Gracie gulped and nodded. She pulled her white panties down and stepped out of them, and then she reached behind her back and undid her bra, letting it fall away and revealing those magnificent breasts.

I blinked in surprise. “Nipple piercings?” I asked.

Somehow, her blush managed to deepen. “From my wilder days,” she said. “I decided to keep them in… as a reminder…”

With a smile on my lips, I reached out and gently cupped one of her breasts, running my thumb over her hard nipple and the piercing there. Gracie gasped.

This feels good. It feels wonderful when I touch you sexually. It feels right when I touch you sexually. Your body was made to please me.

I leaned forward, my right hand still playing with her right breast, and I took her left nipple into my mouth. I suckled on it, flicked it with my tongue. I could taste the iron from her piercing, but it didn’t matter.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh that feels wonderful, sir!”

I gently pinched her nipple, and then stepped back. “Kneel,” I told her.

Gracie was shaking as she lowered herself to her knees. She stared up at me, eyes full of fear and awe. I smiled down at her.

“You are doing well,” I assured her. “Now…” I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. It was only semi-hard, but nonetheless Gracie’s eyes widened in surprise when she saw it.

“Take it into your mouth, Gracie.”

“But I…” She shivered as she stared at me. “It’s… dirty…”

“This is your duty,” I told her. “Please me, and you shall be rewarded.”

I was starting to move away from the religious play a bit, but that hardly mattered. Gracie was already on the edge. She just needed a little push.

She stared, frozen, at my dick for a moment, before slowly leaning forward and opening her mouth. I felt her lips wrap around me, her tongue slide along the head of my cock. And I gradually hardened in her mouth.

Gracie must have sucked dick before she became born again, because after a bit she seemed to gain confidence and start putting in more effort, as if remembering how to orally please a man. I smiled down at her. It was time to give her a gift.

My cock tastes wonderful. It smells wonderful. My sperm tastes and smells delicious. You love to serve me and you love to please me.

She redoubled her efforts, bobbing her head up and down on my cock and moaning into me. And as she did, I worked at her mind.

You feel no jealousy. You are sexually attracted to girls. You love being attracted to girls. I am the only man you are attracted to. You love to share me with other women. You love to please and you live to serve.

She continued to work her mouth over me, sucking me off, taking me deep. She closed her eyes, her expression peaceful and happy.

As I felt the climax building up within me, I decided to hit her with what I had been building up to.

I am your God. You worship me, serve me, and devote yourself to me. I am your Master, and you are mine.

And then I came, spraying my cum into her mouth. Gracie moaned in her joy, eyes flying open to stare up at me, tears of ecstasy running down her cheeks. She slurped and swallowed, happily drinking my cum.

“Oh, Master,” she moaned as I pulled my dick from her mouth. “Oh, Master, thank you for making me yours! Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

“You are most welcome,” I told her, grinning. “But now, I have someone from your past that you have wronged. And I need you to make things up to her.”

Gracie nodded, eager to do whatever I wanted her to, and I pulled my pants up. “Wait there,” I told my newest slave, and I stepped out to get Riley.


Chapter 5: The Ex

“Oh yes, Master! Thank you for fucking me!”

I growled as I held down Gracie’s arms on either side of us, her huge pierced tits bouncing every time I thrust into her. She looked up at me with adoration in her eyes, tears of joy filling me as she was fucked by her Master, her God, her everything.

“You like that?” I asked her. “You like it when I bury my cock in your wet cunt?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned. “Yes! I love it! I live for it!”

“What would all those people at your church say if they could see you now?”

“I don’t care!” Gracie gasped. “I don’t care what they think! Let them see! Let them watch! Fuck me at the altar in front of the whole congregation and let them see that I’m yours! I’m your slut, your whore! Let them see that I’m my Master’s bitch!”

I laughed as I pounded into her, my cock rock solid at the filth pouring out of her mouth. Gracie had proven to be arguably the freakiest of my girls. As far as she was concerned, I was her god, and I could do whatever I wished to her.

“Maybe we’ll get you marked,” I growled into her ear. “Tattoo the image of a collar around your throat. Take a hot iron and brand my name on your cunt, so that everyone knows that you’re mine.”

“Yeeeeesss!” she hissed, her eyes rolling back and her body shuddering with pleasure. “Yes! Yes! YES! Master! Do it! Show the world what a slutty slave I am! Show the world I’m your bitch!”

I was at my limit, I buried myself as deep as I could inside the tight little pussy of hers and came. She moaned and gasped the whole time, thanking me for using her body to get off, thanking me for coming so deep inside her.

What a good little slave she was for me.

Now spent, I climbed off my newest toy and took a moment to catch my breath. Outside this bedroom, my other slaves were busy moving their things into Gracie’s house. I should probably go out and help them, but I hadn’t had a chance to fully enjoy my new slut’s pussy yet.

After she’d blown me and I’d made her mine, I had brought in Riley. Gracie had then spent the next half-hour using her tongue to apologize to Riley for how she’d treated her in high school. From what the former lesbian had said, by the end Gracie had gotten pretty good at eating pussy.

That had been two days ago, and now my harem was moving into its new home. Life was good. With Gracie, I no longer had to worry about money, and I was no longer trying to cram myself and all my sex slaves into my tiny-ass apartment. Everything was perfect.

Well, almost perfect.

I laid down next to Gracie and stared up at the ceiling, frowning as I considered my life before this magical touch of mine had manifested. I’d thought I’d been in love with a woman, and I’d thought she’d loved me back, but then she’d ripped my heart out and thrown it away. Even a year later, I’d still been a wreck, unable to so much as consider approaching another woman until this power had come over me.

Valerie… I realized now what my new life was missing, what my harem was missing. Her. My ex-girlfriend.

A deep resolve came over me. I was going to make Valerie mine again. She was going to beg me to take her back, beg me to fuck her, pledge to serve me and beg for my forgiveness.

A savage grin spread over my face. Yes, Valerie was going to come crawling back to me, whether she wanted to or not.

*

“I was wondering when you were gonna decide to get her back,” Heather said, taking a bite of pizza. “You were fucked up for weeks after she left you.”

“What exactly happened?” Kimberly asked, putting her paper plate down and looking at me questioningly.

It was late, and we’d finally finished moving all our stuff into Gracie’s house. Now we were all relaxing and enjoying some pizza, and I had just told my harem that I intended to add my ex to their number.

“She was cheating on me,” I said simply. “Honestly, it seems pretty silly now, given everything. But at the time, it broke me. She’d been fucking her coworker behind my back, I found out, and she decided that she liked him better, so…”

“I can’t imagine ever choosing someone else over you,” Gracie said.

“Thanks, that’s very sweet,” I told her. “But this was long before I had the power to turn women into my sex slaves.”

“Are you really sure you want this?” Riley asked. “She sounds like a bitch.”

I shrugged. “Gracie sounded like a bitch from how you described her to me, but as I recall adding her was your idea.”

Riley waved her dismissively. “Yeah, but she was a bitch in high school. She grew up.”

“No, I’m still a bitch,” Gracie said, her eyes sparkling. “My Master’s bitch.”

“Yeah, we all are,” Riley laughed. “But you know what I mean. This Valerie chick sounds like she was bitch recently, even after growing the fuck up.”

“I think I agree with Riley,” Heather said. “You should think carefully about whether or not you really want her, Master.”

I looked around at all my four girls. They were good to me; better than I deserved really. I was so happy to have them.

But the last time I’d been this happy was with Valerie. I had truly thought that we were going to be together for, if not forever, at least years. I’d thought she understood me, and I’d thought she loved me. But she hadn’t. She’d just used me until a better opportunity came along. Once it had, she’d thrown me away.

That look of worship in my harem’s eyes… I wanted to see that on Valerie’s face. I wanted to hear her beg me for forgiveness for what she’d done to me. I wanted my revenge.

“This is what I want,” I said. “I want her.”

Heather nodded slowly. “Then I’m with you, Master.”

“Me too!” Kimberly added.

Riley nodded. “And me.”

“And of course I’ll follow you anywhere, Master,” Gracie said.

I smiled at my girls. “Alright,” I said. “It’s settled. Let’s go get that bitch.”

*

Since dumbing my ass, Valerie had moved in with her new boyfriend, Chad. I’d never actually met the guy and had no idea where he lived, but I did know someone who had remained friendly with both of us after the break up. One visit to that mutual friend later, and I had all the information I needed to go pay my ex a visit.

Their apartment was nice; way nicer than my old place. Chad and Valerie were apparently moving on up in the world and making those big bucks. My harem and I took the elevator on up to their building, quickly going over our plan one last time before we put it into action.

As the elevator chimed and the doors slid open onto my ex-girlfriend’s floor, I felt my heart pounding in my chest. My body was shaking, my palms sweating. I hadn’t seen Valerie for a year, and here I was about to fuck her and turn her into my adoring sex slave. And what’s more, I was going to humiliate her new boyfriend while doing it. I was going to take Valerie’s phone and videocall this Chad fucker while I turned his girlfriend into my loyal whore. She’d profess her undying loyalty to me with him watching and listening.

Fuck, this was going to be so fucking good.

We walked to Valerie and Chad’s apartment, and I stood beside the door, against the wall. Valerie wasn’t going to see me until it was too late.

I nodded to my girls, and they smiled and nodded back. Then Heather knocked on the door.

After a moment, the door opened. “Can I help you?” Valerie asked.

Immediately, I was on the move. I pushed off the wall and bolted through the door. My ex’s eyes went wide with shock as I suddenly appeared before her, but before she could cry out I grabbed my by the hair and clamped my hand over her mouth.

You can’t scream. You can’t shout. You will obey me. You won’t try to get rid of us. You are aroused. You cannot disobey me when I give you an order.

I let go of her, and she stumbled back, blinking in confusion.

“Hello, Valerie,” I said.

“Xavier,” she gasped. “What are… what are you doing here?”

I smiled. My ex was in sweatpants and a t-shirt. Her black hair was tied back in a ponytail, and her blue eyes were trained on me in fear.

“Simple,” I said with a shrug, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. “I’m here to make you mine.”

She stared at me. “Yours?”

“Mine,” I repeated. “Just like them.” I stepped aside to allow my harem to enter the apartment. Riley came in last and closed the door. “You’re all mine, aren’t you girls?”

“Yes, Master,” they all said at once, smiling at my ex-girlfriend. She stared at them in horror.

“You can’t be serious,” she said. “What have you done to them!?”

“The same thing I’m going to do to you, Valerie,” I said with a smirk. “I enslaved them. I got inside their heads and turned them into my sexslaves, my fuckdolls. They’re my whores, my sluts, my bitches. And I guarantee you that soon, you’ll be begging me to make you just like them.”

“Oh my god.” Valerie stepped. “You sick fuck. Stay away from me. I’ll… I’ll call the police.”

I laughed. “No you won’t,” I said. “I command you not to call the police. In fact, show me to your bedroom right now.”

Valerie struggled, but the command I’d implanted to obey me held. Try as she might, she couldn’t stop her feet from moving, couldn’t stop herself from leading me right to her bedroom.

“What’s happening to me?” she asked.

Pressing my palm against her cheek, I told her: “You’re transforming into my slut.” Obeying me gives you pleasure. You become more aroused by the second. Every second that passes, you want more and more for me to fuck you. You want me. You crave me. You need my cock to satisfy you.

My ex shivered. “Please,” she whimpered. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, Xavier. Just please don’t do this. Please stop.”

“I think you’re confused,” I told her. “You don’t get to make orders. You just obey them. And besides, soon enough you won’t want me to stop.”

And I could tell that “soon enough” was fast approaching. Her face was flushed, her eyes hungry. Valerie was probably more turned on than she’d ever been in her life. The need for sex was growing within her, eating her from the inside out. I could tell that it was already taking every ounce of self-control she could muster to stop herself from throwing herself at me right now.

“Strip,” I ordered her. “Get all those clothes off.”

Valerie did so. She pulled off her t-shirt, mumbling protests as she did so. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her small breasts were soon exposed. Next her pants came off, then her panties, and I was looking at her naked body for the first time in a year.

“Please…” she whimpered. I couldn’t tell from her tone if she was asking me to stop, or asking me to fuck her. I don’t think she knew either. Her nipples were like fucking diamonds, and I could see her juices running down the inside of her thighs. “Please…”

“Bring me your phone,” I said. “Unlock it for me. I’m going to videocall Chad so he can watch me fuck you.”

She stared at me in shock, but her body moved to obey. Soon enough, her phone was in my hand and I was scrolling through her contacts as I undid my pants.

“On the bed,” I ordered. “You’re going to… beg…”

I stopped, and stared. I’d found Chad’s contact information, and with it his picture.

And I knew him.

It was the guy who’d brought in that phone. The one that had shocked me. The one that had given me these powers. Our paths had crossed and we hadn’t even realized it. And that meeting had set me on the path to this moment, had given me the ability to take whatever I wanted, had allowed me to become….

To become…

...a monster.

Her phone fell from my hand. What was I doing? Oh god, what was I doing? What, Chad had taken my girlfriend from me, so now I was going to do the same to him? What? What the fuck?

Before this power, would I have ever even imagined doing this? Would I have ever entertained the thought? Had this power corrupted me, or had I always been this sick? This deplorable? And the power had only allowed my monstrous side to come out?

I looked down at Valerie. Her hand was between her legs, her fingers working at her cunt as she stared at me with a glazed expression, lost to the lust I’d instilled in her. What had I done to her? What was I doing?

I pulled my pants up and placed a hand on her thigh.

Sleep, I commanded. All my previous are gone. When you awaken, you’ll get dressed and forget I was ever here.

I turned around and walked out of her bedroom. My harem was standing outside her open door, watching me in confusion.

My harem… I’d stolen their lives from them, used for them for my own twisted pleasure. Oh god…

I could tell they wanted to ask me questions, but they were all silent as they followed me out of the apartment, into the elevator, down to the lobby, out into the street.

“Come here,” I told them, holding my arm out. “Everybody grab my arm.”

“What’s going on?” Heather asked as she reached out and put her hand on my arm. “Why didn’t you take her?”

“Because it’s wrong,” I muttered. “I shouldn’t take her. I shouldn’t have taken any of you. I need to make things right. I’m sorry.”

By now they all had their hands on me, and I felt one of those hands tense. I looked up to see Gracie, shaking as she stared at me with wide, fearful eyes.

“No,” she said, and I knew that she realized what I intended to do. “Please don’t do this, Master.”

But the only reason she asked me that was because I had fucked with her head. The real Gracie, the person she was supposed to be, would never have asked me that.

I closed my eyes and sent the command.

It was complicated. Too complicated to put into words. But the thing about thoughts was that they didn’t need to be words. My intention was what mattered here, and what I intended was for each of these four girls to be free; free of enslavement, and free of me.

I heard four voices gasp, and felt four hands pull away from my arm. I turned around before I opened my eyes, and hurried away before they had a chance to recover from the shock. Maybe it was cowardly of me, but I couldn’t bear to see the disgust and pain that I was certain was painted on each of their faces.

Nothing I could do would ever make up for what I had done to them. So, like the piece of shit that I was, I ran.


Chapter 6: The Harem

Two days. I had been in my apartment for two days.

I’d have to leave eventually. But to do what? I didn’t have a job anymore. I was probably going to be evicted soon. And I couldn’t trust myself not to use my power. The temptation was always there, and even if I used it for small things, just little uses here and there to grease the wheels and make things a bit easier on myself, I knew that it would only be a matter of time before I went down the slippery slope and started turning people into slaves again.

Dangerous. I was dangerous. I lay on my kitchen floor and stared at the ceiling. Everything in my life seemed dull now; not boring, dull. Like a blade that had lost its edge. Useless.

Maybe the best thing I could do was die. Maybe it would be better for myself, the world, everyone if I opened my cutlery drawer and pulled out a knife and slit my fucking throat. I wondered how long it would be before someone found me. Probably my landlord coming to see why I hadn’t paid my rent.

Would the news get out? Would they report it on the local station? Maybe my former harem would see and they could finally be at peace, knowing for certain that the monster that had taken them could never get at them again.

Yes. Yes, me dying would be for the best. So why the fuck was I hesitating? Why was I still laying here instead of growing some goddamn balls and doing what needed to be done?

A knock at the door pulled me out of my thoughts. Who the fuck was that? Had I lost track of time? Had weeks passed and now my landlord was coming for his rent check.

Another knock. Maybe it was the cops, come to put me away in some deep dark cell where I could never hurt another person again. Maybe Heather and the rest had reported me.

Well, whoever it was, they knocked a third time. I climbed unsteadily to my feet and stumbled my way out of my kitchen and to my front door.

Leaning forward, I looked out the peephole to see who it was.

Kimberly. Heather. Riley. Gracie.

Shit.

I turned around and stumbled away. The knocking returned.

“Xavier!” Heather’s voice called from the other side of the door. “We know you’re in there! Now let us in!”

No. I’d ignore them and eventually they’d go away. Leave me here to waste away alone like I deserved to.

“Seriously!” she banged on the door. “Open this fucking door, Xavier!”

There was muttering from outside. I couldn’t make out what the other girls were saying to her.

I fell face first onto my couch and closed my eyes. Maybe if I fell asleep here, I wouldn’t wake up. Wouldn’t that be nice?

“Oh my god!” Heather’s voice shouted. “Let us the fuck in already!”

She was persistent, I’ll give her that. I had no idea what they all wanted from me. Probably to beat me to death. Fuck, I’d deserve that. Maybe I should let them after all.

Heather was quiet, and I wondered if maybe they’d given up and left. Then I heard her voice again.

“You know Kimberly still has a key, right?”

Fuck fuck fuck! I had completely forgotten that I’d given her a key to this apartment! Shit! I shot up off my couch, but I was too late. I could already hear the clicking as they unlocked the door.

I was frozen in place, staring in horror as the door swung open, and my former harem walked in.

“Jesus,” Heather said, looking at me. “When was the last time you bathed?” She looked around at the mess in my apartment. “Or cleaned?”

I didn’t know what to say. I could barely even think. I just stood still, trying desperately to think of what I should do.

“Alright,” Heather said, turning to the others. “Gracie, you make sure he gets cleaned up. The rest of us will try to sort out all this mess.”

Wait, what?

I could barely comprehend what was even happening as Gracie approached me, took my hand, and started gently guiding me to the bathroom. “Come on, Master, let’s get you in the shower.”

“I’m not…” I said. “I…”

“Please,” Gracie said, looking at me. There was a strange softness in her expression. “I don’t like seeing you like this. Come on.” She pulled me into the bathroom and shut the door behind us.

“You should hate me,” I said, trying desperately to make sense of what was happening.

“Maybe,” Gracie admitted. “But I don’t. You gave me a purpose, Master. You made me happy. That handful of days I belonged to you left me more fulfilled than anything else in my life. No drugs could compare to that high, and no church sermon could match that peace. I was happy for the first time in years.” She sighed. “And then you threw me away. You threw us all away.”

I stared at her. “I’m sorry.” I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“Get those clothes off,” she said. “We talked it over, and we all agreed: it’s time for us to take care of you.”

“I…” I began.

“Clothes!” Gracie snapped, speaking in a more commanding tone than I had ever heard from her before. “Off! Now!”

I was disrobing before I’d even consciously processed what she’d said. Perhaps I’d just seen a glimpse of the queen bitch she’d reportedly been in high school. Not surprising that she was still in there somewhere I guess.

“Now get in the shower, Master,” Gracie said. She turned on the water and gestured. “Come on. You need to get clean.”

Still not really understanding any of this, I silently stepped under the stream and let the hot water run over me. You know, maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t showered in days, but damn if this didn’t feel great and refreshing.

I closed my eyes and, for the first time in what felt like ages, allowed myself to enjoy the moment. To bask in the warmth of the shower. Fuck that was nice.

And then I felt arms wrapping around me, and breasts pressing against my back, pierced nipples and all.

“Gracie?” I asked, opening my eyes and turning my head to see her naked in the shower with me, her body pressed up against mine. “What are you doing?”

“I’m making sure you get clean,” she told me. A smile spread across her face. “Don’t tell me you don’t want me here.”

“But I… I made…”

“Shush.” She stepped around me and crouched down, running her fingers down to my groin and caressing my dick. She held it gently and let it grow hard in her hand. “Just enjoy yourself, please.”

“You don’t have to do this,” I said.

“I know,” Gracie told me. “But I want to. I already told you, Master: being your slave was the happiest experience of my life. I want it back.” She stood, hand still stroking my cock. Fuck, but her hands were soft. “Will you take me back?” she asked. “Will you make me your whore again?”

“Are… are you sure that’s what you want?”

“Yes,” she hissed. “Yes! Let me worship you! Please. I want to be yours, Master. Please make me yours again.”

I hadn't had any action for a few days, and I was already on the edge. I leaned forward and kissed her as I came all over her hand, and as I kissed her, a single word flew through my head and into her:

Mine.

Gracie shuddered as I broke the kiss, and she looked up at me with adoring eyes. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Please don’t throw me away again, Master.”

“I won’t,” I promised. “But I don’t want to force you to stay. If you ever want to leave, you can.”

She nodded and kissed me again. “I don’t think I ever will,” she said. “But now let’s get you cleaned up. The other girls are going to want to talk to you too.”

Soon enough, I was showered and dried, and Gracie was leading me out of the bathroom. We found the other three tidying up in the living room, but before I even knew what was happening, Gracie, Heather, and Kimberly had all shuffled off into my bedroom, leaving me alone with Riley.

She looked at me with a serious expression, crossed her arms, and cocked her head to the side. “So,” she said. “You brainwashed my girlfriend, brainwashed me, and kept me as a slave for a few days.”

“Um,” I said uncomfortably. “Yeah.”

“You made me addicted to your cock, fucked me multiple times, and made me have sex with other women for your vieweing pleasure.”

“Yeah…” I had done all of that. Fuck, I was a piece of shit.

Riley uncrossed her arms and approached me, eyes ablaze. I couldn’t even look away from her, her stare was so intense. “You are a fucking pervert,” she said. “And a bastard. You know that, right?”

“I do…”

She stopped inches away from me, glaring up at me. The energy radiating from her was enough to make me almost forget that I was like a foot taller than her.

“Do it again.”

I blinked. “Huh?”

“Do it again,” Riley repeated. “Come on. Enslave me again. Turn me into your bitch.” She grinned. “Unless you’re not man enough to do it a second time. Did you throw away your balls when you dumped us all? Is that it?”

“Are… are you goading me?” I asked.

“What do you think?”

“I think this entire situation is very strange and confusing, is what I think.”

Riley shrugged. “Well, nothing’s stopping you from making it simple,” she said. “Just take me. Shut me up with that cock of yours. Make me your panting, needy whore again.” She leaned forward and looked at me.

“You won’t, will you?” she asked. Riley turned around and started to walk away. “Fucking pussy.”

I grabbed her arm, keeping her from leaving. “You think this is funny?” I asked her. “You this is some kind of fucking game?”

“Isn’t it?” Riley asked. “It’s not like I'm afraid of you. You’re not a real man, anyway.”

I threw her down onto the couch, then straddled her chest before she could get up. “You know what?” I asked her. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe I should shut you up with my dick. It looks like that’s what you want anyway.”

Riley’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, is that what I want?” she asked breathlessly. “Do I want you hold me down and use me to get that big powerful dick of yours off? Do I want you to rape the dyke out of me and make me addicted to your dick?”

Jesus H. Christ. I undid my pants and laughed. “You’re a sick fuck, Riley.”

“Look who’s talking.”

I grabbed her head and shoved my dick into her mouth. Riley didn’t even try to resist. She eagerly took it between her lips, down her throat. She lay there, moaning and gagging as I fucked her face. And when I finally came, just as I had in the shower, I did so with one word echoing throughout my head:

Mine.

I pulled out of her mouth, and Riley gasped and sputtered for breath, a mix of saliva and cum bubbling out of her mouth. “Fuck!” she moaned. “Oh fuck that’s good, Master.”

“I can’t believe you decided to provoke me into attacking you,” I said.

Riley laughed. “I can’t believe it worked!”

“Are you done?”

I looked over to the small hallway. Heather and Gracie were standing there. Heather was looking at me when one eyebrow raised, while Gracie was staring down at Riley’s face with a hungry expression.

“Yeah,” Riley said. “For now.”

Heather nodded. “Come on, Xavier,” she said. “Kimberly wants to talk to you.”

I think I had an inkling of what Kimberly wanted to say to me, if Riley and Gracie were any indication. But I remained silent as I followed Heather to my bedroom, leaving Gracie to run over to Riley and started licking my stray cum off her face.

My former co-worker pushed me into my bedroom and closed the door, leaving me alone there with Kimberly.

She was sitting in my bed, naked, her breasts standing proud and plump. She looked at me nervously.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” I replied.

“So, this is kind of crazy, right?” Kimberly asked. “I mean, I never imagined I’d ever be here, asking… well…” She trailed off and frowned.

“You won’t take my life away, will you?” she asked finally.

“What?”

“You won’t, like, make me stay home and fuck you all day, right? I’m still allowed to have a life outside of all this?” Kimberly looked at me pleadingly. “I want to go to school and graduate and pursue my dreams. I still want to be able to do all that, even if I’m yours. I…” She shook her head. “If I can’t do that, I… I don’t think I want to be yours again.”

“But if you can?”

Kimberly smiled. “Then it’s not even a question.”

I had seen Kimberly creaming herself on my dick. I’d seen her suck me off, heard her beg me to do all sorts of dirty things to her, watched her fuck other women… And yet, in that moment, she looked so innocent and pure.

My heart melted, and I was across the room, pulling off my clothes and climbing into bed with her before I even knew it. I kissed Kimberly, my Kimberly, and held her close to me. Gently, I lined my cock up with her entrance.

“Of course,” I whispered as I thrust into her. Kimberly closed her eyes and moaned in pleasure as I slid inside. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“Thank you.” Kimberly missed me fiercely, and I began thrusting into her at a steady pace. We held each other close, enjoying the feeling of one another’s bodies as we joined together.

“I want to get that degree,” I told her. “Get that degree, then keep going. Earn your PhD. Become a world-renowned marine biologist. Give presentations on your findings about whales or something.”

“Sharks,” Kimberly gasped. “I… oh… I want to study s-sharks.”

“Sharks,” I breathed. “Give people presentations about sharks, about all the new things you’ve discovered about them. Then you come home and you drop to your knees and wrap those lips around my cock and serve me.”

“Yes…” Kimberly breathed. “All those people looking up to me… students… professors… None of them will know…”

“None of them will know what a needy little slut you are,” I told her, picking up the pace as I fucked her. I grabbed her hair and held her tight as I slammed into her. “None of them will know that the respectable Doctor Kimberly is my personal fucktoy!”

“Yeeesssss!” Kimberly wrapped her limbs around me. “Yes, please! Please!”

We came together, and I thought the same thing I had with the others:

Mine.

“Thank you, Master…” Kimberly whispered into my ear. “Thank you…”

By now I’d cum three times within the hour. I was exhausted. I closed my eyes and fell asleep with Kimberly’s arms around me.

When I woke up, the sun was no longer shining through my window and Kimberly was no longer lying by my side. I rolled over in my bed and looked around. Was I alone?

No. No, I wasn’t. Someone was sitting on my bed, looking down at me.

Heather. The one girl I hadn’t yet reclaimed.

“Well, look at you,” she said, grinning and adjusting her glasses. “Three out of four down. Good job, man. I didn’t think you had it in you.”

“Three out of four,” I muttered. “So that’s three down and one to go, yeah?”

Heather chuckled. “Well, let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” she said.

I blinked. “What does that mean?”

“What do you think it means?” she asked. “Come on, Xavier. You’re a smart guy. I always liked that about you. Think about it. We all talked after you let us go, and honestly Gracie was the only one who wanted you back unconditionally. The rest of us…”

“The rest of you had conditions,” I said, understanding dawning on me. “Riley wanted to fulfil that twisted fantasy of hers. And Kimberly wanted assurance that she’d still be able to pursue her dreams.”

Heather nodded. “See? You get it.”

“So what’s your condition, then?” I asked.

Heather stood and dropped the robe she was wearing, revealing that she was naked beneath it. “I want to be your girlfriend.”

That was… not what I was expecting. “What?”

“I’m a domme, Xavier,” Heather said. “I enjoy being the one in charge. But, I admit, there was something… nice about being your slave. But I don’t want to give up that part of me.”

She crawled over the bed until she was directly above me. “So, I want to be head slave,” she told me. “I want to be the queen of your harem. I want to be your partner. And that means, I get to be your official girlfriend, the person the world sees you with. I’m yours, you’re mine, and together we own these other sluts.”

I stared up at her. I admit, the idea was certainly appealing. “You know, I’ve always had kind of a crush on you,” I said.

She smiled. “I’ve always had a crush on you too,” she told me. “Funny it took a weird mind control power to bring us together.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Funny.” She brought her lips down to mine and kissed me. I felt her hand grab my dick, felt it rapidly hardening in her fingers, and felt her guiding it into her.

Mine.

She moaned into my mouth as I made her my slave again, and then sat up, riding on me. I held her waist as I thrust into her, looking up at her beautiful face, her small but deliciously firm tits. I watched her red and blonde hair fly about as she rode my dick, and I marveled how incredibly lucky I was.

Mine.

She shuddered and came on my cock, but we weren’t done. I continued to thrust into her, and she continued to ride me.

Mine.

Heather fell onto me, kissing all over my face, and I held her close as I continued to pound into her.

She screamed out as she came a second time, and I released inside her.

“Heather,” I whispered, “I kind of think I love you.”

“That’s funny,” she whispered back. “I kind of think I love you too… Master.”

I kissed her, and then I became aware of other bodies climbing into bed with us. Heather snuggled closer against me as Kimberly, Riley, and Gracie all piled onto us.

And it was there, in that bed, surrounded by my loving harem, that I closed my eyes again, and once more drifted off to sleep.
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