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Finally I was free from the hospital with an all clear to my name. Despite being struck down by a piercing bolt of lightning my body was completely fine and healthy. There were no medical issues to speak of, everything was as it should be.

Well except for the fact I had managed to develop some sort of magical, commanding, power.

Yep I hadn’t lost it, my voice still carried enough weight to be able to alter the thoughts and opinions of anybody who heard it. With a few words I could make anybody believe anything I told them, no matter how ridiculous. Not exactly the kind of thing which would show up on a x-ray.

Through some weird twist of fate I had been given the power to make anybody believe anything I say. It’s the kind of power that some people could use for great evil. With the power to fool anybody they could steal millions from banks, they could weasel their way into situations where they didn’t belong and they could even become as influential as being the president of the whole country. It was a power with a lot of possibilities.

However I’m not a bad person. I may have a gift but that doesn’t mean I’m planning on abusing it. Sure I may already have used it to sleep with a beautiful nurse but that wasn’t entirely my fault, that was me simply testing if it was the real deal and things kinda got out of hand. Plus when she came back the next day she was the one who was asked if I wanted to go it again which meant the second time was okay too!

I may have the power to fool, confuse and manipulate but I am not going to let it define me. I am not going to let myself get corrupted by some wicked gift of the gods. I am going to count myself lucky I survived the lightning hit and am going to savor the life that I already had.

Being out of the hospital meant it was straight back to work. It wasn’t the best job in the world but surviving with great fortune had made me see everything in a whole new light. I was going to pay my luck back by living a more appreciating life.


Urgh, I forgot how damn boring work is. I miss work for one week due to being stuck in the hospital and I forget that I waste hours every day at a desk doing some tedious job just so I can get a paycheck.

Wasn’t I supposed to be appreciating life thanks to my good fortune? That was definitely easier said than done. Looking around at cream walls, grey carpet and copy pasted cubicle after cubicle really made it a lot harder to feel appreciating.

Letting a groan out I buried my head into my hands, this place was even duller than the hospital. How was that even possible?

While I was busy wallowing in tedium an assuring hand patted down on my shoulder. Darting my eyes upwards I found it to belong to my boss. She was probably the only thing in my place of work that broke through that monopoly of boredom. She was just like Connie from back in the hospital, a stunning woman surrounded by a mundane backdrop.

Her name was Mabel and she was the manager of the department I worked in which made her the boss around these parts. She was a beautiful woman in her early thirties with fair skin and long, wavy, blonde hair.

She always dressed up smartly in stylish business attire, along with a pair of glasses, highlighting her blue eyes, with her locks tied back in a ponytail.

Mabel was a hardworking boss who expected the same from her employees. She could be very strict but she certainly wasn’t any sort of ruthless dictator. She had an understanding side, she simply had a stronger drive for achieving more.

“Not quite gotten back into the swing of things yet?” she asked me, peering down from behind her thick rimmed glasses.

“Sorry. Looks like a week in hospital really threw me off my game.”

“I guess I can understand that. You know I thought it was a practical joke when you said you’d been hit by lightning. It was certainly a unique excuse for not coming to work.”

Yeah that was an interesting phone call. I actually had to get a doctor to back me up and email her some proof. Maybe pretending to be hit by lightning is a common excuse people use for missing work?

“Well don’t worry, it won’t happen again,” I assured her, “After all lightning never strikes twice!”

“Yes I’m well aware,” she said back, completely deadpan. That did seem to be a downside to my newfound gift. Suddenly everyone took my crappy jokes completely seriously. Was this going to be the end of my life as a wiseass? Perhaps this power was a curse after all?

“Anyway I’ll try and get back into things asap,” I informed her, actually starting up something that looked productive.

“Please do. You were already starting to build up a bit of workload before your unfortunate incident. I understand today might be a bit tricky but please try and pick it up. I don’t want to see you falling behind the rest of the team.”

I was all smiles, just like her and her red painted lips, but as soon as she vanished it was back to sighing in displeasure. I couldn’t help but fall behind on my work a bit, I was a borderline slacker being asked to make tedious calls and do basic data entry all day, every day. I thought that an office job was going to be easy work but it just turned out to be downright dull.

Well it was fine. After all I had my new power now, if things started to get a bit too much for me I could always use it to lift some of the workload.

Slap. slap. I left my own cheeks stinging from some small slaps to the face. No I couldn’t think like that, I couldn’t become lazy and corrupt, using my powers as a crutch so that I could slack off, I had already steeled my determination. Now that I had proven myself to be untouchable it was time to face life with a new vigor. I was going to let my work shy background go and become an eager, dedicated, worker bee.


Day number five on the countdown to the end of my life. Work was so boring that there was no way I was going to be able to survive a second week. At least the weekend was just around the corner. A break, finally.

As I was lying with my head on my desk, wallowing in a new found form of pity, I heard a feminine clear of the throat which made me dart up. There was only one woman who worked in this particular part of the building and she was the person in charge.

“Is it time for your midday nap Edward?” Mabel asked me as she checked her watch, “That’s funny I don’t remember our company having a nap time.”

“I’m sorry boss!” I grovelled. I was really in for it now, she had a clipboard in hand and everything.

“And let me just look at which of my staff members has been the least productive this week… oh look, it’s you, again. I mean it’s not uncommon to see you coming in last but at least you usually look like you were competing in the race. This week you decided to stop a lap early to take a break.”

There was an uncomfortable sensation of something being caught in my throat. My production for the week hadn’t exactly been amazing. For somebody who liked results I was definitely not looking like a team player.

“I can explain!” I croaked.

“Well then, go ahead, I’m waiting.”

Feeling completely flustered I began to think up a possible explanation about why I was lagging so far behind. What could possible be a good enough excuse that I would be able to stop myself from ending up on the unemployment pile?

Then I remembered. I had the power to make anybody believe anything I wanted. I could say anything and she would believe me if only I was willing to abuse my power. However I had already told myself I would not do that, I would not stoop to that level.

That’s when I looked up and saw her eyes glaring at me from behind those spectacles. I stooped.

“The numbers aren’t right on that… sheet. I’m actually the most productive staff member this week.”

She looked over the paperwork again, giving it a thorough inspection.

“I guess these numbers are kind of low. That makes sense. I’m sorry for accusing you. Please continue as you were. Apologies again.”

As expected she believed me completely and went off on her way, leaving me at my desk where I could finally let out that bottled up breath that I had been holding in. That was too close, I can’t believe I buckled like that and abused my power. But, in my defense, it was a crisis; I didn’t have any other choice!

That didn’t matter. The crisis was over, that was the last time I would abuse my gift. Now I would really buckle down so I wouldn’t need to lie again.


Let me be completely honest. That thing about me not abusing my power anymore hadn’t really came to fruition as I imagined. I may have used it a couple more times during a second boring week of work.

It all started on the Monday when I overslept and came in late. I could feel the pink slip being printed out so I used my power to save myself.

On the Tuesday I came in nice and early so I didn’t need to lie again. Instead I ended up falling asleep at my desk. Again I had to lie to save myself from unemployment.

At first I was like a rock. After using my power a few times and seeing how it made everything easier I had definitely eroded back into my mold as a guy who just wanted an easy life. The thing that set me apart from all the others who wanted that was I had a way to make it happen.

Again it was Friday and my production levels had been even worse than the week before. At least last week I had been trying even if it was trying badly. This week, since Wednesday, I’d barely done a thing. I’d been using my power to float on by doing very, very, little.

Unsurprisingly, while slacking off again, I heard someone clearing their throat, trying to get my attention. It was Mabel.

A woman like her, one who was driven by success and results, should have been completely furious with me for doing so little but she was all smiles.

“Edward? Could you come to my office? Thank you.”

Feeling very calm I lifted myself from my seat and followed her to her office which wasn’t that far away. It was a very classic office. A small room with minimal decorations, a desk in the middle and a chair on either side. Mabel really didn’t steer very far from convention.

I took a seat opposite my boss and made myself comfortable before asking, “So why did you want to see me?”

“It’s about your work this week,” she began, “I just couldn’t believe it. Never before have I seen such incredible numbers!”

Of course I hadn’t actually been doing a lot of work as established, I’d just been a bit naughtier with my power earlier in the week. With the knowledge I was doing not enough work, and with the memory of escaping Mabel’s wrath still in my mind, I told her that this week I would produce numbers which she would find absolutely incredible. It seemed to have worked.

“I just decided to really pick it up after my hospital trip, you know? Being in there put a lot of things into perspective, I came out with a new determination.”

While this was technically correct I had already lost that determination in favor of taking the easy way out.

“Well still… sorry I’m speechless, speechless, that you managed to get so much done. It warms my heart to see how much you’ve blossomed since I took over.”

It was kind of cute the way she was gushing over me with such a cheery face. I’d always felt she was pretty but with her talking so passionately and happily it really made it stand out.

“You should let me sleep with you as a reward.”

Huh, what, wait, had I really just said that? Had I really just spoken without thinking? What the hell had I just said!?

I was about to tell her I was joking but she answered first with a smile, “That sounds deserved. Okay, let’s do this.”

When did I lose the filter between my brain and my mouth and start coming out with things like that? Suddenly Mabel was up on her feet, locking her office door and making sure the blinds were closed.

“Well… actually…”

“What’s wrong? Am I not a good enough reward for you?” she asked as she unbutton her blazer and stripped out of the black fabric. Again I was caught watching something unbelievable as her hands moved from her blazer buttons to her shirt buttons; Mabel was stripping down in front of me!

“No it’s not that,” I mumbled, “It’s just, I don’t want to force you to do something you don’t want to do…”

She shook her head and flashed me another of those warm, confident, smiles.

“Of course I want to reward my staff for their hard work, that’s the kind of boss I am,” she said, pulling her top open.

I had two choices. I could either turn her down, correct my mistake and put everything back to normal or I could tumble down the rabbit hole and indulge in what she was offering up to me.

Well it is rude to turn a lady down.

“Thank you boss! I won’t forget this!”

“Come on now, this is your reward you don’t have to call me boss or miss,” she purred, “you can call me Mabel.”

I sat back and relaxed, seeing a side of my boss that I never even imagined. She was smirking like a saucy minx as she took her time stripping out of her work uniform and out of her underwear as well. The only thing she remained wearing was her short black heels, thigh length stockings, earrings and those thick rimmed glasses.

Her body was stunning. I already knew she was pretty but I didn’t know that her body was so good. It turned out that she’d been hiding quite the set of curves underneath her business clothing. With everything out on the open I could really appreciate those long legs, those wide hips and those big breasts.

There had been a rumor around the office that Mabel was a very busty woman but it was hard to tell for certain under such thick clothing however now I could confirm she was in the DD cup territory.

“So do you like what you see?” she asked as she approached me, leaning down to give me a look at her cleavage, pushed together by her arms which flowed down to my lap, fingers caressing my growing hardness.

“I love it! You look so hot!” I yelled simplistically. My excitement was giving me a one track mind.

“I’m glad to hear that, it means my reward will be appreciated,” she said to me as she began to unbuckle my pants, “And don’t be afraid to get loud. My office is completely soundproofed.”

It just kept getting better and better. It was no wonder that I was as hard as a rock, my erection standing tall in my lap, ready for action.

The first move was made by Mabel who got onto her knees and began to plant wet kisses onto the head of my cock, her red lipstick leaving small kiss marks stained against my shaft. Slowly she adored my length with her lips, making out with the girth, coating it in her dripping drool.

Every smooch and every drag of her tongue over me was incredible but there was something more I wanted from her.

“Instead of using your mouth,” I asked, “could you use your tits?”

“Hmm, you want me to do this?”

Mabel cupped those large breasts of hers together with my shaft sandwiched firmly in the middle. They were so large that they managed to swallow up my girth in their entirety. That was why I asked her to do it, there were only so many women who could do such a thing.

Once she was hugging my hardness in her soft mounds she began to rub up and down, rolling her hips and rocking her body to get me off.

Thanks to the saliva she had already glazed my cock in I was lubricated and ready to get jerked off by those huge tits. It meant that her initial slow movements could get faster and faster.

Moans flowed from my lips as my head hung backwards. In contrast Mabel leaned forward and began to drip more of her saliva over my manhood, making it easier for her to keep pumping her way up and down the shaft, making me feel good.

The faster she moved, the tighter she wrapped me in those jugs, the better I felt; the closer to orgasm I became. There was no way I was going to be able to last long.

“Mabel you’re amazing!” I cried out in groaning lust, “You’re gonna make me cum.”

“Didn’t I already tell you there’s no need to hold back? If you want to cum all over my titties then do it.”

I did want to do that so I did that. I moaned out and began to cum, the hot jizz spraying from the head of my engrossed manhood.

My sprays of seed shot out and slapped across Mabel’s body, clinging to her chin, running down her neck and dripping down onto her large bust. She was painted with a spattering of my excitement, milked out of my body by her sexual antics.

Once my orgasm had faded away to little more than a trickle, Mabel finally freed me from her tight, cleavage, lock. With her hands now free she lifted one up and dragged a finger along her jawline, collecting a trickle of cum which had been left hanging from her skin. She glazed that single digit in my seed and then brought it to her lips, cleaning herself up with a slurp.

She made sure I could hear her moans while she was sucking. Her eyes remained locked on me the whole time.

“You really didn’t hold back,” she giggled, “look how sticky you made me. It’s gonna take me all day to clean this mess up. I hope you enjoyed your reward at least.”

Of course I had enjoyed it however there was a problem, a big problem! I still wasn’t satisfied. My cock was still hard. My body still craved more.

“What are you talking about?” I said as I pulled off my tie sharply, “My reward isn’t done yet. I still haven’t had a chance to use you fully.”

I used my tie as a bind, wrapping it around Mable’s wrists while she offered up no resistance, tying her arms up together. Once she was locked up and helpless I pushed her back onto her desk, sheets scattering as she landed on her back, arms over her head, looking up at me.

“Well then don’t stop,” she told me with a sultry purr, “Come and take your reward. I’m waiting.”

There was no way I was going to keep her waiting longer than I had to. With her body exposed and her legs spread I sunk my throbbing hardness deep into those juicy folds.

If the room wasn’t soundproofed then the entire building probably would have been disturbed by the sound which Mabel made, the squeal which erupted from her lips when I thrust my hardness deep into her loins. We were now connected in the most intimate of ways and it felt so good.

After growing used to that feeling of her tightness squeezing around my engrossed cock I planted my hands onto the desk on either side of her head. Then I began to thrust, then I began to stir up her insides and send both of us to the heights of pleasure.

Mabel allowed me to hear sounds I didn’t know that she was capable of making and showed me faces that I never imagined from a woman like her. If I was going crazy thanks to the feeling of her body she was already over the deep end.

“This is incredible!” she moaned in total bliss, “I haven’t had sex in so long! I forgot it felt this good!”

So I was the first she’d tasted in a long time? That was a great way to stroke my male ego. In fact my ego desired more, my alpha male instincts which only truly came to the surface at times like this, it needed more.

“No, that’s wrong. Sex has never felt this good before,” I snarled down to her, “Only my cock can make you feel this way. Only I can make you feel this good.”

She nodded her head up and down in a daze, her face twisted in total, mind boggling, pleasure.

“You’re too good! Too good! I never knew sex could be so amazing!”

Her howls were getting louder with every thrust I pounded into her velvety soft folds. It didn’t take a genius to see she was getting very close to her limit, the way her body squirmed around me made her an open book, one that I was going to stain.

“Just a bit more,” I growled down at her, “Just a bit more and I’ll fill you up.”

“I can’t last any longer,” she panted, “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum!”

“Me too. I’m almost there. I’m gonna… hmph, here it comes!”

My sharper, faster, thrusts was enough to take both of us over the brink. With our bodies locked together the two of us howled out in pleasure and were struck by our orgasms.

Mabel’s insides wrapped me up and squeezed me tight like a hot, sexual, vice; her pussy juices gushing out in a visual show of her satisfaction. As for me I remained buried deep into her loins, sealed tightly together so my orgasm only had one place to go and that was inside of her. I was filling her up with shot after shot of my hot, thick, cum.

Together we embraced pleasure and rode the waves of our climaxes for as long as we could. At times it felt like I was never going to stop filling her body up.

Eventually things came to an end. Our bodies faded from that heightened state of euphoria back down into the realms of reality, nestled in a warm afterglow.

Feeling satisfied, at last, I drew my hips back and freed myself from Mabel’s embrace, taking a look down at my boss who was a lot worse for wear than me. She was still caked in cum and more was starting to drip down her thighs and onto her desk.

“You know,” she just about managed to pant out, her breathing hot and heavy, “next time you think you deserve another reward come and tell me. I’ll see what I could do.”

I’d tried to steel myself with a determination not to use and abuse my power but seeing the sight I had left behind made me realize that was an impossibility. How was I supposed to forget about something like that and my time with Connie in the hospital?

There was no way I could just go back to my normal life and my normal job. With this strange power at my disposal there were going to be some changes and nobody could stand in my way.
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