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As Master Commands (Enslaved, #3)


As much as I loved my family, I’d have been the first to admit- it can be pretty tiring sometimes to see them for such an extended period of time. When the family’s that big, visiting is less of a fun, joyful affair and more of a safari- you’re on a track, rolling through the different parts of the city, visiting as many of the different people as you can before you have to go home again. Still, it was fun to be home, and I enjoyed seeing everyone. 

I paid the taxi driver as he pulled into the driveway, and I smiled when I saw the house. At least Mark hadn’t burned it down while I was away. He wasn’t... well, he wasn’t the most attentive or observant man in the world, that’s for sure. He was always buried head deep in those books of his, and I never was able to get him to take care of the practical things. Oh well- that’s what he had me for!

As I unlocked the door to the house, I thought about how odd he had been over the phone lately. He sounded... distant, somehow. As though something was worrying him. I figured it was that same witch at the school, that Sanders woman. I couldn’t believe she sided with those girls about that sexual harassment suit a few years back! My Mark would never do such a thing, not to any young girls, and certainly not to any of his students. For goodness sake, he was my husband, not some sort of pervert!

“Mark?” I said, calling out into the house. I didn’t get a response, but I did hear something- water running in the kitchen. I walked down the hall to the kitchen, but when I turned the corner the dishwasher wasn’t someone I expected to see- it was someone else. I recognized her, she was one of Mark’s PhD students. She would come over often when he wasn’t able to go to campus. She was a lovely girl, and I always enjoyed when she came over.

“Katie!” I said, smiling. “What brings you around to our place?”

“Hi, Mrs. Matthews!” Katie said, smiling brightly. “Oh, office hours. But Dr. Matthews forgot something on campus and he went back to pick it up- I figured I would be of some use instead of standing around bored, so I started to wash the dishes in the sink. I noticed they were piling up.”

“Oh, you’re such a dear” I said, laughing. “Mark’s always forgetting to do the dishes. Let me do them, they’re certainly not your responsibility!”

“Oh, I’m happy to do them!” Katie said. She smiled. “Tell you what though, I’ll let you dry them if you tell me how your trip went.”

“Deal!” I said, grinning. I moved over to the other side of the sink and began drying the dishes. As I told Katie about the trip, I couldn’t help but think that she was... different, somehow. She had always been a pretty shy girl, but the girl in front of me was bubbly, outgoing, talkative. She laughed and joked with me, exclaimed and bantered... this was most certainly not the girl I remember. It seemed like a different Katie!

“Katie, I have to say, I’m impressed with the new attitude.” I said finally. “You’ve really come out of your shell! To what do you owe this new change of pace?”

“Oh, you know.” Katie said mischievously. “It was Dr. Matthews. He persuaded me that I should... look at things a bit differently.”

“Him? The same man I’m married to?” I said. I laughed. “That’ll be the day. He couldn’t persuade a horse to drink water. I wonder what he did to convince you to come out a bit more.”

Just then, as I said that, I noticed a plate at the bottom of the sink that Katie was washing. It was... well, it was beautiful! The way the water ran over it  was like nothing I had ever seen before, and it created the most amazing images and spirals. I stared at it and I was immediately lost; I could think of nothing else but the beautiful spirals, the spirals that swirled and coalesced in my vision. They seemed... they seemed to be singing to me.

It sounded silly, but that’s what it felt like. The spirals seemed to have some sort of power over me- I was instantly whisked away to somewhere else, a beautiful place, a place with no thoughts and no worries. I wanted nothing more than to stare at the pretty spirals, the beautiful spirals that entranced me, taking over my vision, erasing everything else in the world...

“Uh, Mrs. Matthews?” Katie said. “Hello?”

“What?” I said, shaking out of my reverie.

“You, uh, you just kind of paused there for a second.” Katie said. “Like you were staring off into space. Is something wrong?”

“Oh, no, I...” I said. What was I supposed to tell her? That I daydreamed about the talking pattern on that beautiful plate? “I zoned out for a second.”

“No problem.” Katie said. “It’s probably because it’s so hot in here. Even with that window open it’s roasting.”

She was right. I hadn’t noticed it before, but the moment she said it I realized how hot it was in the kitchen. The hot water running down my hands, the heat of the sun... all of it was conspiring to make the room unbearable.

“Ah, that’s better.” Katie said. I looked over, and she had taken her shirt off! She was wearing nothing but a lacy, black bra. I was scandalized.

“Katie!” I said. “I don’t think-“

“What?” Katie said. “You were just about to take off your shirt too, weren’t you? It’s no big deal, right? How else do you beat the heat?”

“I... I suppose you’re right.” I said. I was about to complain, but I didn’t know why. Taking off my shirt seemed like a great idea to beat the heat! I joined her, taking off my button-down shirt. It was so refreshing, the feel of the cold air. Katie was right.

“Katie, where did that plate come from?” I said suddenly. “The one with the pattern. Do you know? It wasn’t here when I left.”

“The pretty one at the bottom?” Katie said. She shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve seen the pattern before, though. In Dr. Matthews’ office. God, it makes you want to take your bra off, am I right?”

“What?” I said. “No, I-“

“The heat.” Katie said. She started unclasping her bra. “It just makes me want to take off my bra, let my girls free, you know?”

“Katie!” I said. Now this was definitely crossing a line. “Put your bra back on! It’s not-“

“Relax, Mrs. Matthews!” she said, giggling. “It’s not like you don’t want the same thing. I know you want to take your bra off.”

I stopped mid-sentence. Now that I thought about it... I did want to take off my bra. I really wanted to take it off, feel the nice cool air on my breasts.

“I do, but...” I said. “It’s not proper. You know. To take it off.”

“Oh, Mrs. Matthews!” Katie said, laughing. “It’s fine. It’s perfectly fine to take your bra off in front of me. We’re friends!”

“Oh, right.” I said. I laughed, taking my bra off. “Silly me, what was I thinking?”

“You are silly!” she said, giggling. “We’re friends, nothing’s off limits. We can do whatever we want together and it’s alright. For example, rubbing water on your tits feels great!”

Almost as soon as she said that, she took her soapy hand and ran it right along my breasts. I gasped suddenly. Not only was it unexpected, but... it actually did feel really good.

“Like that.” She said. She let her hand slide slowly, teasingly off my breasts, leaving a soapy, shining trail in its wake. “That feels good, doesn’t it?”

“I... uh... yes, it... it does.”I said, stunned out of the ability to speak. While I knew it was alright for friends to do anything with each other, somehow, somewhere, my subconscious was telling me something was really wrong.

“You like feeling good, don’t you?” Katie said, purring seductively. She moved in closer to me, and put both of her hands on my breasts. “I make you feel very good.”

“Ohhh...” I said, moaning. Her hands were like live wires, sending electrical shocks through my breasts and down through my body. I could feel my nipples hardening, standing erect from the attention they suddenly had.

“You do, Katie, but...” I said. It was hard to think over the sudden rush of euphoria that Katie’s hands had stirred up in me. “Listen, darling, you can’t, this isn’t-“

“Shh, Mrs. Matthews.” Katie said, putting her wet finger up to my lips. “Don’t lie to me. I’ve seen the way you watch me. How you look at my tits. How you stare at my ass when I walk away. Admit it, you want me, don’t you? You want this.”

“I... no, I’m not into girls, I-“ I said, and then I stopped. I realized, with mounting cognizance, that she was right... I guess I had denied it, denied even to myself, because now that she had voiced it I suddenly remembered that I did want her. I wanted her so bad, and I was so ashamed of it that I had repressed it. That must be it. Why else would I only be truly realizing it now?

“I... oh god, Katie, please, I...” I pleaded. I was so nervous. What if Mark found out? What would he say? This didn’t happen to me. This wasn’t me. This was the sort of thing you read in Dear Prudence columns. Dear Prudence, I was seduced by my husband’s student!

“Stop.” Katie said, firmly. I stopped blubbering, surprised at her sudden willpower. “You want this. And I won’t tell anyone. For now, there’s nothing else. Let this happen, Mrs. Matthews. Just let yourself go, let yourself enjoy the moment, come what may. No worries. No labels, nothing like that. Just raw pleasure.”

And with that she leaned in deeply, kissing me deeply, passionately. She brought one hand up behind my head, snaking up into my hair, and with the other she continued to play with my tits. I had to bite my lip to stop from moaning, from moaning uncontrollably. It was so different from anything I’ve ever felt with Mark, anything I’d experienced with anyone, actually. Mark was... well, he was tender. But he was a man. Rough, sometimes. This was different... it was like Katie was inside my head, as though she knew what I wanted, when and where and how.

She continued to rove her hands around my body, the hot air of the kitchen making the cool rush of her wet, soapy hands even more pleasant. Each run of her soapy, wet hands along my stiff nipples caused a pleasurable sensation, and I was rapidly becoming helpless, rendered paralyzed by these new, strange sensations, sensations I had never felt before, in my mind and my body.

I couldn’t believe it, what was happening- how good it felt. How soft Katie was, how well she ran her hands on my breasts, on my hips, on my back. It was like she was doing something to me, taking me over with the raw force of her lust. Her body, her scent, her touch was like a drug. Without thinking, I started to run my hands on her body as well, on her soft skin. I ran my hands along her shoulders, to her back, pulling her into me instinctively.

“Yes, that’s it.” She said softly. “That’s good, you’re getting into it. Keep going.”

She pulled me into her, hard, and I could feel her beautiful breasts, so soft, pushing hard into mine, the wet soap rubbing against the two of them. I grabbed one of her breasts, kneading it gently, and she moaned into me. The moan’s deep, husky vibration thrummed through me, the vibrations jolting through me, through my shoulders and my spine, all the way to between my legs.

Whatever resolve I had felt before was gone now, lost in the sensations that I was feeling. I no longer worried what other people might think of us, or whether I truly wanted this, or what Mark might think should he catch us unawares... I was losing myself in the moment, in the passion, in the sensations that were gliding through my body. There were no more words- just the feelings, the sensations coursing through my body. The feel of her tongue sliding down my body, its feel on my breasts as she slipped down me, kissing, stroking, licking me. My breasts, my hips, back up to my breasts. She took my hips, gently with her hands, and sat me on the countertop.

She started to kiss me in earnest, now- she started to slide her hands on my back, on my shoulders. She teased me, running her fingers tantalizingly along me. She darted in and out, kissing me all over: flirty, daring, light kisses all along my breasts, my thighs, my hips. She teased down me, moving her mouth closer, just slightly closer, with each kiss to my nipples. Finally, with a seductive wink, she opened her mouth and took my nipple in a slow, erotic, undeniably sexy motion. It was amazing, delicious, delightful- a gentle, soft, seductive gesture that Mark, or indeed any man, had never done for me as Katie did just then.

I could not restrain a low, quivering moan, and I wriggled uncontrollably as she continued to suck on my nipples. Her skilled mouth moved with precision, with unmatched erotic fervor, from one nipple to the other, and I grasped her hair tightly in my hands, pulling it, moaning, pushing her lips further into my breasts as she made me moan and squirm up top and down below with her tongue.

I started to run my hands down her back, lightly, teasing her as she had teased me, and she breathed in sharply at the sudden sensation. I started to unconsciously grind my hips up at her, needing to do something to move them, to take care of this new sensation, this burning desire that was pulsing between my thighs. She smiled, looking at me.

“And here I’ve been so insensitive...” she said. “You want me, don’t you? You want me to suck and lick your little clit, don’t you?”

“I... ohgod... yes...” I said, breathing heavily, unable to think. That was what I wanted. That was always what I wanted.

“She leaned into me, kissing my stomach, my breasts, lingering on them for a moment. Then she moved her hands, resting them on my hips as she continued to kiss downward- different kisses now. Deep, sensuous, lustful kisses whose touch on my skin seemed to leave me aching for her even more. They were slowly but surely making their way down my body, down between my legs. I moaned again, urging her on. I knew where she was going, I wanted her there, wanted her between my legs, wanted that soft mouth on my clit. She slid my panties down with her hands, and then slowly teased my skirt off me, leaving me completely naked.

She waited for a moment, her mouth so close to what I wanted, what I needed. She then started to move again, getting closer and closer to my pussy. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she darted in with her pussy, using it to firmly and quickly part my lips. She began to work her magic, and it was amazing- up and down, side to side, her tongue slid inside me in teasing, amazing, unbelievably arousing ways. I moaned instinctively, uncontrollably, when she slid her tongue along my clit, and it responded by sending shockwaves through me, titanic shocks of lust and arousal that hit me like nothing I had ever felt before. It started to overwhelm me and I began to move my hips, wriggling, desperate for the release.

I had thought that Katie had only gone after men, but I must have been wrong- she was good, unlike anything I had ever felt before. In fact, she was amazing; she was making me feel like no man had ever made me feel before, not Mark, not anyone. My breath started to quicken, coming in shallow, rapid busts as I began to grind my hips into her mouth, in her rhythm. I was desperate for release, but she held me firm, steady, working me with her mouth in a practiced, experienced fashion. She started to build up speed, going faster, ever faster, her tongue knowing where and what to do at all times. I could feel myself about to come, knew I was about to go over the edge, and finally I knew I would not be able to arrest it.

“Ohgod! Katie!” I gasped, grabbing her hair as I came. Her tongue continued through my orgasm, rubbing and licking on my clit, never stopping for even a second as I wiggled, bucking, groaning above her. As my orgasm subsided, she moved up my body, and kissed me slowly.

“That was...” I said. “That was like nothing I ever felt before.”

“Good, I’m glad.” She said, purring.

“In fact, I...” I said. I began to trail off. That was like nothing I had ever felt before. Suddenly the fog was receding, the lust clearing, and I realized something was wrong. I hadn’t felt this way before, and... every time she said something I obeyed it. Something was wrong! She must have drugged me, or something!

“Wait!” I said, breaking the kiss. “Something’s wrong. What did you do to me? What is this?”

“Oh, Master said this might happen.” She said, rolling her eyes. In one smooth motion she grabbed the plate from the sink, and I realized, too late, what had happened- it wasn’t a plate, it was some sort of transparent plastic. She held it against her body, and the sun began to play on her naked form, creating the spirals, those good spirals.

“Oh, no, nuh...” I said, the spirals returning. I knew, on some level, that this was wrong, that the spirals were doing this, allowing her to control me, but it didn’t matter anymore. They were so good, all I wanted to do was stare at them, watch them spin back and forth, back and forth, enveloping me, taking me, owning me.

“Master said this might happen.” She said casually, holding the plate flat to her stomach. “It’s a new rapid induction image for implementing quick submission, but I guess I didn’t let you look at it long enough. We’ll fix that now. You want to fix that, don’t you, Mrs. Matthews?”

“I... uh... nuh...” I said, unable to form words. I knew I should look away from the spirals, but I couldn’t- they were so good, so magical, drawing me in, I couldn’t stop. I knew I should look away, should stop, but it felt so good to look, to let them take me over, to obey, to submit.

“You are now a slave for your master.” Katie said. “Master is your husband, Mark.”

“I... nuh... not... a slave... for... master...” I said, trying desperately to hold on to the last vestiges of myself. But I wanted to say yes. Oh god, I wanted to be a slave, I wanted to submit, I wanted to obey, I wanted to do anything and everything they asked me to do...

“You are a slave for Master.” Katie said. “Obey. Submit. Trust me, Mrs. Matthews, it feels so good to submit. It feels right.”

“I... am... a... slave... for... master...”I said slowly, robotically. I felt myself sliding away, and somehow I didn’t mind. There was a small part of me that said no, that said this wasn’t right, but I wanted this, I wanted it so bad.

“You will obey your Master.” Katie said.

“I will obey my Master.” I said, tonelessly. I would. I wanted to, with all my heart, obey my Master.

“Good.” Katie said. “Now come over here and suck on my clit.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I said, moving mechanically off the countertop and kneeling, positioning myself between her legs. I slipped my tongue inside her, snaking, parting her lips easily. I started to stroke the side of her clit with my tongue, and then around, up and down, along the sides and then back again. I felt it, small and hard on my tongue, and she put her hand on my head.

“That’s... that’s good.” Katie said. She moaned a little, bucking her hips, bucking them in time to the rhythm of my mouth, urging me on, spurring me on. I could feel her frenzy building as I continued to slide my tongue along her clit, building her up, getting her off in the most efficient manner possible.

“Good.” She said, patting my head. I did not react. I had no emotions, no feelings, no will; all of it was at her command, all of it was in obedience to my master, in obedience to the pretty spirals that swirled in my vision and around me. I vaguely heard a door open, but I did not react. I had been given a command.

“Katie, my dear, I’m home, I-“ I heard Mark say. He came into the kitchen, and I heard him laugh. “I see you took some initiative.”

“Yes, Master.” Katie said, shuddering a little beneath my touch. “I thought you might want another slave ready when you got home.”

“I did.” He said. “Looks like the new revisions of the mind control image work perfectly.”

“Yes, Master.” Katie said, squirming a little. “They worked wonderfully. Rapid hypnotic submission, just as we expected.”

“She seems to be doing a good job.” Master said.

“She-she is, I-“ Katie said, losing focus. I could feel her hips bucking more, swaying more, and I knew that she was close to orgasm. As a good slave, I kept going until she shuddered, a hard, full-body orgasm that caused her to moan out loud, grinding her hips into my mouth to get my tongue even deeper.

I brought her through her orgasm and guided her through it, never stopping for a moment. I could not think of stopping, even as she wiggled and bucked uncontrollably on top of me, her pussy juices dribbling down me as her orgasm slammed through her body. I kept licking her clit, mindlessly, even as her bucking subsided and she regained control of herself.

“Stop, slave.” she said. I stopped, patiently waiting for my next commands.

“The induction commands seemed to have taken hold very well.” Master said. “And that seemed like it felt pretty good.

“Oh... oh yes, it did.” Katie said, still breathing shallowly. “And the commands worked wonderfully. Almost an instantaneous induction. Though I did draw it out a bit to enjoy it.”

“Good. That will help us when we have to use it on Dr. Sanders next.” He said. He turned to look at me, smiling a wicked smile. “Ah, Anne. Such a prude, never going down on anyone. How that’s changed. Suck my cock now.”

“Yes, Master.” I said. I moved over to Master. He had already pulled his cock out, and I took it into my mouth with a wild abandon. My Master wanted pleasure, and so I would give it to him. My head bobbed up and down on his cock, and I could  not even say if I enjoyed it or not. I had no feelings now, no wants, nothing existed but Master... I was now simply his sex toy, a fucktoy for him to use whenever he felt. Did I want that? Yes. It was all I wanted, if I could even be said to want anything as I bobbed my head up and down on his cock...
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