
        
            
                
            
        

    
Better Off

   
 It’s funny. 
 Some girls don’t know how to choose guys. Seriously, they friend-zone the good guys in their lives and chase down the jerks and jackasses. Then they’re confused about why they get hurt in the first place. 
 It’s stupid. 
 But Mandy didn’t realize any of that. 
 Mandy needed comforting, so she marched down the hallway and turned to the right. She knocked on his door, certain that he would drop everything to talk to her. He would comfort her like a good friend because she could always count on Calvin. 
 A few seconds later, the door swung inward, and there he was. 
 Mandy sniffed once, doing her best not to cry. 
 "He blew me off," she said. "Mike just blew me off.” She sounded pathetic, and she knew it, but she didn't really care. After all, she and Calvin had been friends for a long time. She could reveal her vulnerabilities. She trusted him. 
 Calvin shook his head, clearly disgusted with the behavior of this other guy. He nodded, exhaled, and then motioned for her to come in. 
 "Would you like something to drink? Some tea?” Calvin already knew her favorite brand. He didn't like it himself, but he kept his pantry stocked with it for occasions like this. 
 Nodding, Mandy stepped inside. Right away, she crossed the living room and dropped down into the corner of the couch. She pulled his blanket up around her, staring straight ahead. Her eyes were wet, yet her makeup was still perfect. 
 Because she had her eyes on the TV, Calvin risked a moment to admire his friend. If he had a thousand years, he would never understand Mike's behavior. After all, Mandy was so perfect. She had an incredible body with gorgeous breasts, the cute little ass, and toned legs. She had tanned skin, shining blonde hair, and bright blue eyes. Her hair curled a little bit of the tips, and he always wondered how it would feel to run his fingers through her tresses or to tuck a loose bang of hair behind her ear. 
 Shaking his head, Calvin shrugged off those thoughts. He was never going to be with Mandy. They were just friends, so he concentrated on making her feel better instead. That's what real friends did, right? 
 Calvin spent the next couple of minutes getting her tea ready, and when he came back into the living room, he also carried a package of her favorite cookies. He set them on the coffee table and took the spot on the couch next to her. 
 "You want to talk about it?" 
 Mandy grabbed the remote and turned off the TV. Suddenly, the apartment felt a lot more intimate. For just a moment, Calvin thought about how it could feel to lean over and kiss the girl. Then again, he couldn't think of a more inappropriate moment. 
 For her part, Mandy sniffed again, wishing she could have done better. She wiped her eyes again, refusing to cry. 
 "I don't get it. How do I keep choosing these guys? Seriously, am I just a jerk magnet? I mean, I meet someone, and I feel the spark of intensity, but then when it comes to those little details like remembering my birthday or anniversary or just being there for me, they won't do it. Are all guys like that?" 
 She glanced back at Calvin, and he shrugged, doing his best to walk that fine line between moral indignation and hurt. After all, nothing stung quite so much as having a beautiful girl lament the lack of good guys while sitting next to him. 
 Sure, he could've pointed out that little fact, but then she would have simply felt awkward. She wasn't interested in him. It didn't matter that he would've been a really good boyfriend, that he would've taken care of her and protected her. He would've remembered every detail because she deserved it. 
 Calvin took a breath, and he shook his head, pretending to be bewildered. "A lot of people are jerks out there. Sometimes, it's hard to tell if someone is going to really be there for you when you need them." 
 "You're always there for me." She smiled briefly, but then it was like she remembered how much she cared about Mike. It didn't matter if he was a jerk. Something about him just drew her, and she didn't want to fight it. She embraced her attraction to him, even when it led her to Calvin's couch. 
 "We're friends," he said, doing his best not to sound just a little bitter about it. Taking another breath, Calvin held up the plates of cookies and tea. She grinned, and her smile sent a jolt of pleasure running through his body. He couldn't help it. There was just something about the curve of her lips that made it feel like the rest of the world didn't matter. She had addictive smile. 
 "Thanks," she said. 
 They went back to watching TV for a little while, though Calvin could tell she had all of her thoughts on another guy. She contemplated Mike and what she could do to change him. They had talked about that on several occasions, whether or not the right influence could turn a jerk into a nice guy. 
 Again and again and again and again, Calvin had insisted that you can't change someone, especially someone like Mike. If he decided to be a jerk and forget about their anniversary or birthday, nothing she did or said would change his personality. 
 Despite everything Calvin said, Mandy still believed it might be possible. Maybe she watched too many Disney movies as a little girl. 
 Mandy cuddled up to her good friend, resting her head in his lap. Calvin stroked her hair, and she purred like a little cat. He loved moments like this, the small intimacy where she trusted him. Every once in a while, he glanced back down at her, enjoying the little look of contentment on her face. Maybe she was still sad, but at least he could make her feel a tiny bit better. 
 Their show came to an end, and she sat up. It felt like a physical loss for Calvin. After all, he had enjoyed her proximity, and he didn't want it to end. 
 "I should really get going," she said. "You have work in the morning, don't you?" 
 "I do...But it doesn't matter. Maybe you should stay over for a little while longer. I can be very entertaining. I can make sure you don't think about any jerks." He flashed her a wistful grin. 
 "What are you thinking?" 
 "I could do a little dance for you," he said, hopping off the couch. Then he raised one finger. "Or I could hypnotize you." 
 It was a joke, and she wasn't supposed to look interested. But he spotted that little spark of fascination, so he crossed the room toward his bookshelf, and he snatched up the manual. He bought it a few weeks ago as a gag gift for himself. Really, it was only supposed to be a conversation piece. 
 But over the last few days, he had been reading about the different techniques and scripts. Now, maybe it would pay off. He didn't really think it would work, but at least they could get a couple of chuckles. And really, there was nothing he enjoyed more than hearing Mandy laugh. 
 "You really think it could do anything?” 
 For just an instant, he appeared deathly serious. "Oh yes, these are mystical arts. With the power I will be hold over your mind, I shall be able to make you dance like chicken!" Calvin wiggled his fingers on the air like he was some magician at a kid’s birthday party. 
 She cracked a smile, and he didn't care how goofy he looked. 
 "Sure. Let's try it." 
 Calvin opened the text, and he scanned across the different techniques once more. He was a smart guy, so he already read this book several times. Besides, there was something fascinating about the entire concept, unlocking an individual's subconscious, programming different beliefs or actions. 
 The human mind could be opened and be made susceptible, or so the book went. At this point, he really didn't believe most of it, but if it distracted Mandy for a little while, he didn't care. 
 He needed a focal point, so he picked a candle. It had been a gift from Mandy for his last birthday. Sure, he didn't really like scented candles all that much, but he pretended he did. This seemed like a good chance for him to actually use it. 
 "I want you to sit on the couch, and I'm going to sit on the opposite side of the coffee table." Calvin placed the candle between them, and he grabbed a chair from the dining room table, so he could sit across from her. 
 "You want me to close my eyes and picture a waterfall or something?" She giggled, probably feeling a little bit silly. 
 She was dressed up go out, he noticed for the hundredth time that night. Her makeup was done perfectly, so it highlighted her best features. At the same time, she had on a silver-gray dress. It was short, but she also had on a pair of tights. She hadn't bothered to change after realizing that Mike had blown her off for the night. 
 Exhaling and concentrating in equal measure, Calvin grabbed his lighter and sparked a flame. He lit the candle, peering up at her. "Mandy, I want you to look into the flame and relax. Right now, that is all you have to do." 
 Her lips twitched again and she giggled, probably thinking about how silly this whole thing was. 
 From his reading, Calvin knew a couple of facts about hypnosis. First and foremost, he would not be able to get someone to do anything that they didn't really want to do. Yes, those desires might have normally been hidden from the rest of the world, but hypnosis could never force any activity. 
 Second, he knew that relaxation and trust were key. 
 Third, he understood that an important part of hypnosis was raw potential. Some people could be hypnotized more easily than others. It all came down to potential. 
 Licking his lips, he remembered some of the scripts from the book. "Mandy, I want you to look into the flame. And as you do, I want you to let the rest of the world drift away. Feel it. The rest of the world is getting smaller. Forget about work and your friends. Forget about all of your responsibilities. They no longer exist." 
 Her lips began to tremble, and it took me a moment to realize that she was repeating what I said. "They no longer exist," she whispered, her voice barely audible. 
 "The rest of the world is getting smaller. It is drifting away, turning to white noise. You can turn it off. Just forget about it. There is no work, there are no friends, and you are only here. Each and every other distracting thing is fading away. Let it go. Let it go." 
 Calvin concentrated on keeping his voice even, level, and neutral. He didn't want her thinking about how he sounded or the tenor of his voice. 
 "Let it go," she mouthed. 
 Right then, Calvin couldn't tell if she was just playing along or if this was actually working. In any case, he decided to continue, still telling himself that in a few minutes they would be laughing about all of this. It was still just a joke. 
 "Your world is shrinking. Work no longer exists. Your apartment no longer exists. The hallway outside the front door no longer exists. There is only this room, and you can feel it getting smaller, but you find this very comforting. Focus on the flame. Look at the color and light. There is nothing else." 
 Her lips formed of those words again, "There is nothing else." 
 Calvin took a breath and continued, "Mandy, as you stare into the flame, you can feel your body relax. All of the stresses and worries from the rest of your life are disappearing. Let them go.” 
 She had her eyes fixed on the candle before her, and Calvin had to resist the temptation to wave his hand in front of her face. He was beginning to suspect that this might actually be working. 
 "Your stress and worries are melting away. You are focused entirely on the scandal, and your body is getting heavy. Your eyelids are drooping, and you hear nothing but the sound of my voice. There is only my voice, and you will feel helpless to do whatever I say. When I give you a command, you will obey. You only tell me the truth, and you will act without thinking. From this point forward, you are so relaxed that you don't need to think for yourself." 
 He made up most of the script as he went, improvising along the way. 
 As he spoke, Calvin kept thinking that Mandy would start laughing. Instead, she slumped back into the couch. She appeared completely at ease, as though her thoughts dissipated into the comfort of background noise. 
 Taking a chance, he leaned forward, and he took her hand. He lifted it up and let go, only to watch her palm hit the couch a moment later. It was like playing with a doll. Again, he kept studying her, waiting for that moment when she cracked a grin. 
 It didn't happen. 
 "As I speak, you are in trance. As I speak, you are hypnotized. You will do whatever I say. You always tell me the truth. You are relaxed, and you won't worry about responses or your actions. All of your inhibitions have fluttered away.” 
 Mandy didn't say anything. 
 This really did seem like it was working. He couldn't believe it, but he had hypnotized her! 
 Taking another breath, Calvin was very curious. "I'm going to count to ten, and you will come out of the trance, but you will still feel compelled to tell the truth. You will still feel compelled to do whatever I say. You won't want to leave this apartment, and you won't think about anyone else but me." 
 Right then, he didn't need her thinking about Mike. Also, Calvin was very curious about how far he could push this. He cared about her deeply, so he would never do anything that was not in her best interest, yet he wanted to know if this really worked. 
 "One, two—your body is growing lighter. Everything is becoming easier—three, four—you are beginning to remember yourself. Small parts of your life are coming back—five six—as those memories return, you still feel the need to obey me. You always tell me the truth—seven, eight—you won't remember our session together. Nine. Ten." 
 Her head snapped back up, and she blinked several times. 
 "What, what just happened?" Apparently her perception of time hasn't altered. She knew several minutes had gone by, but Calvin still cocked his head to the side, examining his friend like she was something unusual. 
 "I hypnotized you," he said. Calvin made it sound obvious and easy, like the most natural thing in the world. 
 This time, she did crack a grin, and she shook her head from side to side. "No way. Hypnosis doesn't really work." 
 "Let's see." At first, he couldn't think of what he wanted her to do. He then said, "Mandy, stand up." 
 Immediately, she hopped up onto her feet. 
 "This doesn't prove anything," she said. 
 "Lift your arms over your head and do a little spin for me." 
 "I'm not going to—” she started to say, only to lose her focus midsentence. She lifted her arms over her head, and she spun around, feeling some silly. "How, how are you getting me to do this?" 
 "Like I said before, I hypnotized you. Don't worry I'm pretty sure I can undo it." 
 She finished her twirl, so Mandy dropped back down onto the couch, feeling just a little bit nervous. Yes, this was Calvin, and he had a huge crush on her, so she could always get him to do whatever she wished. But still, she felt oddly vulnerable in front of him. Crying about her jerk boyfriends had always been one thing, but this felt different. 
 "Why do you date guys you know are going to be jerks?" 
 "I'm attracted to them," she said. "I know it's a bad idea, but I can't help myself." That was an entirely honest answer. She tried to stop herself, but her lips refused to obey. 
 "From the very beginning you know the truth? You know that they're going to treat you badly?" Calvin raised one eyebrow, having only suspected this. But still, he always assumed that Mandy was smarter than that. What kind of person would pick a boyfriend, knowing he was going to be an ass? 
 "Do you think you deserve better?" 
 "I do." 
 "Would you say there's something wrong with you?” 
 Her eyes hardened with aggravation. Her lower lip firmed into an irritated pout. Clearly, this is a question she did not wish to answer, but she couldn't keep her mouth closed. "Maybe. I'm not sure." 
 "What do you look for in a guy?" 
 "He has to be cool," she said. "He has to be manly." 
 "Do yoou think I'm manly?” Calvin didn't know if he should ask this question. After all, there was a very good possibility he wouldn't like the answer. 
 "No." Once the word left her mouth, she started to nibble on her lower lip. Clearly, Mandy was trying to stop herself from speaking, yet something compelled her. Those programs buried deep in her mind wouldn't let her go quiet. She couldn't just ignore his questions. 
 "Why not?" Calvin did his best not to feel hurt. 
 "There's something about the way you move and talk. You just aren't aggressive enough." 
 "Aggressive? What makes you say that?" On some level, Calvin just couldn't help but be fascinated. He had access to her deepest thoughts...and she couldn't help but share. 
 "You don't act. I mean, you do stuff. You have a job, and you take care of your friends and you take care of me, but it doesn't feel like you're dangerous." She blinked several times, uncertain where the answer came from. Yes, when she was alone at night, in her bed, she would think about her ideal guy. 
 Of course, she had thought about dating Calvin once or twice. She considered him as a boyfriend only to decide he wasn't right for her. He always followed her around like a little puppy, and she already got the best perks of a relationship. She decided he wasn't right for her. He was just too easy. 
 "Do you respect me?" 
 "No," Mandy replied automatically. Again, she tried to clamp her hands over her mouth. Somehow, that didn't work. 
 Realizing she really had lost control of her body, Mandy hopped up onto her feet, and she tried to get to the door. She grabbed the number, only to hear his voice. "Mandy, sit down.”For once, he did sound forceful. He came off as firm. 
 Her programming kicked in again, and she turned around, coming right back to the couch. She plopped down, her eyes narrowed with anger. 
 It looked like Mandy might say something, but Calvin cut her off. "Do you think you'd be happier if you dated someone like me?" 
 "Yes,” she said. 
 "But if you still like to pick guys who you know will hurt you." 
 Calvin watched her, trying to understand. They'd been friends for such a long time, yet it seemed like he hardly knew her at all. The instinct to try to make this better burned bright inside of him. After all, he cared about her. He wanted her to be happy. Despite everything she said about him, Calvin wasn't angry with her. 
 In fact, he was simply concerned. 
 Because she didn't know what she might say, Mandy kept her mouth shut. She didn't try to argue or cajole. She simply sat there on the couch, her hands demurely folded over her lap. 
 Then he came to a decision. "Mandy, I'm going to give you a good night. First, you're going to tell me all about your fantasy. Then I'm going to make it a reality for you." 
 Her mouth dropped open for a moment, but the programming took a hold of her body. She couldn't resist those compulsions running through her subconscious. "I've always fantasized about being bound and helpless while a powerful man forces me to enjoy it." 
 A slow smirk spread across his lips. 
 "Mandy, follow me." 
 Without another word, he got up, and she left the apartment. The girl followed him, helpless to do anything else. They didn't have a long walk. Within a matter of seconds, he came to his destination, stopping right in front of her door. 
 "What, what are we doing here?" Mandy didn't want to admit it, but her heart was pounding quickly. She felt something else as well, a twinge of desire at the base of her stomach. 
 "Give me your keys," he said, without answering the question. 
 Immediately, Mandy fished them out of her purse, and she handed them over. He took them, unlocked her front door, and pushed it open. "Go to your bedroom right now." 
 "What are you going to do?" She asked again, except he still didn't respond. 
 Despite her questions and curiosity, Mandy didn't have a choice. She marched through her apartment, going down the hall toward her bedroom. She stepped across the threshold, and she turned around, surprised to see Calvin standing over her. 
 His entire affect changed. For once, he didn't look like some simpering puppy. Instead, there was a darkness in his gaze that she had never witnessed before. He grabbed her, and he kissed her. She could already feel his erection pressed through his pants and her dress. 
 "You want to be punished. You want to be put in your place." This time, Calvin wasn't asking. "Fine. That's exactly what you're going to get." 
 He grabbed her and threw her down onto her own bed. Scrambling to get up, Mandy opened her mouth to argue with him. He came at her again, tackling her and pinning her. 
 "I thought about doing this for a long time.” He kissed her, robbing Mandy of the chance to try to convince him to stop this. 
 He had thought about taking her on so many different occasions, and now he had his lips pressed against hers. In those first couple of seconds, she attempted to shove him back, but then her desires took over. She could feel the heat spread through her body. 
 He broke off the kiss, only to run his fingers through her hair. At this moment, he felt like an entirely different person. That wasn't a bad thing. 
 "Where are your toys?" 
 Mandy blushed brightly. She kept a bag in the closet, not that anyone knew about it. She never ever shared this with anyone, not even her boyfriends. 
 Unable to lie, she said, "I keep them in the corner of my closet. They are in a gray duffel bag. " 
 "Don't speak," he commanded, touching his finger to her mouth. 
 Suddenly muzzled, Mandy could only wait there as he strode across the room. He founded the gray bag, and she picked it up, dropping it down onto the foot of her bed. Bright blush ran across her cheeks and down toward her neck. It felt as though every inch of her body glowed with heat. 
 Mandy kept telling herself that this couldn't be happening. There was no way that her friend, Calvin, had discovered this part of her. She never told anyone about her fantasies, how she wanted to be stripped naked, punished, and restrained. 
 He unzipped the bag, all while she watched. On some level, Mandy knew that she should have tried to make a break for it. He hadn’t technically told her to remain in the room, yet some mixture of panic and shock held her in place. 
 Calvin pulled up the items, one at a time. Mandy knew with perfect intimacy what the bag contained, yet she stared straight ahead nonetheless, refusing to look. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she couldn't think clearly. 
 "Mandy, stand in the middle of the room and take off all of your clothes. Do it slowly.”As he spoke, Calvin could feel his frustration bubble back up to the surface. 
 He had cared about Mandy for such a long time, and now he knew the truth. He understood that she never respected him. More importantly, he finally realized how she couldn't be trusted to pick her boyfriend. She was incredible girl, and she deserved someone who would take care of her. 
 Maybe he needed to take the decision taken out of her hands… 
 First, he intended to show her what she had been craving for such a long time. Calvin planned on making her fantasy a reality. 
 Brimming with humiliation, Mandy got off of the bed, and she stood before him. She tried to open her mouth, but his command lingered. Try as she might, she couldn't force out a single sound. 
 Then her hands began to move up of their own accord, touching the zipper along her side. She pulled that tab down, and then she stepped out of her dress. The soft material fell away. She was standing there in just her tights and bra for several seconds. 
 He had his eyes on her, not that she could tell. She still had her eyes and down on the floor. 
 "Wait," he commanded. "Mandy, look at me." 
 Compelled, she lifted her gaze. At the same time, there was something his voice, something she had to admire. Desire began to pulse between her legs. He was looking right at her, and there was something in his expression beyond simple adoration. Yes, he cared about her, and he wanted her. He also intended to possess her. He was going to take her, and that turned her on more than Mandy would ever admit aloud. 
 "Now you can continue," he said with a little wave of his hand. As she moved, Mandy felt a lot like some harem girl standing before her sultan. She rolled her tights down and pulled them off, kicking them away. 
 Now she only had on her bra and panties. She stood in her underwear, while her hands hovered higher to unclasp her bra, he told her to stop. "Mandy, do a little turn for me.” Humiliated and aroused in equal measure, she did a quick spin. 
 Feeling shy and embarrassed, she just wanted to get this over with. 
 Unfortunately for her, Calvin wouldn't be so easily satisfied. "No, do it again. Slower this time." 
 A growl of frustration left her lips, but she complied. She turned around slowly, letting him drink in the sight of her nubile body. He felt his mouth go dry, especially as he considered how would feel to touch her body. 
 "Stand right there," he commanded. "And close your eyes." 
 She did so, turning her world to darkness. His voice compelled her. Whenever she heard his voice, she felt something inescapable. Nervousness thrummed along her form, yet she didn't know how to reclaim her body. At the same time, she didn't know if she truly wanted to. 
 Soon, she felt his presence nearby. He stood near her, and he touched her, running the back of his knuckles along her flank. "How would you like me to touch you?" 
 Now she could speak, and she had to tell the truth. "I, I’d like you to finger me while you kiss me." 
 "I can do that," he said, and Mandy could hear that little grin in his voice. With one hand, he grabbed her by the nape of her neck. He pulled her close, touching his mouth to hers. At the same time, his hand went down her lithe physique. 
 Dual sensations battled for dominance behind her eyelids. Her brain swirled with pleasure as he started to finger her, probing her. Knowing that she didn't get a choice, knowing that this man who truly cared about her was going to take her and use her, that turned her on more than she could possibly believe. When his fingers penetrated her pussy, she was already wet. 
 When he broke off, Mandy was panting. "Open your eyes and get down on the bed." 
 She complied immediately, and when she found herself looking up at him, he had his hands back in the toy bag. Her lower lip quivered, and she thought about trying to beg him to stop. Ultimately, she knew that it wouldn't make any difference, so Mandy simply waited, her body pulsing with anticipation. 
 He pulled out a dildo. He pulled out a set of straps. Grinning at the restraints, he clambered onto the bed and straddled her. He grabbed her wrists, tying them to the headboard. The restraints were soft and lined with fur, but that didn't mean they weren't incredibly strong. 
 "Beautiful shackles. I want to watch you squirm." 
 Her eyes narrowed, hating the way he talked down to her. This was Calvin. She was always supposed to be able control him, yet there he was, the man wielding authority. He could do whatever he wanted with her, and she couldn't stop him. 
 She yanked as hard as she could on the shackles, hoping to free herself. Maybe then he would let her go and undo all of this. Ultimately, it made no difference because she couldn't get away. She was stuck on that bed. 
 Giving up, Mandy fell back down. With her arms over her head and her body on display, she had to wait. 
 "This is going to be fun," he said to her. He tore off her bra, ripping the material. Her nipples were hard for him, and he licked to them once, savoring his newfound access to the body. After that, he pulled down her panties. 
 He grabbed the dildo, and he slid it along her entrance. 
 "Would you like to feel this inside of you before you feel me inside of you?" 
 "Calvin, you can't," she started to say. 
 "This is for your own good." Grinning down at her, he meant every word. 
 He slipped the dildo inside of her, and on so many occasions, Mandy had touched herself with it. She'd fantasized about some man doing this exact thing to her, and now it happened. Now he took away her control, and he forced the right decision upon her. 
 Mandy squirmed, moving her hips from side to side. That only made it easier for him to wedge the dildo into her pussy. He teased her clitoris, working her slowly. 
 Then it all stopped, and she groaned again, this time with disappointment. 
 "I'm not going to let you come, not quite yet." 
 She growled back at him, showing him her teeth. She was like a wild animal at that moment, one he intended to tame. 
 And with that in mind, he went back to the duffel bag and pulled out a leather collar. She had purchased this for herself, and she had worn it many times as she masturbated. Now, he wasn't going to give her a choice. The decision had left her hands. 
 He locked the collar around her neck, securing it. He took a moment to admire how she looked without black leather. "This is a perfect status symbol for you. If you’re collared, what are you?" 
 "I'm a pet or a slave," she said. 
 "I think you're a slave," he told her. "I think you are a very naughty slave who needs to be trained. You need an owner to take care of you, someone to tell you how to act and behave." 
 "That isn’t you," she said. 
 He chuckled and went back to the bag, returning with a leather crop. It was another item she had purchased, not that she had ever had the nerve to use it on herself. Fortunately for her, Calvin did not have the same problem. 
 "Mandy, this is going to be the best thing to ever happen to you." 
 He brought the crop down hard, swinging it with enough force that it whistled on the air. It connected hard, and she jolted forward, attempting to escape her restraints. He had done a good job securing her place, so Mandy couldn't get away. He had his friend tied down, naked, helpless. 
 Braced above her, Calvin took a moment to admire her nubile body. She really did look fantastic, like a supermodel. From those pink little nipples all the way down to her trimmed bush, Mandy was perfect. 
 "Every time I strike, you're going to feel some of your resistance melt away. Little by little, you will start to remember how much you love being tied down, how it makes you feel when you're struggling helplessly before a powerful man." 
 Mandy's eyes widened. Yes, he knew about her fantasy, yet she never imagined that he would be able to use it against her, not like this. 
 THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! 
 He swung the crop, letting the leather bite into her flesh. Each time, he left little pink marks along her flesh. All the while, Mandy whimpered and struggled, moaning as he punished her. 
 Although she tried to hate this, to summon up a wealth of rage and frustration, she couldn't succeed. Each time he struck her, Mandy whimpered. Those sounds turned her on, and it was only a few moments before she felt that tension ripple through pussy. She was wet and open, squirming from side to side. 
 "Do you want me to take you now?" Calvin asked, sliding his fingertips over her tormented flash. There were so many little pink lines now, soft welts. And when he caressed her, she quivered with pleasure and anticipation. 
 Like it or not, Mandy just couldn't help herself. "Please, please take me. Please, I need to feel you inside of me." As a hot girl, she never, ever begged for sex. Plenty of guys had moaned or whined about hoping to get with her, and Mandy always found it rather endearing. After all, what girl doesn't enjoy that heady rush of power? 
 Yet there she was, tied down the naked, on display for her friend. 
 Each time she glanced up at him, she expected to find some hint of sympathy or mercy. She kept thinking that he would let her go or decide that she had endured enough. 
 But then his hand trailed down her body, his fingertips trailing little notes of anticipation all the way toward her pussy. 
 "Look at that. Your legs are wide open. What does that mean?" 
 "It doesn't mean anything," she snapped back, doing her best to reclaim some shred of dignity. Mandy didn't understand why she was able to speak now, but she took advantage of it. "Calvin, you have to end this. Please, things can go back to the way they were. We can be friends." 
 She was arrogant enough to think that this offer would be enough. 
 Calvin chuckled down at her, a cruel grin on his features. "Mandy, Mandy, Mandy. I always knew you could be something of an airhead, but this is pretty ridiculous. I have you helpless, begging for it, and you think I'm going to let go?" He threw his head back and laughed, making her blush brightly. 
 He braced his weight down on her, grabbing her wrists and pushing them into the soft folds of the mattress. "I'm going to keep you like this. I'm going to make sure you are obedient and subservient to me always. I meant what I said before. You tried to pick your boyfriends, and you never did a good job. Now, you aren't going to get make the decision." 
 Mandy sputtered, trying to think of some way to change his mind. 
 Then she couldn't think at all, not when he slid his fingers down into her wet pussy. He found her clitoris, and he started to touch her, teasing her. He worked his fingers along her opening slowly, making sure that she enjoyed every second. At the same time, he had his eyes on her. He was watching her, studying her reactions, gauging exactly how she responded to every caress and stroke. 
 She managed to get her eyes open, and they locked on his for just a moment. She realized something. He was paying attention to her, trying to figure out what would make her feel the best. No other guy she had been with had ever done something like that before. With her other boyfriends, they always just wanted quick sex, to get off and that was it. 
 He pressed down, sniffing or coherence from her mind. An orgasm rushed through her, followed by the inevitable humiliation of having been tied down. 
 "You still seem a little bit resistant," he said, picking up the crop again. 
 Her eyes widened, and she had seriously believed that he was done with her. But no, he held that implement over her head, letting her eyes follow the black leather strip. 
 THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! 
 "Remember. With every strike, you can feel your resistance melt away. Your desires are increasing, and you can't help yourself. You are trapped. You are my plaything. You belong to me, and you're going to serve me as any slave serves her owner." 
 Mandy shook her head from side to side, summoning up all of her resolve to try to hold onto herself. But he was right. Each time that crop came down, and E Payne flashed through her, followed by an intense yearning. 
 "What are you?" Calvin asked. 
 "I'm, I'm your slave," she said. 
 "That's right. You are my slave, so what does that mean?" 
 Her nostrils flared. She may have been partially hypnotized, unable to control her body, yet she still had enough consciousness to understand what these words meant. That awareness didn't stop her from continuing, "It means that I belong to you now. It means they get to make my decisions for me. I'm your slave. I’m your property." 
 Every syllable graded against her sense of self, yet have she spoke those words, they felt true. They seemed right and accurate, maybe even natural. 
 "Mandy, I'm going to untie you. When I let you up, I want you to get down on your knees. You will feel the intense desire to drop down. Once you are looking up at me, you will crave my cock like nothing else. You will want to suck on it. You will want to know my flavor more than anything else." 
 "No!" She hollered out that word, hating the idea of being forced to give him a blow job. After all, what position could be more degrading for a woman? She didn't deserve to be down on her knees. 
 True to his word, Calvin removed her restraints, and she scrambled off of the bed. At that moment, she glanced out the door, thinking it would be easy to run out in the living room, grabbed the phone, and maybe call for help. 
 She couldn't do it. As hard as she tried, Mandy just couldn't resist the programming. She fell onto her knees, and she looked up at her owner, her entire body quivering with anticipation. 
 "Is there something you want?" Calvin asked. 
 Gritting her teeth, she glared at him with everything she had. This wasn't fair! There he was, teasing her, and she couldn't do anything but play along. 
 Hating herself for it, Mandy opened her mouth and she spoke again. "Please, please may I suck your cock?" The desire was so hot and intense at her core, this overwhelming instinct that she couldn't resist. She never wanted anything her life as badly as she longed to wrap her lips around his stiff member. 
 "You can do better than that." 
 Her jaw dropped open for just a moment, but then Mandy quickly collected her senses. She tried again. "Please, please let me suck your cock. I've never wanted anything so badly. Please, if you do it, I promise I will do such a good job. I will make you feel so incredible. It'll be the best blow job you've ever received!" 
 "Crawled over to my feet." 
 Her eyes narrowed, yet Mandy found herself obeying anyway. She crawled along the floor, naked except for the collar around her neck. She fantasized about something like this happening many times before, yet the reality was so much more intense and intoxicating. 
 "If you really want to suck on my cock, you are going to have to earn it. You will have to earn this particular privilege. And I want you to start by kissing my feet." 
 At first, Mandy believed she had the strength of will not to obey. Yet just a moment later, she found her head bent forward, and she started to kiss issues. 
 He chuckled, enjoying her shame. Considering how many times she had picked the wrong guy and gotten herself hurt, she deserved a little bit of humiliation. After all, a beautiful girl like Mandy really did deserve someone who would take care of her. Plus, he couldn't help but feel just a little bit vindictive after her comments about him. 
 Since they were friends, she should have respected him. More importantly, she knew him, and she should have been able to recognize his strength. Now he was showing her, and she was going to learn her lesson. 
 "Mandy, promise me you were going to make the same mistake again." 
 "I promise. Please, anything, just let me give you a blow job! Please, I promise I'll be good. I promise I will do whatever you want, however you want it!" 
 He shook his head, amazed at how she babbled out her promises. At the back of his mind, he wondered how many of them she truly meant. Yes, he had instilled this desire within her, yet his hypnotic abilities could only work if she actually created this on some level. Considering her fantasy, it did make sense. 
 "You may suck on my cock," he finally said. 
 Immediately, she unzipped his pants and unbuttoned his fly. When Mandy reached into his trousers, she found him already very hard. She pulled out his cock, she licked her lips, and she started to slide her tongue up and down his peer, treating him like a delicious ice cream cone. 
 Normally, she hated the flavor of a man’s arousal, but this time it filled her with excitement, glee, and anticipation. 
 "It's funny to think about how I can rewrite your desires. Right now, I can make you beg for the privilege of having me come all over your face. Would you like that, Mandy? Would you like me to humiliate you like that?" 
 She whimpered pathetically, but she couldn't shake her head. She couldn't really respond anyway, not with his member deep in her mouth. 
 Like a good little slave, she really did want to provide him with as much pleasure as she could. To that end, she touched her fingertips to that spot beneath his scrotum. She cupped his balls, caressing him, making him even harder. 
 She sucked like a good girl, licking and running her tongue along his skin. She swirled the tip of her tongue at his opening, and she could taste his excitement. She wanted more, so she bobbed her head forward and back, eagerly taking in is every inch. 
 Mysteriously, her gag reflex did not kick in. Maybe he had done something else to her, something she couldn't even remember. Or maybe Mandy had always had this incredible potential for blow jobs. 
 Either way, she used her talent, servicing the man who had taken control of her. On and on, she licked and sucked, doing everything she could to please him. Even the idea that he might come in her mouth only gave her the slightest pause. 
 He touched his hand to her forehead, and he nudged her back. 
 Mandy grimaced, wishing she could suck on him some more. 
 "Enough," he said to her. "Get down on your hands and knees." 
 Mandy didn't understand what was going to happen. Was he going to take her from behind? What kind of sex did he have planned for her? 
 Unable to answer any of those questions, she obeyed anyway. At that moment, he really did feel like her owner, the man who had mastered and tamed her. She felt like a wild animal would finally become domesticated. 
 Mandy assumed the required position, taking a breath and waiting. She didn't know what to expect or anticipate, not until he pushed forward, sliding his cock into her wet opening. She cried out with pleasure, savoring the sensation of his fullness. He was so big and hard! 
 Bracing herself on all fours, she dipped her head down against the soft carpet. This was her bedroom, a place she was supposed to control. Yet at that moment, everything there seemed to belong to him because he owned her. 
 Naked, she waited, and when he finally pushed his cock forward, filling up her wet pussy, she cried out with pleasure. "Yes, thank you!" 
 He wasn't interested in her gratitude. Instead, Calvin demanded her comprehension, her acknowledgment of where she belonged. "What are you?" 
 "I'm your property," she said. "I'm your friend, your girlfriend, on your slave, I am whatever you want me to be." She panted through her answer, and she couldn't even be certain that he really understood everything she said. 
 "There is a good girl," he said, pushing forward and pulling back, pumping his cock against her. Every moment sent fresh waves of pleasure coursing through her. One orgasm after another rained down on her, wiping away all of her thoughts. As those pulses moved through her, she just heard herself promise to be good. Every word boomed in her ears, reminders of where she belonged and what he had turned her into. 
 He pulled back only to push forward again. After each thrust, he pulled back a little bit, only to press his cock deeper into her pussy. 
 All the while, Mandy panted, doing her best to think clearly. It didn't work. As hard as she tried, she couldn't stabilize her thoughts. 
 "You’re mine," he promised, his voice turning ragged. He pummeled her heart, pumping his cock. The friction sent waves of pleasure dancing through her flesh. Mandy didn't know how much he could take, but her endurance really didn't matter because he would decide when they were done. 
 Orgasm after orgasm spread through her body, and she stopped thinking. With her eyes clenched shut, she could hear his voice distantly, making those promises about what her new life would be. Before, Mandy might have tried to disagree with him. Even silently, she would have promised herself that he was wrong. 
 This time, she accepted the truth of her subjugation. This was her subservience, and he was taking her. With every thrust, he declared her to be his property. She wasn't going to be making decisions, not anymore. All of her choices now belonged to him along with every inch of her body. 
 He came hard, thrusting deeper into her. She could feel the pulse of his shaft. 
 As he withdrew, the last traces of her orgasms dissipated. 
 Calvin helped Mandy back up onto her feet, and he pulled her to the bed. He held her tight, letting her catch her breath. 
 Her skin started to cool, and her thoughts crystallized once again. 
 "Calvin?" 
 "What is it, Mandy?" 
 "That was incredible, but can you fix me now? Can you make things right?" She sounded very nervous, like he might deny her. In fact, she actually expected some condescending or smug remark. Instead, he touched his hand to the back of her head, stroking her gently and reassuringly. 
 “Of course," he promised. "If you want me to make things right, I'm going to have to hypnotize you again. Can you relax for me?" 
 After the incredible sex they just had, she was already practically floating. "I can," she said to him. 
 "Relax. Let your worries fall away. Let your stress melt away from your shoulders until you feel might and relaxed. With every second, you only listen to the sound of my voice. Listen to what I am telling you." His voice continued, washing over her until she couldn't think. Her thoughts drifted dissipated, leading the way into that perfect relaxation he described. 
 She may have been naked, but he had no trouble putting her back into a trance. 
 "Mandy, when I snap my fingers, you will wake up. You won't remember any of this, but you will know that you need to break up with Mike. You will know that you are madly in love with me, that you want to be the best girlfriend you can because you know that I will take care of you. You know that I will always be there for you." 
 Her thoughts rebelled at this. "What?" 
 "I'm going to count to ten, and when I reach ten, you will wake up with no memory of this.” 
 "No, I don't want to—” she began to say. 
 He started to count. One, two, three… 
 Mandy squirmed, doing her best to summon up some sense of rage or energy. He still had her relaxed, and maybe some corner of her mind really did want to yield, to become his adoring girlfriend. 
 Four, five, six… 
 She strained against his grip, but he stroked her gently, helping keep her calm. 
 Seven, eight, nine… 
 Mandy couldn't let him get out that final word. She wasn't even listening, yet his count seemed to reverberate through her entire body. It was happening one way or another, and she couldn't break his grip. 
 …Ten… 
 She blanked. Her thoughts vanished, and she stopped struggling. If anything, Mandy seemed a lot like a marionette doll strings have been cut. She collapsed down against him and the mattress. He held her tight, and he waited for her to wake up, knowing that she was going to be a very different person. 
 Mandy just found the love of her life. For once, she picked the right guy. She was going to be better off without a free will of her own. 
   

The End 
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