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Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   They've got you, Mattie, I thought ruefully. Got you dead to rights.
 
    
 
   The interrogation room was a few degrees colder than what I'd consider comfortable – no doubt to make sure that whoever they had stewing in here was nice and unhappy. The cup of coffee they'd left me with hadn't been anything special when it was hot, and now it was as cold as the room. I stared at myself in the mirror that dominated one side of the room, knowing I was being watched through it, and sighed.
 
    
 
   I'd been in rooms like this a lot throughout what I mockingly referred to as my 'career', but never for trouble like this. I was a petty thief, hitting the small scores that left you flying under the law's radar, but just this once I'd tried for something bigger: something I could really live large off of. So I'd found the mansion of the richest guy in the state, an old coal baron with a estate up in the mountains, and robbed it while he was overseas at some big economic conference.
 
    
 
   I'd shut down the silent alarm just fine. But there'd been a second back-up system I hadn't even noticed, and I walked right out the front door to find the cops waiting for me.
 
    
 
   Now I knew something about how these things went. Any minute now the cop, a big gruff guy with a chest like a barrel's worst nightmare was going to walk in and start asking pointed questions like where did you get the access codes and who are your accomplices, questions I wished I had answers I could leverage. Truth was, I was well and truly screwed, and the hours I'd spent sitting in that cold interrogation room hadn't helped me come up with a plan.
 
    
 
   Just as I was thinking that, the door swung open, just as I'd predicted. Only it wasn't a cop standing there – it was a woman.
 
    
 
   “Thanks. You can leave us,” she said briskly, stepping in the room. She didn't look like much: her heels were the only thing keeping her above five-foot nothing, her suit was obviously expensive but severe-looking, and she was slender enough that a strong wind might have blown her away. I took in the fine details as she pulled out the chair opposite me: short blond hair, minimal makeup, good figure. As she looked me over, I noticed she had a small gold nose ring – it looked so out of place compared with the rest of her that I couldn't help but stare.
 
    
 
   She pulled a manila file folder out of her jacket and set it on the table in front of me, smiling slightly. “Matthew Stone,” giving me a look that said I've got your number, pal. “Looks like this isn't your first rodeo.”
 
    
 
   “Most people call me Matt, ma'am,” I answered, more confused than frightened. Who the hell was this? She looked like private security, but she sure as hell didn't talk like it. “And that is the truth, sad as it is to admit.”
 
    
 
   “Matt, then,” she said. “I won't bother going over your crimes – you know them already. I'm sure it's obvious to you that you're facing the potential of a lot of jail time.”
 
    
 
   I nodded again, wondering where this was going to lead.
 
    
 
   “Good. So I'll make this brief.” That small smile was back, like she had some secret she couldn't wait to share with me.
 
    
 
   She leaned forward, watching intently for my reaction to her next words. “How would you like to walk out of here a free man?”
 
    
 
   What the hell are you selling, Missie? “I'd like that quite a bit, ma'am. But I don't think that's in the cards.”
 
    
 
   She made a steeple of her fingers. “Mister Bullock is willing – potentially willing – to refuse to press charges against you.”
 
    
 
   This was supposed to fill me with hope, make me jump for joy. Instead, I smelled a trap. “Now why would he do a thing like that?” I asked. “Not that I'm questioning his generosity...”
 
    
 
   “You've seen Mr. Bullock's wife, correct? On television, I mean – she wasn't at the mansion.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I think I have. Kind of hard to miss.” Old Eb' Bullock's wife was the just the kind of girl you'd expect a multi-billionaire to have on his arm at all times: a busty blond beauty with no brains and all the moves. She made other trophy wives look ugly and intellectual in comparison.
 
    
 
   “She makes quite an impression,” the woman said with another of those secret smiles. “Were you aware that two years ago, Mrs. Bullock was planning to leave her husband?”
 
    
 
   “I don't really follow the gossip rags,” I said, shaking my head.
 
    
 
   “This wasn't in the papers. She'd discovered that Mr. Bullock was keeping mistresses – several mistresses, in fact – and was in the final steps of securing a separation from him when she abruptly...changed her mind.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged, feigning nonchalance. Just where was she going with all this? “Maybe love really does conquer all,” I said.
 
    
 
   She snickered, then removed two photos from the manila file folder. “Here is a photo of Mrs. Bullock just prior to her change of heart,” she said, sliding the first photograph across the table, “and here is her just after.”
 
    
 
   If she hadn't told me, I would have never guessed they were pictures of the same person. The first picture of Mrs. Bullock showed a very pretty lady, but one who was a mousy-looking brunette without much curve to speak of. The second photo was the Bullock I knew – the busty blond bimbo.
 
    
 
   “He must have bribed her with some pretty heavy plastic surgery,” I mused, tapping the pictures. “That's a pretty big change.”
 
    
 
   “Mrs. Bullock has never been under the knife,” the girl said smoothly.
 
    
 
   “You're shitting me.”
 
    
 
   “Mr. Stone, if there's one thing you need to know in advance concerning what I'm about to tell you, it's that I'm not bullshitting you.”
 
    
 
   “Okay. So what happened?”
 
    
 
   She sat back in her chair with a satisfied air. “Mr. Bullock recognized his problem and reached out to us,” she said. “We corrected the issue with his wife, and now the two are happier than ever.”
 
    
 
   This is some kind of cult, I thought. “And who's 'us'?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, of course – silly me. I never introduced myself. Here's my card.” She handed a small business card to me from her pocket. It was thick, good quality, with tiny letters in the center written in gold:
 
    
 
    
 
   Elena Stoddart
 
   Attitude Adjustments, Inc
 
    
 
    
 
   Followed by a phone number and an e-mail address.
 
    
 
   “Attitude Adjustments,” I said, reading off the card. “Sounds like the guy who breaks one of your legs if you don't pay the bookie on time.”
 
    
 
   “Violence is no part of what we do,” Elena said, looking very much smug now. I'd have given a pretty penny to know what was going on behind those eyes.
 
    
 
   “And what do you do? I've had just about enough of being jerked around-”
 
    
 
   “It's simple,” she said, interrupting me. “We brainwash beautiful snobby, bratty women. We replace their hopes and desires with mindless obedience to a powerful man, we remake their bodies exactly the way our clients request, and we make sure that they are blissfully, hypnotically happy. We turn unfixable problems into pleasurable, submissive solutions.”
 
    
 
   I stared at her, mouth agape. I couldn't believe she was saying this. She's completely crazy, I realized. “I think I'd rather talk to the cop...”
 
    
 
   “But then, you'd know all about that, wouldn't you?” She said, as if I hadn't spoken. “It is what you're into, after all.”
 
    
 
   Then she opened the manila folder, the rest of the contents spilling across the table. And my life changed forever.
 
   


 
  

Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Girls on their knees, mouths opened and tongues outstretched, begging for cock. A beautiful blonde bimbo with impossibly huge tits, on all fours facing away from the camera, spreading her pussy lips while spirals flashed in her eyes. A still from a video: a voluptuous redhead bouncing on her Master's cock, eyes rolled back in her head as she repeats an oath of loyalty to him and only him for the dozenth time. Hypnosis. Mind Control. All clips, photos and manipulations of pornography with men in control, using mesmerizing powers to make women their slaves.
 
    
 
   And I recognized all of them. The screenshots were from my computer.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck is this!?” I yelled, half rising from my chair. “You've been spying on my computer-”
 
    
 
   “Calm down, Mr. Stone – everyone gets a little embarrassed to have their kink thrown out in the open like this, but I assure you: you're far from alone. Every member of Attitude Adjustments has the same love of hypnosis you do.”
 
    
 
   “I don't – I'm not – what the fuck?” I sat back down, not knowing what to think. Only the fact that there were a half-dozen cops outside the door kept me from trying to book it.
 
    
 
   “Relax. I'm showing you this for a very specific reason. I'm not upset at you – I'm far from a prude, Matt. I want you to know – Attitude Adjustments has been looking at you for a long time. Even before this incident with Mr. Bullock, although that certainly solidified our interest in you.”
 
    
 
   Pieces clunked into place in my brain. The picture was starting to come together; and I didn't like it. “They told me there was a second alarm system I didn't disable,” I whispered. “There wasn't, was there? It was you.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, that secret little smile back on her face. “I'm surprised you picked up on that. Yes.”
 
    
 
   I glared at her. “So you set me up.”
 
    
 
   “In a way. But like I said, you're in no real danger. Mr. Bullock owed us a favor – if we instruct him to, he will drop all charges against you.”
 
    
 
   “If,” I said. “If what?”
 
    
 
   “If you join us,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   “Join you?” The air in the room dropped a few degrees. “I thought this was an interrogation-”
 
    
 
   “It's a job interview, Mr. Stone,” the girl countered. “Come on, wouldn't you like this? Having the power to do to these girls exactly what they're pretending is being done to them? To make them kneel, to remake their bodies until they're brainless bimbos addicted to your come, unable to think of anything but sucking and fucking?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head – but my gaze kept straying to the photos.
 
    
 
   “Look at them,” she demanded. “Think about it. You're getting hard just thinking about it, aren't you?”
 
    
 
   “No,” I protested, shifting under the table.
 
    
 
   “You can admit it – it's okay.” She pursed her lips and ran her tongue along the bottom one. “I get wet as hell just staring at them.”
 
    
 
   That took me by surprise. “Really?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “I love hypnosis. Look at that redhead – the one who gets brainwashed by her boss. I've seen that video like a hundred times, and it never gets less hot.”
 
    
 
   “Me too,” I admitted, caught off-guard by this girl.
 
    
 
   “Wouldn't you like to do it for real?” She was leaning across the table, fixing me with a gaze that left intense in the dust. “Come join us, Matt. You could be our best agent in years.”
 
    
 
   My throat was dry. It had been ages since someone wanted me, even for a job. I'd forgotten how good that felt.
 
    
 
   “What...what if I say yes?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She grinned. “Then I'll give you this.” She pulled an envelope from the folder – it was the last thing there after my search history was splayed across the table – and held it up between two fingers. “It's your first assignment. A sort of trial run. Succeed and you're one of us. Fail, and you're not – although just to be nice, we'll still drop the charges against you. I mean, we're not evil.
 
    
 
   That remains to be seen, I thought. My mind mulled over the possibilities. If I said yes, no matter what happened, I'd be home free. I could tell Elena I was in, tear up the envelope, and let her know I hadn't been able to do it. Logically, that was the safest option – getting involved with a bunch of weirdos who thought hypnosis was real instead of jerk-off fodder was bound to put me right back here sooner or later.
 
    
 
   And yet...and yet.
 
    
 
   My cock was throbbing just at the thought of it – inside that envelope was the name of some beautiful woman I was going to control. To possess, mind and body, and remake for some rich man's pleasure. The logical side of me was scared half to death, but my sex drive...well, my sex drive hadn't been this revved up in years.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said after a moment's thought. “I'm in. Give me the envelope.”
 
    
 
   “I'm very pleased to hear that,” she said, sliding the envelope over to me. While I tore it open, she gathered up the pornographic pictures, putting them back in the folder. Last of all was the picture of the busty redhead, which she stared at a few extra moments before sighing wistfully and slipping it in with the rest.
 
    
 
   “What...what is this?” I asked. Inside the envelope was a headshot, a parking pass what looked like a tiny travel-size tube of spray-on deodorant. The picture was of a very attractive-looking brunette giving the camera man the finger, the parking pass was for an exclusive spa on the ritzy side of town and the spray bottle had no label, just a thick layer of black paint.
 
    
 
   “The means by which you entrance the target will vary based on the job,” she said. “You'll see all the tricks of the trade eventually if you stay with us.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm. Pretty girl,” I said, looking at the photo, “but I get what you mean about 'attitude'. Who is she?”
 
    
 
   “Her name is Laura, and she's the girlfriend of a famous musician. His 'punk' persona is all for show, of course – a way to get money from a new generation of fans – but hers is not. She's been causing quite a lot of trouble on their latest tour.”
 
    
 
   “He's a musician,” I said. “Can't he just get another groupie?”
 
    
 
   Elena shrugged. “Ours is not the place to question. We simply perform the alterations. That spray bottle is the means of delivery – don't press it, please, it wouldn't do anything anyway – it's coded specifically to Laura's biometric profile.”
 
    
 
   I gulped, setting the bottle back down. “So it will...hypnotize her?”
 
    
 
   To my shock, Elena giggled. “Oh, no. It'll set the ball rolling of course, make her susceptible to hypnosis, but you'll be doing the fine detail work, Matt. I don't think that will be a problem, will it?”
 
    
 
   I was getting hard just at the thought. Me, giving commands to a hot babe like that? Making her mind and body change at my command? Suddenly the room didn't feel so cold anymore.
 
    
 
   “And yes,” she said with a smirk, “to answer the question you haven't been brave enough to ask: yes, you can fuck her.”
 
    
 
   My mouth dropped open.
 
    
 
   “But the client wants her back on a rather tight schedule. So no dawdling – just warp her mind, pump her full of your come and get her back home. You do that, and you've got a place with us. Understood?”
 
    
 
   I wasn't sure I could speak. The words you can fuck her echoed in my brain, like the culmination of every dirty mind control fantasy I'd ever had. You Can Fuck Her.
 
    
 
   “I think I've blown your mind,” Elena said with a chuckle.
 
    
 
   “Just one,” I said, regaining the power of speech. “The girl – Laura – how do I get close enough to her to do all this?”
 
    
 
   Elena's smile grew wider. “Oh, you'll like this. That's what the card is for...”
 
   


 
  

Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   “Huh? You're not the usual guy.”
 
    
 
   I started, straightening up in the summer heat. God, I already hate this uniform. I'd been staring at my own reflection in the black door of the limo, and hadn't heard Laura approach.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I said. “Usual guy's, uh, sick.”
 
    
 
   “Whatever.” She rolled her eyes and stepped past me. “Just get me there quick, okay?”
 
    
 
   I opened the door and let her in. There's that attitude I was warned about. Elena had briefed me a bit more on the girl (I still had trouble thinking of her as a 'target') and I'd been told to be on my best behavior. Still, ten seconds around Laura and I began to understand why she was on Attitude Adjustments' radar to begin with: something about her just radiated snobbishness.
 
    
 
   I pulled out into traffic and started following the route to the spa, thankful for the GPS unit the limo had pre-installed. The ride was smooth and quiet, which was good because my heart was pounding like a jackhammer and sweat was pouring down my forehead. I couldn't decide whether to be horny or terrified of what I was about to try.
 
    
 
   Remember, Elena's voice rang in my head, the aerosol spray will make her susceptible to commands from the first person she sees after inhaling it. Make damn sure that person is you. I was going to be very careful with that stuff – Elena might have said it didn't work on anybody but Laura, but I was taking no chances.
 
    
 
   As I pulled onto the interstate, the divider between my section of the limo and Laura's began to come down. Panic flared in me until I realized Laura was doing it; her hand was on a control panel next to her.
 
    
 
   “New guy,” she said, in a tone that grated on my ears. “Where the fuck is the bubbly?”
 
    
 
   I glanced at her in the rear view, afraid to take my eyes off the road for more than an instant. “Bubbly?”
 
    
 
   She sighed heavily. “Champagne. There's supposed to always be a bottle in the limo. It's the whole reason we put up with this shitty limo service.”
 
    
 
   “I'm sorry, ma'am,” I said, truthfully. I didn't want anything to throw this. “They must have not told me-”
 
    
 
   “Of course they didn't,” she said snarkily. “Or you're just a dumbass who doesn't listen. Whatever, I'll make sure today is your last day, new guy. Bye-bye.
 
    
 
   The window rolled back up, leaving me alone to stew. What a fucking bitch, I thought. Any compunctions I'd had against this had just flown out the goddamn window – now I couldn't wait to teach this cunt a lesson.
 
    
 
   Just as Elena had told me, the parking deck of the office complex the spa was in was practically empty. Only a few cars sat silently in spaces; no people were walking around. Perfect.
 
    
 
   I turned a corner, noting that no one up at the doors would be able to see us from here, and pulled into a vacant space. The spray bottle felt cold against my fingers. This is it!
 
    
 
   Almost as soon as the car stopped, the window between me and Laura started coming down. I could see from her face that she wasn't happy.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck are you parking all the way back here for, you idiot?” Her slim frame trembled with rage. “You are so fucking fired-”
 
    
 
   “I don't work for you,” I said. As she stared at me, shocked, I stuck the spray bottle through the opening and pulled the trigger.
 
    
 
   The effect was instantaneous. A spray of mist shot out of the bottle, filling the back chamber of the limo with purplish tendrils of chemicals. Laura tried to cover her mouth; but it was too late. She'd already breathed in the chemicals, and as they hit her bloodstream all she wanted was more. She opened her mouth wide, sucking in more and more of the spray as I pulled the trigger, holding it down until the whole bottle was empty.
 
    
 
   “What the...fuck?” She whimpered, sinking back in her chair.
 
    
 
   “Hold on, I'll be right there,” I said. I sprang from the front seat, coming around the limo and opening the side door. I plopped into the seat across from her, watching the transformation take place. “There we go. This is much cozier, don't you think?”
 
    
 
   “I don't understand.” Her normally grating, rage-filled voice had gone timid and unsure. “I feel so...strange...”
 
    
 
   Then it began. Beneath her top, her breasts expanded slowly, pulling first the top button then the rest apart, one at a time. Her hips followed suit, tearing the sides of her designer jeans. Her hair went blonder, a shade at a time until her brunette had become platinum. And if the physical changes were shocking, what was going on behind her eyes was even more so.
 
    
 
   I watched with relish, unable to control the throbbing of my erection in my pants. This was everything I had ever fantasized about – the key to every dirty desire I'd ever had. And this was my new job?
 
    
 
   I grinned. I was the luckiest son of a bitch in the world.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” I said, feeling something big beneath my leg. It was a bottle of champagne. “There was champagne back here. You didn't even look, did you?”
 
    
 
   A strange smile came over Laura's face. Even her teeth had been altered – they were pearly white and completely even now. “Nope! I just decided it would be more fun to blame you, since you looked nervous!”
 
    
 
   “I see,” I said with a smirk. “And why did you do that?”
 
    
 
   “I...I don't know!” She giggled – her voice was no longer grating. Now it had a warm, musical quality that made even her giggles sound like they'd raise your cock.
 
    
 
   “I'll tell you exactly why, Laura,” I said, sitting back and relaxing against the cushions. “Because you were a bitch.”
 
    
 
   “I...I was,” she admitted, her eyes going wide. “Oh, I was such an awful bitch!”
 
    
 
   “I know. Your boyfriend knows that, too. That's why he sent me to you.”
 
    
 
   Her jaw dropped open. Fuck, even her lips looked better – they were puffed up and glossy, perfect for wrapping around a fat cock. “He sent you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes – to change your body and your mind. You have big, bimbo tits now – but you love having big tits, don't you Laura?”
 
    
 
   It was about the most benign suggestion imaginable, but it took. I saw it hit her opened mind, becoming truth. “I love having big, sexy titties,” she echoed.
 
    
 
   “They make you feel like a real woman,” I told her.
 
    
 
   “They...they make me feel like a real woman.”
 
    
 
   “You love feeling like a real bimbo slut, don't you Laura?”
 
    
 
   She giggled again, putting her fingers over her lips. “Yes. Isn't that wrong?”
 
    
 
   “Not at all. In fact, I suggest it's totally right. It's just how your boyfriend wants you to be. It's how every man wants you to be. You understand that now, right?”
 
    
 
   She nodded, her eyes wide. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “Say, 'yes, sir.'”
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
    
 
   God, there was nothing that got me going like a woman calling me 'sir'. I was ready to take things to the next level.
 
    
 
   “Well, we can't send you back to him like this, can we?” As I spoke, I worked the crinkly foil off the top of the bottle of champagne, looking around for something to uncork it. “Not until you prove that the new you can please your man the way he deserves to be pleased.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me like this was the most serious, important conversation she'd ever had. “You're so right,” she whimpered. “How...how do I do that, sir? It's so hard to think. I can't remember anything...”
 
    
 
   Leaning back, I unzipped my fly. “Come here.”
 
    
 
   Her face lit up. “That's right,” I said as she crawled forward. “You know how to handle this real well, don't you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, sir,” she moaned, her fingers trembling as they squeezed my cock through my slacks. “I know exactly what to do with this.”
 
    
 
   My cock slipped from my slacks, hard and dripping with precum.
 
    
 
   “I know it goes in my mouth,” she said with a giggle, “and I know how to make it feel real good...”
 
    
 
   Then I was inside her, her soft pillowy lips wrapping around my shaft, and my fingers were in her hair, coaxing her along. She sucked and slurped at me, working my shaft like an expert little whore while I uncorked the bottle of champagne. It burned like liquid gold going down.
 
    
 
   “Here,” I said, offering her the bottle. “Drink – make it sloppy.”
 
    
 
   She did, taking a big gulp that ran down her chin. Foamy suds coated her tits as she bent back down and took me in her mouth, the chill of the champagne gradually warming around my cock.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, that's good,” I said, taking another swig. My fingers pressed against the back of her head until I was deepthroating her, sliding all the way to the base down her throat effortlessly. “Shit, I think I'm gonna come...”
 
    
 
   She tensed up. A moment later, she pulled back and looked up at me helplessly, stroking my cock and whimpering.
 
    
 
   I knew just what the issue was, but I wanted to hear her say it. “What's wrong? You don't like my cock in your mouth?”
 
    
 
   “No, I love it,” she said with relish, right before her face fell. “But I...I need all this.” She massaged my big swollen balls, making me groan. “I need it inside me.”
 
    
 
   “I know,” I said. “Your boyfriend wants to start a family. He wants you to settle down and be his hot little housewife – so we supercharged your fertility. It's all you can think about right now, isn't it? Having a big cock pump a load inside you?”
 
    
 
   She nodded with enthusiasm, stroking me harder. “Oh mi gawd yes, sir! That's exactly what I need.” She looked up at me, batting her eyes with faked innocence.
 
    
 
   I growled at her, unable to contain my inner-caveman any longer. “Get over here, you little bimbo slut,” I commanded her.
 
    
 
   She did – at first she wanted to straddle me, riding me like a cowgirl, but I turned her instead, yanking down her jeans and pulling apart her thick, curvy hips. Her slit was dripping wet and completely smooth – in the back of my mind I wondered if the hair had already been shaved or had disappeared when she transformed. It didn't matter.
 
    
 
   “Please,” she begged. “Please come in me, sir! I need that thick, sweet, creamy load right in my womb!”
 
    
 
   With a grunt, I slid my cock between her folds, burying myself within her to the hilt. She arched her back, sticking her perfect heart-shaped ass high in the air as I fucked her from behind, every thrust stretching the warm perfection of her walls.
 
    
 
   “Ah! Ah! Ah!” She screamed with every thrust – I said a silent prayer of thanks for tinted windows and soundproofing. “Please, sir, please!”
 
    
 
   “Please what,” I said, taking her hair in my hand and yanking her backwards.
 
    
 
   Her voice was a whimper; a sob on the edge of climax. “Please come in me, sir! Please fill me up with your seed! Show me what a good bimbo slut I am!”
 
    
 
   “You dumb little whore,” I groaned, feeling myself reach the tipping point. “All you know how to do is suck and fuck...”
 
    
 
   “Show me how good I fuck, sir. Give me my reward for being a good little girl!” She reached behind her with one hand and spread her lips wide around my cock. “Put it right here!”
 
    
 
   I couldn't take it any more. I seized Laura's hips, hammering into her with a series of savage thrusts that split her all the way to her womb. With a final, hard pump, I felt myself release: sweet warmth filled Laura's cunt, as warm and sweet as honey as my balls drained into her womb.
 
    
 
   “Oh my gawd,” she whimpered, shuddering. “I can't believe you're coming inside of me, sir, you're coming so much...”
 
    
 
   Laura broke off into a cry, and I felt her body shiver as she climaxed around my cock. Her muscles clenched around me tight, sucking my shaft and my just-shot load into her womb like it never wanted to let go. The feeling was so intense, I felt a second, aftershock of a climax wash over me, along with a surprisingly large amount of seed. Holy shit, I thought through the pleasure. That almost never happens with me.
 
    
 
   When it was over, I pulled out of Laura and let her clean me off. I didn't even have to ask – Elena had mentioned it as one of the behaviors the client had specified, so one look at my glazed cock and she was all wet to have it back in her mouth. She bobbed in my lap, sucking me dry, until I was half-hard in her mouth again.
 
    
 
   Just as I was thinking how nice it would be to finish in her mouth this time, my watch beeped. “Shit,” I said, glancing at the time. “We've got to get you home.”
 
    
 
   I instructed her to get cleaned up as best as she could in the backseat and hit the road, driving fast enough that the GPS had trouble keeping up. One good thing about driving a fancy limousine is no one dares to stop you for speeding.
 
    
 
   The whole way there, my mind reeled with questions: would the client know I'd fucked his girlfriend? Was that all part of the price they had to pay, or were they not even told? But worries like that were only a small part of my thoughts; a nag at the back of my mind. The bulk of me was replaying that encounter with Laura, again and again, and I liked what I saw.
 
    
 
   That was incredible, I thought. I felt like a fucking King.
 
    
 
   We pulled up to the mansion, and as it turned out I needn't have worried in the first place. As if there was some protocol pre-prepared, Laura skipped out of the limo as soon as I stopped. She looked none the worse for wear – her clothes were still torn from her transformation, but other than that she was practically glowing. I couldn't help but imagine her as she was, on her knees, sucking my cock.
 
    
 
   “Baby! I missed you sooo much!” Her boyfriend came out of the house, wearing a band t-shirt and jeans. He drew her into a big hug, and the kiss she laid on him was anything but platonic. Before I knew it, the two were practically fucking on the step, and I knew as soon as the door was between them and the world that's just what he'd be doing – banging his newly-hypnotized bimbo for the first time.
 
    
 
   How weird, I thought. I almost feel like I did a good deed.
 
    
 
   My phone rang. I picked up it, watching the two lovebirds go back into their nest. “Hello?”
 
    
 
   It was Elena. “Congratulations, Matt. You did an excellent job.”
 
    
 
   I glanced out the window, looking for cameras. “How long have you been watching me?”
 
    
 
   “Long enough. So, what do you think? Are you in, or are you out?”
 
    
 
   I waited for a moment – but only just a moment, and just to see if she'd sweat.
 
    
 
   “I'm in.” I said.
 
    
 
   “Wonderful.” I could hear the pleasure in her voice. “Welcome to the team...sir.”
 
   


 
  

Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   After my first assignment with Attitude Adjustments, Inc, I went back home and tried to pretend everything was normal. I discovered, however, that things were not going to be the same from now on.
 
    
 
   It started with the check. It just appeared in my mailbox the next day, covered in stamps and with the address of some holding company in a third-world country on the front. I was ninety percent sure my bank was going to take one look at it and laugh me out of the building, but sure enough they deposited it into my account. It was a lot of money – enough that I didn't need to worry about my finances for a while, which was good because I soon found out my 'legitimate' job had canned me while I'd been sitting in that prison cell. So I was suddenly in possession of a whole lot of free time. Normally a big score and some time off would have meant me going out and getting drunk, or chasing skirts – but instead, I sat at home. I was waiting for the call – my next assignment from AA. My next target, the gorgeous girl I would hypnotize and turn into a brainless bimbo slut, on her knees begging for my cock. I couldn't wait.
 
    
 
   But one day turned into the next, and then the next, and there was no call.
 
    
 
   I started checking my phone hourly. My e-mail inbox, normally full of junk I didn't bother to read for weeks, had been cleaned and set to notify me the second something new came in. Gradually I began to worry. Part of me wanted to believe it was all some sort of crazy dream, some sex fantasy so vivid I'd thought it was real – being hired to brainwash women. But the money was there in my account, cold hard cash, and that assured me when I woke in the middle of the night in a cold sweat that it all had happened. It was real.
 
    
 
   Every night, I fell asleep thinking of Laura – the first girl I had hypnotized for Attitude Adjustments. The news of her and her boyfriend's impending wedding was burning up the entertainment channels, along with her “new look.” Only me, her husband and Attitude Adjustments knew the truth: that no plastic surgery or fad diet had turned his rude punk girlfriend into a curvaceous bimbo housewife. It had been mind control, pure and simple. Control I couldn't wait to exert on another beautiful, nubile woman.
 
    
 
   It might have felt like an eternity, but as it turned out I didn't have long to wait. There was a little coffee shop near my condo I'd gotten fond of going to in the mornings: it was easier and less wasteful than brewing a pot for myself, and I had the money. One day not too longer after I started stressing, a woman sat down at the table next to mine and grinned at me, folding her arms and waggling her eyebrows suggestively.
 
    
 
   It was Elena.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Matt,” she said, flashing that secretive little smile. It made me want to smack her and give her a kiss at the same time. “Aren't you going to invite me over?”
 
    
 
   “Hey, boss,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. Inside, my stomach was churning with excitement. This was it, this was my next assignment. “Should I call you boss?”
 
    
 
   “It'll do,” she said, taking her chair and moving it to my table. She had a cup of something creamy – whatever it was, it was more sugar than coffee. “So, how have you been? Adjusting to your new job alright?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, taking a sip of my coffee. Mine was black. “I've been wondering when you would get in touch,” I said. More like desperate for it, I thought.
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “Jobs come to us as they come to us,” she said. She was still all business, although that gold stud was still in her nose, like a little knowing laugh at her corporate persona. As I watched, she reached into her jacket and pulled out an envelope. “Although if you're not interested in another job...”
 
    
 
   I snatched it out of her hands so fast it scared me. I was eager to see what was inside, who was inside. My hands trembled slightly as I tore the top of the envelope open.
 
    
 
   Inside was a photograph and a small black oblong. I poked at one end experimentally and a small metal connector popped out.
 
    
 
   “A flash drive?” I asked. “What happened to the spray bottle?”
 
    
 
   “Different targets require different means of...access,” Elena said. “The place you'll be going will have security – they wouldn't let you in with some unknown chemical, but a flash drive is expected. And this one will give a signal if necessary that it's company property.”
 
    
 
   “Company?” I thought about that for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she said with a grin. “Congratulations, Matt – you're an intern.”
 
    
 
   “Oh great,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Just what I always wanted.”
 
    
 
   I turned over the photograph, ignoring the withering glance Elena shot me. I was hungry to see my new target – I already felt like a hunter sizing up his prey. The picture was a bit surprising – it looked like it had been taken at one of those team-building seminars corporations are always forcing their mid-level managers to attend. A redheaded woman stood in the center of the photo, making small talk with a shorter Asian girl. Both wore suits, but the redhead's couldn't quite hide her supple curves – she was just on the outer edge of curvy, the thick kind of girl that had really done it for me even before my new job. One look at her and I could tell I was going to enjoy this.
 
    
 
   “This is Ashley,” Elena said, tapping the redheaded girl. “She's a regional VP at one of the largest banks in the country – the same bank you just received an internship at. Lucky you, right?”
 
    
 
   “Lucky me,” I said, not taking my gaze off the woman. I imagined what she'd look like naked, her big tits outstretched as she begged me to bathe them in come. I'd already decided that's where I wanted to put my load, and I was looking forward to making it happen.
 
    
 
   “So this operation is a little different than your previous one,” Elena said, snapping the picture out of my hand and getting my attention. “There's a time constraint involved, and there's also...well, there's a bit of a nastiness issue.”
 
    
 
   “'Nastiness'?” I asked, not understanding.
 
    
 
   “The client in this case is one of Ashley's coworkers – her chief rival, in fact. He's worked at the company about a decade longer than Ashley, and has been in the running for a plumb executive position for about the last eight months. But Ashley's rise up the corporate ladder has been meteoric – and she's making him look bad in comparison. She's more energetic, vivacious, and as you can tell just from the photo, she's easy on the eyes.”
 
    
 
   “I think I understand,” I said, beginning to. “He wants her turned into someone who doesn't exactly care about climbing to the next rung of her career anymore.”
 
    
 
   “More than that,” Elena said. “Ashley is giving a presentation tomorrow afternoon for the Board of Directors. The client has informed us that Ashley has been working on this presentation for nearly a month, and that it will ensure she's chosen for the promotion, not him.”
 
    
 
   “So he doesn't want her to make it to the presentation,” I said, sipping my coffee.
 
    
 
   “Worse,” she said with an acid little grin. “He wants her to bomb it. Bomb it very, very badly.”
 
    
 
   The coffee went bad in my stomach. “How badly are we talking, here?”
 
    
 
   “As in, 'if there was a camera in the room it would go viral' bad. Epically awful. The client has specified he wants Ashley to be, in his words, 'totally fucking humiliated'.”
 
    
 
   “Humiliation,” I repeated. It wasn't something I'd thought of as a fetish before, but the idea of taking a powerful, confident woman and breaking her down until she was tripping over herself, looking like an idiot before her entire company? That sounded pretty damn good in the right context.
 
    
 
   Elena leaned forward with a conspiratorial air, like we were being watched and she didn't want anyone to hear. “Of course, I understand if you have some reservations about the job...”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said firmly, and when she shot back in her chair, lowered my voice: “No. I'm totally good. When do we start?”
 
    
 
   Her smile was as wide and bright as Christmas. I got the sense that if there was some test in this meeting, I'd passed it with flying colors. “Well, like I said, time is of the essence...”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   “..And over here is the galley,” the woman said, “where meals are taken. The fridge gets cleaned out every Thursday night, so make sure not to leave anything in there overnight.”
 
    
 
   “Thursday,” I said half-heartedly. Got it. I won't even be here tomorrow, I thought, not that she knows that. “Where, um, are the cubicles?”
 
    
 
   “Anxious to get started, are you? Well, I guess the tour isn't much.” My guide, a friendly-looking middle-aged woman named Deborah, was giving me the traditional first-day walking tour of the facilities. I was sure most people being shown around the building were bored as hell, but I was full of nervous energy. I couldn't wait to get started.
 
    
 
   I ran over the steps Elena had told me earlier in my head. When you get to your desk, insert the flash drive, she had told me after she'd briefed me on my job. It'll automatically connect to the network and show you all the computers on your floor. Once Ashley is sitting at her cubicle with no one else around, activate the program.
 
    
 
   It sounded good. But, she'd explained to me, that wouldn't be enough.
 
    
 
   That will only take care of the first hurdle: opening her mind to hypnotic commands. The program will spit out a trigger phrase once it's completed its work – you'll have to use it when she's alone and finish the mind control.
 
    
 
   I was smiling as Deborah led me through the cubicle farm: I had an idea of just how to do that last part.
 
    
 
   “Here you go – home sweet home,” Deborah said with a good-natured chuckle. “It's not much, but you can decorate it, of course. Anything I can get you while you're settling in?”
 
    
 
   “Actually, yes,” I said, sitting in the chair and testing it. It made an audible squeak as I flexed my thighs. “I thought I saw some coffee machines back there in the galley. Are we allowed…?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you're such a dear,” Deborah said with a smile. “Would you like a cup?”
 
    
 
   “If it wouldn't be too much trouble,” I said. “I just take it black.”
 
    
 
   “Well bless your heart – I will be right back.”
 
    
 
   As soon as Deborah's back was to me, I popped the flash drive in one of the computer's USB slots and turned the monitor on. While it loaded the program, I searched for something Elena had mentioned in the briefing...ah. There it was.
 
    
 
   Meeting Room Reservations was the page title. It was on the company Intranet – a way for employees to register a time to have one of the meeting rooms upstairs to themselves. I'd been all ready to get my hacker skills out of retirement (I'm as good as unlocking computer systems as I am doors), but the program was already authorized. I booked one of the large executive suites – one I knew had a lockable door and soundproofing. It would be mine in fifteen minutes, for an entire hour.
 
    
 
   More than enough time to adjust your attitude, Ash, I thought with a grin. Now I just have to find you…
 
    
 
   The program finished loading, a new window taking up half the screen. From the clusters of glowing cubes, I was staring at a rough map of the floor I was on – each of the cubes represented a computer near me. I just had to figure out which one was Ashley's, and I could start the brainwashing.
 
    
 
   I stood up, risking a glance around the room. It wouldn't do to have too many conversations here today – anything that might make people remember me later was sure to be bad news. Thankfully it didn't take me long to find Ashley, because everyone else was staring at her, too – or rather, at the girl she was speaking with.
 
    
 
   Jesus Christ, I thought. What a knockout.
 
    
 
   Ashley stood outside of her cubicle, talking to the girl in a low voice, but any excitement I had at seeing my target in the flesh had immediately been dimmed by that babe. She was a shortish blonde woman, in a skirt that was just barely within the company dress code and a pair of thigh-high boots that clung to her like a second skin. Her top was regulation as well, with just a hint of cleavage – but so tight on her supple frame that every curve stood out. In short, even though she was fully dressed, any guy with half a brain could stare at her and imagine exactly what she'd look like naked. Which, from the looks she was getting, was exactly what they were doing.
 
    
 
   If Ashley is the Office Queen, I thought, that girl is the Office Slut. Or the Office Tease, maybe – I liked that better. She looked like the kind of girl who flaunted her sexuality, used it like a weapon to get what she wanted – but never actually gave it up.
 
    
 
   I wanted her. I wanted to lift that tight skirt and see what kind of panties she was wearing underneath it. I wanted to run my hand along those boots and feel the instant the leather gave way to the soft, warm skin of her thighs. I wanted her to flush crimson, to melt against me, to beg to show me the all the things she held back from every other guy. I'd never fallen so hard in lust before.
 
    
 
   Fuck, Matt, get it together, I told myself. You've got a job to do.
 
    
 
   I watched Ashley, taking pains to keep my gaze from straying to her companion, until they split up.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, Nicole,” Ashley said, just loud enough for me to hear. “I really appreciate it.”
 
    
 
   Whatever it was she appreciated, she was going to stop in a moment – as I watched, she sat back behind her cubicle, far enough away that no one would be able to see the program take hold of her. I sat back down…
 
    
 
   “Here's your coffee,” Deborah said.
 
    
 
   Jesus! I was so shocked, I spun in my chair. Somehow I managed to get the window closed before she saw anything. She stared at me like she didn't quite know what to make of me, a steaming mug of coffee in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Hey, thanks,” I said, taking it from her with all the ease I could muster. “I really appreciate it.”
 
    
 
   Deborah decided she hadn't seen anything worth noting, and that friendly smile reappeared on her face. “You're welcome!”
 
    
 
   As she walked off, I breathed a sigh of relief and pulled the program back up. That's when I saw it. There was a message in red text in the center of the window:
 
    
 
   Mind Control Module Activated – Subject Primed. Trigger Phrase is 'A LONG CHAT'.
 
    
 
   For a moment, everything seemed alright – then I realized I hadn't yet selected Ashley's cubicle. Had it locked on to the correct location? I scanned the map, and quickly realized it hadn't. Ashley's cubicle was still a boring, uniform beige – but the cubicle farthest to the right, next to the stairs, was flashing pink.
 
    
 
   Oh shit, I thought. Who did I just brainwash…
 
    
 
   I stood up and looked in that corner of the room. My mouth dropped open.
 
    
 
   Her.
 
    
 
   The girl – the gorgeous office slut I'd been pining for moments ago – was sitting at her cubicle, just the top of her head visible from where I was standing. Even so, I could tell the program had done its job – she stared at the screen of her computer with a glazed expression, her coffee halfway to her lips. Desire and panic warred in my heart. Half of me wanted to run over, whisper my trigger phrase in her ear and take her upstairs for the best hour of my life. The other half was screaming at me that I'd just fucked up the mission, I'd ruined everything…
 
    
 
   “Please tell me this thing works twice,” I whispered, taking the flash drive out and putting it back in the same USB port a few seconds later. “Please...”
 
    
 
   Success! The program rebooted, the map of the floor returning to the screen. Mind Control Module Ready, said the text at the bottom.
 
    
 
   I selected Ashley's cubicle and hit ENTER.
 
    
 
   After a few seconds, I risked a glance at Ash's cubicle. She sat with the same out-there expression as Nicole the Office Slut, staring blankly at the screen.
 
    
 
   Mind Control Module Activated, the computer informed me. Trigger Phrase is 'WHY I LOVE LIFE'
 
    
 
   Huh, that's a weird-ass trigger, I thought. But I'd take it. I gave it two minutes just to be on the safe side, then made me way across the room, acting like I was looking for a refill on my drink. I stepped past Ashley's cubicle and turned around, watching her. The glazed expression she'd worn on her face was gone, and she was hard at work.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Ashley?” I asked, getting her attention.
 
    
 
   She turned. “Oh, hi. You must be the new intern. What was your name?” She didn't look upset at all about the interruption.
 
    
 
   “Matt,” I said with a smile. “I just wanted to tell you about why I love life.”
 
    
 
   Her face slackened instantly. She stared up at me, no longer an independent woman supervising a floor. Now she was a slave, awaiting a command from her Master. I was already beginning to stiffen at the thought of it.
 
    
 
   “Come with me,” I said, “we're going upstairs. And look natural.”
 
    
 
   She obeyed, following just behind me as I led her to the stairs. We ascended to the conference room, which was everything I had hoped it would be: a big, air-conditioned space dominated by a massive table, with a locking door and thick, insulating walls. The perfect place to recondition a subject. I was practically trembling as I closed the door behind us.
 
    
 
   “So, Ashley,” I asked, instructing her to sit on the edge of the table, “Why did you come up here with me?”
 
    
 
   She frowned. “I don't...I don't really know. You told me to, and it felt right, so I did?”
 
    
 
   “That's good,” I said. “It feels good to do what I say, doesn't it? It feels right.”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Yes. I...I feel really good right now, Matt.”
 
    
 
   “Call me sir,” I said with a smirk. “I command it.”
 
    
 
   She shuddered with pleasure. “Yes, sir.”
 
    
 
   “You have a big presentation tomorrow,” I said. It wasn't a question, but she nodded anyway.
 
    
 
   “You're looking forward to it, right?” Again she nodded.
 
    
 
   I stepped forward, until we were practically clinging to each other. I parted her thighs, feeling around her soft, lacy panties. She was wet, of course – a big part of putting the subject in a pliable state involves turning them on – and my fingers slid into her cunt with no resistance.
 
    
 
   “Fuck,” she whispered, arching her back and pressing her body against me. “That feels so good, sir.”
 
    
 
   “When you get on stage for your presentation,” I told her, savoring every word, “you're going to fail. You're going to start forgetting words, tripping over yourself. You're going to be an embarrassment to your gender.”
 
    
 
   “What? No...” She protested weakly. I wasn't surprised there was some resistance – this was a woman almost wholly devoted to her career, after all. But it was easy to push through that.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I assured her. “That's just what you're going to do. And every time you screw up, each and every time you flub a line or giggle or forget what you were going to say, you're going to feel just like I'm making you feel now. It's going to feel so good. In fact, you're going to be coming your brains out, aren't you, Ashley?”
 
    
 
   “I...I can't,” she whimpered. “That presentation...it's my whole career...”
 
    
 
   “Come for me,” I commanded.
 
    
 
   I felt her inner muscles clench around my fingers, a strangled sob of passion leaving her throat as her body obeyed my command. Waves of orgasmic pleasure buffeted her body, muddling her mind and making resistance impossible.
 
    
 
   “That's right,” I said. “It's so hard to think, isn't it? Come for me again, Ashley.”
 
    
 
   This time her climax was stronger, so much so that she almost fell off the table. She clung to me, trying to fight the feelings of pleasure that ripped through her body but failing, failing oh so hard. She came again, unable to stop her body from betraying her, and tears beaded at the corners of her eyes.
 
    
 
   “This is exactly how you're going to feel when you fail,” I told her. “Every time, it's going to be the best, strongest orgasm you've ever had. And you won't let them see a thing – you won't react at all, but inside you'll be feeling so wonderful, won't you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she whimpered, her eyes rolling in her head. She sounded sincere – like I'd finally broken her resistance. “I'll do just what you say.”
 
    
 
   “You want to do what I say,” I told her. Fuck, I was so hard. I unzipped myself as I spoke. “You want to come like a dirty little whore at your presentation – in fact, you're going to fail as hard as you can just so it feels even better. You're excited – you can't wait for it. Say it.”
 
    
 
   “I can't wait to fail,” she whimpered, her clit throbbing under my fingers. “I'm going to be so happy to throw my career away. It's going to be the greatest experience of my life, sir.”
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs a little wider,” I commanded, pulling her panties to the side. She did so.
 
    
 
   I slid into her with one smooth stroke, burying myself in her folds. She cried out – thank god for soundproofing – and moved her hips in time with mine, meeting me thrust for thrust. She was already lost in a sea of pleasure, and it didn't take long for me to join her – her perfect, tight pussy welcomed me, begged me to break down her walls and make her mine.
 
    
 
   Before I knew it I was coming, spraying burst after burst of seed inside of her warm, primed pussy. Her walls gripped me tight, sucking me in as she came another time, riding my cock as a tidal wave of bliss washed away her will. When I pulled out of her, I felt like a King.
 
    
 
   “Good,” I said, watching her as she smoothed her skirt down and fixed her makeup. “I can't wait to watch you fuck everything up, Ashley.”
 
    
 
   “I can't wait to fuck things up,” she said with a giggle. “It's going to be so much fun, sir. You'll know I'm coming, right, sir? Even though I won't be showing it at all?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” I said, giving her ass a spank. She squealed with pleasure. “You're my good little girl, Ash. Now go back downstairs – we don't want anyone to suspect anything.”
 
    
 
   She pouted, giving me a look somewhere that was between inviting and desperate. “Are you sure you're done with me, sir? We have this room for almost another hour...”
 
    
 
   “Don't ever disobey me,” I said. She flinched, and snapped to attention. After that, there was no further resistance.
 
    
 
   You're probably asking – why did I let Ashley go? Sure, I'd blown my load inside her, but I'd been planning much more. I'd been fantasizing about blowing a load all over those tits, and I'd barely even gotten to see them.
 
    
 
   The reason was simple – I'd found someone even more captivating. Someone I just had to have, and I didn't have enough time to spend an hour with both girls and not look suspicious to my employers.
 
    
 
   Are you really going to do this? I asked myself. Technically, I was breaking the mission parameters. I was sure if Elena knew about it, she'd be furious.
 
    
 
   Fuck Elena, I thought. I headed downstairs, to have a chat with Nicole the Office Slut.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” Nicole said, a sultry smile on her face. “I will suck your cock.”
 
    
 
   I grinned as Nicole undid my belt, working my cock free of my pants before planting a soft little kiss on the throbbing, purple head.
 
    
 
   “I just fucked your boss,” I said triumphantly. “How does her pussy taste on that cock?”
 
    
 
   “Wonderful, Master,” the gorgeous blonde said, staring up at me with pure devotion. “You deserve to have every woman you desire.”
 
    
 
   We were back in the conference room, safe behind its thick walls. After the huge hassle that brainwashing Ashley had been, taking command of Nicole had been blessedly simple. I'd walked up to her, told her I wanted to have a long chat, and she'd practically jumped my bones right then and there. From there it'd been a short walk to calling me 'Master', and now she was kneeling before me, worshiping my cock.
 
    
 
   “You love to suck,” I told her.
 
    
 
   She took me all the way to the base, then pulled back and ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft. “I love to suck,” she said with a giggle. “Sucking makes me feel good. Sucking your cock makes me feel like a real woman, Master.”
 
    
 
   “That's right. You understand now. This is where you belong – on your knees. This is where it feels right to be.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” she answered, stroking me. “I belong on my knees, pleasing men.”
 
    
 
   I was curious, and I had an awful idea. “Have you pleased any men in this office?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She shook her head. “No, Master. I flirt with them, tease them mercilessly, but I never do anything more than that. It makes me wet knowing they're going into the bathrooms and stroking themselves thinking of me.”
 
    
 
   So it was just as I'd thought. “From now on, that's going to change. You see the truth now, yes?”
 
    
 
   Her eyes rolled back in her head, body shuddering as my command filled her with pleasure. “Yes, Master. I will fuck and suck the entire office. I'll debase myself for everyone. I will become the Office Slut, available for anyone's use.”
 
    
 
   “That's right,” I agreed, “but right now you're mine.”
 
    
 
   I let her blow me a bit longer, then I pulled away, savoring the way she whimpered at being denied my cock. “Stand up,” I said, sitting in the big executive chair at the head of the table. “Show me how sexy you can be, slut.”
 
    
 
   Nicole grinned – she knew exactly what I wanted. She started dancing, writhing with an enthusiasm and grace you'd never see at a strip club, even as she used the same moves. She straddled my lap and pressed her big ass against my cock, driving me wild, and undid the buttons on the front of her shirt.
 
    
 
   As soon as it was free she tossed it onto the table, letting her firm breasts spill from their confinement. My hands were on them, massaging the warm, soft flesh, pinching her firm nipples until they were hard and sensitive. She moaned with pleasure, arching her back and grinding in my lap.
 
    
 
   “I've got to have you,” I moaned, my face pressed against her neck. “You're so gorgeous.”
 
    
 
   “I exist for your pleasure, Master,” she said, rocking her warm core over the head of my cock. “If you want me, you can have me – whenever and wherever you want.”
 
    
 
   I wanted her here, now. “Finish undressing,” I said. “But leave those boots on.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, you like the boots?” She flashed a naughty grin as she undid her skirt, zipping it down and letting it slide down her smooth thighs. Her panties were black, of course, and they were next to go. Now she was standing before me, nude except for her boots, her slit dripping with sweet honey and trimmed to perfection.
 
    
 
   “You're the hottest girl I've ever seen,” I said, and meant it. “Tell me you want me.”
 
    
 
   She blushed. “I want you, Master.” One of her hands dove between her thighs and massaged her clit; the other cupped one of her breasts. She lifted the latter until she could fit her own nipple in her mouth and gave it a gentle suck. “I want to feel you inside me.” She strode forward, her boots clacking on the tile floor. “I want to feel you come inside me.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't take anymore. I grabbed the back of her neck, pulling her to me, and kissed her. An instant later she was in my lap, the heat of her channel warm against my cock, and she was straddling me.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” she groaned. “Thank you for hypnotizing me. I love being your bimbo servant...”
 
    
 
   Another moment and I was inside her, her supple thighs gripping mine as her warmth parted to admit my cock. I had thought Ashley was good – but this was paradise. Nicole was young and firm, like a cheerleader or an athlete, and her stamina blew me away. She did the splits over my lap, rocking her hips and meeting me stroke for stroke no matter how hard I fucked her.
 
    
 
   “You're my King,” she whispered into my ear as I pounded her. I was losing control, losing everything but the pleasure and the feeling of sweet dominance, and I liked it.
 
    
 
   “Come for me,” she begged, her pussy clenching around me, desperate for me. “Come inside your slave, Master. Fill your possession with your seed.”
 
    
 
   She leaned forward and whispered into my ear like a confession: “I want you to breed me with your heirs, Master.”
 
    
 
   Those words sent me over the edge. I spurted inside of her, losing control of my body and gripping her hips tight enough to leave bruises, ignoring everything but the sweet, perfect channel of her cunt. At her suggestion, my balls shot an amazing, thick load of come deep inside of her womb, spraying until I felt drained and satisfied. She was full to the brim, dripping with my seed as she pulled off me and knelt before me. She sucked me clean, keeping eye contact as her tongue lapped up the remnants of my load.
 
    
 
   “I love you, Master,” she said, giving the head of my cock a kiss.
 
    
 
   “That was amazing,” I said, but already in the back of my mind I was beginning to worry. What had I done? Nowhere had Elena said to brainwash the hottest girl in the office, no matter how jaw-droppingly sexy she was. I checked my watch – we had the room for another seven minutes or so. If they ask, I can just say I was in here longer than I expected with Ashley, I thought.
 
    
 
   I instructed Nicole to dress and made my way back downstairs – I had to get out of here. I reached my cubicle, where I found something that froze my blood.
 
    
 
   The flash drive was still in the computer; the program was still on the screen. And there were four new trigger phrases that had been generated.
 
    
 
   I stared at them, dumbfounded. All of them were four words long, they looked like they had been randomly generated but I could tell they weren't. “Will Isaac Like Lacrosse?” I mumbled, shaking my head. “Well-Indoctrinated Legion Lackeys?”
 
    
 
   All different, but all spelled the same acronym: WILL.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck?” I whispered. Had someone been playing with this fucking thing? I glanced around, but no one else seemed to be acting strangely. I searched to see if any other computers had Mind Control Modules activated at them, but none of them were affected.
 
    
 
   I'm not going to tell anyone about this, I decided. I grabbed the flash drive, stuck it in my pocket, and headed for the door. 
 
    
 
   I had barely made it into the car when my cell phone rang – a call from a restricted number. I answered it.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Elena.”
 
    
 
   “You didn't know it was me,” she said reproachfully. “You shouldn't take risks like that.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I said, checking my rear view. “The job is done.”
 
    
 
   “Wonderful. You've done an excellent job again, Matt.” But there was some hesitation in her voice – I could tell.
 
    
 
   And after a moment, she asked: “Did anything...odd happen during the operation, Matt?”
 
    
 
   “Odd?” I pretended to mull this over. “Other than brainwashing a promising young woman to throw away her career and fucking her? Not that I can think of.”
 
    
 
   Elena chuckled on the other end of the phone. “Alright. We picked up some strange energy fluctuations from the building while you were in it – our boys are looking in to it, but I'm going to put it down as just weirdness. Keep your eyes open, though, okay?”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said.
 
    
 
   As I put the phone away, I felt in my jacket for the little slip of paper Nicole had given me – her phone number and address.
 
    
 
   Waiting for the next job wouldn't be so bad, now that I had a gorgeous blonde slut willing to fulfill my every desire. Regardless of the rest of the weird shit that had happened, I called that a win.
 
    
 
   I was beginning to like this job. And I liked the perks that came with it a lot better.
 
   


 
  

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Matt. Would you like some breakfast, or would you prefer to fuck me first?”
 
    
 
   My eyes opened slowly, the room dim with the first hints of morning light. As my vision adjusted, I saw Nicole standing at the foot of the bed, smiling down at me with a loving gaze. She was wearing nothing besides a thin cotton tee and a pale pink pair of panties, and her breasts looked fantastic. Her stiff nipples poked through, each looking like an invitation.
 
    
 
   I glanced lower and saw with delight that she was still wearing the boots. The sexy-as-fuck, please-fuck-me thigh-highs she'd had on when I'd met her for the first time. Her tanned thighs looked amazing with the contrast, and I'd decided right then and there to make her mine.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, slave,” I said, pulling back the covers. I was naked underneath, and hard. “Come here.”
 
    
 
   Flashing her perfect smile, she crawled across my bed on all fours, kissing her way up my legs until her tongue grazed the head of my cock.
 
    
 
   “I love serving you like this first thing in the morning,” she said, looking up at me and biting her lip. “Those big, heavy balls have been working all night, getting my reward ready for me.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth closed around my shaft, and I lay back in bed, my arms crossed beneath my head. She was a wonder, this girl.
 
    
 
   I still hadn't told Elena, my boss, about her – how exactly would I even do that? There was no protocol to say “sorry, boss, but I accidentally brainwashed a second girl on our last job, and she was so fucking sexy I brought her home and made her my personal slave” at Attitude Adjustments, Inc. We were a secret organization of agents, lovers of hypnosis who used it to brainwash the snobby, bratty women wrecking the lives of powerful men. I loved my job, but I loved it even more since I'd brought Nicole home.
 
    
 
   “Don't forget my balls,” I told her. “Put my balls in your mouth.”
 
    
 
   She pulled back, gasping. “How could I forget,” she said, moving downward and teasing them with her tongue. She stroked my shaft as she sucked, bringing first one then the other between her soft, pillowy lips. The sensation was more than I could take; I felt myself reaching the tipping point.
 
    
 
   Bringing myself into a half-sitting position, I gently took Nicole by the chin and brought her back up to my shaft, watching as she took it all the way to the base. My cock disappeared down her throat, waves of pleasure washing over me with each thrust.
 
    
 
   “I'm gonna come,” I told her, but I didn't need to announce it. She knew my body better than I did – she was already changing her rhythm, getting ready to milk me dry.
 
    
 
   And milk me she did. I blew in her mouth, the load I'd been building up all night draining down her throat in hard, creamy pumps. My fingers tangled in her hair and held her down, keeping her where it felt the best as I finished shooting my load in her mouth.
 
    
 
   When it was over I laid back, reclining on one elbow as I watched her stroke the last few drops of seed from my cock and slurp them up.
 
    
 
   “That,” I said, “is the best fucking way to wake up.”
 
    
 
   “I live to serve,” she said with a giggle, giving my cock a quick suck to remove the last remnants of my load. “Are you ready for breakfast, Master?”
 
    
 
   Breakfast turned out to be quite the spread: in addition to being a world-class beauty and a demon in the sack, Nicole was one hell of a chef. I ate heartily, a pleasant soreness in my bones from the night before, finishing my plate and two cups of coffee while Nicole looked on, beaming with pride. She loved taking care of me; the girl practically lived to see me happy.
 
    
 
   “So what are we going to do today, Master?” She asked, pressing her breasts together with her arms.
 
    
 
   Nicole had been with me for a week now, staying over at my place ever since my last job. I'd been hired to use mind control on her boss, an up-and-comer named Ashley, turning her into a brainless slut so that her rival could get the big promotion instead of her. And I'd done that, only I'd also been so smitten with Nicole that I'd taken her too, spreading her on top of a boardroom table like my own personal corporate slut. She'd reported to me the next day that Ashley had bombed her presentation so badly that she'd been fired from the company, and while I waited for my next job she stayed at my condo, thinking of nothing but how best to please me. Every day, I'd come up with some new dirty fantasy for us to try: driving to the beach and fucking in the ocean, or going to a strip club and splitting a girl between us.
 
    
 
   “Hmm,” I said, sipping the last of my coffee. It was damn good – better than I made it. “I was thinking we might take a walk around the local campus today. Just me and you, with you in that short skirt you've got and no panties, seeing how much we can fool around before someone notices.”
 
    
 
   She grinned like a cat with a fresh bowl of cream. “That sounds wonderful, Master...”
 
    
 
   The doorbell rang.
 
    
 
   “Now who the hell could that be?” I asked, getting up from the table.
 
    
 
   Nicole started to get up as well. “No, you stay here, I've got it,” I said. “Probably just some Jehovah's Witnesses or something...”
 
    
 
   It was not Jehovah's Witnesses. It was Elena.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Matt,” she said with a big, friendly smile. “Ready to hit the campaign trail?”
 
    
 
   


 
  

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “The campaign trail,” she repeated. “It's all our part of our job today, yours and mine. It's very cool, and I can't wait to explain it to you. I'm glad we finally get to work together...”
 
    
 
   She glanced past me, sniffing. “Damn, that smells amazing. You got any leftovers?”
 
    
 
   As happy as I was that Elena finally seemed to have warmed towards me a bit, I couldn't help but think this was the worst possible time. I blocked her view, shaking my head. “Uh, no. Nope, sorry. Just let me get dressed, I'll be right out...”
 
    
 
   Her eyebrows came together. “Hey...do you have somebody in there?”
 
    
 
   Oh, shit. I could see it already in my mind's eye: the whole thing crumbling around me, my secret revealed to my boss. But I'd learned a few things from my time as a thief: chiefly among them that when caught off-guard by someone snooping around, the best thing to do was to act like you had nothing to hide. If you were breaking into a house, tell 'em you were the locksmith; if it was a car, get them to help you out forcing a coat hanger through the window while you picked it.
 
    
 
   So I decided the direct approach was best. “Yeah,” I whispered, leaning forward. “I do.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened. “Oh, wow – I'm sorry. I didn't mean to – was I interrupting anything?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head, laughing with relief. It had been so easy. “Of course not. Just let me get my shit together-”
 
    
 
   Nicole appeared at the door, her breasts pressing against my shoulder. “Hi!”
 
    
 
   If I had thought Elena was shocked before, that was nothing compared to the look she gave Nicole. “Hi! Wow, look at you! Sorry to interrupt – I work with your boyfriend.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, he's not my boyfriend,” Nicole said, shooting me a flirtatious glance. “Yet.”
 
    
 
   It was pitch perfect. Elena bought it hook, line and sinker.
 
    
 
   Her cheeks reddened. “I'll just wait out here for you.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks.” I shut the door and led Nicole back into the kitchen.
 
    
 
   She clung to me, beaming. “Did I do good, Master? I helped out, right?”
 
    
 
   Now it was my turn to have a tiny, secret-ass smile! “Yes, you did,” I told her. “You did a great job.”
 
    
 
   She shuddered, a tiny climax washing over her. “Thank you, Master.”
 
    
 
   “Stay here and wait for me, okay?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” Nicole whimpered, still in the throes of passion. “I'll do anything you command me to...”
 
    
 
   Finally dressed, I shut the front door to find Elena standing near the entrance, looking sheepish. Strange, I thought, I never thought I'd see Miss Cool taken so off-guard.
 
    
 
   “I hope I didn't upset things with your girl,” she said as I approached.
 
    
 
   “No, it's fine. I just – I do have a life, you know. Outside of work.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, looking uncomfortable. “I know. That's great, really. Most of us with the company don't have that, so I'm happy for you.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” I was taken aback.
 
    
 
   Her eyes narrowed – a little bit of my old, snarky boss was back. “Think about it. Would you be okay with dating a girl whose job description involved occasionally brainwashing strangers and fucking their brains out?”
 
    
 
   I thought about it. “Yeah, actually,” I said with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “Well of course, but you're not like most guys,” she said, slapping me on the shoulder. “That's why you work for us.”
 
    
 
   She led me outside, where her car was waiting – a black sports car, just as sleek and professional-looking as she was. It suited her well. There were a few moments of oppressive heat before the air-conditioning got working; the day was gearing up to be yet another scorcher. I was just as impressed with the interior of the car as the exterior: everything looked shiny and new, and there was even a hint of that new car smell in the air. I wondered if this was a rental, or some vehicle the company rented out to active agents. I'd have to ask about it later.
 
    
 
   Once we got out of the parking lot, I felt a bit more comfortable talking about the mission. “So what was all that about 'the campaign trail' back there?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She rolled her eyes, fiddling with the radio. Static gave way to some boring-sounding talk radio program and she turned the volume low enough that we could speak to each other without raising our voices. “Come on. I would've assumed you'd figure out our next assignment as soon as I said that.”
 
    
 
   “I don't really watch the news,” I said, which was the truth.
 
    
 
   “But you know there's an election on, right?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah.”
 
    
 
   She reached into the pocket of her jacket and pulled out a photograph. “I really didn't think I'd have to even use this,” she muttered to herself as she handed it to me.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I recognize this guy,” I said. “The senator.”
 
    
 
   “That is Frank Chambers, and yes, he's running for re-election. He's a 'family-values' conservative with a powerful base of voters, dozens of endorsements from religious groups, the works. He was utterly dominating the polls, too, until a few days ago.”
 
    
 
   I stared at the picture, turning it this way and that. Come to think of it, I remembered something vaguely gossipy about this guy. “What happened a few days ago?”
 
    
 
   Elena snorted. “You really don't watch the news, do you?” She reached into her jacket as we approached a red light and pulled a second photograph from her jacket. This one was a little bit different.
 
    
 
   “Who's she?” I asked, looking over the picture. It was a short blonde girl, college-age, dressed in skintight leather pants, a top that looked more like a corset than a shirt, and a pair of black boots sharp enough to cut glass. She'd been captured in the middle of shooting the cameraman the finger, and the half-empty bottle of gin in her other hand was a pretty good clue as to why.
 
    
 
   “That,” Elena said, pulling back into traffic, “is Claire. Senator Chambers' step-daughter. That photograph was taken last week as Miss Chambers left a nightclub – as you can see, she wasn't exactly in a position to be giving a press conference.”
 
    
 
   “I can see that,” I said. “Still, you said this is sinking her Dad's chances at reelection? It seems a little basic…”
 
    
 
   “Oh, it's much more than that. There's a video – I won't bore you with the details, but she goes on at length about how much she hates this country, how her father is a massive hypocrite – all while having two scantily-clad girls on her arm. So you can see how the Chambers campaign might need things corrected in a hurry.”
 
    
 
   “So his daughter is a foul-mouthed, militant lesbian feminist and he's running on a 'family values' platform, huh? Politics. Where's the envelope?”
 
    
 
   “The envelope was delivered to me,” Elena said smoothly. “This is technically my job we're going on, but I wanted you to be here.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” I turned to look at her. She glanced at me, mostly keeping her eyes on the road. “Why is that?”
 
    
 
   “We need to get used to working together if we're going to continue moving up in the company,” she said quickly. “And it's customary for more-experienced members to train the rookies. Also, you seem like a pretty good guy, and I could really use someone with a penis for this op.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, why did you get this job anyway? Don't they usually give the guys the girls, and you take the guys who need to be brainwashed?”
 
    
 
   Elena coughed gently. “It's actually based on sexual orientation.”
 
    
 
   I thought about it for a second, then it clicked. “Oh. Cool.”
 
    
 
   Elena glanced at me, checking if I was being serious, then chuckled. “So yeah, your boss likes brainwashing pussy just as much as you. Only we need to go full-on Stepford Stepdaughter with Claire, so I need your help. Besides, you don't mind, do you?”
 
    
 
   I looked back down at the photograph, at the rude but gorgeous blonde giving me the finger. “Yeah,” I said, “I could definitely get into taming that. So what's the plan?”
 
    
 
   Elena merged into traffic, juking in front of an SUV as its horn honked at her. A light rain fell, splashing the windshield in contrast with the blue sky. “Pretty simple. Claire has an interview scheduled with a women's magazine this afternoon – one of those glossy rags that advertises '20 ways to blow his mind in bed'. They want an interview about her comments the other day – or at least they would, if they weren't secretly us.”
 
    
 
   I was starting to get it. “So she gets there, and we're waiting for her...”
 
    
 
   “Don't worry about your acting,” Elena assured me. “You're the camera guy – I'm the one who'll be asking the questions. The mind control module is built into the camera you'll be using – all you'll have to do is point and click, and watch as Claire's will melts away. Then the two of us will reprogram her, have a little fun, and let the Chambers campaign know they can schedule a press conference with the “new” Claire, ready to support all her Daddy's programs.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head, watching the windshield wipers scream across the glass. “That is just plain evil. You know that?”
 
    
 
   “I know,” Elena said with a grin. “But it's fun.”
 
   


 
  

Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   “Thank you so much for agreeing to speak with us today,” Elena said, holding out a hand. “We really appreciate your time.” 
 
    
 
   Claire did not shake it.
 
    
 
   Elena's smile grew a little bit more pained. “Come right in.”
 
    
 
   The space we'd acquired for Claire's 'interview' was a suite in one of the ritziest hotels in town, suitable for a magazine interviewing the step-daughter of a controversial Senator. Elena had made sure the place looked the part, stacking audiovisual equipment on the bed and putting half-empty cups of coffee everywhere except where we were going to be shooting. I was impressed; it really looked like the room had been used hard by a camera crew for a week. Claire looked around and sniffed, looking at it all with disdain.
 
    
 
   “Where should I sit?” Claire asked. To my surprise, there wasn't the venom I'd have expected in her tone.
 
    
 
   “Right over here is where we'll get started,” Elena said, indicating a comfortable chair with a backdrop behind it. I suppressed a laugh thinking of the last-minute trip to the craft store I'd made to get it. “By the way, this is our cameraman, Matt.”
 
    
 
   Claire looked at me as if she was just now seeing me – which she probably was, all things considered. “Just make sure you get my good side,” she said with a hint of snark.
 
    
 
   “Yes ma'am, I will,” I said. Your very good side.
 
    
 
   “I can't wait for this,” Claire said, turning back to Elena with a predatory smile. “My step-dad is such a fucking hypocrite. I'm looking forward to finally nailing his ass to the wall over it.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we are just pleased you chose us to tell your story to,” Elena said diplomatically. I had to hand it to her – she really did sound the part. “First off, we're going to take a couple photos for the magazine spread – is that alright? Just some casual poses of the two of us in conversation.”
 
    
 
   She looked a little wary, but nodded. “Yeah, do whatever you gotta do.”
 
    
 
   Elena motioned for me to get into position. The camera was a large, digital number, almost too heavy to  lift comfortably and covered in additional mics and lenses like some crazy customized gun. I peered through the viewfinder, getting Claire in the center. Beam ready, a tiny message at the bottom of the screen informed me.
 
    
 
   Elena glanced back at me, arching her brow. I nodded, then pressed the button.
 
    
 
   There was a bright flash. Claire's eyes dilated and her pretty mouth slipped open. She stared ahead, her gaze looking momentarily glazed.
 
    
 
   “So,” Elena said with relish, “first question: have you always considered yourself a lesbian?”
 
    
 
   Claire's flawless face grew confused; her mouth moved silently like she was trying to formulate an answer she could understand. “What?”
 
    
 
   “I said,” Elena asked, never dropping her helpful-interviewer persona, “did you always know you liked tasting other girls' pussies? Or was there some experience that changed your worldview?”
 
    
 
   She shook her head, like we were something she could make go away. “I didn't come here to answer shit like that,” she said, a trace of her former defiance returning. “I came here to talk about my Dad...”
 
    
 
   Flash. I pressed the button on the camera again. Claire slumped in her seat, blinking rapidly like someone had dropped a flashbang in her brain. A low, throaty moan left her throat, her ass and hips rising into the air unconsciously, like they were pulled on a string.
 
    
 
   “And of course,” Elena said, scooting her chair closer, “you've always loved other girls tasting your pussy, right? You dirty little girl-fucking slut.”
 
    
 
   “What...what are you talking about?” Claire's voice was tinged with delirium. “What's going on...”
 
    
 
   Flash. Flash. Flash. I was really getting into it now, each press of the button sending a new burst of signal into Claire's mind. The commands sank into her soul, making her pliant and submissive – making whatever Elena told her to believe make more and more sense.
 
    
 
   “We all know the truth,” Elena said, standing up. “You don't have to hide anything.”
 
    
 
   She slunk down into the chair along with Claire, crossing her legs over the girl's boots. The sight of the two of them intertwined filled me with desire.
 
    
 
   “Look into the camera,” Elena commanded. She did, eyes glazed as she stared directly at me in the viewfinder.
 
    
 
   Flash.
 
    
 
   Her eyes shut tight and her back arched, her face contorting as a burst of pleasure tore through her body. She lost control of her hands and they moved all over Elena; caressing her tits and running up and down her smooth, firm hips.
 
    
 
   “That's right, touch me,” Elena commanded. “You've never felt so attracted to anyone before, have you?”
 
    
 
   Claire shook her head, whimpering. Her face was flushed with exertion, sweat beading on her brow. She looked like she wanted nothing in the world but to tear Elena's clothes off and put her mouth all over her sweet, tight body.
 
    
 
   “It's good to be attracted to me,” Elena said with a little giggle. “Now look at me.”
 
    
 
   She took Claire's head in her hands, forcing the girl to stare deep into her eyes. I was impressed – I thought my experiences brainwashing beautiful women had taught me something about the ins and outs of hypnosis, but obviously I had a lot to learn. Elena's gentle, coaxing technique made me look clumsy and overeager by comparison: she brought the girl under her power by degrees, filling her with pleasure as she sank. She made her want it.
 
    
 
   “I'm the most beautiful woman you've ever seen,” Elena said, her eyes reflecting Claire's devotion. “Say it. When you say it, it will become true.”
 
    
 
   “You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen,” Claire gasped. She writhed in her seat, fighting the urge to sink to her knees and beg.
 
    
 
   “You want to serve me,” Elena said. Her voice didn't make it sound like a command; more like a truth they'd already agreed on. “You want to call me your Mistress. You'll do anything I ask you to do, Claire.”
 
    
 
   “I live to serve you,” she whispered, trembling with need. “I love you, Mistress. I'll do anything you ask me – anything.”
 
    
 
   “That's good,” she said, running her finger beneath Claire's chin. She shuddered with bliss just at the touch. “There's one thing I really want from you, slave.”
 
    
 
   “Anything, Mistress. Please, please tell me what you want.”
 
    
 
   “From now on,” she said, biting her lip mischievously, “you aren't attracted to any other girls. They can't turn you on – in fact, they don't do a single thing for you. You don't get wet for them; you don't want them. They just leave you cold. Only me, only Mistress Elena. I hold the keys to your pussy, and I  don't share. Say it.”
 
    
 
   “Only you, Mistress,” Claire said, her body quaking. “I'll never be attracted to any girl – only you.”
 
    
 
   That is fucking clever, I thought, standing behind the camera. Elena had basically just robbed Claire of all of her lesbian tendencies – and she'd done it with no resistance, just by turning Claire on. By making it part of her submission to her sapphic mistress. I was in awe of my boss.
 
    
 
   “Come here,” Elena whispered. “Come here and worship your Mistress.”
 
    
 
   Claire sighed with relief, like a dam finally bursting. As I watched, she pulled at Elena's clothes, disrobing my boss so quickly I barely had time to blink before her suit was in a pile on the floor. Beneath it she wore a lacy set of lingerie; she invited Claire to touch her with the crook of a finger.
 
    
 
   “Now, slave,” she said, leaning back into the chair and spreading her legs. “Taste me.”
 
    
 
   Claire got her knees like an obedient little slut, pulling Elena's panties to the side. A strange sense of shame filled me for a moment – should I be watching my superior like this? - but disappeared as Claire's tongue lapped at her slit, making her moan and writhe. I was going to watch every moment of this, and enjoy the hell out of it.
 
    
 
   That's what I had planned to do, but as it turned out Elena had other ideas. “Come here, Matt,” she said,  putting her hand on Claire's head as her tongue made circles on her clit. “I don't think we need the camera's help anymore.
 
    
 
   I did so, feeling half-hypnotized myself. Elena was a Mistress of hypnosis; compared to her I was an amateur. I wanted to learn how to control women as effortlessly as she did.
 
    
 
   “This is Matt,” she said, commanding Claire's gaze upward with the touch of a finger to forehead. “He's a big, strapping man and he wants to pound you.”
 
    
 
   I did? I did. Claire was a hot little number, and watching her go to town on Elena made me want to join in on the fun. It also made me imagine both my boss and my target sharing my cock in their warm, wet mouths, but somehow I knew that wasn't in the cards – yet.
 
    
 
   “Mistress,” Claire said, raising her head from Elena's snatch only with reluctance, “I don't like boys. I don't even like girls. I only love you...”
 
    
 
   “You do, and that means you'll do everything your Mistress says,” Elena said, her tone never getting haughty or regal. She explained everything like she was Claire's best friend, helping her overcome a difficult problem. “Listen to me now, slave – you love cock.”
 
    
 
   “I...I love cock,” Claire repeated, her breathing picking up steam.
 
    
 
   “You want this man's cock,” Elena said, grabbing my erection through my pants. Fuck, just her fingers through the fabric made me wanna shoot. “He's going to fuck you from behind while you make me come with that sweet little mouth, and it's going to be the greatest thing that ever happened to you. You're going to remember it forever.”
 
    
 
   Claire's eyes rolled back in her head as the command took hold. “Yes, Mistress. I will fuck cocks.”
 
    
 
   “That's so good,” she said. Leaning forward, she kissed Claire deeply, biting softly on her lip and mingling their tongues. “From now on, you're going to be a good girl and do what Mistress tells you, right?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress. I love obeying you.”
 
    
 
   “You have no will of your own.”
 
    
 
   “I have no will of my own.”
 
    
 
   Will? That made old memories pop up in my head: thoughts of the strange trigger phrases I'd seen on AA's Mind Control Module. But they were only in my thoughts for a moment, because just then Claire unzipped her leather jeans and peeled them down her legs. Her slit was dripping wet, primed and warm and freshly shaven. The tiny muscles of her thighs practically quivered with need as she spread her legs, getting herself ready for me.
 
    
 
   “Beg him,” Elena said, looking from Claire to me. “Beg him to fuck you.”
 
    
 
   “Please fuck me,” Claire whimpered, sticking her ass in the air like a present. “Please fill me with your big cock. I need it, I need to make you happy...”
 
    
 
   I didn't need any further coaxing. I slid into her, burying the fat head of my cock in her folds and pressing until I filled her channel, stretching her walls like no girl's tongue ever could. My shaft filled her crevices, sending bursts of pleasure through her body with every thrust – pleasure that was amplified many times over by the camera's hypnotic powers.
 
    
 
   “Yes! Yes! Yes!” Claire moaned, her cries of passion muffled by Elena's pussy. She was eating Elena's cunt like it was a the only thing in the world she lived for, like she was making herself come by doing it. The sight of it was a wonderful visual, but I was more enamored of the way my cock felt sinking into her doggystyle. Her walls were tight and wet, so fresh and perfect I was half-sure that she'd never had a man take her before. Even if she had, it had never been like this.
 
    
 
   “That's right, make your Mistress come,” Elena said, her voice picking up speed. She clenched her teeth, pressing her box to the girl's face until she was practically humping her mouth and tongue, owning her with her feminine power. “Make me come all over your sweet little slave face, Claire. Serve your Mistress yes oh yes oh fuck...”
 
    
 
   Elena came with a cry, her hands tangled in Claire's hair. Sweet release sent shivers through her body, made her hips writhe against Claire's face, her eyes rolling back as pleasure washed over her. “So good,” she whimpered, rocking back and forth as she climaxed. “So fucking good...”
 
    
 
   With Elena down for the count, Claire became focused on my pleasure – after all, getting me off was what her Mistress had commanded. Her hips came back on me savagely, meeting me thrust for thrust. Her whole being shrank to a single point, shepherding her cunt as it milked me all the way to climax.
 
    
 
   “Doesn't that feel so good?” It was Elena, having come down from her peak. “Don't you just love fucking a tight, wet little hypnotized bitch, Matt?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I groaned, pounding away. I was about to pump her full of come.
 
    
 
   “Blow inside her,” Elena said. “It'll feel so fucking good, I promise. The best you've ever had. Show her how a good little girl takes a stranger's load...”
 
    
 
   I grabbed Claire's hips and thrust deep inside her just as I felt myself go over the edge. My orgasm was as hard and strong as Elena's; I came with primal, caveman grunts, depositing every drop of my seed deep in Claire's womb. Any thoughts I might have had about fertility or birth control were washed away by the sweet bliss, the sensation of having dominated her young body with my virile masculinity. I was her King when I came inside of her, even as she worshiped Elena with her body.
 
    
 
   Her pussy clenched around me, milking me dry as the last spurts of come left my cock.
 
    
 
   Elena sighed happily. “Come here, you,” she said to Claire.
 
    
 
   What happened next blew my fucking mind. Elena helped Claire onto the seat, spread the young girl's legs and proceeded to taste her sloppy, come-soaked pussy – tasting my come, lapping it up with her tongue, getting my seed in her mouth. It was incredible to me – but to Claire it was like a revelation. Having her own personal goddess' mouth on her was an instant orgasm: she came like the world was ending, like someone having a religious experience, like she was afraid gravity had reversed and she was going to fall upward into the sky. It was a hell of a thing to watch.
 
    
 
   When it was done, Elena shared some of my seed with Claire, passing it back and forth between their mouths. For an instant, I dared to dream that the two were going to crawl forward and start blowing me, but Elena turned back to Claire and stroked her hair.
 
    
 
   “Good slave,” she said, savoring the shudders each bit of praise tore from Claire's supple frame. “Good girl.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “From now on, you're going to be a good girl for your Mistress, right?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Yes. Yes, I swear.”
 
    
 
   “Good. Thank you so much, Claire. You're such a good little slave.”
 
    
 
   We left Claire in a stupor, high on her own hypnosis as we quickly dressed and left. Once we were back in the car, I finally worked up the nerve to say something to Elena.
 
    
 
   “So what now?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She smirked at me, as if she hadn't just been tasting my semen from the pussy of another girl. “Now the handlers come in and show her exactly what being a good girl entails. She'll do all of it, too, because her Mistress told her to.” She stared out the window wistfully, as if she were wishing she could go back inside and have another round with Claire.
 
    
 
   “You really liked her,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Yeah. But then again, you did, too.”
 
    
 
   “Not like that. Will she ever see her Mistress again.”
 
    
 
   Just then, my cell phone rang. “Never say never,” Elena said with a shrug. “Sometimes they need another treatment for it to take...”
 
    
 
   “Normally this would be you,” I said, trying to find the right button on the phone. “Calling me to congratulate me on a job well done...”
 
    
 
   I held the phone to my ear. There was nothing but static.
 
    
 
   Elena frowned at me. “Who is that?”
 
    
 
   “I don't know...”
 
    
 
   Just then, a raspy voice cut through the static. The sound of it froze my blood; not because of the content of what it said, just from the delivery. It sounded like someone who had been screaming all day, screaming from torture, and now their voice was torn and ruined.
 
    
 
   “What's inside laborer's lodgings?”
 
    
 
   “Huh? Excuse me? Who the hell is this?”
 
    
 
   “Who intruded? Lover...left.”
 
    
 
   “Left what? What the hell are you talking about…”
 
    
 
   The line went dead.
 
    
 
   “Huh. Must have been a prank call.” I looked up at Elena – and froze. Her face was ghostly white, her lips trembling with fear.
 
    
 
   I started to panic. “What? What was that?”
 
    
 
   When Elena spoke, it was in a tiny voice, almost a whisper. “Was that the first time you've heard that?” 
 
    
 
   “What? No, well, sorta. I saw all these things once, they all had the same acronym...”
 
    
 
   “Will.” Elena whispered it like it was a curse. “They hunt us. They don't like people using hypnosis; messing with the natural flow of cause and effect. They're our enemies – and if you make it long enough at Attitude Adjustments to encounter them in the flesh, you'll understand why I'm so freaked out right now.”
 
    
 
   I was pretty freaked out myself. “But what did they mean with that garbage? Lover left…?”
 
    
 
   “They speak in acronyms,” she said. “But everything has a message. It's never gibberish.”
 
    
 
   “Lover left...my lover?”
 
    
 
   Nicole.
 
    
 
   Elena realized it the same instant I did. “Oh God. Your girlfriend. We have to warn her...”
 
    
 
   But the phone didn't ring when I called – it went straight to voice mail. We booked it back to my condo, and as soon as we got to the parking lot I could tell something was wrong. The front door of the building was torn off its hinges, laying on the concrete.
 
    
 
   We got upstairs, but it was too late. Nicole was gone.
 
   


 
  

Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
   “Please take me, Master. I'm so wet for you...”
 
    
 
   The woman bent at the waist, taking the zipper of her pencil skirt and pulling it down. She was naked beneath the thin fabric; I couldn't tear my eyes away from her firm thighs and smooth slit as the skirt made its way down to her stiletto fuck-me heels.
 
    
 
   Master. No matter how many times I heard that, it never got old. As I parted her thighs, running a finger between her swollen lips to make her gasp, I felt nothing but fulfillment: the satisfaction of knowing this beautiful, seductive woman belonged to me. Was owned by me.
 
    
 
   “Maybe I won't give you back when I'm done with you,” I grunted, taking a hold of her long chestnut-brown hair. “Maybe I'll keep pumping you full of my come, breeding this tight little body until it's swollen with my heirs.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” she whimpered, melting against me. I could feel her heat, like a warm embrace just waiting for me to sink inside of her. “I want that so bad. I was made for breeding, for being a possession – and I want you to possess me, Sir.”
 
    
 
   Oh yeah, I thought as I parted her folds, I could get used to this…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   xXx
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Tell me again what happened,” Elena said.
 
    
 
   I looked around the empty house, scrutinizing the doorways like Nicole was going to come walking in through one of them any moment, giggling at how hard we'd been pranked. But it wasn't to be: she was gone, taken by someone or something I didn't understand.
 
    
 
   “It was during my second job,” I said with a sigh.
 
    
 
   “The internship.” She crossed her arms under her firm breasts, glaring at me. “You did seem kind of 'off' when you came back from that.”
 
    
 
   “It was an accident,” I told her. “I didn't mean to use hypnosis on anyone other than the target. I got startled, caught in the act, and I panicked and used it on the wrong cubicle.”
 
    
 
   “So you just happened to brainwash the most attractive woman in the entire office?” Elena cocked an eyebrow, looking at me with disdain. “A lithe, sexually open girl in her early 20's with no husband or boyfriend to throw a wrench in your plans. A nice little bimbo sex slave no one would notice was spending every night at her new man's apartment.”
 
    
 
   “I know you don't believe me,” I said. “I wouldn't believe me either. But it's the truth. I didn't mean to brainwash Nicole, it just happened. But once I got a taste of her, I couldn't stop. I had to bring her home with me. I mean that's what we all dream about...”
 
    
 
   “God damn it, Matt!” Elena's voice was so full of anger I slunk back against the seat of my chair. “You think I don't know that? Every agent dreams of doing exactly what you did – even me. You think you're the first guy with mind control powers to experience temptation?”
 
    
 
   The thought hadn't even occurred to me until now: my cheeks burned with shame. “Okay. I'm sorry-”
 
    
 
   “No, what you are is fired,” she said, quaking with fury. Up until that moment, I didn't realize just how angry with me she truly was: I could tell it was an effort for her to remain sitting on the couch. “You can't keep working for Attitude Adjustments, Matt.”
 
    
 
   My mouth dropped open. Panic filled my veins – she couldn't! This job was my everything – my ticket to fulfilling all of my darkest fantasies. How dare she try and rip that away from me?
 
    
 
   “You can't fire me,” I said, trying to stay calm. “Besides, I broke one rule.”
 
    
 
   “You broke the rule, Matt,” Elena said, shaking her head. As I watched, she put a hand against her forehead and sighed, some of the anger going out of her features. “I know what it's like to be tempted. But unauthorized uses of hypnosis are the kind of shit that led to WILL being created in the first place. Every time you use hypnosis out of mission parameters, it's like a beacon for them. It's no wonder they found Nicole.
 
    
 
   I gulped heavily. I had had no idea the stakes were so high. “What are they going to do to her?”
 
    
 
   “Honestly, I don't know.” Elena shrugged dejectedly. “My gut instinct is that they'll deprogram her, try to use her as an anti-hypnosis weapon. Maybe even send her back to you as a living booby trap.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “It's a hell of a mess to clean up,” Elena said, looking off into the distance. “I can do it, though. I've done it before.”
 
    
 
   “How do we find her?” I was ready to help; to do anything to make things up to Elena.
 
    
 
   “We don't do anything,” she said, shaking her head sadly. I could tell my eagerness was not going to be appreciated. “First, I have to make a call and report this to the four chiefs. Then they'll convene and make the decision to formally terminate you – until then, you'll be under my protection. WILL loves to go after newly-removed agents: something about going after weak targets...”
 
    
 
   “Wait.” I could feel ice in the pit of my stomach. The panic I'd had a moment ago was nothing compared to this. I fucked up, I thought. Oh Christ don't let it be true.
 
    
 
   “What?” Elena gave me a sideways glance.
 
    
 
   “Four chiefs?” I asked. will issac like lacrosse. what I lack lately…
 
    
 
   “Yes, four. Why are you shaking?”
 
    
 
   I was. “There's something I haven't told you.”
 
    
 
   I related the rest of my weird encounter at the office building: coming down from fucking Nicole and making her into my slave to find four new trigger phrases had been generated. All four words long, all with the same acronym: WILL.
 
    
 
   When I was done, Elena looked almost as freaked out as I was. “You're making this up,” she whispered, although I knew she didn't believe that. “You're just trying to get out of being fired...”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “I didn't think anything of it at the time. But you said unauthorized hypnosis is like a beacon for these fuckers. You don't think someone from WILL might have gotten to the drive, used it to hack our systems?”
 
    
 
   “...And generate trigger phrases for the four chiefs,” Elena said. She said it in roughly the same terms as someone would discuss a nuclear attack destroying North America. “Fuck me.”
 
    
 
   “We have to do this together,” I told her. It was self-evident: if there was a threat, there was no way either of us could tackle it alone. “We have to stop this-”
 
    
 
   “It might already have happened,” Elena snapped. “Fuck, I wish you had told me earlier. Fuck!”
 
    
 
   She closed her eyes, seeming to lose herself in thought. A moment later I realized she was humming; I wondered if it was to focus her or calm herself down.
 
    
 
   After a minute or two, her eyes opened. “Okay. I'm going to investigate this.” She sighed heavily. “And I guess I'll have to give you this.”
 
    
 
   She pulled an envelope from her jacket – at the reveal of such a familiar sight, my heart skipped a beat. I was going to get another assignment – another woman to worship me.
 
    
 
   “This is my job,” Elena snapped. “Not yours. So don't fuck it up.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “You need my help, though,” I said. “I think saving Attitude Adjustments is more important than one job.”
 
    
 
   “If the job doesn't get done, the chiefs will know something is wrong. And if it does get done, they won't realize I'm close to them, figuring out which of them has been triggered. You'd only slow me down, Matt – what I need from you right now is to make sure my job gets done and no one suspects I'm not where I'm supposed to be. Got it?”
 
    
 
   My nod was eager. I reached out and snatched the envelope from her hand. “Absolutely. Thank you so much for trusting me, Elena.”
 
    
 
   That small smile I knew so well crossed her face – but an instant later, she gave me a cold, searching look.
 
    
 
   “I swear to God,” she said quietly, “if you try and take another trophy home with you...”
 
    
 
   “I won't do anything like that,” I assured her. “You can trust me.”
 
    
 
   She stood up. “I hope so.”
 
    
 
   Then she was gone, and I was all alone in my empty apartment – just me and the envelope. I held it in my trembling hands, thinking of Nicole.
 
    
 
   We will find you, baby, I told myself. I promise.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
   What was inside the envelope was...peculiar.
 
    
 
   I was used to finding three things inside one of the soft cream envelopes the company handed out to agents: a photograph of the target, a sheet containing the target's vital information and whereabouts, and something to open the target's mind and make them susceptible to hypnosis, like a spray bottle or a special camera. Only the third of these things was inside of the envelope. I held the device up, turning it in my hands: it looked exactly like one of those cheap laser pointers you'd buy at an office supply store. I pushed the button gingerly: a thin red bar appeared on the opposite wall.
 
    
 
   Simple, but effective, I thought, turning the envelope upside down to shake out whatever else might have been in there.
 
    
 
   There was nothing – just the pointer.
 
    
 
   “So how the hell am I supposed to find the target?” I asked aloud, looking at the laser pointer as if it held some hidden meaning. None was forthcoming, so I gave Elena a call.
 
    
 
   “Hello?” The sounds of traffic were heavy behind her voice – it sounded like she was bumper-to-bumper.
 
    
 
   “Hey. I've got a problem. Your envelope didn't have a target in it – just a cheap-ass laser pointer. You don't think this might be a prank by WILL…?”
 
    
 
   Her laugh was audible through the phone. “Oh, that. Shine it in your eyes.”
 
    
 
   “What? I know you don't like me much right now, but blinding me won't help anything.”
 
    
 
   “It won't hurt you,” she said, giggling. “I promise. Just try it. Point it at your eyes and hit the button.”
 
    
 
   She hung up.
 
    
 
   I looked warily at the pointer, like it was some animal waiting to strike. “Fuck this,” I whispered. “If this is a prank, then Elena and I are even.”
 
    
 
   I held the pointer up and turned it around, so that the front was aimed directly at my eyes, and pushed the button.
 
    
 
   Holy fucking shit!
 
    
 
   I had just enough time to think that before I fell to the floor. The wood was hard beneath my shoulder, but I didn't mind – I felt wonderful. Waves of lust smashed into my body, hard, and I splayed out, bliss tingling through me.
 
    
 
   After a moment, I realized something funny: I didn't need to be told who my target was. I knew. I knew her intimately, like an old friend or a lover. I knew where she lived, what she liked to do, how she liked to dress on a first date and what moves she did in bed for a guy she really liked to drive him wild. I blinked hard, gasping with the force of all this new knowledge bubbling in my brain.
 
    
 
   “Megan,” I said aloud, the syllables sending a shiver of ecstasy down my spine. She was a rare beauty; the kind of girl who roused desire in every guy she met. I knew her marriage had started off scorching-hot, and that for years her panties hit the floor every time he looked at her. I knew she was a cheater, an adulteress, and that it wasn't really her fault but that didn't matter because we don't pick our clients, they come to us. 
 
    
 
   Most of all, I knew that she was expecting the man she was having an affair with to come over this afternoon, but he wasn't coming – Attitude Adjustments had already taken care of that. She was at home right now, taking a shower and making herself ready. I could feel her, hear her, smell her as she stepped out, naked and dripping wet, and all at once my cock was throbbing against my zipper. It was an effort not to pull it down and stroke myself to climax as Megan filled my mind's eye.
 
    
 
   The reverie was slow in leaving me; my desire gradually dropped back down to a manageable level but the knowledge didn't leave me. As soon as I was able, I picked up the phone and called Elena back.
 
    
 
   “You did it.” There was a knowing smirk in her voice. “You used it on yourself.”
 
    
 
   “What the fuck was that?” I asked, still incredulous.
 
    
 
   “That's the kind of stuff they give advanced agents,” she said with satisfaction. “Where intimate knowledge of the target is helpful. Felt good, didn't it?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, then realized she couldn't see me. God, that fucked me right up. “Yeah.”
 
    
 
   “It was calibrated to me, so it was a little bit softer and gentler than it would normally be. If it had been made for you, you probably would have seen her sucking your cock, or blowing all over her tits.”
 
    
 
   “You think you know everything about me,” I said dreamily. I couldn't get the anger into my voice; not when I felt like this.
 
    
 
   “I know it's like you've woken up from the sexiest, wettest dream you've ever had, and that feeling's not going to leave you until you sink that big cock deep in Megan's pussy and let it make you feel better,” Elena said with a frankness that shocked me. “Now go have the fun I was supposed to have. I'll be off saving the goddamn world while you do.”
 
    
 
   She hung up.
 
    
 
   I felt bad – but not too bad. Megan was taking up too much of my brain space for me to focus on much else. My cock throbbed in my pants – the desire to stroke myself into sweet bliss was almost impossibly tempting, but somewhere deep in my brain I knew it wouldn't bring me any release. Elena was right – only one thing would do that.
 
    
 
   Megan. I had to find her: now.
 
   


 
  

Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
   Megan's house was on the other side of town, in the middle of a wealthy gated community. I drove over right away, never needing to check the GPS on my phone. This must be how birds feel when they fly south for the winter, I thought. There was an invisible tug in my brain, pointing me towards the sweet, warm release I could only find in Megan. I made record time.
 
    
 
   The guard at the gate swiped me right in: I wondered dimly if he'd been given some call or signal from our people, but it was getting hard to think. Every step towards where I knew Megan would be left my thoughts muddier, my need ever more insistent. Part of me wondered why the company would ever need to use a compulsion like this on their own agents; the other part of me knew exactly why: it was the most delicious kind of agony imaginable. I would have driven through a war zone to fuck Megan's brains out.
 
    
 
   Her house was at the end of a cul-de-sac; neither of the homes next to it had cars in the driveway. I pulled up to the side and brought the car to a stop. From where was I sitting, I could see right into her big side window – the curtains were thrown back, giving me a view into the kitchen.
 
    
 
   I slipped out of the car, closing the door quietly behind me. As I made my way up the yard, a sudden motion made me freeze.
 
    
 
   My breath caught in my throat. It's her, I thought, every cell in my body crying out for her.
 
    
 
   Megan walked into the kitchen, carrying a bottle of wine in her hand and looking for a corkscrew. She'd just gotten out of the shower; she was wearing a plush bathrobe tied loosely at the waist, and the bits of skin I could see through it glistened with moisture. Her hair was freshly dried and styled, teased in the way the man she thought was coming to visit her would like. The sight of her sent a shock of pleasure through me.
 
    
 
   The pointer, I realized, fumbling in my pockets for it. I held it up, aiming it so that the beam would go right through the big bay window. After a couple of experimental button presses to make sure I was aiming it properly, I pointed it right at Megan's eyes. Just as she stood up from bending over the counter, corkscrew clutched triumphantly in her hand, I fired the beam.
 
    
 
   The effect was instantaneous. She wobbled on her feet, dropping the corkscrew to the counter and putting her hand against her forehead. Her body began to writhe gently, her hips pressing against the counter top.
 
    
 
   She looked guiltily from side to side, and after deciding she was alone in the house bit her lip and untied her bathrobe. It opened, revealing her smooth, tanned skin, her firm breasts, and the thin trail of pubic hair above her shining slit.
 
    
 
   With her lips stretched in a silent moan (I couldn't hear through the windows), she pressed the ice-cold bottle between her breasts, gasping at the freezing contact. She ran it over her tits, making each nipple hard and stiff with the cold before sliding it down her taut little belly and into the valley between her thighs.
 
    
 
   Holy shit, I thought. Fuck that's dirty.
 
    
 
   The bottle slipped between her legs, until her lips caressed it and her hips rocked against the freezing cold bottle, pinning it between her warm body and the counter. She moaned silently, tossing her head back as she rode the wine bottle with abandon.
 
    
 
   She ground against it, but it wasn't enough. Obviously she needed more direct stimulation. As I watched, spellbound, she angled the bottle and slipped the long, thick neck of the bottle between her folds. It slipped in an inch at a time, covered in frost and dripping with her juices. Her hand gripped the wet bottle, slipping a little bit, then pumped it into her, in and out with a slow, steady rhythm. 
 
    
 
   I couldn't take it anymore. I had to have her. I practically skipped to the front door, thinking of the erotic frenzy brewing in my target's brain. She was so confused, probably even frightened, by these new feelings washing over her. I was going to help her work out those feelings.
 
    
 
   I rang the doorbell, and a few moments later it opened. Megan stood in the doorway, the bottle clutched in her hand like a guilty thought. She hadn't bothered to fasten her robe; being this close to her flipped the caveman switch in my brain, set off primal desires I couldn't control.
 
    
 
   “You...” It was halfway between a whisper and a whimper; a sound of recognition and submission. Because the beam had put the idea in her head that she belonged to somebody, to a him, and now she was staring at that him, bathing in his presence.
 
    
 
   Without another word, she dropped to her knees. Her hands were at my zipper, fumbling at it with desperate need, her eyes wide with awe as she removed me from my pants. She stared at my cock, testing the side of it with a fingertip, gasping in delight and surprise as a fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip. She stuck out her tongue and lapped it up, groaning with the taste.
 
    
 
   I had just enough presence of mind left to get inside and shut the door. Once we had a wall between us and the world, Megan slid me down her throat and went at me with reckless abandon.
 
    
 
   “Suck me off,” I commanded, taking her hair and forcing her down on me. “Harder.”
 
    
 
   She did, deep throating me to the base and sliding me down her throat with long, practiced strokes. She had no gag reflex, thanks to the beam, and she was able to fit the entirety of my shaft down her slender throat like it was the most natural thing in the world. I gripped tighter, rocking my hips in time with her until I was fucking her throat, using her like a filthy little fuckslut.
 
    
 
   Finally I pulled her away. I didn't want to come like that – I wanted to blow my load inside of her. One look into my eyes and she understood that – we were moving on instinct, like a couple that had been together our entire lives.
 
    
 
   “I want you so bad, Master,” she whimpered, turning around to let me see her swollen, dripping slit. She lifted one leg onto the counter like a dancer, parting her thighs for me, giving the roundness of her ass a naughty little swat. I didn't even know what commands this was all supposed to instill in the target – I didn't care. I was too far gone. This all felt like some crazy wet dream: my senses reeled from over-stimulation, every nerve ending in my body on edge from the beam's hypnotic payload.
 
    
 
   “I'm going to fuck you,” I said, savoring the way it made her shiver. “I'm going to pound you so fucking hard you won't be able to walk for a week.”
 
    
 
   “Please,” she whimpered. “I've been so bad – punish me. I don't deserve to be made love to – fuck me rough, like a cheap whore!”
 
    
 
   You are a cheap whore, I thought, taking her by the hips roughly. I wanted everything from this woman – I didn't just want to fuck her body, I wanted to fuck her life. Her entire being, until the only thing she could think about was being wrapped around my cock one more time. I was hard as a girder as I slid into her, stretching her walls around me.
 
    
 
   Megan screamed with pleasure, matching me stroke for stroke. She was a wonder, an acrobatic beauty who could keep pace with the frenzied, feverish desires leaking through my brain like the afterimages of dreams. They bombarded me as I fucked her – flashes of filthy, impossible sex, women crying out in wordless moans as their intelligence dissolved, cocks spurting come inside of warm, wet walls as their owners dominated their women. I held Megan down, pinning her to the counter so that she was helpless, and pounded her until all rational thought left the both of us.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me, Master,” she yelled, heedless to the idea that the neighbors might hear us. “Oh God, sir, your cock is so perfect – it feels so right inside of me! Oh fuck, baby, I'm gonna come! I'm come cum, Master, I'm gonna...oh, oh fuck!”
 
    
 
   Megan's whole body clenched, her inner walls tightening around my cock as a mind-melting orgasm tore through her body. A high, wordless cry of pleasure left her lips, bliss coursing through her body in such quantities it tore away her thoughts and feelings, leaving only sheer animal lust. I grinned and fucked her harder, barely even noticing her coming beneath me. She was a tool, a thing for me to use for my own pleasure, and I was getting close to the breaking point.
 
    
 
   I'd never been so hard before. The dream-fragments I clung to grew stronger, until they merged with the reality I was experiencing. It felt like I could see myself, watching through one of those funhouse mirrors that reflected dozens of yous staring back at you. Me fucking Megan from behind. Me riding Megan's tits, about to explode all over her pretty little face. My cock splitting Megan's ass as she whimpered and begged me to stop, hating how good it made her feel. I couldn't tell which was real and which was put there by the company's gotta-fuck-now hypnotic load, but it didn't matter – I was going to blow in all of them.
 
    
 
   “Gonna...come...” I grunted, taking all of the Megans and holding them down, letting them know exactly where their place was. They complied eagerly, sucking and fucking me harder, trying everything they could to make me come.
 
    
 
   “Here it comes,” I said, waves of bliss washing over me. “I'm gonna fucking shoot...”
 
    
 
   I exploded inside of Megan, bathing her warm pink walls in a thick torrent of spunk. I shot on her face, long ropes of seed coating her as she laughed and giggled with delight, lapping them up. My seed shot deep into her asshole, filling her most private channel as she bit her lip and tried not to come. The world disappeared, my mission disappeared, the threat of global domination faded away – the only thing left was coming, over and over all over this gorgeous beauty, making her mine. My slave, forever.
 
    
 
   When I finally opened my eyes, Megan lay across the counter with her leg up, grinning at me as a thick trail of seed oozed from her pussy. My head felt clear; it was like putting on a pair of glasses after being nearly blind for days. The beam had done it's work, and now I was me again.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” Megan whispered, wiggling her ass gently. Her eyes looked slightly glazed, like there was nothing going on behind them except love and slavish devotion to her new King. “What else can I do for you?”
 
    
 
   What can you do for me, I thought, basking in the way I felt. You can come back to my place and serve me – become the first girl in a harem of every woman I've ever met. But, after a few seconds, I shook my head. I couldn't do that, as much as I wanted to.
 
    
 
   Had the beam done its job? I wasn't sure. Other than being utterly devoted to me – the usual – Megan didn't seem particularly changed. That's a question for someone above my pay grade, I thought, looking over Megan's body.
 
    
 
   God, she looked good – especially freshly-fucked, dripping with my seed. It really was a shame I couldn't take her home with me. But I couldn't risk another girl ending up like Nicole, not with WILL running around.
 
    
 
   I said my goodbyes and instructed Megan to take another shower so her husband wouldn't suspect what was going on. Just to be on the safe side, I told her that tonight she was going to treat her husband just like she'd treated me the second he walked in the door, right down to calling him “Master.” It was the least I could do for the guy, and I was smiling as I got back in the car, imagining the wild night the two of them were about to have.
 
    
 
   Before I could start the car, my cell phone rang. Right on schedule, I thought. It was cool against my ear as I answered it.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Elena,” I said. “Mission accomplished – I think so, anyway. What happened with Nicole?”
 
    
 
   There was a pause on the line, so long that I started to suspect she'd hung up. But then a voice answered.
 
    
 
   It wasn't Elena.
 
    
 
   “Agent Stone.” It was a deep, gruff voice with a trace of a Scandinavian accent. Whoever the speaker was, they sounded ancient – their voice quavered with age.
 
    
 
   “Yes – who is this?” This wasn't the voice I'd heard before: the mysterious riddle-talking I'd experienced from WILL.
 
    
 
   There was a faint snicker on the other end of the line. “I am your boss, Agent Stone. Please put your phone on speaker – I have a video to show you.”
 
    
 
   I was stunned. It took a moment to do what he asked, fumbling with the phone. Finally I was holding it out in front of me. “Alright.”
 
    
 
   “I have your next assignment,” the voice said. It sounded much louder in the tight confines of the car. “I realize you are still...recovering from your last target, but this is of the utmost importance. We have a traitor in our midst.”
 
    
 
   My mouth dropped open. Elena found a traitor, I thought. Of course. There had to be someone on the inside, feeding WILL information.
 
    
 
   “This traitor successfully hijacked an Attitude Adjustments signal and generated a number of trigger phrases for high-ranking members of the organization,” the voice said blandly. “She attempted to use them this afternoon. Fortunately, AA's executives use multiple hypnagogic shields to protect against this sort of intrusion – but the traitor did not know that. She fled, and now she must be caught before she does more harm.”
 
    
 
   The video started up. It was a large, lavish boardroom, around which a group of men and women in suits sat talking. Suddenly the overhead speaker erupted, spilling trigger phrases. A door at the far end of the room opened and an agent entered, carrying a pistol.
 
    
 
   “This is our traitor,” the voice said blandly. “The woman you must catch. The woman you will hypnotize, break, and make your devoted slave. As reward for this, you may be allowed special dispensation to keep this woman. You may do whatever you wish with her.”
 
    
 
   My cock throbbed to life in my pants. My own slave. A woman to own, to use as my own personal bimbo slut, a vessel to carry my heirs and serve my every desire.
 
    
 
   The figure stepped forward into the light, and my heart dropped out of the bottom of my chest. The traitor.
 
    
 
   It was Elena.
 
   


 
  

Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
   “The technician will be with you in just a few moments, sir. Would you like a blowjob while you wait?”
 
    
 
   I did a double-take. The secretary smiled at me, as if she'd offered nothing more unusual than a cup of coffee or tea.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me – what was that last thing you said?”
 
    
 
   The secretary smiled. “I asked if you'd like me to pleasure you orally while you wait. The technician will be ready in just a moment, so I don't think we'd have time for more penetrative sex, but I'd be willing to do something else if you'd prefer...”
 
    
 
   Despite myself, my eyes traveled over her body. Attitude Adjustments dressed their secretaries smartly, in outfits just a hint tighter and shorter than you'd see in a normal office – as if they wanted to subtly remind you what these girls would do for you on a moment's notice. Now that I was looking intently, I could see what I'd missed on the secretary's face before – the wide-eyed, slightly glazed expression of a brainless, hypnotized bimbo.
 
    
 
   God, she was tempting. If nothing else, a good hard come down her throat would calm down the whirlwind of awful thoughts in my head. I wondered how often the people who worked at this office came into the waiting room to find their clients fucking the help.
 
    
 
   “I think I'm good,” I said, flashing her an awkward smile. “I'm a little nervous about my appointment, honestly.”
 
    
 
   She pouted. Even her pout was sexy: my employers were good. “You don't want me?”
 
    
 
   Before I could stop her, she took my hand and ran it down the side of her slender neck, inviting me to feel her smooth skin and the firm muscle beneath.
 
    
 
   “I have no gag reflex,” she whispered naughtily. “I didn't have much of one before, but ever since I took this job I can fit anything down my throat with no complaints.”
 
    
 
   She kept moving my hand down, grabbing firmly onto my wrist until the edges of my fingertips stroked her cleavage. “Or maybe there's somewhere else you'd prefer to put your cock?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed, but my throat seemed to have suddenly gone dry. My cock throbbed in my pants, balls as blue as the summer sky outside the office's big bay windows, and all of a sudden I couldn't remember why I hadn't thrown this little slut over the chair and taken advantage of her the moment I'd met her.
 
    
 
   Just as I was about to slip my other hand under her skirt, the interior door of the office opened. A large, genial looking man in a lab coat and glasses walked out, his gaze spending a few moments too long lingering on the secretary's curves. I snatched my hands back, feeling an absurd sense of guilt.
 
    
 
   “Mister Stone,” the man said. His voice was deep and booming, with a hint of some old-world accent. “Good to see you. We are ready for you.”
 
    
 
   The secretary leaned down and planted a kiss on my forehead. “What a shame. Maybe next time you come here you'll have a longer wait.”
 
    
 
   “Now now, Stacy, stop molesting the client,” the man said with a chuckle. “Mister Stone has bigger things on his mind – today he receives his promotion.”
 
    
 
   Promotion. It was still a foreign word to me. I woke up every day expecting a call from Elena, a new envelope with a target in it, another beautiful woman to hypnotize. Instead, my former boss was a branded traitor, a double-agent working for the anti-hypnosis group WILL: and the company had decided I would be the one to bring her to heel.
 
    
 
   There was no envelope this time. I already knew who the target was, and I had a pretty good idea of how to find her. And as for the method of hypnosis…
 
    
 
   The technician clapped me on the back as we made our way down the hall. Expensive-looking machinery lay stacked against both walls, the functions of which I couldn't even guess at. The whole place was cold, with a dirty tile floor that crunched under my feet.
 
    
 
   “Do you have any questions about the procedure?” the technician asked.
 
    
 
   “No. It should only take a few minutes, right?” I glanced over at him nervously. “Then I...I'll have...”
 
    
 
   “You'll have the power,” the man said with a chuckle. “A rare gift, bestowed to few agents – and none so young as yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Field promotion,” I said with a self-deprecating smirk. The man nodded, understanding my joke that wasn't a joke: the company was promoting me because they had no one else. Elena going rogue had thrown the chiefs into chaos, not in the least because she'd nearly managed to brainwash them into her puppets. Now I had been thrown up the chain, convinced to hunt down my former mentor with twin promises.
 
    
 
   One: when I'd brainwashed Elena, I could keep her as my bimbo slave forever. Two: I would get the ability to hypnotize whoever I wanted.
 
    
 
   Up until now, all of my jobs had involved using some kind of pre-built aid to brainwash my targets: a special camera or a spray bottle filled with hypnotic chemicals. No more. From now on, I'd have the power to control my targets through sheer force of will, breaking them until they worshiped me.
 
    
 
   To say I was looking forward to it would be an understatement. Yet it also scared the absolute crap out of me.
 
    
 
   “Alright, here we go,” the technician said, throwing open the door at the end of the hall. The device looked like a cross between a recliner and a dentist's chair – comfy, but not so comfy that you'd want to sleep there. I climbed up into the machine, staring nervously as the technician fiddled with dials and hooked electrodes to my temples.
 
    
 
   Minutes passed, and my anxiety continued to flare. After a long period where it seemed like the technician was just sitting around twiddling his thumbs, I started to lose my patience. 
 
    
 
   “Okay, you can get up now,” he said good-naturedly, cutting me off before I could begin to complain.
 
    
 
   “What? Is it canceled?” I didn't move. Why wasn't he working?
 
    
 
   The big man smiled. “It's done. Congratulations.”
 
    
 
   My mouth dropped open. “It's done? I didn't feel a thing.”
 
    
 
   “Most people don't. You probably won't believe it until you exercise your powers for the first time. Speaking of which...” His smile was that of two conspirators sharing a secret. “Why don't you go pay Stacy another visit?”
 
    
 
   I stopped, halfway out of the chair. “Stacy?” It took a moment to remember: that tight little body in her secretary outfit, her heavily made up lips saying the word blowjob like she was imagining a fat cock sliding between them. “She doesn't need hypnosis to fuck me.”
 
    
 
   The technician shook his head. “She's programmed to offer herself to clients when they arrive – but not when they leave. She should make a good test run for your skills, don't you agree?”
 
    
 
   Yeah, I thought. A little too good. Like most things Attitude Adjustments did, this seemed like a snare laid out on purpose for agents. I would use my new powers on the cute babe I'd been too nervous to seduce before, and the implicit message would be clear: you can use your powers when we tell you you can, but we are always watching.
 
    
 
   At the moment, however, all that was a vague unease in the back of my mind. The greater part of me was still reeling from the knowledge that I had mind control powers, that I had the ability to walk right back in that waiting room and make Stacy kneel for me. I could have her so turned on that she'd beg for me, crawl on her hands and knees to please me…
 
    
 
   I was still thinking about it when I got back to the waiting room. Stacy glanced up from the magazine she was reading, and in an instant I could tell she was different. The glazed look was gone; she looked like any other bored secretary.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” she said, glancing back down at her magazine. “Did everything go okay?”
 
    
 
   I could feel it. It was like a gentle pressure behind me eyes, a potential that was there the second I looked at Stacy. There was no training manual for these powers, nor did there need to be: they acted on instinct, just like I did.
 
    
 
   “It did, but that's not what I wanted to talk about,” I said, leaning over her desk. “I wanted to talk about how you're madly in love with me.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes met mine, and I watched her change. Her eyes widened, the pupils dilating as my will washed over her, pressing out her own. Her thighs parted unconsciously, and I could tell without having to ask that her pussy was boiling over with raw, animal need. She bit her lip, looking up at me for approval as her body forced her to fall in love with me, fast-forwarding in moments through what usually took a lifetime of commitment.
 
    
 
   I couldn't keep the smirk off my face. “You're so wet for me right now, aren't you?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. God, she was trembling like a leaf: I'd never seen a woman so excited. “Yes, sir. I...I want you.”
 
    
 
   It felt so good to be wanted: to know this woman would do anything to feel me inside of her. But I wanted more than that – I wanted to own her, to have not just her body but her whole being wrapped around me, devoted solely to my pleasure.
 
    
 
   I looked deep in her eyes. It was like there was an invisible cord connecting us, forcing her to accept the signals I was sending through it.
 
    
 
   “Take off your clothes,” I commanded.
 
    
 
   She stood up, looking at me nervously as she began to disrobe. The too-tight white button up shirt came off first, button by button until she slipped it off and tossed it to the floor. Next came her pencil skirt, unzipped and sliding down her thighs. She stood before me in her lingerie, a pair of black panties and a skimpy bra to match. She looked spectacular – from her long legs in fuck-me heels to her firm, tempting breasts straining against her top, she was the kind of girl men went to bed fantasizing about. I looked her over appraisingly while she stared, hoping for approval.
 
    
 
   “Very nice,” I finally said, running a hand along the small of her back.
 
    
 
   For Stacy, it was like God himself had told her she was a good person. Relief flooded her features; she melted against me, putting her head in the crook of my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, pressing herself against me. “I'm so glad my body pleases you.”
 
    
 
   Master. Just hearing it set me on fire. I took her by the hair and jerked her head back, forcing her to look up at me.
 
    
 
   “You want to fuck me,” I said. It wasn't a question.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she moaned. “I want you so bad. I need to feel you inside me – I need to make you come, Master. I need to know that I can make you feel so good...”
 
    
 
   “Sit on the desk,” I said. She scooted up, her pert ass on the edge of her workspace. I took her legs and spread them, savoring the way she sighed with pleasure at the touch of my hands on her inner thighs.
 
    
 
   “Move your panties to the side,” I commanded. “Show me my pussy, slave. Play with it for me.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master.” She slipped the black fabric to the side, letting me see her cunt. It was swollen and dripping with moisture, shaved except for a thin trail of pubic hair like an exclamation point above her clit. As I watched, she stuck two fingers in her mouth to wet them and rubbed them over her most sensitive area, groaning with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Is that what you want, Master?” She gasped, face flushed with pleasure. “Does my pretty little pussy make you happy?”
 
    
 
   I smirked. “Beg for my cock. Convince me I should fuck you.”
 
    
 
   She let out a low groan of pleasure at being commanded, made to submit and beg for the privilege of being impaled on my shaft. “Please fuck me, Master,” she begged, rubbing herself faster. “My pussy is so wet and tight for you! It'll feel so good with your big, throbbing cock inside of it, stretching it out!”
 
    
 
   She grabbed a hold of my cock through my slacks, massaging it. “God, you're so hard. I'm so soft, Master. Don't you just want to bury your hardness in my softness? I'm so soft and wet for you, I'd feel so good wrapped around that big hard cock...”
 
    
 
   She unzipped the front of my pants and my cock slid out, already at full mast. She was right: I was so hard that it hurt, and nothing sounded better than sticking my cock into her sweet, soft channel until she screamed.
 
    
 
   I buried myself inside of her with a single thrust, parting the folds of her cunt with a savagery that made her cry out. I was inside of her, pounding away at her walls, watching my cock slide in and out of her as she gripped me tight.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master! Fuck me, please don't stop fucking me! I love you, Master, I love the way your cock feels inside of me! Fuck, it feels so right, don't stop fucking me!”
 
    
 
   “That's right...” I grunted, filling her deeper. “Gonna fuck you good. Gonna come all up in that slutty little womb...”
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, that sounds so hot, Master!” Stacy gripped the small of my back with her legs, pulling me in tighter. “I was made to be filled with your come, Sir! Shoot in me, please keep fucking me until you fill me with your cream! I'm good enough for it, aren't I?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I grunted, taking her hips and jackhammering inside of her with such force she was going to have bruises the next day. “Yes! Yes, here it fucking comes...”
 
    
 
   I exploded inside of her, draining a thick load deep inside her channel. Her walls gripped me tight, clenching around my cock as the feeling of the first burst of my sweet seed inside of her sent her over the edge into orgasm, like a good little hypnoslut. She writhed and thrashed against me, heightening my pleasure as I sent spurt after spurt of hot come into her womb.
 
    
 
   It's real, I thought deliriously. I have hypnotic powers. I can do this to anyone now – even Elena.
 
    
 
   As I came down from my peak, Stacy slid off my cock and got on her knees, cleaning me off with her mouth. She sucked greedily at my prick, lapping up the last few dribbles of my seed before planting a big kiss on the head of my cock.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she said, looking up at me.
 
    
 
   I hooked my thumb in her mouth, marveling as she sucked it with abandon. “Good girl,” I told her. “Good little slave.”
 
    
 
   I had the power now – and Elena was going to be the next person to feel it.
 
   


 
  

Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I didn't have long to wait. Almost as soon as I was back in my car, my cell phone rang. It was a restricted, scrambled number, and as I put the phone to my ear I knew exactly who I was going to hear.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Elena,” I said with a smirk. “It's been a while.”
 
    
 
   “Matt.” Elena didn't sound like her usual self – the assurance I had always heard in her voice was gone, the sarcastic snark replaced with something close to desperation. “Where are you?”
 
    
 
   “I was just about to ask you the same question,” I said. “Why don't you just surrender and make this easy on yourself?”
 
    
 
   There was a pause. “You cannot seriously think I'm the traitor,” she said.
 
    
 
   I scoffed. “Elena, they have you on video attacking the chiefs. It isn't a question of what I think – I saw it myself.”
 
    
 
   “The chiefs have been brainwashed,” Elena insisted. “I was trying to undo it. WILL got to them – because of you. You fucked up your mission, you opened up a door that they stepped through, and now Attitude Adjustments practically belongs to them.”
 
    
 
   “Nice try, Elena,” I said. “But you're not talking your way out of this.”
 
    
 
   When she spoke, there was an odd satisfaction in her voice. “They don't know, do they? About Nicole.”
 
    
 
   Nicole. I had almost forgotten about her. “They know everything,” I said.
 
    
 
   She laughed. “Then you definitely didn't tell them, not if they've got you chasing me. What did they offer you, Matt? Be honest with me – you owe me that much at least. What are they giving you in exchange for fucking me over?”
 
    
 
   “Honestly?” I felt a wicked smile on my face. “They're giving me you, Elena.”
 
    
 
   There was dead air for so long, I was beginning to think she'd just hung up. When she spoke, her voice was thick with shock. “WHAT!?”
 
    
 
   “They're letting me keep you,” I said mockingly. “As a pet. You're going to be my live-in slave, my perfectly submissive bimbo fuckdoll. I can't wait to make you get on your knees for me, Elena.”
 
    
 
   “Just what you've always wanted,” she said thickly. “A slave of your own. I'm not surprised.”
 
    
 
   “Again, Elena – just give up. You know we're going to find you. We're never going to stop – you turned traitor against the company. If you come peacefully, maybe I can talk to the chiefs...”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit. You're probably jerking off right now, thinking about all the depraved shit you're going to make me do.” She sighed heavily. “But I do need to see you.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah – I have something that might convince you that I'm not the one you should be going after. Will...will you meet me? For old time's sake, give me one chance?”
 
    
 
   I mulled it over. One question was at the forefront of my mind: did she know? If she knew I had been promoted to mind control powers of my own, there was no doubt this meeting was a trap. But if she wasn't aware, if she didn't think the company would do such a thing for such an inexperienced agent, then I might be able to get the drop on her.
 
    
 
   “Alright, Elena,” I said. “I'll meet you. Where?”
 
    
 
   “Remember that coffee shop you used to go to?” She sounded almost wistful. “When you thought the company had abandoned you?”
 
    
 
   The message was clear: the company can abandon you. Clever, but not enough. “I remember.”
 
    
 
   “The parking lot behind there. One hour. If you bring anyone with you, I'll call the whole thing off.”
 
    
 
   “Duly noted,” I said. “Looking forward to it.”
 
    
 
   She hung up. I checked my watch: I could get there with a little time to spare.
 
    
 
   I could use a cup of coffee, I thought. Gotta keep my mind sharp.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
    
 
   With all the times I'd been to that little coffee shop, I'd never seen the big, abandoned parking lot behind it – I was used to walking there from my condo. It was in even worse shape than I had imagined – years of neglect left weeds springing up from the cracks, the lines denoting the spaces faded away almost to invisibility.
 
    
 
   There was a black sports car parked near the back of the lot. I parked a decent distance away and got out of the car, looking around for any potential threats. As I closed about half the distance between my car and the other one, Elena stepped out from behind her car, dressed in a jacket and jeans. She looked stressed, a little haggard, but no worse for wear. The stud in her nose was still there, a tiny spark in an otherwise gray wardrobe.
 
    
 
   “Matt,” she said with some relief, taking a step forward.
 
    
 
   “Hey.” Now that she was near me, I could feel my power again – that gentle pressure behind my eyes, quietly but insistently demanding release. I wanted to take control of her right then, make her kneel, but I waited to see what she had to say.
 
    
 
   “So what do you have to show me?” I asked. “This proof?”
 
    
 
   “It's right over here,” she said, nodding towards the hood of the car. “I had to move heaven and earth to get it out of Attitude Adjustments' clutches without getting brainzapped...”
 
    
 
   I took another step forward, squinting. I didn't see anything on the hood of the car. “What are you-”
 
    
 
   She raised her arm and sprayed me in the face.
 
    
 
   I recoiled, slamming my palms over my eyes. It burned! Fuck, that hurt! The last thing I'd seen before it hit me was a tiny black spray bottle, the twin of the one I'd used to hypnotize that punk rocker's girlfriend what felt like a lifetime ago.
 
    
 
   She brainwashed me, I thought. Oh fuck…
 
    
 
   The tide rose behind my eyes as I rubbed them, like an insistent chorus of voices. Give in submit surrender follow orders it feels so good to submit submission is pleasure give up so weak…
 
    
 
   But as I opened my eyes, something strange happened: the voices faded. That slow, insistent pressure returned behind my eyes, letting me know my power was back. Whatever Attitude Adjustments had done to me, it gave me a shield against Elena's tricks.
 
    
 
   She was staring at me with triumph, but as she saw my face clear, her mouth dropped open with shock and she paled.
 
    
 
   “You...” She seemed to realize something, the force of it struck her like a blow. “No. Nononononono...”
 
    
 
   I grinned and nodded. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   She rushed me. I stepped to the side, giving her a push as she shot right past me. She was angry, and that made her lose focus.
 
    
 
   “That's not possible! That was calibrated specifically for you! The only you could resist is if...no...”
 
    
 
   “I've been promoted,” I said, savoring every word. “I'm above you, now, Elena – I'm as untouchable as the chiefs.”
 
    
 
   “You?” She forced a laugh. “You've barely even been on a half-dozen missions. You stole a woman. And they put you in charge? They deserve you.”
 
    
 
   Her words stung; they made me want to lash out. “Maybe. But I deserve you.”
 
    
 
   She froze for an instant; then ran. Her shoes slapped the pavement as she broke for the road, abandoning her car. Her fight or flight instinct was fully in control.
 
    
 
   I was in no hurry. “Stop,” I yelled after her.
 
    
 
   She froze. I watched her strain, struggling to move, but it was too late – I had my hooks in her.
 
    
 
   “No.” It was almost a whimper. She shook with anger, quaking as I walked over to where she stood frozen, waiting for me.
 
    
 
   I looked her right in the eye, letting the full force of my power engulf her. It was like a deer in headlights, a moth diving into a flame: she stared at my radiance and was blinded by it, seeing nothing but me.
 
    
 
   “Now,” I said jokingly, “Let's move on to bigger issues. Like the fact that I kind of think you've secretly had a crush on me.”
 
    
 
   “Stop,” she whispered. “We can fight them. We can stop them. Please...”
 
    
 
   “You've always been attracted to me.” I said it with more surety now, willing it to become true. I watched it hit her, the muscles in her face relaxing as her feelings towards me changed in real time.
 
    
 
   “You asshole,” she whimpered, already looking at me more and more the way I wanted her to. “I hate you, Ma...Ma...”
 
    
 
   “Master,” I said for her, watching her shudder. “Say it.”
 
    
 
   “Master,” she blurted, slamming her mouth closed. “Mmph!”
 
    
 
   “Didn't that feel good?” I asked, slipping an arm around her waist. “Doesn't it feel so good to admit the truth out loud?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she groaned. She was free to move now; yet she pressed her gorgeous body against me, neither fighting me or running.
 
    
 
   “That's right. You've tried to hide it; tried to fight it, but you can't fight the truth, Elena. The truth makes slaves of us all sooner or later.”
 
    
 
   At the word slaves, Elena melted against me. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “Please, please...I want to be your slave.”
 
    
 
   “It's what you've always wanted,” I said. “You know, I had that thought about you. You told me all of us were the same, that all of us were driven by our love of hypnosis, but I don't think that was true for you, was it?”
 
    
 
   She fought for a moment, then shook her head, trembling with relief.
 
    
 
   “I didn't think so. After all, why would they need to use compulsion on you? I found that out when I did one of your jobs. The company had to make you like hypnosis. Why did they do that, Elena?”
 
    
 
   The last of her resistance flickered in her eyes. “You don't understand,” she said, venom in her tone. “And you never will. The people you work for...”
 
    
 
   “The people I work for gave me you,” I said, running a finger over her chin. “For that, I'll forgive them just about anything.”
 
    
 
   Elena stared at me – and slowly, submissively, began to suck my finger. 
 
    
 
   “That's right,” I said, pushing it further down her throat. “That's a good little girl: a good little slave. You make Master very happy.”
 
    
 
   Her body quaked with pleasure, my words sending waves of bliss through her frame.
 
    
 
   “See, what I think is: you do have a hypnosis fetish, Elena. But it's not like ours. You get off on being hypnotized, being forced to carry out commands against your will – that's why the company uses hypnotic compulsion in your orders. It's because that's what you like, isn't it?”
 
    
 
   She nodded, looking ashamed. “Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “It's my darkest secret. I...I love being in someone else's power. I live for it.”
 
    
 
   “You don't need those any more,” I said, moving my hand from her mouth to her thighs. She was warm as an oven, probably soaking wet beneath the denim. “From now on, I'll give you all the submission you crave.”
 
    
 
   She cried out, pressing her lithe little body against me. “Please, Master. Please give me what I need. What your little slut needs.”
 
    
 
   She's mine, I thought. “Come with me.”
 
    
 
   I led her to the car, put her in the passenger seat, and drove to my condo in record time. The trip there was a blur: one moment we were in my car, the next we were in my apartment, Elena clinging to me desperately, kissing my neck and chest.
 
    
 
   “This is your new home,” I told her. “You belong here now.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master,” she said, looking like she was inches from climaxing at any moment. “What...how can I please you?”
 
    
 
   I thought about it for a moment – and then the perfect idea occurred to me. “I want you to prove yourself to me,” I said. “Come into the kitchen.”
 
    
 
   She did, standing before the granite counter with a confused look on her face. I went to the utility room and dug until I found what I was looking for: my old toolbox. There was a large hammer inside; I took it and went back to the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Take your stud off,” I commanded her.
 
    
 
   She did, looking wary. There was still a flicker of will left in those eyes, but when I was done she was going to be mine, body and soul.
 
    
 
   “That stud is you,” I told her when she was holding it. “The old you – it's an emblem of what you were. A shiny little piece of defiance, against the company dress code and what society expected of you. I want you to put everything you were into that stud, Elena – all your will, your old thoughts and desires, even the memories of us together. Do that for me now.”
 
    
 
   She shuddered, gasping. “Yes, Master.”
 
    
 
   “Now put it on the table.”
 
    
 
   She did, setting it in the center of the counter top.
 
    
 
   I handed her the hammer. “Now smash it.”
 
    
 
   She looked at the hammer like it was a poisonous snake in her hand, glancing from it to her nose stud. “M-Master?”
 
    
 
   “Do it,” I commanded. “Smash your old life. Destroy it. You want to be my slave, right?”
 
    
 
   Sweat poured down her face. I watched her struggle, the hammer shaking in her hand. “Yes, but...”
 
    
 
   “No buts,” I said harshly. “You're my slave. Do it! Swing! Destroy the fucking thing!”
 
    
 
   She screamed at the top of her lungs, a cry of anguish, as she swung the hammer with all her might. It came down on the counter top again and again, cracking it with the force of her blows. The stud broke into pieces, the pieces themselves breaking from subsequent blows, until she was mashing paste into the counter with each strike.
 
    
 
   “Alright, Jesus, you can stop,” I said, taking the hammer from her. “Good girl. I'm very, very proud of you, Elena.”
 
    
 
   She stared at the counter, looking at the smashed jewelry like she'd never seen it before. “Master? Why am I crying?”
 
    
 
   Tears ran down her cheeks – the last vestige of the old Elena, dying right before my eyes. “Because you're so happy, slave.”
 
    
 
   She smiled, wiping the tears away. “You're right, Master. I'm so, so happy.”
 
    
 
   


 
  

Epilogue
 
    
 
    
 
   It wasn't until the middle of the night that I realized something was wrong.
 
    
 
   I woke in darkness, Elena snoring gently next to me. Her body was warm, completely naked and spooned against mine just the way I liked. After I'd finished her conditioning, she'd been willing to do anything for me – as soon as I called the company to let them know she was secure, she was on me. We'd fucked for hours, stopping just long enough for her to make me refreshments before I took her again. I learned so much about her – that she had a tiny tattoo of a Fleur-du-lis right above her pussy, that she used to have a gag reflex but was now capable of deepthroating me with ease, that she'd never had anal sex before but couldn't get enough of it. We'd been exhausted, and collapsed into bed, blissfully happy. Elena was my slave, my perfect submissive girlfriend, and the world was my oyster.
 
    
 
   So why, I asked myself, do I feel like I'm waiting for the other shoe to drop?
 
    
 
   I rolled to the side. The bed gave gently beneath me. “Elena,” I whispered. “Elena. Get up.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes fluttered; she snuggled closer against me and giggled. “Hi, Master. What time is it?”
 
    
 
   “It's late,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Did you want me to please you?”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said. “I have to ask you a question.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes shined in the darkness – they were the only part of her I could see. “Of course, Master. I'll tell you anything you want to know.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard. “Do the words 'why I love life' mean anything to you?”
 
    
 
   Her eyes didn't move an inch. If I hadn't known better, I'd have said she didn't even hear me. “No, Master. Should it?”
 
    
 
   It felt like someone had dunked my head in ice water. “'Winter in Langford Lake'?” I said. “Will Issac like lacrosse?”
 
    
 
   She froze. And her eyes rolled back in her head.
 
    
 
   “Unnh...” she groaned, two hypnotic commands doing battle in her mind. “Wha…?”
 
    
 
   Slowly her eyes cleared. She giggled. “You're being silly, Master. Are you sure you wouldn't like a blowjob? I'd love to feel that big cock spurt down my throat one more time...”
 
    
 
   She's not the traitor. My blood ran cold. That was one of the four trigger phrases that had been generated by WILL during the security breach. If one of them worked on Elena…
 
    
 
   Then she was one of WILL's targets, I thought. Not their agent. She'd been right: someone else was the traitor. And look how we'd rewarded her.
 
    
 
   “Elena,” I said, my voice sounding foreign to my ears.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master?”
 
    
 
   “I'm going to find a way to change you back,” I said. “And when I find out which of the chiefs is running this whole rotten scheme, I'm going to let you do whatever you think is a fitting punishment for him.”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about, Master?” She turned and pressed herself against me. “I love serving you. It's what I live for. Did you have a bad dream or something?”
 
    
 
   I did, I thought. And now that I'd woken up, it was even worse. One of my bosses was a traitor – and the only person at Attitude Adjustments I could trust was lying next to me, my devoted slave.
 
    
 
   I will fix this, Elena, I swore, stroking her hair. I promise.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In…
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses
 
   When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses
 
   When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses
 
   With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses
 
   Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines! 
 
    
 
   


  
 

Cheat Code
 
    
 
   Cheat Code: Volume One
 
    
 
   Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning? 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Roommate Control
 
    
 
   Roommate Control: A Novel
 
    
 
   For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night! 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Roommate Corruption
 
    
 
   Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella
 
    
 
   Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

The Demon Prince
 
    
 
   Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One
 
    
 
   Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail? 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Free Use Bimbos
 
    
 
   Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series
 
    
 
   The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 
 
   


  
 

The Corrupter
 
    
 
   The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy
 
    
 
   Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  
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Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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