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Clover's Eyes


Linda Hart pulled her car into the driveway, happy to be home after a long day in the office. The sun hung low, painting the sky with strokes of orange and pink as it began to set, leaving the yard in a warm, soft light that did little to alleviate the tension in her neck from the long day's work. She stepped out of the car and took a moment to appreciate the quiet, the stillness that only came with the end of the workday. But as she approached the front door, she heard the unmistakable sound of laughter from inside.

Her heart skipped a beat. Not again. It was bad enough that Sophia had invited her new college friend Clover over almost every evening in the past month. But the way her daughter looked at her, with a mix of adoration and deference, unsettled Linda for some reason. She knew that college was a time for experimentation–she had no problem with it–but she found it difficult to warm to this new girl Sophia had become almost obsessed with. There was just something...off with this Clover, with the assured, possessive way she looked at Sophia–and at Linda. It was as if a stranger had infiltrated the sanctity of their home, and she couldn't shake the feeling of unease that accompanied every encounter with the young woman.

Entering the house, she called out a weary "hello," her voice carrying a hint of irritation that she hadn't intended. The laughter stopped abruptly, and she saw the two of them jump apart, guilt flashing across their faces before it was hastily replaced with welcoming smiles. Sophia looked up, her curly brown hair framing her flushed cheeks, and Linda couldn't help but feel a twinge of annoyance at the way her daughter's gaze darted to the floor before meeting hers. It was like watching a puppy who had been caught chewing on the furniture.

"Hi, Mom," Sophia said, a little too brightly. "We were just hanging out. Clover and I are working on our project."

Linda's eyes narrowed as she took in the scene before her. The coffee table was scattered with textbooks and notes, but she knew that look in her daughter's eyes. That wasn't the look of someone focused on academics; it was the look of someone hiding something. And Clover, she thought, had the audacity to look at her as if she belonged there, lounging in their living room like it was her own.

"Hi, Linda," Clover said, her voice a smooth purr that seemed to ooze confidence. "How was your day?"

Linda forced a smile, trying to ignore the way her skin crawled at the sound. "Long," she replied, making a mental note to talk to Sophia about boundaries. "I'm going to grab a shower and then start dinner, Sophia."

As she climbed the stairs to her bedroom, she could feel their eyes on her, and she wondered for the hundredth time what it was about this girl that made her feel so uncomfortable. She shook her head, telling herself it was just the stress of her job, the recent divorce, and her overactive imagination. But deep down, she knew it was more than that. There was something about Clover that didn't sit right with her, something she couldn't quite put her finger on.

After a quick shower, Linda slipped into her favorite pair of jeans and a t-shirt that clung comfortably to her post-workout body. She padded back downstairs and into the kitchen to put dinner in the oven, then made her way to the living room with the intention of watching TV. But  Clover was there, lounging by herself on the couch and flipping channels with the remote.

"I hope you don't mind," Clover began, her tone sugary sweet. "Sophia's in her room watching a video; she said you wouldn't mind if I hung out for a while."

Linda's irritation grew, but she held it in check. "No, not at all," she said through gritted teeth. "What's on tonight?" She took a seat at the other end of the couch.

Instead of answering, Clover set down the remote and scooted closer. "You know, I was wondering," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "How's the dating scene treating you these days?"

Linda felt the blood rush to her cheeks. "Not that it's any of your business, but it's fine," she said curtly, hoping the subject would drop. But Clover was like a cat with a mouse, purring with curiosity as she leaned closer.

"I mean, it must be so different now than it was when you and Mr. Hart were together. Those horrible apps, the expectations..." She trailed off, her eyes searching Linda's face for a reaction.

"I manage," Linda said, her voice tight. She didn't want to talk about her love life, especially not with Clover. "How about you?" The awkwardness of the question dawned on her just a second too late.

The smile on Clover's face was knowing, almost predatory. "I've had my fair share of fun," she said, her eyes flicking to the door of Sophia's room. "But I've always found that the most interesting people are the ones who aren't looking for it."

Linda did not like the vibe she was getting from this odd girl. It was pretty clear to her that her daughter had a pretty strong crush on her—the girl's cool confidence and striking aquamarine eyes would have a strong impression on anyone that age. Linda tried not to interfere with her daughter's life now that she was an adult, but Clover's interest in Linda's personal life came awfully close to crossing the line, and Linda struggled to bite her tongue.

"Wouldn't you rather join Sophia?" Linda asked, hoping to bring the conversation to a close, or at least reclaim her personal space.

"She's watching a...special video for our hypnosis project in our psych course; only one person on the project can watch it—that's part of the experiment," Clover explained.

Right, Linda remembered—their hypnosis project. That's what they'd mainly been working on together this past month. She had even offered to help when Sophia first brought her friend home. How had she forgotten that?

"Besides, I thought it was time that we got to know each other better."

Linda didn't like the suggestive tone, but she focused on tamping down her growing annoyance. This was not the kind of "getting to know you" conversation that she felt was appropriate. But she didn't want to kick the girl out, not yet. Instead, she took a deep breath, trying to keep some conversational distance between them. "Well, I've been pretty busy with work. Advertising keeps you on your toes," she began, hoping that would steer the conversation in a different direction.

But Clover was persistent. "You know, I've heard that after a divorce, people tend to... explore their desires more freely," she said, her gaze intense.

Linda's heart began to race, and she felt her cheeks grow warm. This was definitely crossing the line. She opened her mouth to protest, to change the subject, but the words got caught in her throat. It was as if something was holding her back, making her want to hear more despite her better judgment. "I'm not sure what you're implying," she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

Clover leaned closer. "Oh, I think you do," she murmured. "It's only natural. After being with one person for so long, the world of dating must seem so...daunting. But also full of possibilities. And you’re such a beautiful woman, Linda. Have you considered all of your possibilities?"

The living room grew hotter, the air thick with tension. Clover's bright, sparkling eyes were so distracting, and there was something oddly familiar about what was happening. Linda's mind raced, trying to understand why she was allowing this girl to make her feel so uncomfortable in her own home. She took another deep breath and tried to stand, but her legs felt like jelly. "I think I'll go check on dinner," she said, her voice shaking.

The young woman placed a hand on her wrist, gently but firmly guiding her back to the couch. "Dinner's fine—you were just in there a couple of minutes ago," she said, her voice soothing. "Just sit down, look into my eyes, and let's talk some more."

And despite the unease tightening in her chest, despite the anger building in her gut, Linda found herself obeying. She sat back down, her eyes locked on Clover's, unable to look away, the sense of deja vu intensifying.

"Now," Clover continued, her smile widening, "why don't you tell me about the last time you had sex?"

The question hung in the air, heavy and suffocating. Linda's mind rebelled, but the words began to form on her lips. She felt a strange compulsion to answer, to spill her secrets to this girl who was invading her life, her privacy.

"It's been a while," she admitted, her voice a mere murmur. She couldn't look away from those eyes, those mesmerizing pools of blue-green that seemed to pull her own eye like magnets. "After the divorce, I haven't had much time for...that sort of thing."

Clover leaned in closer, her gaze unwavering. "But you must miss it, Linda," she coaxed. "Being  in love, being desired, being...touched."

The way she said it, so intimately, so... knowing, made Linda's skin prickle with a mix of discomfort and... something else. Something she didn't quite understand. Her thoughts grew fuzzy, and she found herself speaking almost against her will. "Yes, I miss it sometimes," she whispered, the words spilling from her mouth like a confession. "But things are different now. I'm not sure what I'm looking for."

"Perhaps," Clover said, her hand moving to Linda's knee, "you just haven't found the right person to show you."

The touch was electric, sending a bolt of... something through her. Linda's eyes widened, and she tried to pull away, but her body didn't respond. "What are you doing?" she managed to ask, her voice shaking.

Clover's smile grew more predatory, the edges of her eyes crinkling with amusement. "Just relax, Linda. Look into my eyes. What do you see?"

The hand on her knee moved slightly, gently on her skin, and Linda felt her resolve slipping away as she stared into those dazzling blue-green eyes. She didn't know why she was so powerless against this girl's advances, why she couldn't just tell her to stop. But as the room grew darker around the edges, she realized that it wasn't just the hypnotic pull of those eyes she was struggling against; she was becoming aroused, and she didn't know how to fight it.

Panic began to set in, a cold knot forming in her stomach. She had to get up, she had to get out of here, but her body was leaden. She blinked rapidly, turning her head, but Clover's hand reached up to cup her face, turning it back towards her. "Just relax," she whispered, her breath warm against Linda's cheek. "Look into my eyes and tell me what you see," she repeated.

"They're so pretty..." Linda breathed. She hadn't meant to answer; the words just seemed to slip out. It was true, though, she reflected as those fascinating eyes held her gaze. "And deep, and swirly...?" Or was she imagining that last part? It was hard to tell, hard to think of anything of those captivating eyes.

The room was spinning, and Linda felt a strange sense of detachment. Her body was responding to Clover's touch, which was growing bolder by the minute, and she couldn't seem to stop it. Linda's eyes grew heavier, her mind swimming with confusion and a building desire that she hadn't felt in so long.

And then, just as she felt like she was about to succumb completely, the oven timer blared, jolting her back to reality. She jumped to her feet, the spell momentarily broken, and took a deep, shuddering breath. "I need to check on dinner," she said, her voice hoarse.

Clover's smile never wavered. "Of course," she said. "We'll continue this conversation later.” She got up and sauntered towards Sophia’s room.

Linda fled to the kitchen, her heart pounding in her chest. She had to get a grip, had to figure out what was happening to her. And she had to do it before she lost herself to those eyes. She poured herself a large glass of ice water and gulped it down. The coldness helped. As she busied herself cooking, she felt her head begin to clear.

After some time, she heard the door to her daughter's room open and the girls emerge. The sound of the TV in the living room suggested that study time was over, and Linda silently breathed a sigh of relief knowing that Clover would soon be on her way.

Just then, Sophia entered the kitchen, her cheeks flushed. "Mom, do you mind if Clover stays for dinner tonight?" she asked, her voice hopeful.

Linda paused and inhaled deeply, willing her irritation to dissipate. "Of course, sweetie," she said, forcing a smile. "The more the merrier."

Sophia's eyes lit up, and she practically squealed with delight before rushing back into the living room to inform Clover. Linda couldn't help but feel a pang of resentment. It was like her own daughter had been hijacked, replaced by this eager-to-please version who rarely acknowledged her presence. 

As meal time approached, Linda went through the motions of setting an extra place at the table, trying to convince herself that her unease was just the product of an overactive imagination. She had to keep her cool, not let it ruin dinner.

When they finally sat down, the tension was palpable. Linda offered a plate of roasted chicken and vegetables to Clover, who took it with a nod of thanks. As they began to eat, the conversation remained polite, but Linda couldn't ignore the way Clover's gaze kept flicking to her, assessing, probing.

"So, Linda," Clover began, a smirk playing on her lips, "You were about to tell me about your sex life earlier..."

Linda's hand paused mid-air, a piece of chicken frozen on her fork. Linda took a deep breath, willing herself to keep her cool. "Clover, that's really not appropriate dinner conversation," she said firmly. She glanced at Sophia, who sat looking down at her plate, the look on her face inscrutable.

Clover's smirk only grew. "Oh, I'm sorry," she said, feigning innocence. "I just figured we were all adults here."

Sophia remained silent, but her eyes darted back and forth between the two, a silent observer to the tension unfolding. Linda felt a flash of anger at her daughter's passivity.

"Clover," she began, her voice tight, "I think that's enough."

But the girl wasn't done. "Would you rather tell me after dinner?" she said, a glint in her eye. 

Linda's jaw tightened, her knuckles whitening around her glass. "I'm not discussing my personal life with you,” she said through gritted teeth, 

Clover leaned back in her chair, a smug expression on her face. "Why not?" she pressed. "It's the 21st century, after all. And let's face it, men can be so... disappointing." She winked at Sophia, who giggled nervously.

Linda's eyes narrowed, feeling a mix of anger and embarrassment. She hadn't anticipated the conversation taking this turn. "Sophia," she said, her voice firm, "I think it's time for you to help me clean up the kitchen."

Sophia looked at her mother, then back at Clover, before reluctantly rising from the table. Linda followed her into the kitchen, the weight of the unspoken words heavy in the air. They began clearing the plates, the clatter of dishes punctuating the silence. After a minute, however, Clover joined them, entering the kitchen with cat-like grace and confidence.

"You know, Linda," Clover said from the doorway, "I've always found it intriguing how some people can find attraction in the most unexpected places."

Sophia stiffened beside her, but Linda remained focused on rinsing the dishes. She didn't want to give the girl the satisfaction of knowing she'd hit a nerve. But the question hung in the air, unanswered.

"Is that so, Clover?" she finally said, keeping her voice casual. She didn't dare look at her daughter, afraid of what she might see in her eyes.

Clover nodded, her gaze never wavering from Linda's. "Yes, it's quite surprising, really," she said, her tone playful yet challenging. "But I guess everyone has their... preferences."

Linda felt a bead of sweat trickle down her back. She took a deep breath and composed herself before turning around to face the two of them. "Look, I don't know what game you're playing, but I'd appreciate it if you'd keep that kind of talk to yourself," she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

Clover's smile widened, revealing perfectly straight, white teeth. "It's not a game, Linda," she said, her eyes twinkling like aquamarine jewels. "It's just the truth. And let's face it, everyone's a little bit curious, aren't they?"

Linda's heart was racing, but she kept her face neutral as she placed the plates in the dishwasher. She hadn't expected the conversation to take such a provocative turn, but she wasn't going to let this girl get the better of her. "If you say so, Clover," she said, her voice measured. She turned to face Clover, to let her see that she wasn’t rattled. She wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction. But when she saw those mesmerizing eyes again, she froze.

Clover's eyes locked on hers, a mischievous glint in their depths. "Don’t you agree?" she asked, her voice full of mock innocence as she took a step towards Linda. "Have you ever been...curious?"

The silence stretched out, taut as a bowstring. Linda felt the heat of her own gaze as she stared into those mesmerizing eyes, the color of tropical oceans. For a moment, she couldn't find the words to respond, her thoughts tangled in a knot of confusion and... something else. Something that made her stomach flip-flop uncomfortably.

“Mom...?” Sophia’s voice seemed far away to Linda. “Clover, what are you doing?”

Clover’s eyes remained fixed on Linda’s. "Sophia," she called out, her voice a velvety command. "I think you should go watch your special video now."

“I should go watch my special video now.” Sophia’s monotone was little more than a whisper. Linda felt the room tilt slightly, but she couldn't pull her gaze from those hypnotic eyes. She was only vaguely aware of her daughter's robotic stiffness as she shuffled out of the room.

"Good," Clover murmured, her voice a warm caress. "Now it's just you and me." 

Linda felt a strange mix of apprehension and anticipation as she allowed herself to be led back into the dining room, her hand in the girl's firm grip. Clover pulled out a chair and Linda sank into it without protest, her eyes never leaving her daughter's friend. Clover sat across from her and leaned in.

"Just focus on my eyes," Clover murmured, her voice like a gentle wave lapping against the shore. "Let everything else fall away."

The clutter of the kitchen, the scent of the rosemary chicken from dinner, the distant hum of the TV—all of it dissipated into the background. Clover said something else, but Linda didn’t catch it as her world suddenly narrowed to the two sparkling eyes that held her in their thrall. They were the only thing she could see, the only thing that mattered.

Clover placed her fingers on Linda’s temples and drew nearer, her eyes boring into Linda’s very soul. "Yes, look deeper into my eyes, Linda. Listen and let my words sink deeply into your subconscious. We’re going to shape your brain a little more, Linda. More the way I want it.”

Linda felt as if Clover’s words were fingers in her mind, molding it like putty while she was helpless to resist.

“You will find yourself fantasizing about me frequently, Linda. In these fantasies, you cannot resist doing anything I tell you to do, no matter how humiliating. You will feel deep shame about these thoughts, but the heat of your shame will arouse you."

Linda sat, limp and unresisting, as Clover’s suggestions wormed their way deep into her thoughts. 

"Your obsession with me will grow, as will your shame," Clover said. “Because you know that this schoolgirl crush of yours is sick, don’t you?” 

Linda's heart pounded in her chest, and she could feel the truth of the girl's words. She nodded, unable to deny the emotions swelling up within her. "I do," she whispered, the confession ripped from her soul.

“And outside of your fantasies, you will find that you can no longer avoid answering my questions, no longer resist obeying my orders,” Clover continued. 

“I can no longer resist...” Linda echoed quietly, her eyes wide and glassy. 

“You may want to resist, you will burn with anger and embarrassment, but you will find yourself compelled to obey.”

“Compelled to obey...” came the monotone reply.

“Yes, compelled to obey, because obeying me makes you hot. Obeying me–especially when you don’t want to–is such a powerful kink, isn’t it, Linda?” Clover persisted with a predatory edge to her smile. “Giving me that power over you makes you so, so wet.” 

Linda trembled slightly, but she couldn’t deny the truth of it–it was embedded too deeply now.

“Very good, Linda. And now, these truths will sink deeply into your subconscious and bury themselves out of sight of your conscious mind. You don’t need to remember them, or our little discussion. You don’t want to remember. It would hurt so much to realize that I know your secret shame. You want to forget....forget...forget...”

“Forget...” Linda echoed, eyes wide and blank. “Forget...”

“And when I snap my fingers, you will awaken and forget, just like all the times before.”
“Awaken and forget,” Linda murmured.

They both rose from their seats, and when Clover snapped her fingers, Linda blinked rapidly, took a deep breath, then looked up.

“Did you say something, Clover?” she asked, a puzzled look on her face.

“I said thanks for letting me stay the night, Linda,” Clover said with a condescending smirk that sent an electrifying tingle through Linda’s erect nipples. 

Linda flushed at her strange reaction. Why did she find Clover’s condescension so...hot?

“I don’t remem...did we talk about that?” When did she agree to let this aggravating girl spend even more time here?

Clover rolled her eyes. “Uh...just now? Get it together, Linda!” 

Linda wanted to fire back, to let her know that she wasn’t about to take any more of her shitty attitude, but instead, a searing hot desire flared up within her at Clover’s disrespect. What the fuck was wrong with her–why was she feeling this way? But there was no denying the heat between her legs. 

“Oh, and I’ll have french toast for breakfast,” Clover called out as she headed to Sophia’s room. “And you’d better have real maple syrup!”

Linda’s fists clenched with rage, but at the same time her sudden wetness shocked her. For a moment, she stood frozen, her impotent fury at war with her body’s strange betrayal. Was she...enjoying this? Letting this college brat order her around?

Her mind whirled with confusion as she stalked angrily into the kitchen to make sure that she had all the ingredients she needed for french toast. 

After returning from the store with the eggs, vanilla, and maple syrup, Linda went straight to bed, but not before setting her alarm extra early. She didn’t know what time Clover would want her breakfast, after all. 

And throughout the fitful, feverish night, Linda’s dreams were haunted by the sickest, sweetest nightmares she had ever dreamt.

___

Friday evening sunlight streamed through the windows of Linda's quiet suburban home as she stepped in, briefcase in hand, the soft thud of the door echoing through the hallway. The house was still, save for the distant hum of the refrigerator, a stark contrast to the chaos of her office. She took a deep breath, letting the silence wash over her like a cool wave. She kicked off her heels and padded into the living room.

The week had been a tumultuous maelstrom of uninvited thoughts, her mind a treacherous sea of longing and guilt, tossing her about like a lost ship. For the last several days, Linda had felt a constant pull towards the college student, a desperate yearning that she couldn't comprehend.

During her commute, her thoughts often drifted to the vivid image of Clover's sparkling blue-green eyes, the way they seemed to dance with an otherworldly light. The fantasies grew more frequent and more intense as the days passed. In her mind's eye, she saw herself kneeling before the young woman, eyes locked onto hers, powerless to resist her slightest whim. Each time she envisioned herself in such a position, a thrill of arousal shot through her, setting her heart racing and her skin tingling.

The fantasies grew more elaborate, weaving a tapestry of desire and submission. She pictured Clover dressed in nothing but a silky robe, lounging on her couch like a modern-day Cleopatra, summoning her with a crook of her finger. The thought of being naked at her feet, eagerly awaiting instructions, brought a warm flush to her cheeks and a slick wetness between her thighs. She'd never felt so powerless, so utterly consumed by another person, and yet the very idea of it filled her with a mix of resentment and excitement.

With each passing fantasy, a storm of self-loathing and guilt crashed over her. This wasn't who she was—a respected professional, a mother, a woman who had always been in control. Yet, the more she tried to suppress these degrading desires, the stronger they grew. It was as if the very act of denial was a form of twisted nourishment, feeding the flames of her obsession.

Finally, she decided to take a shower, hoping the hot spray could wash away the sticky residue of her daydreams. She peeled off her work clothes, letting them drop to the floor, and stepped into the steaming embrace of the shower. The water beat against her skin, a rhythmic pulse that matched the tempo of her racing thoughts. As she washed her hair, she couldn't help but imagine the feeling of Clover's hands in the soapy strands, guiding her head down, forcing her to look up into those commanding eyes once more.

With a frustrated growl, she turned the water cold, the icy blast jolting her out of her reverie. She needed to get a grip—this obsession was becoming all-consuming. She had to find a way to regain control of her life before it spun completely out of orbit around this girl.

Stepping out of the shower, Linda wrapped herself in a soft towel and padded into her bedroom, her thoughts racing. The quiet solitude of the house felt like a balm to her frayed nerves. She had the whole weekend to herself—Sophia was visiting her father this weekend, and that meant no Clover for a few days. It was the perfect opportunity to try and put the brakes on this runaway train of desire.

The bedroom was a mess, a testament to the tumult of her emotions. Clothes strewn about, papers scattered from a hasty unpacking of her briefcase. She took a deep breath, deciding to start with the simple task of making the bed. It was a small act of control in a world that suddenly felt so out of her grasp. As she smoothed the sheets, she allowed herself a brief moment of hope—perhaps distance would dull the hypnotic hold Clover had over her.

In the kitchen, she poured a glass of wine, the sound of liquid against glass a comforting punctuation to the silence. She took a sip, the cool liquid sliding down her throat, and leaned against the counter. The house felt eerily empty without the bustle of Sophia and the constant presence of Clover. She tried to focus on the quietude, to let it soothe the tumult in her head. But even as she told herself she should be grateful for the respite, she couldn't help but feel a pang of... something. It was more than just the absence of her daughter's laughter or the lack of Clover's commanding presence. It was a void, a craving that gnawed at her like hunger.

With a sigh, she picked up the glass and made her way into the living room. The TV flickered to life, and she settled onto the couch, tucking her legs under her. The mundane sitcom on the screen did little to distract her from the chaos in her mind. She took another sip, the rich flavor of the wine doing nothing to quench the thirst for... what? Approval? Desire? It was a need she didn't fully understand, but it was there, a constant throb.

The sudden ringing of the doorbell pierced the quiet, making her jump. She glanced at the clock—it was early for a visitor, but she couldn't ignore it. Setting the wine down, she padded to the door, her heart racing. Who could it be?

As she swung the door open, she was met with a sight that stopped her cold—Clover, dressed in a casual but somehow dominating outfit of black leather boots, a tight miniskirt, and a crop top that showcased her toned abs. But it wasn't just Clover. Standing next to her was a petite blonde girl, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Linda's stomach plummeted. She had no idea who this girl was, but the sight of them together sent a jolt of... something through her. Jealousy? Fear? Arousal?

"Hey, Linda," Clover said, her voice a velvet purr as she sailed into the house like she owned it. "This is my friend, Abbie. I thought you might want some company this weekend, since Sophia is away."

Linda's mouth gaped like a fish out of water. The audacity of the girl to just barge in without notice, and with a stranger no less, left her speechless. But it was the way Abbie looked at her—a knowing smirk playing on her lips, her eyes gleaming with amusement—that sent a shiver down her spine.

"Well?" Clover said impatiently. "Are you going to invite us in or what?"

Linda, still reeling from the unexpected visit, could only manage a nod as she stepped aside to let the two girls enter. Her eyes flicked over to Abbie, who gave her a knowing wink that made her stomach flip.

Clover strode into the living room, her eyes scanning the space with the keen interest of a general surveying a new battlefield. She took in the disarray with a smirk, her gaze lingering on the half-finished glass of wine on the coffee table. "What a mess," she said with mock horror, her voice a symphony of playful scorn. "You really need to work on your housekeeping skills, Linda."

Abbie trailed behind, her eyes sparkling with the same mischief Linda had seen in Clover's gaze countless times before. She took a seat on the couch without asking, her movements as graceful and self-assured as a cat claiming a throne. "Is this your usual greeting?" she asked, her voice a sweet, teasing melody that Linda found oddly intoxicating.

With a flick of her wrist, Clover gestured to the wine glass on the table. "You've got company and you're not even offering us a drink? That's just sad, Linda." The way she said her name, with that hint of mocking disappointment, sent a jolt of electricity through her. She knew what was coming next—the command that she could no longer resist.

"Well, what are you waiting for? Bring us some wine, Linda!" Clover said, her voice a soft but unyielding whisper. Linda felt the compulsion wash over her like a wave, and she couldn't help but obey. She walked back to the kitchen, her legs feeling like they didn't belong to her. Her thoughts were a jumbled mess as she grabbed two more glasses from the cabinet and the bottle of wine from the fridge. She poured with trembling hands, trying to ignore the way her heart was hammering in her chest.

When she returned to the living room, the sight of the two young women lounging on her couch was almost too much to bear. They looked so at ease, so comfortable in her space. She handed the glasses over, her eyes flicking to Abbie as she did so. The blonde took hers with a smug smile, her eyes never leaving Linda's. "Thank you, Linda," she said sweetly, the name rolling off her tongue like a secret shared between the two of them.

Clover took a sip of her wine, watching Linda with a smug expression. "That’s a good girl," she murmured, and the words were like a hot brand on Linda's skin. The humiliation washed over her, a sickening wave that made her knees wobble. Yet, she felt a thrill of arousal, a pulsing need that she couldn't ignore. 

With a knowing smirk, Clover turned to Abbie, raising her glass in a silent toast. Abbie's eyes sparkled with mischief as she met Linda's gaze, her own glass held loosely in her hand. The unspoken communication between them was a silent declaration of victory. Linda's mind raced—what did they have planned for her? The anticipation was unbearable, a mix of dread and desire that had her stomach in knots.

"So, Linda," Clover began, her eyes sweeping over the mess in the living room with feigned distaste. "It seems like you've let things go around here. You really should keep a cleaner house." Her voice was a blend of condescension and amusement, and Linda felt the familiar heat of shame creeping up her neck. She couldn't argue—not with the way those eyes held hers, not with the way her body responded so readily to the girl's commands.

"I'm sorry," Linda murmured, setting the wine glasses down with a clink. "I've been busy with...work."

Clover's gaze sharpened. "Well, that's no excuse," she said, her voice a silky whip crack. "This house is your responsibility, Linda. You should be taking care of it."

Linda nodded dumbly, feeling the weight of the truth in the girl's words. She looked around the room, her cheeks burning with embarrassment at the sight of her own neglect. The living room was a sea of discarded clothes, forgotten dishes, and scattered magazines. It was a stark contrast to the pristine environments she'd always strived to maintain—a sign of the chaos that now ruled her thoughts.

"You're right," she mumbled, her voice small and defeated. "I should clean up."

Clover's smile grew, the corners of her lips tilting upwards like a cat that had just caught a mouse. "Good," she said, her tone dripping with satisfaction. "Why don't you start with the living room, Linda? Abbie and I will be watching."

The command was clear, and disobedience was unthinkable, despite her humiliation. Linda swallowed hard, nodding as she bent down to pick up the scattered mess.

Her eyes remained downcast, avoiding the knowing gazes of the two young women who lounged on her couch. She could feel their eyes on her, boring into her as she moved around the room with the grace of a servant. Each article of clothing she picked up, every dish she placed in the sink, brought a fresh wave of mortification. Her panties grew damper, sticking to her skin as her body responded to the humiliation with a traitorous thrill.

Abbie's voice was a soft murmur, the words just out of Linda's grasp. "It's incredible," she heard the blonde whisper to Clover. "I didn’t really believe you when you told me, but look at her. She's totally under your spell!"

Linda's cheeks burned, her hands shaking as she straightened out the magazines on the coffee table. She couldn't believe she was doing this—cleaning up like a servant while they lounged and talked about her like she wasn't even there. But she couldn't stop. The need to obey was too strong.

"It's like she's programmed," Abbie said with a giggle, her voice a soft symphony of amazement. "You've really got her wrapped around your little finger, haven't you?"

Linda's hands paused in their task, a fresh wave of embarrassment washing over her as the girls talked about her like she was a pet performing a new trick. Yet she couldn't find the will to protest, to demand they leave. The need to be near Clover, to be the center of her attention, was too overwhelming.

Clover's glass was empty, and without a moment's hesitation, she set it down with a thunk. "That's enough, Linda," she said, her voice a sultry purr. "Now, be a good hostess and fetch us some more wine, won't you?"

Linda scurried back to the kitchen, her legs moving almost of their own accord. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shame, arousal, anger—but she couldn't fight the compulsion to please. She filled the two glasses, the wine sloshing slightly as her hands trembled.

When she returned to the living room, she found the girls had switched places. Clover was now reclining on the couch, her legs stretched out, her eyes locked onto Linda's. Abbie had perched herself on the arm of the couch, one hand playing idly with a strand of her hair, the other resting possessively on Clover's thigh. The sight sent a jolt through Linda, a mix of envy and excitement.

With trembling hands, she offered the filled wine glasses to the pair, her eyes never leaving Clover's. "Is there anything else you need?" she heard herself ask, the words slipping from her lips as if by some invisible force. The question hung in the air, a silent declaration of her willingness to serve.

“That will be all for now, Linda,” said Clover imperiously, taking the glass. "You can just stand over there until I call for you."

Without a word, Linda marched over to the side of the couch and snapped to attention, her eyes fixed on a distant point and her arms straight by her side. She felt like a soldier awaiting orders, her body poised and ready to serve. The heat in the room was suffocating, a combination of the warmth from the setting sun and the intense gaze of the two girls who had so thoroughly invaded her personal space. Her heart hammered in her chest, the pulse echoing in her ears like the steady drumbeat of a war march.

Abbie took a sip of her wine, her eyes wide with amazement as she stared at Linda. "Wow," she giggled, "I can't believe it. She's like your little puppet!"

Clover's smug smile grew wider, and she leaned back into the cushions of the couch, her hand still resting on Abbie's thigh. "It's all in the eyes, my dear," she laughed.

Abbie's eyes narrowed slightly, a furrow of concern etching its way across her brow. "Say, you would never do that to me, though, right?" she asked, her voice a mix of curiosity and trepidation. “I mean...” She gulped. “I mean, you wouldn’t hypnotize me, right?”

Clover smirked, her silence speaking volumes.

"Clover," Abbie said, a hint of alarm in her voice, "you wouldn't ever try to do that to me, right?"

Clover's smug smile remained plastered on her face as she took another sip of her wine. "How do you know I haven't already?"

Abbie's laughter turned into a gasp as she playfully shoved Clover's shoulder. "What? Come on! No way!" Her eyes searched Clover's, looking for any hint of a lie.

"Well, have you ever had the sudden urge to do something you didn't quite understand?" Clover's smile grew more mischievous as she leaned closer, her eyes sparkling with the delight of keeping a secret.

A look of uncertainty crossed Abbie’s features. "What do you mean?" she asked, her voice a whisper.

Clover took another sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Abbie's. "I mean, sometimes people do things without realizing why. Sometimes they don’t even realize they’re doing it at all, don’t they?"

The blonde's eyes searched hers, looking for any clue as to the truth. "Clover, you're not...I don’t..." she trailed off, her voice laced with uncertainty.

Clover took a leisurely sip of her wine, her gaze never leaving Abbie's. "Wouldn't what?" she asked teasingly. "Make you do something you didn't want to?"

Abbie's eyes widened, her hand frozen mid-sip. "Clover, you can't—" she began, but the dark-haired girl interrupted.

"Oh, relax, Abbie," Clover purred. "You would know if I ever tried to hypnotize you, wouldn’t you?" She took another sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving Abbie's. "Now, why don’t you just take your shirt off, rather than asking me these tedious questions?"

Without a second's hesitation, Abbie set her glass down on the coffee table and peeled off her t-shirt, revealing a lacy black bra that contrasted sharply with her fair skin, her gaze remaining fixed on Clover.

"Why do you even ask, I wonder?" Clover continued, her eyes gleaming with a predatory satisfaction as they raked over Abbie's body. “Maybe... do you want me to hypnotize you...?” Her eyes flashed with sudden seriousness and she turned over onto her knees, like a crouching panther ready to strike.. “Would you like to look into my eyes and let me cast a spell over you? Would you like to look deep, deeep into my eyes...?” she intoned.

Abbie's cheeks flushed pink as she set her glass down. "Stop it, Clover," she said, her voice quivering a little. "It’s not funny. I don’t want you to hypnotize me like you did Linda."

Clover's smile was knowing. "Oh, Abbie," she said, her voice a velvet caress, "Hypnosis is just a tool. It's not about making someone do something they don't want to do."

Abbie thought about that for a moment. “If that’s true...” she began, her eyes flicked over at Linda, still standing like a soldier awaiting inspection at the end of the couch.

Clover turned and looked appraisingly at the dark-haired woman in the cutoff tee and jogging shorts standing inflexibly at attention. “She wants to obey me, Abbie. That’s the kind of shameless sicko she is. She gets off on it.”

She turned back to Abbie and added nonchalantly, as if it were an afterthought, "Why don't you go ahead and take off that bra, too?" Clover quickly raised her glass for another sip of wine to hide her mischievous grin.

Abbie didn’t notice, however. Moving without conscious thought; her hand reached behind her back, nimbly unclasping her bra. She felt the material release, the cool air kissing her exposed skin as it fell away.

Clover's eyes lit up with approval as Abbie's breasts bounced free, her pink nipples tightening into little buds. "That’s much better," Clover murmured, setting her wine glass aside. To Abbie, her gaze was like a physical touch, softly caressing her bare skin.

Abbie looked down at her naked chest with a hint of pride. Her cheeks remained rosy, but there was no embarrassment, no sense of modesty. It was as if she had always been meant to be here, in a stranger’s living room, sitting before Clover with her naked breasts on display.

"Now," Clover said, her voice a whisper of power, "why don't you give me a little kiss?"

Abbie's eyes widened slightly, but without hesitating, she leaned in, her soft, pink lips brushing against Clover's in a kiss that was both tentative and filled with longing. Linda felt a stab of something—was it jealousy?—as she watched the two of them, her own body responding in a way that was both thrilling and terrifying.

Clover's hand cupped the back of Abbie's head, guiding her deeper into the kiss. Their tongues danced together, a slow, sensuous exploration. Linda's breath hitched as she took in the sight, her own hands clenching into fists at her sides. The room felt like it was spinning around her, the air thick with the scent of desire and the heady bouquet of the wine.

The kiss grew more passionate, and Abbie's body leaned into Clover's, their breasts pressing together. Linda felt a strange mix of envy and arousal, her eyes glued to the scene unfolding before her. She had never seen two women kiss with such raw hunger, such unbridled passion. It was like watching pornography, but it was happening in her own living room—with her daughter's friend, no less.

The sound of their soft kisses filled the room and seemed to echo through Linda's very soul. Her breath was shallow, her heart racing, and she could feel the wetness spreading between her legs. The sight of the two young women together was a stark reminder of her own subservient role in this twisted game.

Her mind reeled, trying to process the situation. How had it come to this? How had she allowed herself to be reduced to a silent, obedient servant, watching as her daughter's friend seduced another girl in her own home? The anger and humiliation stormed within her, swirling around the core of her desire—a desire she had no control over, a desire that had been planted and cultivated by the very girl who now held Abbie in her embrace.

The rational part of Linda screamed to take charge, to demand they leave, to reclaim her dignity. But the hypnotic thrall of Clover's eyes was too strong. She found her body responding, her pussy throbbing as she watched the erotic display before her. The sight of Abbie's naked breasts, the feel of her own breath growing ragged, the smell of their combined arousal—it was a symphony of sensation that she couldn't tear herself away from.

Her hand inched towards her own chest, her fingers itching to mimic the caresses she saw. But she remained still, rooted to the spot, her body a battleground of conflicting desires. The need to assert herself, to be the adult in the room, warred with the overpowering urge to succumb to the dark thrill of the situation.

As the kiss deepened, Abbie's hand slid over Clover's stomach, her fingertips grazing the waistband of the crop top. Linda felt a pang of longing, her eyes darting to the spot, imagining the soft, warm skin beneath. Yet she remained stock-still, her body taut with tension, her thoughts a tangled mess of anger and desire.

Clover broke the kiss, her eyes gleaming with triumph. "Come," she said, taking Abbie by the hand and rising from the couch. "We're going to need a more... comfortable space."

Abbie looked up at her in a daze of lust and confusion, her cheeks still flushed from the kiss. But she didn't resist as Clover led her to the stairs, her bare breasts bouncing gently with every step. Linda watched them go, her eyes glued to the sway of Abbie's hips.

"We're going to need a more private place, Linda," Clover called over her shoulder. "We'll be sleeping in your room tonight. I’m sure you understand.”

The words hung in the air, a declaration that sent a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over Linda. Her eyes widened at this new impertinence, but she couldn't find the voice to protest. "Yes, Clover," she murmured, the words sticking in her throat like a mouthful of dust.

"Good girl," Clover said, the sarcastic praise a knife twisting in Linda's heart. "By the way, where do you keep your toys? You won’t mind if Abbie uses them, will you?"

Linda's face flushed with a mix of embarrassment and indignation. She knew what Clover was implying—that she was a divorced, desperate pervert who couldn't get enough. But the humiliation only fueled her arousal, making her feel even more pathetic and out of control. She bit her lip, her eyes darting to the bedroom.

"In... in the top drawer of my nightstand," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. The admission was like giving away a piece of herself, revealing a secret she had never meant to share. But she couldn't refuse—not with the way Clover's eyes held hers, not with the power of the hypnotic command that surged through her veins.

With a smug smile, Clover took the lead, her hips swaying with each step as she climbed the stairs. Abbie allowed herself to be led by the hand, her eyes never leaving Clover.

Linda stood rooted to the spot, unable to look away as the two young women ascended. Twin flames of anger and arousal burned within her—how dare they take over her house, her life? Yet the sight of Clover, so confident and in control, was undeniably intoxicating.

Clover paused at the top of the stairs, looking back at Linda with a predatory smile. She took a moment to sweep her eyes over Linda's body, lingering on the woman's heaving chest and the way her shorts hugged the curve of her hips. It was a look that said she owned her, that she had all the power, and Linda hated and craved it simultaneously.

"Why don't you come up after all, Linda?" she said, her voice like velvet. "We're just going to get cozy in your bedroom. But remember," she added with a wink, "you're just here to watch."

The words were a hot brand seared into Linda's mind, and without willing it, she found herself moving, almost robotically, towards the stairs. Her legs didn't feel like they belonged to her anymore—they carried her upwards, one step at a time, until she was standing outside her own bedroom door, watching as Clover and Abbie moved to the bed.

"And maybe...just maybe" Clover said, her eyes twinkling with amusement as she tossed the words over her shoulder. "I'll let you sleep at the foot of the bed tonight.

"But only," she added, "if you're a very, very good girl."

Clover's laugh was the sweetest agony to Linda, and as she stepped inside and closed the bedroom door behind her, Linda wished for only one thing, and she craved it with a passionate, feverish desire that was stronger than any longing she had ever felt. 

More than anything in the world, Linda desperately wanted to be a very, very good girl.

—
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Linda's long black hair was pulled back into a severe bun, not a single strand out of place. Her wide blue eyes, once sparkling with life and intelligence, were now vacant, staring straight ahead as if looking through an invisible wall. She was dressed in a French maid's outfit that hugged her curvy figure like a second skin, the white apron tied neatly around her waist emphasizing her hourglass shape. The skirt was scandalously short, revealing a pair of long, shapely legs that used to be the envy of every woman at her office.

Her movements were smooth, but robotic as she emerged from the kitchen, carrying a tray of steaming food. The outfit she wore was a stark contrast to her usual sharp business suits, but she moved with surprising grace, her feet silent on the wooden floor despite the impractical heels that had become a part of her nightly attire.

Clover sat at the head of the table, a smile playing on her lips. Abbie sat to her right, her eyes glancing up briefly from her phone to acknowledge Linda's presence. Sophia, Linda's own daughter, lounged at the opposite end, her own gaze fixed on her plate, seemingly oblivious to the unusual scene playing out in front of her.

As Linda approached the table, she set the tray down with a gentle click. The plates clattered slightly, but she made no move to steady them. Her eyes remained fixed on the horizon, seeing yet not seeing the two young women who had so effortlessly inserted themselves into her life.

"Thank you, Linda," Clover said, her voice dripping with the sweetness of honey. "You make such a good servant."

The words stung, but Linda felt a strange warmth spread through her at the praise. She had always been a strong, independent woman, but Clover’s hypnotic spell had transformed her into something else entirely - a mindless servant, eager for her mistress's approval. She nodded stiffly, her body responding to the command in her new programming.

"Stand by for now," Clover continued, her eyes sparkling as she took a bite of the food Linda had prepared. "We might need something later."

Linda obeyed, her arms falling to her sides as she took her place beside Clover. She could feel the younger woman's gaze on her, appraising and controlling. Her heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and desire that she couldn't ignore. The humiliation of her new role was a constant presence, a heavy weight pressing down on her shoulders, yet it was this very submission that brought her a strange sense of peace.

Abbie glanced up from her phone, her expression a mix of amusement and boredom. "What's for dinner?" she asked, her voice a lazy drawl.

Linda's eyes flickered to the plates she had served. Roast chicken, mashed potatoes, and steamed vegetables. It was a simple meal, but one she knew they would enjoy.

"It's your favorite," she heard herself say, the words tumbling from her lips as if on autopilot. "Clover requested it."

Sophia finally looked up, her eyes meeting Linda's briefly before darting away again. There was something in that look that Linda couldn't quite pinpoint - a hint of concern, perhaps? But it was gone before she could fully grasp it, and she was left to stand there, a silent witness to the scene unfolding before her.

The three of them began to eat, the clinking of silverware against china punctuating the air. Linda's stomach growled, but she didn't dare sit or eat without permission. Her role was clear: to serve and obey.

"Love the outfit by the way, Linda," Clover said, her eyes taking in Linda's form appreciatively. "It really suits you. You know, I think you've got the perfect body for this sort of...service."

A blush crept up Linda's neck, painting her cheeks a rosy shade of pink. Despite the degradation of her situation, she couldn't help but feel a thrill at the praise. "Thank you, Mistress," she murmured, her voice a soft purr of obedience.

Abbie looked up from her phone, eyeing Linda with a smirk. "Yeah, you totally clean up nice. See what a little encouragement can do?"

The sting of Abbie's words brought Linda back to reality, if only for a moment. But the moment was fleeting, as she was once again lost in the haze of her new reality. She had become a mere object, a plaything for this young woman to use and discard as she saw fit.

"Sophia," Clover said, her voice like a whip crack in the otherwise silent room. "Your mom is really hot, don’t you think?"

Sophia's cheeks flamed, and she dropped her gaze to her plate, pushing food around with her fork. "Clover, please," she mumbled, her voice tight with discomfort.

"What's the matter, sweetie?" Abbie asked, her tone mockingly concerned. "Embarrassed by how sexy your mom is?"

Abbie giggled, and Sophia shot her a glare before returning her eyes to her food. "It's just...weird," she managed to get out.

Linda's heart clenched at her daughter's pain, but she couldn't bring herself to look at her. Instead, she stared straight ahead, her eyes glazed over, as if she were watching a movie she couldn't change the channel on.

"You should be proud," Clover said, leaning back in her chair. "Not every girl has a mom who looks this good in a maid's outfit."

Linda felt the warmth of Clover’s hand slide up her leg,moving with a slow deliberateness that seemed to taunt her. 

"Look into my eyes, Linda," Clover commanded..

Linda's gaze snapped to hers. Those blue-green eyes held her own, trapping her in a prison of desire and shame. She felt the hand reach higher, the touch becoming more intimate, more possessive.

"Do you like this, Linda?" Clover whispered, her breath hot against Linda's skin. "Do you like me touching you like this?"

Linda's eyes widened slightly, her pupils dilating with arousal. The hand on her leg had moved higher, now resting just below her hip, dangerously close to her most sensitive areas. She felt the fabric of the maid's outfit shift as Clover's fingers danced closer to her sex, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. She wanted to pull away, to regain some semblance of dignity, but she could only tremble, powerless, under the girl's spell.

"Yes, Clover," she murmured, the words slipping out on a breathy sigh. Her voice was soft, a stark contrast to the firmness she had once used to command boardrooms and close million-dollar deals. Now, it was a mere whisper of consent, a declaration of her subservience.

Clover's smile grew, the curve of her lips a promise of further degradation. "Good," she purred, her hand teasing Linda’s inner thigh with languid, sensual strokes. "I want you to remember every single touch, every sensation. You're going to crave this, Linda. Say it."

"I crave this," Linda whispered breathily. She was painfully aware of the dampness spreading through her panties, a testament to the power of the spell that had been woven around her. She had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, and yet it was this very vulnerability that was driving her mad with desire.

Clover's hand resumed its slow, relentless ascent, the fabric of Linda's panties dampening at the approach of Clover's hand. Linda's legs trembled slightly, but she held her position, not wanting to give the young woman any more satisfaction than she already had. The anticipation in her eager sex was unbearable.

"I knew you would," Clover murmured, her voice low and seductive. "You're so responsive, so eager to please. I guess that's why I keep you around." Her laugh was delicious agony to Linda.

As her fingertips finally reached the apex of Linda's thigh, Clover's hand stopped just short of where Linda desperately needed urgent relief, teasingly tracing a gentle pattern with her fingertips at the sensitive edge.

"Look at these panties, Abbie," Clover said with a tsk, her gaze flicking to her friend with a roll of her eyes. "So boring. Don't you think she'd look better in something more...revealing?"

The blonde looked up, her eyes raking over Linda's body with an assessing gaze. "Mm, definitely," she said, licking her lips. "With legs like those, maybe some high-cuts?"

"Exactly what I was thinking," Clover said with a nod. "It's not like she needs to hide anything." Her eyes trailed up Linda's body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, and the way the fabric clung to her shapely buttocks. "In fact, I think she should only wear high-cut panties from now on."

The words were a command, and Linda felt them penetrate deep within her, overriding any objections her own mind might have had. "High-cut panties," she murmured, the words almost a prayer. "Yes, Clover. I will only wear high-cut panties from now on if it pleases you."

Clover's smile grew wider, a glint of victory in her eyes. "Good girl," she cooed as she resumed stroking Linda's smooth leg. "I knew you'd see things my way."

Her hand slid up and down the silky skin, moving with a mesmerizing rhythm that had Linda's legs quivering.

"Leggy Linda," Clover mused, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "It has a nice ring to it, don't you think?"

The pet name was a taunt, a reminder of Linda's newfound vulnerability. Yet, she couldn't deny the thrill that shot through her at the sound of it. Her legs had always been a source of pride, but now they were something else entirely–a tool of submission for Clover's amusement.

Abbie giggled, setting her phone down to give Linda a more thorough inspection. "I like it," she said, nodding. "It's catchy."

Sophia's face was a mask of discomfort, her eyes flicking between her mother and her friends. "This is too much," she whispered, pushing her chair back slightly. "Please, guys, can't we just...stop?"

But Linda was too lost in the haze of pleasure to notice. The strokes had turned more firm, the tips of Clover's fingers grazing the fabric of her panties. Her breathing grew shallower, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, each one more depraved than the last.

With a dramatic flourish, Clover pulled her hand away, leaving Linda's skin cool and tingling. She leaned back in her chair, a smug expression on her face as she regarded Sophia. "Why should we stop, darling?" she asked, her voice dripping with false sweetness. "If you truly love me, wouldn't you want me to be happy?"

Sophia's eyes met hers, filled with a mix of sadness and confusion. "But...this isn't right," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "What about Mom?"

Clover's smile didn't waver as she turned to face her. "Your mom is just playing along," she said, her voice soothing. "Besides, if you love me, you'll do anything to make me happy. Right?"

The silence that followed was deafening. Sophia's eyes searched Linda's, looking for some sign of protest, some hint that she didn't truly want this. But all she found was the vacant stare of a hypnotized servant. Her cheeks grew wet with silent tears, and she nodded, her voice breaking. "I love you," she murmured. "But I don't want to hurt Mom."

Linda felt a pang of regret at her daughter's words, but it was quickly overridden by the need to obey her mistress. Her body was still on fire from the brief touch, desperate for more. She knew she was the reason for Sophia's tears, the source of her pain, but she was still lost in the dizzying lust of Clover's recent touch. 

"You see, Sophia," Clover said, her voice smooth and unyielding. "Your mother is quite content to serve us. Aren't you, Linda?"

"Yes, Mistress," Linda murmured, her voice a soft echo of its former self.

Abbie's eyes narrowed at the sight of Sophia's distress. "Don't be such a crybaby," she scoffed, her voice cutting through the tension. "It's just a bit of fun."

Sophia's eyes shot up, her gaze locking with Abbie's. "This isn't fun," she said, her voice shaking. "It's...it's not right."

Clover's expression didn't change. If anything, it grew more amused. "Abbie, darling," she said, turning to the blonde. "What have I told you about speaking with your breasts covered?"

Abbie blinked, and she looked down as if surprised to find that she was fully clothed. "I..I'm sorry," she stammered, momentarily befuddled, and without a second thought, she began to unbutton her blouse. She slipped the fabric off her shoulders, revealing the pale expanse of her skin. With trembling fingers, she reached behind her and released her bra, letting it fall to the floor at her feet. Her breasts bounced slightly with the movement, the nipples pink and erect.

Sophia's eyes grew wide as Abbie's naked chest was displayed before her, the blond's nipples a stark contrast against the white fabric of the tablecloth. The room grew hot, the tension palpable as Abbie leaned back in her chair, her posture one of casual confidence.

"There," Abbie said, turning to Clover for approval. "Better?"

Clover flashed her a knowing smile and nodded.

Sophia's cheeks burned as she took in the sight of Abbie's bare chest. She couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy–the woman's breasts were perky and firm, the kind that men drooled over in magazines and movies. Yet, she found herself unable to speak up further, to protest, to do anything other than stare.

"It's okay, baby," Abbie said, her voice dripping with false empathy as she leaned back in her chair, her breasts jiggling slightly. "We all have our freaky side. Some people like being in charge, and others like...being ordered around." Her eyes glanced meaningfully over Linda's outfit, and she winked. "It seems your mom's found her kink."

Sophia's gaze darted between the two, her eyes pleading with her mother for some sign of protest, some indication that this wasn't what she truly wanted. But Linda remained still, her eyes fixed on the floor. 

"If you want to be a crybaby, maybe we should let you," Clover said, her voice a lazy drawl. "Or better yet, maybe baby Sophia needs to be breastfed."

The room grew still, the only sound the heavy thump of Linda's heart in her chest. She could feel her cheeks growing hot with humiliation, but she didn't dare look up.

Clover's eyes flicked to Abbie. “What do you say? Want to let Sophia suck on your nipples?"

Abbie's eyes widened, and she looked with uncertainty from to Clover to Sophia and back again.

"What?" she asked, a hint of uncertainty in her voice. Her eyes searched Clover's, looking for a sign that she was joking.

"I said, why don't you let Sophia suck on your nipples?" Clover repeated, her voice firmer now.

Abbie blinked blankly for a moment. Then, as if suddenly awakening to the realization, an eager gleam came into her eyes. "Oh yes,” she said happily. “I would love Sophia to suck my nipples!"

With a smile, Clover nodded, her eyes twinkling with delight.

"Good," she said with satisfaction. "Well,” she gestured, “Go on, Sophia."

Sophia's eyes went wide with horror, the realization of what was happening. Yet, the love she had for Clover, the need to make her happy, was something she couldn't refuse. With trembling hands, she pushed back her chair and approached Abbie, slowly sinking to her knees before her. Tentatively, she leaned forward, her hand reaching out to cup Abbie's bare breast. The skin was soft and warm, and she could feel the rapid beat of the blond's heart beneath her palm.

She paused for the briefest of moments and glanced at Clover as if for final confirmation. Then, her cheeks burning, she brought the nipple to her mouth, feeling the firmness of its bud against her lips. Abbie's breath hitched, and she leaned back in her chair, her eyes fluttering closed.

The taste of Abbie's skin was faintly salty, a flavor she'd never experienced before. She flicked her tongue over the sensitive peak, teasing it softly with the edge of her teeth. A soft moan escaped from Abbie's lips, and she suckled harder, her mind reeling with a mix of confusion and arousal.

Linda watched, her own body responding to the scene playing out before her. Her chest grew tight, her breathing erratic as she took in the sight of her daughter. Her eyes squeezed shut as she watched her daughter succumb to the twisted games of these two younger women.

"That's it," Clover murmured, her eyes never leaving the intimate dance between Abbie and Sophia. "You know what to do."

The command was clear, and Linda felt it resonate through her very being. Despite her own turmoil, she had to admit that the sight of her daughter's submission was perversely intoxicating. The way Abbie's body arched with pleasure, the soft sounds she made as Sophia explored her with eager curiosity, but especially watching Clover exert such casual but irresistible control over these other women –it was all too much.

Her hand crept up to her own chest, her fingers tracing along the fabric of her lacy black bra. She had never felt so turned on in her life, her body betraying her as it responded to the erotic scene unfolding before her eyes.

"Look into my eyes, Linda." Clover's voice was a whisper in the darkened room, pulling her out of her thoughts. Linda's gaze snapped to Clover's, her eyes locking onto the hypnotic blue-green depths that had ensnared her soul.

"I need you," Linda whispered, the words torn from her as if by force.

Clover's smile grew, a knowing look in her eyes. "Of course you do," she said, her voice a caress. "You're mine, body and soul." Clover’s eyes glanced meaningfully down to Linda’s soaked panties, then back up at Linda with a suggestive gleam.

Obeying the implicit command, the hand that had been playing with her own chest moved down, sliding over the fabric of her tiny skirt to the warm, damp patch between her legs. She gasped, her eyes fluttering closed as she gave in to the pleasure that washed over her.

"Good girl," Clover purred, the satisfaction in her voice clear. “Good, perverted girl.”

Linda's hand trembled as she slipped it under the damp fabric of her panties. She couldn't believe what she was doing, but the desire was too strong to ignore. Her eyes once again sought out those of her mistress, the blue-green orbs that dominated Linda’s every waking moment...her sleeping ones, too.

Clover leaned back in her chair as she watched Linda with a look of amused dominance. "Mmm, that's it," she said, her voice thick with pleasure. "Show me how much of a deviant you are."

Linda's fingers went to work inside her panties, her skin hot and sensitive to the touch. She began to stroke herself, the friction building as she watched the scene before her.

Meanwhile, Sophia's eyes remained tightly shut as she suckled on Abbie's nipples, her cheeks flaming red with embarrassment. Yet, the sounds coming from the blonde were undeniable proof of how much she was enjoying it. Abbie's breathing grew heavier, her moans filling the room.

Clover's gaze switched between the two, a smirk playing on her lips as she took in the sight. She was the puppet master, orchestrating a scene of depravity and submission that would have been unthinkable just weeks ago.

But as Linda's hand grew bolder, her strokes more frantic, she found that she couldn't keep her eyes open. The pleasure was too intense, too overwhelming. Her body was on fire, a conflagration of need and want that threatened to consume her.

"Look at me," Clover demanded, her voice a whip crack that brought Linda's gaze back to her. "I want to watch you come."

The command was irresistible, and Linda's eyes snapped open, her vision blurred with desire. She could see the hunger in Clover's eyes as she watched her servant's hand move faster and faster.

"Faster," Clover breathed, her own hand sliding down to her own sex. "I want to watch you tumble into the abyss for me."

The words inflamed Linda's lust even more. "For you," she prayed. "For you...For you!" she repeated, gasping with pleasure. The world narrowed to the two of them, the only sounds the slickness of skin on skin and the muffled cries from the table.

"That's it," Clover murmured. "Come for me, Linda."

The orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave, a crescendo of pleasure that left her shaking and gasping for air. She could feel the warmth spreading through her body, a delicious release from the tension that had coiled in her belly.

As the last spasms faded, she looked down to see her hand still buried in her panties, the fabric sticky with her juices. The sight should have been mortifying, but instead, it only served to deepen her sense of submission.

Clover's hand remained on her own thigh, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Very good," she said, her voice suddenly harsh. "But don't think this makes you special. Remember: you're here to serve."

The words were a cold slap in the face, a reminder of her new reality. Linda felt a surge of anger, a need to rebel, but it was quickly crushed under the weight of the spell that bound her.

"Now, clean up," Clover said, gesturing to the empty plates. "And be quick about it."

With a nod, Linda piled the dishes onto the tray, her legs still wobbly from the orgasm. She couldn't believe she had just masturbated in front of her daughter and her friends, but the need to obey was stronger than any sense of dignity.

As she moved to the kitchen, she couldn't help but cast one last look over her shoulder. Sophia had finished sucking Abbie's breasts, her face a mask of shock and confusion. But Abbie's eyes remained closed, her chest rising and falling with deep, satisfied breaths.

"Sophia," Clover began, “I hope you have those silly qualms out of your system, now,” her tone a gentle scold. "To be honest, your behavior lately has been a bit...disappointing."

The girl's eyes met Clover’s with a mix of fear and confusion. "What do you mean?" she whispered.

"I think it's time for you to watch your special video again," Clover said. "Perhaps it will remind you of your place here."

The color drained from Sophia's face. "But..." she protested, her eyes darting around the room in embarrassment. “But Clover...You promised...!”

"Don't worry," Clover said, her voice as smooth as silk. "It's just us girls here."

Her curiosity piqued, Abbie leaned closer to the brunette, her eyes bright with excitement. "What's this special video you keep talking about?" she asked, her voice low and eager.

But Clover just smirked, her eyes never leaving Sophia's face. "All in good time," she said, enigmatically. "But first, we need to make sure Sophia understands her place in our little family."

Sophia swallowed hard, her heart racing in her chest. "What do you mean?" she asked, her voice trembling.

Clover leaned back in her chair, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. "You've been a bad girl, Sophia," she said, her voice a gentle reprimand. "You seem to forget who's in charge."

Sophia's cheeks burned with embarrassment, and she looked down at the floor, unable to meet her friend's gaze. "I'm sorry," she murmured, her voice a tame whisper.

Clover's eyes never left hers. "You're sorry?" she asked, her voice a silky purr. "For what, exactly?"

Sophia's throat tightened. "For...for not wanting to do what you asked," she stammered.

Clover leaned in closer, her hand reaching out to cup Sophia's chin. "You know I know what's best for you," she whispered, her eyes holding the younger woman's gaze. "And for us."

With a gentle nod, she released her and stood, the sound of her bare feet on the floor a stark reminder of the power dynamics at play. "Let's go to the living room," she said, her voice a command. 

Once the dirty dishes were cleared away, Linda followed them.Once in the living room, Clover and Abbie sat on the couch, while Linda resumed her place at attention by Clover’s side.

Sophia retrieved her laptop and opened it on the coffee table. Her trembling hands typed in the password. The anticipation was palpable, a thick fog of tension that filled the air.

"Now," Clover said, her voice firm. "Start the video, Sophia."

Sophia did as she was told, her heart racing. The video window filled the screen, and the image of the cartoon snake with swirly colorful eyes filled the screen. "Trust in me," the serpent crooned, its hypnotic gaze seemingly reaching out into the living room.

"What is this?" Abbie asked, her voice filled with confusion.

Clover chuckled, the sound low and dark. "It's a little something I learned about Sophia early on in our time as dorm-mates," she replied. "Apparently this scene was something of a sexual awakening for her when she first saw this movie."

Sophia's eyes remained fixed on the screen, her cheeks burning as the serpent's hypnotic gaze grew stronger, the colors swirling and pulsing in time with the sultry music. She couldn't tear her gaze away, the memory of her own furtive exploration in her dorm room flooding back to her.

"The first step in breaking down barriers," Clover explained, her voice a purr, "is to bring those hidden desires to the surface. So we made a little custom edit of this scene for Sophia, and now she loves it so much that she just can’t tear her eyes away. I find it helps to get her in the proper state of mind."

Just as Clover said, Sophia's eyes remained glued to the screen, her pupils dilating as the colors grew more vivid, the swirl of Kaa's gaze more mesmerizing. The room around her grew dimmer, the edges of her vision fading into a blur as the serpent's eyes filled her world.

The music grew louder, the notes of the snake's seductive melody wrapping around her like serpentine coils. Her breathing grew shallower, her chest rising and falling with each note. She felt a strange, delicious warmth spreading through her, a feeling of peace and submission that seemed to come from the very core of her being.

The snake’s eyes grew wider on the screen, the pupils spiraling into a vortex that drew her in, ever deeper and deeper. She could feel her own eyes growing heavier, her eyelids fluttering as the room grew hazy.

"Look into my eyes," the serpent sang, the words echoing in her head. "You can trust in Clover. Say it over and over."

Sophia's mind was a whirlwind of sensations, her thoughts a jumble of need and want. She was no longer in the room with her mother and her friend; she was in the jungle, in the thrall of the hypnotic snake. Her lips parted gently and she whispered the words that had become so familiar to her. "Trust in Clover...Trust...in Clover..."

As if it could hear her, the cartoon snake chuckled and nodded, appearing to look straight through the screen and into Sophia's transfixed eyes. "Slowly and surely, your senses will cease to resissst," went on in its singsong voice.

"Cease to resist..." Sophia echoed dreamily as the edges of her mouth began to curl upwards.

Abbie's hand reached up and tweaked her nipple, oddly aroused at the strange tableau unfolding before her. Since she met Clover, Abbie had seen some kinky stuff, but this was maybe the strangest. Abbie pinched her nipples a little harder and watched Sophia lose herself more and more in the swirling colors on the laptop screen.

The snake's head bobbed back and forth on the screen, its eyes a dizzying onslaught of colorful, hypnotic rings. "Your greatest bliss is when your face," the snake sang. "Worships Clover’s sacred place."

"Clover’s sacred place..." Sophia's voice was half-choked with lust and awe, her eyes glassy, eager, and saucer-like as they followed the snake's eyes swaying back and forth.

Clover's eyes gleamed with a predatory anticipation, watching the effect the video had on her entranced audience. She leaned back into the couch, her own hand sliding down her body, stroking her inner thigh as she took in the sight of Sophia, lost in the hypnosis of the screen.

"Come over here, Linda," she said, her voice a sultry whisper. "Watch and learn."

Linda felt the command resonate through her, the need to resist almost overwhelming. But she  couldn't fight it. With a heavy heart, she sank to her knees beside the couch, her eyes locked on her daughter's rapturous submission to the screen.

As the spiraling eyes and insinuating hypnotic song reached a crescendo, Sophia suddenly sat straight upright, her eyes slightly crossed and rolled upwards and a large, silly grin stretched across her face. "Ping!" she chirped.

"Good girl," Clover murmured, a hint of satisfaction in her voice. She leaned back into the plush cushions of the couch, her heart racing with excitement as she slid her panties down her legs. With a sinuous grace, she hitched her skirt up, exposing her naked lower half to view, and scooted forward on the couch

Sophia's eyes remained unfocused, her mind awhirl in the hypnotic spell. Her head swayed slightly as if in a daze, the smile still playing on her lips.

Clover's foot, dainty and pale, reached out and hooked around Sophia's head, the touch as gentle as a feather, yet filled with unmistakable authority. Without a word, Sophia turned to where Clover guided her, her foot drawing Sophia’s dreamy-eyed face closer to her glistening sex.

"Come into my coils, girl cub," Clover breathed, resting her other ankle on Sophia’s shoulder, entwining her head between her bare legs. She turned her head and beckoned at Abbie with a crook of her finger. Her eyes smoky with desire, Abbie leaned in, her pert breasts dangling alluringly as she stretched her lithe body forward.

Clover took one last glance at Linda, kneeling impassively at her side. "Watch and learn," she repeated, and her legs finally drew Sophia’s silly, smiling face to Clover’s sacred place. As Sophia began to happily worship at Clover's temple, Clover's mouth met Abbie's with a passionate frenzy.

And somewhere, deep down and far away, a tiny voice within Linda was screaming. But Linda couldn’t really hear it any more. There was only room in her mind for one thought now. 

She must watch and learn.
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