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Clover's Toys


Eileen and Paige strolled up the dimly lit path to the house party, their laughter echoing in the crisp night air. The thump of bass beats grew louder with each step they took, melding with the distant chatter of eager partygoers. Eileen, her corn-silk hair swaying with the rhythm of her confident stride, glanced over at her friend, her bright eyes reflecting the excitement of the evening ahead. Paige, with her light brown hair and a sprinkle of freckles across her nose, bounced alongside her, a picture of eagerness.

The house loomed before them, windows glowing with the warmth of life and cheer. They pushed through the door, greeted by a wave of music and a sea of familiar faces. Their boyfriends, Colin and Aaron, had beaten them to the punch, already lost in the throbbing heart of the party.

The two friends weaved through the crowded living room, the air thick with the scent of cheap beer and the sweetness of body spray. They exchanged hugs, collecting drinks and sharing snippets of their week. Eileen, athletic with a contagious energy, filled her glass with soda, while Paige, her eyes sparkling, opted for something stronger.

For a while, Eileen and Paige weaved through the sea of faces, both familiar and fresh. Eileen, taller than most of the partygoers, scanned the crowd. Paige, petite with light brown hair and a sprinkle of freckles across her nose, danced to the music, her bright eyes darting around the room.

"I can't believe how packed this is," Eileen shouted over the din, her voice clear and confident. She had a knack for navigating these social mazes. "Where did the boys go?"

"They're around," Paige yelled back, her voice a little breathless from the dancing.

“I just want to keep an eye on Aaron,” Eileen explained. “I’m pretty sure Natalie’s here.”

Natalie, Eileen’s rival for captain of the college volleyball team, had made no secret about her designs on Eileen’s boyfriend. Natalie was a looker and she knew it–her perfect little nose, her perfect teeth, her perfect, fit body–Natalie knew exactly how to catch and keep a man’s attention, and she obviously thought it would suit her status to be dating the college’s star quarterback. Eileen knew she had a lot to offer in the looks department as well–she wasn’t exactly unsure of herself, either–but she also understood boys too well to feel entirely secure with someone like Natalie on the prowl.

“Don’t you trust Aaron?” Paige asked.

“I do, I guess,” Eileen replied. “But only as long as I have eyes on him,” she added with a laugh.

Paige smiled and nodded. She leaned closer, her eyes glinting with excitement. "Hey, guess what? I met someone really interesting this week; she’s supposed to be here and I want you to meet her. Her name is Clover."

"Clover, huh? What’s she like?"

Paige’s eyes flashed with enthusiasm "She's amazing! She hypnotized me and another girl in the dorm earlier this week. It was wild!"

Eileen raised an eyebrow. "Really? What was it like?"

"It's hard to explain," Paige said, her voice filled with wonder. "But she's really good at it. She said she'd do a demonstration for us some time. I’ll see if I can find her–maybe she can do it tonight.”

Just then, Colin and Aaron emerged from the crowd. Colin, tall and broad-shouldered, had a way of commanding attention without saying a word. Aaron, slightly shorter but equally charismatic, was grinning from ear to ear.

"What's got Paige so excited?" Colin asked, curiosity piqued, as he watched his girlfriend disappear into the crowd in search of her friend.

"Paige’s new friend Clover said she’s going to hypnotize us," Eileen replied. "It's supposed to be amazing."

Aaron's eyes widened. "Seriously? Sounds cool, but at the party?”

Colin rolled his eyes playfully. “You know Paige,” he said. “She’s a doer–once she has an idea in her head, she’s just gotta follow up right away!”

It wasn’t long before Paige reappeared, her ingenuous eyes alight with enthusiasm.

"So, did you find Clover?" Eileen asked

Paige bobbed her head. "Already arranged. She's setting up in the study. It'll be like our own little show."

“I love how cute you are when you’re excited,” said Colin, putting his arm around her. Paige grinned and reached up on tiptoe to give her boyfriend a kiss. “I’m in!” he said.

Aaron didn’t look quite as enthusiastic. “I mean, I’d like to some time, but we’re in the middle of a party...” He looked around at the crowd wistfully.

“Uh huh,” Eileen said. “And Natalie’s here, so you’re sticking close to me.” She stared him down with a raised eyebrow and a half-smile on her face.

“Come on, babe!” Aaron protested. “When are you going to lighten up about her?”

“As soon as she leaves,” Eileen assured him briskly, and she took him by the hand and led the way to the stairs. “But for now, you’re with me!”

The four climbed the stairs, the music's pulse muffled by the floorboards, and found the study. The room was dimly lit, with a circle of chairs in the center.

Eileen took a deep breath. "Okay, let's do this."

As they stepped inside, the door swung shut behind them, the sound echoing through the quiet room like a declaration of intent.

Clover sat in the center of the circle, a brunette with eyes a dazzling blend of blue and green.

Paige introduced everyone, and the friends took their seats, Paige's excitement on clear display as she sat next to Eileen. Colin and Aaron settled in opposite them, exchanging a mischievous glance that Eileen knew only too well. She sighed and quietly hoped that they would resist the urge to goof around and spoil this. Clearly this was something that Paige really wanted, and Eileen didn’t want it ruined for her.

Clover began to speak in a soothing, rhythmic tone that seemed to synchronize with the ticking of the clock on the wall. She spoke of relaxation, of letting go of the stresses of the week, of sinking into a peaceful, weightless state.

"Relax," Clover's voice was smooth and calming. "Take a deep breath in...and let it out slowly." Her instructions flowed like a gentle stream, each word carrying the weight of a promise. The room grew still as the quartet complied, the music from downstairs a distant echo. "Now, focus on my voice. My voice and your breathing. Deep, slow breaths. In..." she held the beat for a moment,” ...and out.”

With each breath, Eileen felt herself releasing tension, relaxing, just as Clover suggested. She could see that the same was happening to Paige, whose normally vivacious eyes had already taken on a glazed, faraway look as her chest rose and fell in time with Clover’s guidance. As she let herself drift away on the gentle breeze of Clover’s voice, Eileen felt a fuzzy, pleasant warmth begin to permeate her body. Breathing in, breathing out. Just listening to Clover’s voice. In...and out. Clover’s voice guiding her into peace and tranquility.

Colin and Aaron, however, clearly weren't taking it as seriously–a fact not overlooked by Clover, who directed the two smirking boys to look into her eyes as she continued to guide the group’s breathing. Clover first focused on Aaron, coaxing him to look deeply into her eyes as he allowed his mind to relax and absorb her words. Slowly, his smirk slipped away, replaced by a serene expression as he leaned back in his chair. Colin, then, became Clover’s direct focus, and he, too, was soon subdued by Clover’s mesmerizing gaze and voice.

"As you breathe and listen, listen and breathe," she continued, her voice soft, "you'll find your eyelids growing heavier, the stresses and worries of the world lifting from your shoulders."

One by one, they felt the weight of their eyelids grow heavier, the room fading into a soft blur. Eileen, the last to succumb, felt a thrill of resistance. She had always been fiercely independent, and even now a part of her rebelled out of sheer habit, despite herself. Yet, she couldn't help but be drawn in by the rhythm of Clover's words, the way they painted a picture of relaxation and peace. Finally, she too allowed her eyes to close, slipping into the embrace of suggested sleep.

“Your eyelids are growing heavier, and heavier. Heavier and heavier. So tired and sleepy. So heavy..."

The world around her grew quiet, and the beat of the party downstairs became a distant heartbeat. Clover’s voice seemed to caress her, enveloping her in its warmth, and she felt the tension in her body uncoil like a tight spring. Her thoughts grew hazy, each one floating away like a feather on a gentle breeze.

Clover's monologue grew more rhythmic, her words a lullaby of control. "Allow your body to sink into the chair, become one with the room. Let go of any tension, any doubt."

Clover's voice grew softer, a lullaby guiding them into a tranquil place. The room grew still. Even the music from downstairs seemed to hush itself.

"Good," Clover whispered. "Now, let your minds drift. You are safe. You are open. And when I count to three, you will all enter a deep, peaceful trance."

Their breathing slowed, matching the tempo of her speech. "Three: You are now in a state of deep relaxation. Two: You are completely open to my suggestions. One: Your thoughts are still, your minds blank and empty."

The room was silent, save for the steady rhythm of their breaths, synced to the beat of their shared heart.

"Now, when you open your eyes," Clover said gently, "you will remain deeply hypnotized and completely open to my suggestions. Deeply hypnotized and completely open to my suggestions in three...two...one..."

Eileen's eyelids fluttered open. She was dimly aware of everyone else in the room, but it was Clover's face that drew her gaze, her eyes now a deep, all-consuming pool that Eileen couldn’t look away from. The world around her had faded into a gentle hum, and all that mattered was the brunette’s calm, soothing voice that had lulled her into this tranquil state.

"You feel so relaxed, so open," Clover murmured, her eyes piercing through the veil of Eileen's consciousness. "Now, I want you to raise your right hand, but only if you feel a deep desire to follow my instructions."

Without a moment's hesitation, Eileen's hand began to lift, floating upwards as if of its own accord. She watched it rise, the fingers unfurling like a flower in slow motion. It was a strange sensation, but she felt no urge to fight it. Instead, she felt a sense of ease, a willingness to surrender to the experience. It was as if a warm blanket of trust had been wrapped around her, shielding her from doubt and fear.

Clover's smile grew a little wider as she spoke again. "Very good. Now, when I count to three, you will all lower your hands, and as you do, you will sink deeper into the hypnotic state. Three...two...one...lower your hands."

Their arms descended like feathers, a collective surrender to the hypnotic pull of Clover's will. As her hand dropped to her lap, Eileen felt a profound sense of relaxation wash over her, as if the very act of letting go had unlocked some hidden chamber of tranquility within her. The room grew dimmer, the edges of her vision blurring into a gentle darkness that seemed to beckon her into a place of pure obedience.

Clover's gaze shifted to Colin and Aaron. "Now, stand up," she instructed, and the two boys, still entranced, rose to their feet as one. Their movements were fluid, as if they were sleepwalking through a dream.

"You two have been naughty boys tonight," Clover told her rapt audience of two. "You didn't think hypnosis was real, did you?"  Both boys shook their heads, still gazing into their hypnotist's eyes.

"And you've been thinking naughty thoughts, I see," Clover continued. "You are both very deeply hypnotized, but you're also both very aroused. So aroused at being hypnotized. So aroused at being under my control."

Eileen watched as if in a dream. Her eyes floated downward to see the bulges in Colin and Aaron's shorts as they stood before their hypnotist. In other circumstances, it might have bothered her, but her mind felt so blank and empty that it was as if she were watching everything from a great emotional distance.

But Clover was still talking, and Eileen knew she must focus on her voice.

"You two ought to do something about that swelling in your shorts, don't you think?" Clover asked. The boys nodded in slow, rapt agreement. "I think you should go downstairs and put some ice on that swelling. Don't you think that's a good idea?"

Again, they nodded, absorbing Clover's suggestion without resistance.

"You naughty boys should probably keep the ice on for a while—you're both athletes, I'm sure you know how to do it." It was Clover's turn for a mischievous smirk as she added, "Oh, and boys, please be careful going down the stairs—I'd hate for you to stumble. I think it would be a good idea if you held hands while going down, don't you?"

As if in response, Aaron and Colin's hands reached out, and at a gesture from Clover, they left to return to the party, walking hand-in-hand, raging erections on full public display.

The room felt quieter now, the weight of their presence replaced by an intense focus on the remaining two. Clover’s gaze shifted to Paige, who sat there, still lost in her own little world of trance, a soft smile playing on her lips.

"Now, Paige," Clover said, her voice a gentle caress, "I want you to sink even deeper. Imagine yourself floating on a warm, tranquil sea of relaxation. Let it envelop you completely."

Paige's smile grew wider, and her breathing grew slower, her chest rising and falling like the tide. Eileen watched her friend, feeling the same warmth and tranquility wash over her, even though she hadn't been explicitly instructed to deepen her own trance. The power of suggestion was a strange and potent thing.

Clover's gaze then turned to Eileen. "And you, Eileen, let go of any remaining thoughts. You're feeling so peaceful, so calm. Allow yourself to sink deeper."

Eileen felt the words resonate within her, the gentle push into a realm of unquestioning surrender. Her body felt like it was melting into the chair, the fabric of her dress no longer a barrier, but a part of the warm embrace of comfort that enveloped her. Clover's eyes, those mesmerizing pools of blue-green, held hers, and she couldn't look away.

"Paige," Clover spoke, her voice a silky whisper, "You know how much you love your bullet journal, don't you? Being organized, getting things done, the way crossing off tasks gives you such a rush of satisfaction."

Paige nodded, lost in the tranquil haze of the hypnotic state.

"Good," Clover said, her voice a soft purr. "Now, I'm going to give you some simple tasks. Whenever I snap my fingers, you will feel an intense urge to say 'I love being hypnotized.' You'll find that each time you complete this task, you will feel incredibly satisfied. Understood?"

"Yes, Clover," came the quiet reply.

Clover's smile grew a smidgen wider. She knew Paige’s love for her bullet journal, how the act of crossing off tasks gave her a little dopamine hit of satisfaction. "Good," she said. "Eileen, for now I just want you to watch and recognize the wonderful effect hypnosis can have."

Without waiting for a response, Clover snapped her fingers. Instantly, Paige's eyes lit up, a beatific smile lighting her face. "I love being hypnotized," she exclaimed. The words hung in the air, filled with such genuine pleasure that even Eileen couldn't help but feel a twinge of curiosity about the sensation.

Clover nodded with satisfaction. "Again, Paige," she prompted, snapping her fingers once more. "I love being hypnotized," Paige said, her voice a little louder, a little more enthusiastic. Each time she spoke the phrase, she seemed to relax further into the chair, a blissful expression blooming across her features. It was clear that she was relishing the simple task, the thrill of obedience.

Eileen felt a peculiar sensation as she watched her friend. Part of her was amused, part of her was jealous, and part of her was just plain turned on by the power exchange unfolding before her eyes. She couldn’t help but feel a little left out, but she knew that this was something special for Paige, and it was clear that hypnosis had an amazing power to bring people pleasure.

Clover's eyes never left Paige’s as she continued to snap her fingers, each snap sending a jolt of pleasure through Paige’s body. "I love being hypnotized," she said with increasing ardor, her voice echoing in the quiet room. The rhythm of her voice and the snap of her fingers created a an irresistible rhythm of obedience.

After a few more snaps and declarations, Clover turned her attention to Eileen. "Your turn," she said, her eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief. She leaned in closer to Eileen, her gaze piercing the last of Eileen's resistance.

Eileen felt her body responding, her mind swimming in the tranquil waters of hypnosis. She watched as Clover’s eyes grew larger, the pupils were bottomless pools that drew her in deeper. "Look into my eyes," Clover whispered. "Deeper and deeper, let go of your thoughts."

Eileen's pupils grew large and dark, her eyes glazed over as she stared into the abyss of hypnosis. Her breath grew shallower, and she felt a warm, tingly sensation spread from her core, up her spine, and into her fingertips. It was as if she were floating in a warm bath, the water carrying her into a place of complete and utter relaxation.

"Now, Eileen," Clover said, her voice a soft, seductive purr, "I want you to experience the joy of surrender. Whenever you accept one of my suggestions, you will feel an intense wave of pleasure, just like Paige."

The idea was intoxicating. Eileen had always been the one in control, the leader, the star. To let go and simply obey...it was thrilling in a way she had never allowed herself to experience before.

Clover held up her hands, palms facing Eileen. "Look at my palms. Now, when I bring them together, you will feel your own hands drawn to each other, unable to resist their pull."

Eileen felt the magnetic force, her hands moving without her conscious command. They drew closer and closer until they were touching, and she gasped as a jolt of pleasure shot through her. It was a strange and delicious sensation, one that she hadn’t expected.

"Now, Eileen," Clover continued, "I want you to try to pull them apart. But remember, you can only do so if you want to give up the wonderful pleasure of my suggestions. Resisting my suggestions means resisting the happy, joyful feeling of obeying my suggestions."

Eileen's fingers quivered, but she made no effort to break the contact. She felt the tug of the command, the allure of the pleasure that awaited her in compliance. And she wanted it. She wanted to feel that warm rush again, to let go of the weight of the world and simply be. So she resisted, her fingers entwined, feeling the sweet tension build within her.

"Very good," Clover said, her voice a gentle pat on the back. "Now, when I count to three, you will try to pull your hands apart. But you will find that you cannot. You will feel an intense wave of pleasure each time you fail. One...two..."

Eileen's eyes widened in anticipation as she braced herself for the effort. "Three," Clover finished, and Eileen's hands obeyed, trying and failing to separate. A wave of pleasure crashed over her, and she felt herself sink further into the chair, the way Clover’s suggestions seemed to bend reality made her feel happy and...soft, somehow. Like her mind was warm, pliable putty.

"Now, Eileen," Clover spoke, her voice a warm embrace, "I want you to forget the number six. Whenever you hear the word 'six', you will only remember the feeling of my control, the joy of giving in to it."

Eileen nodded, her mind already reeling from the intensity of the hypnosis. She knew that if she tried to think of the number six, she would feel the warmth of the room, the softness of the chair, and the gentle tug of pleasure that came with obeying. It was like trying to hold onto a fistful of sand, slipping away with every attempt to grasp it.

Clover snapped her fingers, and Eileen heard Paige blurt out an enthusiastic "I love being hypnotized!" as she simultaneously felt a thrill run through her body as she accepted the suggestion. "How many fingers am I holding up?" Clover asked, flashing her hands before Eileen’s face.

"Five," Eileen responded without hesitation, her mind a clean slate where the number six once dwelled.

"Are you sure," Clover persisted with a satisfied smile. "Count them again."

Out loud, Eileen counted out all the fingers on the one hand, plus the one finger from the other. "Five," she confirmed, and again a delightful wave of bliss washed over her.

"Very good," Clover praised. "Now, let’s see how deep we can go. Whenever I say the phrase 'deep obedience now', I want you to sink deeper into your trance, feeling more relaxed and more open to my suggestions."

The phrase was like a key that unlocked a hidden chamber within Eileen’s mind. Each time she heard it, she felt herself sink deeper, the room around her fading into a comfortable blur. Paige seemed to fade into the background, the party a distant memory. It was just her and Clover, the brunette’s voice guiding her into a realm of pure sensation and wonderful obedience.

"Deep obedience now," Clover whispered, and Eileen melted, her body boneless, her mind a blank canvas for the hypnotist’s will. "Deep obedience now," she repeated, and Eileen felt the pleasure build within her, a crescendo of bliss that seemed to have no end. It was a feeling she hadn’t known she craved, but now that she had tasted it, she found herself yearning for more.

The room was quiet except for the soft murmur of the words and the steady beat of Eileen's heart. Her breath grew shallower, her eyes glazed, lost in the depths of the trance. With each repetition, she felt herself slipping further into a world of pure pleasure, where the only thing that mattered was the sweet surrender to Clover's will.

"Now Eileen, Paige and I have had a chance to get to know each other in our past sessions, but I'd like to get to know you better, too. What makes you tick, so to speak. Maybe there’s something hypnosis can do for you, too, like it does for adorable little Paige here. Would you like that?"

Eileen nodded with dreamy eagerness, still lost in the amazing sparkle of Clover's aquamarine eyes.

Eileen found herself sharing many details about herself—some of them quite private and personal, but she didn't mind. She trusted Clover. She liked obeying Clover. She was eager to please Clover. She discussed her volleyball scholarship, her relationship with Aaron, her past passion for ballet dancing. She withheld nothing from Clover; she wanted to be open, wide open, for her. When Clover expressed a particular interest in Eileen's former love of dance, she found herself sharing things she'd never told anyone before. How much she felt empowered by dance, how alive it made her feel. But then there was the dark side, when her mom remarried. The way her step-dad used to look at her, the shame she felt when he watched her practice without really understanding why at the time, the way it suffocated her love of dance, the way it made her feel dirty.

Tears rolled down her cheeks as she shared this, but there was happiness, too. Happiness in sharing it with this girl who made her feel so good, who she trusted so much. Eileen felt her heart swell as she gazed adoringly into those pretty eyes that had hypnotized her so deeply.

"I can see you as a ballerina," commented Clover. "In a way, you remind me of a music box I once had. I loved watching the pretty pink ballerina go round and round. Watching her dance for me.

"Eileen," Clover's voice grew softer, "I'd like to see you dance again."

Eileen's eyes widened in surprise, but she felt a strange compulsion to obey. She knew she was still in the throes of hypnosis, but she felt a genuine desire to move, to express herself through the art she'd left behind.

"I want you to imagine," Clover instructed, "that you're wearing your favorite ballet tutu, standing on stage, ready to perform. Feel the warmth of the lights, the coolness of the floor beneath your toes."

Eileen could almost feel the soft, frilly fabric of the tutu against her skin, the gentle pressure of the leotard hugging her curves. She could feel the stage beneath her, the anticipation of the crowd waiting for her to perform.

"Now, when I count to three," Clover continued, "you will stand up and you will feel that love of dance fill you once again. Remember how good it feels to follow my suggestions, Eileen, and on the count of three you will re-experience the joy of dance."

As she counted down, Eileen felt the almost unbearably strong urge to obey, but when Clover reached one, all the pain and shame came rushing back, too—the horrible feeling of her step-father's eyes on her body.

"Wait," Eileen choked out, her voice thick with emotion. Her chest heaved as she tried to hold back the sobs that threatened to spill over. She couldn't do it. The thought of dancing again brought back too many memories, too much pain.

But before she could fully reject the suggestion, she felt a gentle hand on her shoulder. "It's okay," Clover's voice was soothing, the epitome of calm. "You don't have to do anything you're not ready for."

Eileen looked up into the brunette’s eyes, which had lost none of their power even as her voice softened into a gentle lilt. "Let’s just relax," Clover whispered. "Remember how good it feels to let go, to trust me."

The tears flowed freely now, but Eileen felt something else, too: a gentle tug, a warm embrace of comfort that washed away the fear. "Deep obedience now," Clover said again, and this time the words didn't just fill her with pleasure, they soothed her, calmed her.

The room around her grew distant once more, and she felt herself sinking back into that warm, plush darkness, the memories of the past receding like a tide. The hypnosis had been so intense, so vivid, that she’d momentarily forgotten where she was. But as the waves of emotion subsided, she felt the familiar tug of Clover's control, and she let herself be drawn back in.

"I want you to go into an even deeper, special sleep for me now Eileen," said Clover. "So deep that your conscious mind will just sleep, sleep, sleeeep.... I want to have a nice little talk with your subconscious mind, Eileen, so you must go deeply asleep, very deeply asleep for me...deeply asleep...deeeply asleep..."

Eileen's eyes were so, so heavy all of a sudden, and she felt her body getting so sleepy and heavy, her eyelids getting so droopy and heavy. She needed so badly to sleep. To sleep. To sleeep....sleeep...sleeep....

But it seemed that just as she had succumbed fully to the darkness, there was a sudden, jolting snap, and she was awake again, her eyes fluttering open. The room was still, the only sound the ticking of the clock, and she felt...different. Refreshed. Renewed. And so, so happy.

Clover was smiling at her, a knowing smile that made Eileen's cheeks flush with warmth. "How do you feel?" she asked.

Eileen took a deep breath, feeling like she'd just woken from the best nap of her life. "Awake," she said. "I feel so...awake."

Clover nodded. "Good. Now, let's go downstairs and rejoin the party, shall we?"

They all stood up, Eileen feeling lighter than air. Paige looked just as blissed out as she felt, her eyes glazed over with pleasure. "Thank you," she murmured to Clover.

"My pleasure," the brunette replied.

The four of them descended the stairs, the music from the party growing louder with each step. Eileen felt a thrill of excitement at the prospect of joining her friends again, of letting go of the weight of the world for a night of fun and freedom.

As they entered the party, the scene before them was one of barely contained hilarity. Aaron and Colin were standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, each holding an ice pack over their crotches, looking utterly perplexed as their friends pointed and laughed.

When the girls reached their boyfriends, the laughter grew even more uproarious. "What happened?" Eileen gasped, trying to control her giggles.

Aaron looked over, his eyes wide. "It...it just started hurting," he said, his voice filled with confusion.

Colin nodded in agreement, looking equally baffled. "It was like...it just started to feel weird."

Their friends couldn't contain themselves anymore, falling into a fit of laughter as they recounted the story of how the two of them had suddenly, inexplicably, felt the need to ice their crotches in the middle of the party.

But Eileen and Paige knew the truth, and they shared a knowing smile as they took their boyfriends aside. Paige wrapping an arm around Colin and whispering sweetly, "Let's go sit down for a bit, okay?"

The two boys nodded gratefully, not questioning the sudden pain that had come and gone, their faces a picture of relief as the girls led them to a quieter corner of the room.

"You guys are so weird," Eileen said through her giggles, her hand on Aaron's shoulder, guiding him to a sofa in the corner of the party. "What's with the ice packs?" she asked, keeping up the pretence that she wasn’t in on the practical joke.

Aaron shrugged, his cheeks reddening. "I don't know. It just...started to feel weird down there."

Colin nodded, his own face a mask of bewilderment. "Yeah, it was like a...a sudden need."

Paige went to fetch a towel from the bathroom, and Eileen gently wrested the ice packs away from the boys.

"You guys going to be okay?" Eileen asked with a smirk.

Aaron looked down at the wet front of his shorts, a blush creeping up his neck. "Yeah. I...I don't know what came over me."

Colin nodded, equally embarrassed. "It just felt...necessary."

Their party had moved on to other conversations, but the laughter had left an awkward cloud hanging over the boys.

"Let's get you two home," Eileen said, her voice filled with amusement. "You can tell me all about your little 'problem' in the car."

They began to gather their things, and as they approached the door to say their goodbyes, Eileen noticed Clover standing next to Paige across the room, her lips moving in silent whispers. She felt a strange tingle of excitement as she watched her friend's eyes glaze over, her head slumping forward in a hypnotic nod. 

As Eileen approached, Clover snapped her fingers and Paige’s head lifted and her eyes fluttered open. She stood there, gazing wonderingly at Clover, not even noticing Eileen. 

"Thank you for the demo," Eileen said to Clover, her voice low and respectful. "It was...enlightening."

Clover's smile grew a little wider. "My pleasure," she replied. "It seems Paige enjoyed it as well. Would you mind if she stayed a bit longer?"

Eileen's eyes narrowed. "What are you two planning?" Paige still just stood there regarding Clover, her arms limp by her side.

"Oh, just a little...chat," Clover assured her, her gaze flicking to the still-entranced Paige. "She'll catch up with you later. Trust me."

There was something in the way Clover said it that made Eileen's skin crawl, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. Still, she nodded, her curiosity piqued. "All right, but don't do anything too crazy."

Clover just chuckled. "On that note, I hope I didn't cause you any trouble with your boyfriend," she said, glancing with mirth at the two boys standing near the door.

"Oh trust me, Aaron had it coming," Eileen assured her with a sly grin of her own.

The boys were eager to leave, the mortification of their public discomfort still fresh. As they stepped outside into the cool night air, Eileen couldn't help but glance back at the house, wondering what new twist the evening would take for Paige.

As they climbed into the car, Aaron and Colin were still trying to make sense of what had just happened.

"I swear," Aaron said, his voice filled with confusion, "I felt like I had to do it."

Colin nodded. "It was like...like my brain just turned off."

Eileen just laughed, shaking her head. "You guys are too much."

But as she started the engine and pulled away from the curb, she couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy. The thought of being under someone's complete control, feeling those intense waves of pleasure with each suggestion...it was something she hadn’t anticipated wanting. But now, the idea was lodged in her brain like a catchy tune she couldn’t shake.

The party grew smaller in the rearview mirror, but the image of Paige, lost in her trance, stayed with her. She couldn't wait to hear what had transpired in that quiet corner of the room after she left, what other surprises Clover had in store for her.

—-
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The week that followed had been filled with the typical college grind of classes and homework, but the memory of the party remained a tantalizing secret shared only between Eileen and Paige. When Eileen and Aaron met up for lunch at the student union some days later, Colin and Paige were already seated at their usual spot, a table nestled in a cozy corner.

As they approached, Paige looked up from her bullet journal, her eyes lighting up with a smile as she waved them over. Her journal was a thing of beauty, a kaleidoscope of tabs and Post-its sticking out like colorful feathers, a testament to her meticulous organization. Eileen couldn't help but feel a twinge of envy as she saw the joy it brought her friend.

"Hey, you two," Paige greeted them, her voice cheerful as she looked up from her journal. "How's your day going?"

They slid into the booth across from the couple, and Eileen couldn't help but notice that Colin was eyeing Paige's journal with a hint of exasperation. "It's going," he said, "but Paige here is turning into a scheduling ninja."

Eileen raised an eyebrow. "Oh?"

"Yeah," Colin grinned. "Everything's gotta be on her to-do list. I'm surprised I even made it onto it today."

"Let's see," said Paige, her eyes scanning her schedule. "Yes, I have you down for 10:45 to 10:50 tonight—that is, if you think you can last that long," she added with a playful smile.

"Hey!" Colin laughed, "I'm good for at least seven minutes any day!"

Paige giggled, her cheeks flushing. "Seriously, though—Clover's really helped me get organized. And when you're organized, you can get so much more done!"

Aaron nodded, his own curiosity piqued. "You're really into this hypnosis stuff, Paige?"

“Oh, definitely," Paige said, her voice earnest. "It's like having a personal assistant in my head."

Eileen felt something stir within her at the mention of Clover's name. She couldn’t wait to hear more about what Paige had been up to with her newfound obsession.

"It's just amazing," Paige went on. "I can't even explain it. It's like I'm in control, but also not. And it's all for my own good."

Aaron leaned in, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "So, does that mean we can all ask you to do embarrassing things like we saw last week?"

"Maybe," Paige replied coyly, "But only if it's for my benefit. And if I agree to it."

The conversation grew more playful, the tension of the party dissipating as they talked about their classes and the upcoming weekend. Yet, Eileen couldn't shake the feeling that something was still lingering beneath the surface, something that hadn't been fully explored.

As they ate, Eileen kept glancing at Paige, watching her every move, her every expression. The way she sat so straight, the way she spoke so confidently about her newfound focus. It was clear that the hypnosis had affected her in a profound way, and Eileen was eager to know more.

When they finished their meals and began to gather their things, Eileen leaned over and whispered to Paige, "Hey, can we talk after this?"

"Sure," Paige said, her eyes meeting hers. "I'm going to the dorms after we're done here to meet with Clover again. Want to join me? Some of the other girls heard about the demonstration at the party and want to try being hypnotized."

The words hung in the air, and Eileen felt something tug at her, an unexplained desire to be a part of this. "I don't know," she said, playing it cool. "I'm kind of busy."

But Paige was insistent, her voice taking on a slightly different tone. "Oh, come on, Eileen. It'll be fun. And remember, 'Clover’s eyes hold the answers'."

Eileen blinked, the unusual phrase echoing in her mind. Without realizing it, she felt her resistance crumbling. The thought of being under Clover’s control, feeling that peace and tranquility again, was too tempting. "Okay," she heard herself say. "I'll come."

It was as if Paige had flipped a switch. The moment Eileen had heard the phrase, something within her shifted. Her mind was suddenly eager to submit, to find out just what 'answers' those mesmerizing eyes held for her.

As they left the student union, Eileen couldn’t help but reflect on the serene feeling that had washed over her at the party. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before—like floating on a cloud, utterly relaxed and free from worry. The idea of experiencing that again was tantalizing, and she found herself looking forward to the impromptu session with an excitement that she couldn’t quite explain.

As they approached the dorm, Paige was practically bouncing with excitement, chattering away about her newfound love for hypnosis. Eileen listened, nodding along, but her mind was racing with thoughts of what might happen when they saw Clover again. 

When they entered the dorm, they found a small group of their friends already waiting in Paige’s room. There was an air of anticipation, like they were about to embark on a secret adventure. And as Eileen saw Clover sitting in the center of the room, she couldn’t deny the flutter in her stomach.

"Hi, Eileen," Clover greeted her with a knowing smile. "I'm so glad you could make it."

Eileen felt her cheeks heat up as she realized she'd been caught. But the warmth in Clover's voice, the way her eyes seemed to dance with secrets, was too alluring to resist. She stepped into the room, and without another word, she took her place among the others, ready to dive back into the deep, mysterious waters of hypnosis.

Bianca and Grace looked up at the new arrivals, their faces alight with excitement. They were a study in contrasts, with Bianca's eyes a deep chocolate brown and Grace's a vibrant hazel. Despite their similar height and hair color, their personalities shone through—Bianca with a mischievous sparkle, and Grace with a gentle, curious gaze.

Clover introduced everyone and explained that Grace and Bianca were roommates down the hall in the dorm.

"So, what brings you two lovely ladies here today?" Clover asked, her voice like a warm embrace. "Is there something in particular you're looking to achieve through hypnosis?"

Bianca leaned in, her eyes glinting with curiosity. "Well, I heard that it can make you feel...good," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "You know, like, really good. Is that true?"

Clover's smile grew knowing. "Ah, the pleasure of hypnosis," she said, her eyes sparkling. "Yes, I think I can do that for you."

Eileen felt a warmth spread through her at the words, remembering the intense waves of pleasure she'd felt at the party. She watched as Paige nodded eagerly, her cheeks still flushed from her own frequent rendezvous with the hypnotist.

"Indeed," Clover said, her eyes scanning the group. "The human mind is a powerful thing, and with the right guidance, it can achieve anything."

Clover took her seat in the center of the room, her eyes scanning the circle of eager faces. She began to speak in a rhythmic, calming tone, her voice weaving a spell of relaxation that seemed to wrap around each of them like a warm embrace. "Take a deep breath in," she instructed, "and let it out slowly. Feel your bodies growing heavier, your muscles loosening."

The room grew quiet, the only sounds were Clover’s steady, soothing cadence and the steady breathing of the entranced girls. Eileen watched as Paige leaned back, her eyes glazed over, and her body melted into the chair. It was as if she were under a sedative, but her smile suggested it was anything but a medicinal tranquility.

Eileen felt herself slipping under the spell almost immediately. There was something about Clover's voice that just made her want to let go, to trust, to obey.

"Breathe in deeply," Clover instructed, "and as you exhale, feel the tension leave your body. You're getting sleepier and sleepier, more and more relaxed."

The words washed over Eileen like a warm wave, her muscles loosening, her thoughts unfurling like a tightly coiled spring. She felt the weight of her body sinking into the chair, her consciousness drifting away like dandelion seeds on the breeze.

"Now, I want you to focus on the sound of my voice," Clover continued. "Let it fill your minds, let it drown out the outside world."

Eileen felt her own eyelids grow heavier as she obeyed, the room spinning gently as the outside world retreated. She was only vaguely aware of the other girls as they succumbed to the same seductive pull.

"You're all doing so well," Clover said, her voice a gentle lullaby. "Now, I want you to imagine that you're in a safe place, a place where you can let go of all your worries and fears. That's right, let them go..."

Eileen's mind conjured up an image of a soft, sandy beach, the sound of waves crashing gently against the shore. The scent of saltwater and the warmth of the sun on her skin made her feel more relaxed than she had in weeks.

"You're feeling so good, so peaceful," Clover said, her words a gentle caress. "Now, when I count to three, you will all open your eyes. But when I snap my fingers, you will fall back into this tranquil state, ready for whatever I wish to suggest to you."

Eileen felt the words resonate within her, the power of the command settling into her very bones.

"One...two...three," Clover counted, her voice a soft chant. "Open your eyes."

The room was a soft blur as Eileen blinked, her vision slowly focusing on the faces of her friends, all of them looking so serene and content.

"Good," said Clover, her eyes scanning the group. "Now, let's begin."

Eileen felt a shiver of excitement as she watched Clover's fingers come together in a slow, deliberate snap. The room fell away, and she was back on that beach, her mind open and receptive.

“Good. Now you will open your eyes, but remain at peace with the events as they unfold before you. Your mind is free to drift, without worry, without cares, as your bodies respond to my suggestions.”

Eileen’s eyes slowly opened once more.

She watched as Clover approached Bianca. "Bianca," Clover said, her voice soft and sweet, "I want you to feel a warmth building in your core."

Eileen saw the petite girl’s eyes float up with adoration into Clover’s.

"The warmth," Clover continued, "is becoming more intense. It's making you feel...good, isn't it?"

Bianca nodded, still gazing into the bright eyes that had her transfixed.

Clover's smile grew a shade darker. "Good," she said, her voice a warm caress. "Now," Clover said, her voice a whisper of silk, "I want you to imagine that warmth spreading, growing, filling every inch of your body with a delicious tingling. Especially those areas that feel the best. Your mind knows what to do, Bianca, and my voice is just a guide. Feel that warm pleasure gather where you most want it to feel good..."

Eileen watched as Bianca's hands began to twitch, her fingers curling into fists before relaxing again. It was clear she was feeling something powerful, something that made her entire body react.

“You can feel it, can’t you? The heat, the delicious pressure building? The...wetness?”

Bianca's cheeks flushed a deep crimson as she nodded. The room grew quiet as arousal washed over Bianca. Her chest began to rise and fall more rapidly, and she bit her bottom lip, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"Now, touch yourself," Clover instructed, her voice a gentle push. "Let your fingers explore your body, guided by the warmth and pleasure."

Bianca's eyes grew wide, but she didn't hesitate. Her hands began to move, tracing a path up her thighs, her touch tentative at first before growing more confident. The sight was intoxicating, and Eileen felt her own body begin to reactin response.

Clover moved closer, her breath hot on Bianca's ear. "That's it," she murmured. "Feel the pleasure, let it build, let it consume you." Bianca’s hand had reached her sex now and she began rubbing herself as she stared, stared into her hypnotist’s aquamarine eyes.

Bianca's eyes fluttered, her mouth forming a silent 'O' as she succumbed more and more to the hypnotic suggestions. Her hands moved more urgently now, her body arching into the touch, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps.

The room was filled with the sound of her quiet moans, an aria of pleasure that seemed to echo off the walls and the air was thick with erotic tension.

"Bianca," Clover's voice was a soft command. "Look at Grace. She's right beside you.?"

Bianca tore her eyes from Clover’s and regarded her roommate, who was watching with obvious desire etched on her features.

"Eileen," Clover said, her eyes meeting Eileen's for a moment. "I want you to just relax and watch. You can feel your body relaxing and your mind opening to this experience."

She turned her attention back to Bianca and Grace. "You are both feeling so sexy now," she murmured, her voice smooth and alluring. "And you are both so deeply, deeply hypnotized. Deeply, deeply in my power. And you love this feeling."

Bianca's and Grace's eyes became glassy, their pupils dilating as they stared at each other, entranced. The air grew thick with anticipation, the tension a tangible presence.

"I want you both to stand up now," Clover said, her voice a soft command. 

In unison, the two petite beauties rose to their feet, their movements fluid and graceful. They swayed slightly, still gazing at each other, their breathing synchronized as they waited for the next instruction.

Clover's smile grew as she addressed the group. "Eileen, I want you to watch closely as I demonstrate the power of hypnosis. You are going to enjoy watching how much fun your friends are about to have."

With that, she turned back to Bianca and Grace, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Now, I want you two to walk towards each other. Slowly, closer and closer."

The girls obeyed, their steps measured and deliberate. As they approached each other, Eileen felt a strange thrill at the sight, at the power hypnosis had over the girls.

"Now, when I snap my fingers," Clover said, her voice a whisper, "you will both lean in and kiss each other."

The snap echoed through the room, and without a moment's hesitation, the girls' faces drew closer, their lips meeting in a soft, tender kiss.

It was a tentative kiss at first, but as the seconds ticked by, it grew more intense, their bodies leaning in, their tongues meeting timidly, then slipping more boldly into each other’s mouths.

Eileen watched, her eyes wide, her body tingling with an odd sense of peace. It was as if she were observing a scene from a movie, a part of it yet detached all the same.

Clover's eyes flicked over to Eileen, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Keep watching, Eileen. You’re enjoying this so very much," she murmured, her voice a seductive caress that seemed to bypass Eileen's conscious mind and go straight to the core of her being. Clover said something to Paige as well, but Eileen’s entire focus was on the two roommates sharing their first lesbian kiss.

The kiss between Bianca and Grace grew more heated, their hands roaming, exploring, claiming. And as Eileen watched, she felt herself growing more and more aroused, the trance heightening her senses until every sound, every touch, every flick and dance of their tongues seemed to heighten her own pleasure.

It was an intensely erotic, intensely private act, and yet she didn't look away. She couldn't. The scene was too mesmerizing, the urge to watch and enjoy it too powerful. And as she watched, she felt herself slipping deeper into the hypnotic atmosphere of the room, her mind open and receptive to the dreamy reality around her.

The kiss grew more urgent, their tongues dancing together, their bodies pressing against each other with urgency, passion. It was as if they were the only two people in the world, lost in a sea of pleasure that had been waiting for them all along.

And as Eileen watched, she felt something within her stir, a yearning she hadn't known was there. It was as if she were being called to join them, to become a part of this intimate dance. But she remained still, her eyes never leaving the scene before her.

Clover leaned in, a look of satisfaction on her face. "Bianca, Grace," she said, "now, I want you to reach over and touch each other, just like you would touch yourselves. You will find that magically," Clover continued, "your pussies have switched places. When you touch her, it's your own body you're feeling. When she touches you, it's as if you're touching yourself."

The room grew quieter still, the only sound their synchronized breaths and the soft rustle of fabric as they complied. Their hands moved tentatively at first, as if they were touching something sacred, something that didn't quite belong to them.

As their fingertips finally reached their destination, they both gasped, their eyes widening in shock. It was as if they hadn't expected the sensation to be so intense, so real. Eileen could almost feel the electricity in the room as their fingers met with the wetness of their own arousal, but it was the look on their faces that was the most compelling.

Bianca's eyes rolled back in her head, a silent scream escaping her lips. Grace's hand trembled as she felt the familiar sensation of her own desire, but in a way she never had before. It was as if they were each discovering their own bodies for the first time, but through the eyes and hands of another.

Clover urged the on. "Good," she said, her voice a gentle coax. "Give yourselves over to the pleasure. All that matters is pleasure. Pleasure, and my voice, my suggestions. My voice is pleasure. My suggestions bring you pleasure. Give yourselves over to my suggestions and enjoy the pleasure of my voice..."

Their movements grew more urgent, their hands moving in unison as they lost themselves in the moment. 

Eileen felt her own desire growing, a warm, insistent throb that she couldn't ignore. She watched as the two girls succumbed to the power of  Clover's hypnosis, their bodies writhing, their fingers delving deep into each other...and themselves.

Eileen barely registered Clover’s voice at her ear. All she knew, deep down, was that she wanted it too. She wanted to feel that connection, that loss of self, that complete surrender to the will of another. She wanted to experience the joy of being under Clover's spell, to let go of her fears and her inhibitions and simply be...whatever Clover wished her to be.

But for now, she was content to watch, to learn, to anticipate. The world around her had melted away, leaving only the warmth of the room, the scent of desire, and the intoxicating allure of the hypnosis that bound them all.

The air grew thick with the scent of arousal, the room pulsing with the energy of the moment. And as the girls' breaths grew louder, their moans filling the air, Eileen felt her own hand move, almost of its own accord, to mirror their actions.

Clover’s voice was there again, but all Eileen could focus on was the intensely erotic display of mutual masturbation in front of her. 

The fabric of her own panties grew damp as she touched herself, her eyes never leaving the scene before her. And as the room grew hazier, as the world outside grew distant, she knew that she was ready. Ready to take the plunge, to give herself over to the power of hypnosis and the bliss of submission.

Bianca and Grace’s movements grew more frantic, their kisses more desperate, as if they were trying to fill a void that had been hidden from them their entire lives. Eileen could see the passion building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter like a spring ready to snap.

But it was when they finally reached their peak, their bodies trembling with the force of their shared orgasm, that Eileen truly appreciate the power of hypnosis. Clover’s power. And it thrilled her in a way she had never known before.

The room was still, the only sound the roommates’ heavy panting. They pulled apart, their eyes still glazed with the aftermath of their shared climax. And then there was only Clover's voice, telling them all that it was time to sleep, sleep... Sleeeep.....
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In the weeks that followed, volleyball practice and games had begun to take up more of Eileen's time, but her grades had never been better, and she had a newfound love for her morning runs. And she felt good about it—really good. It was as though she was becoming her best self, and it made her feel alive and on top of the world.

Paige, too, seemed to be thriving. Her bullet journal was no longer just a hobby; it was a lifeline, a map of her days laid out with meticulous precision, and she felt like she was accomplishing more than ever before. There was a simple, but deeply satisfying joy in crossing off every item in her ambitious to-do list that was simply addictive and made her feel like she was making the utmost of every opportunity every day.

It was a sunny afternoon when the four friends all found themselves at the union for lunch. The table was crowded, their friends chattering around them, but there was also some tension between the boys and their girlfriends. 

"So," Aaron said, his voice strained, "how's volleyball practice been, Eileen?"

"Great," she responded, her tone flat. "It's really coming together."

"That's...that's good," he said, his eyes searching hers. "Hey," he added after a moment. "I miss spending time with you."

Eileen nodded, a part of her understanding the words, another part of her feeling like they were spoken in a foreign language. She knew he was hurt, but she couldn't explain why she felt so distant from him. It was as if she were watching her own life from the outside, a spectator in her own romance. How could she make him understand how she was feeling? It hardly seemed worth the effort of trying.

"And you, Paige?" Colin chimed in. "How's your...organizing going?"

"Fantastic," she said with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "I've got everything sorted out."

The conversation stalled, the air thick with unspoken words. They picked at their food, the weight of their changed dynamics pressing down on them.

Finally, Eileen broke the silence. "Guys, what's going on? Why do you seem so...upset?"

They both looked at her, their expressions a mix of hope and anger. "You tell us," Colin said, his voice tight. "You're both so...different."

"We're just busy," Paige replied quickly, her eyes darting around the room. "You know how it is."

But Eileen could see the lie in her eyes, the impatience with Colin. The resentment of his presence splitting her focus, taking her away from more important tasks. 

"I miss you, though," Colin said, his voice raw with emotion. "I mean, the way you used to be."

Paige barely looked up from where she was writing in her journal. "I'm still the same person, Colin," she said, shifting a yellow sticky note to a new page.

"Are you?" he challenged. "Because it doesn't feel like it."

The tension grew as no one spoke for a long moment.

"Volleyball season has started heating up, you know that," Eileen finally said. Turning to Colin: "And are you really going to come down on Paige for wanting to do well in her classes?"

Colin looked down shamefacedly. "No," he began. "But..."

He was cut off, however, by Aaron's elbow nudging him. Colin followed Aaron's eyes to see Bianca and Grace on the other side of the crowded student union. Already of similar build and hair color, the roommates had recently called attention to themselves by adopting the same haircut and style of clothes. Both now sported identical asymmetrical bobs and wore complimentary outfits. Each was wearing short shorts, white sneakers, a white crop top that showed off their midriff, and a vibrant bow in her brown hair. But whereas Bianca's shorts were a bright green, and her bow a vivid pink, Grace's shorts were pink and her bow bright green. Heads turned in their direction as they sashayed to their table; all eyes were on them and they were clearly reveling in the attention.

"Did you hear they're showering together now?" Aaron whispered to Colin, who looked at him skeptically.

"What?"

"Yeah," Aaron leaned in closer, his voice hushed with gossip. "Someone saw them in the dorm showers, doing...everything together."

"Everything?" Colin's voice was a mix of shock and arousal.

"Everything," Aaron nodded solemnly, as if confirming a terrible rumor.

The two guys couldn't help but watch the girls as they sat down at a nearby table, their eyes glazed with much the same look that Eileen and Paige had after their first session with Clover. They were pretty, but there was something...strange about the way they moved, the way their eyes never quite met anyone else's, the way their smiles seemed a bit too perfect.

"Guys, seriously?" Eileen said, her voice laced with exasperation. "They're just friends who support each other. You're reading too much into it."

"Friends who shower together?" Aaron said skeptically, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah," Paige said with a smirk. "It's called efficiency."

"And dress like twins?" Colin added. "Like...incest twins or something? That's normal to you?"

The two girls shared a look, a silent conversation passing between them. They knew what their boyfriends didn't: the true nature of the bond that had formed between Grace and Bianca that night in the dorm. It was none of the boys’ business, though. They just didn’t understand.

"I think you two are just jealous of the attention they've been getting," Colin said, his voice a mix of annoyance and hurt. "Anyway, you don't get to decide what's normal anymore."

Eileen sighed. "We're not jealous," she said. "We just don't get why you're making such a big deal out of it."

"Because it's not right," Aaron insisted. "They're not...right."

Eileen rolled her eyes, the motion feeling almost rehearsed by now. "You guys are so predictable," she said. "Why don't you just focus on your own stuff and let us handle ours?"

The tension at the table grew, the air thick with unspoken accusations and unresolved feelings. After an awkward silence, Colin stood.

"Come on, Aaron. Looks like we're just getting in their way now."

With those words, Colin pushed his chair back, and the two boys stalked off, their footsteps echoing through the crowded student union. Aaron cast a final, pleading look at Eileen, but she just shrugged, her eyes glazed over as if she were lost in thought. The tension was terrible, but as they left, the chatter of the students in the dining hall resumed around them, the momentary drama forgotten by all but the four of them.

Neither Eileen nor Paige made any move to follow. Instead, they watched their retreating figures with a strange sense of detachment, as if they were observing a movie rather than their own lives.

"Well, that was dramatic," Paige said, finally breaking the silence.

Eileen nodded absently, her mind still reeling from the conversation. She knew that something had changed between them all, but she couldn't quite put her finger on it.

The following day as Eileen was walking across campus after volleyball practice, she made up her mind to drop in on Aaron. Maybe she had been too distant lately, too remote, she mused. So what if she hadn’t been in a romantic mood with him lately? Maybe she should just get over it. Wasn’t compromise an important part of a relationship? Perhaps she really has been acting selfishly lately. Yes, she decided, it was up to her to make it right.

Just then, she heard her name being called out and turned to see “the twins” approaching.

“Hey Eileen!” beamed Bianca, who was wearing a baby blue bow to match Grace’s shorts. It was clearly Grace’s turn for the pink bow today. Bubblegum colors, Eileen noted, the association coming into mind unbidden.

“Hi, guys,” Eileen said, plastering a smile on her face as the two of them drew closer. The twins were always so...bubbly. It was hard to be mad at them, even when she was feeling tense.

“How’s the volleyball season going?” Grace asked, her voice as sweet and girly as her outfit.

“It’s good,” Eileen said, feeling a bit of pride swell within her. “We’re actually doing pretty well this year, thanks for asking.”

“Clover said you’ve been really focused,” Bianca said, her eyes sparkling. “We’re so happy for you!”

“How are things with you two?” she asked, trying to keep her tone light.

They giggled in unison, their heads tilting in an eerily similar way. “We’re great!” Grace said. “Thanks to Clover, we’ve never felt closer!”

Eileen felt a strange twinge of doubt as a thought occurred to her: Was it really just a friendship that had blossomed? Or had Clover’s hypnosis played a part in it? 

“What do you mean?” she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

Bianca’s eyes shone with enthusiasm. “Oh, you know, she’s just given us the best advice about being ourselves and supporting each other. I don't know what we'd do without her guidance and suggestions!”

“Her...suggestions?” Eileen repeated, her voice a little sharper than she intended. There was just a little something niggling at her. Something just a bit off at the edge of her perception.

They looked at her, their smiles never faltering. “Well, you know how it is,” Grace said with a shrug. “Sometimes you just need a little encouragement to make you the way you should be!”

Eileen nodded, trying to hide her skepticism. It was possible that their relationship had just naturally evolved, but something about their matching outfits and synchronized smiles made her think otherwise.

“Is everything okay?” Grace asked. "You seem a little distracted."

“Yeah, I was just on my way to see Aaron,” Eileen said, forcing a smile. "I'm afraid I haven't been the best girlfriend lately," she admitted.

The twins looked at Paige and then back at Eileen, their eyes glinting. “Oh, we just saw him at the natatorium!" Bianca blurted out. Grace nudged her severely, a stern look on her face that set off a red flag in Eileen's mind.

"The natatorium?" 

"We're not really sure it was him," Bianca said, quickly correcting herself. "We might have been mistaken."

"Why would he be going to the natatorium?" Eileen asked herself aloud.

She was too preoccupied to notice the surreptitious glance that passed between "the twins."

"Good question," said Bianca with a hint of slyness in her voice, "You know, I've come to think that Clover's eyes hold the answers."

Eileen thought this an odd thing to say, but it was soon forgotten: She was still puzzling over why Aaron would be at the pool when suddenly the recollection of Clover's pretty blue-green eyes distracted her. For some reason, she wished Clover were here to hypnotize her right now. Yes, that would feel good. It would make her feel better.

"Eileen?" It was Grace. Apparently Eileen's thoughts had wandered.

"Sorry," she mumbled. "How long ago was it that you saw him?"

"Maybe ten minutes ago," mused Bianca. "But again, it might have been someone else." But there was impishness in her eyes when she added, "Anyway, whoever it was, he was with Natalie."

"Natalie!" Eileen was suddenly focused. And fuming. That scheming bitch!

The Bubblegum Twins continued as if they hadn't noticed Eileen's reaction. "You know who might know?" Grace asked Bianca. "Clover."

"Oh yes," Bianca added enthusiastically. "Clover's eyes hold the answers." She stole a mischievous glance at Eileen.

Eileen's mind was in turmoil, and the absurdity of Bianca's statement lost on her as she once again felt the urgent need to look into Clover's eyes and let her hypnotize away all her doubts and pain. Clover's eyes... Clover's eyes would make it all better.

But she blinked and snapped out of it as her jealous anger reasserted itself. Aaron—Natalie—the natatorium.

"Excuse me," Eillen grunted brusquely, and she marched off towards the building that housed the campus swimming facilities.

Grace and Bianca watched her go, then looked at each other with mischievous glee. Bianca put her arms around Grace's petite waist and drew her near.

"We obeyed so well," she said to her roommate.

Grace rewarded her with a smoldering look. "Obedience is pleasure," she intoned.

“Obedience is pleasure,’ Bianca agreed, and the two girls' mouths met in a passionate kiss.

—
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Eileen's thoughts were a whirlwind as she stormed into the natatorium, her eyes scanning the area for any sign of Aaron or Natalie. The smell of chlorine hit her nose, and the echo of splashing water reverberated through the large space. The place was mostly empty, with only a few stragglers packing up their gear and heading out. Her eyes fell upon the locker room door, and she knew she strode towards the entrance, determined to find out the truth.

With a deep breath, she pushed the door open, the sound of her sneakers squeaking on the tiles echoing through the room. It was cooler in here, the humidity giving way to a crisp chill. The lockers stood tall, their metal surfaces reflecting the harsh, fluorescent lights. The sound of a zipper closing made her snap her head to the right.

There she was, Natalie, standing tall and poised in a blue one-piece swimsuit that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her long, dark brown hair swished as she turned to face Eileen. Her smug smile was like a slap in the face.

"Eileen," she said, her voice cool and unflappable. "What a surprise."

"What are you doing here?" Eileen demanded, her voice shaking with anger. "Why can't you leave me and Aaron alone?"

Natalie leaned back against the locker, her arms folded across her chest. "What makes you think he needs something from me? Don't you think you're enough for him?" she replied, her eyes gleaming with challenge.

The words were like gasoline on a fire, and Eileen felt the flames of rage lick up inside her. "Stay away from him," she warned, her voice low and menacing.

"Jealousy is such an...ugly trait," Natalie replied coolly. "Besides, the way Aaron tells it, you don't seem all that interested in him any more. Maybe you should leave him to me; I know how to keep a man happy."

"Fuck you!" 

Eileen raised her hand, her anger overflowing, but Natalie only smirked and said, "Clover's eyes hold the answer. And all of a sudden, Eileen lost her train of thought. Her raised hand hung in the air, suspended in motion, as the recollection of Clover's vivid, sparkling eyes abruptly crowded out all other thoughts. 

"Wow!" Natalie smirked as she watched Eileen's hand slowly lower and a dazed, confused look come over the blonde's features. "It really worked!" 

Eileen blinked and seemed to awaken back to reality. "W..what?" 

"Your friend—the creepy girl with the bright eyes? She told me to tell you that 'Clover's eyes hold the answers'."

Again, Eileen lost track of the conversation and the need to look into Clover's eyes and succumb to her hypnotic control welled up within her. 

Natalie took a step closer, sensing her advantage, and Eileen backed away, distracted and confused. 

"Clover's eyes hold the answers." Natalie had backed her against the wall, like a boxer, the repeated phrase battering Eileen's concentration and determination like powerful body blows. The brunette's eyes glinted with predatory glee as Eileen's anger and confidence crumbled before her. 

"Clover's eyes hold the answers," Natalie repeated, and this time she even dared to reach down and undo the button on Eileen's shorts. Eileen's eyes were closed now, the vision of Clover's aquamarine eyes smiling at her the sole focus of her distracted thoughts. Natalie slipped a hand down into Eileen's shorts and let loose a delighted bark of laughter when she discovered Eileen's wetness. She gripped Eileen by the neck with her other hand and leaned in aggressively.

"Maybe you'd rather be with your weirdo friend," she gloated in Eileen's ear, rubbing the blonde girl's soaked crotch with a dominant confidence. "Yes, leave Aaron to me and go be with Clover." 

Defeated, humiliated, and desperately in need of Clover's guidance, Eileen broke away from Natalie and fled, tears of impotent rage and confusion streaming down her cheeks. 

She gathered herself just enough to refasten her shorts before she left the swimming center. Fortunately, no one else was still around to witness her humiliation. She took a moment to wipe her tears before pushing open the door and nearly ran right into Paige coming in. 

"Eileen, are you okay?" Paige's voice was filled with concern, but it barely registered. All Eileen could think of was finding Clover, of being lost in those soothing eyes that promised all the answers she needed.

"I... I need to see Clover," Eileen managed to get out, her voice trembling.

Paige didn't even ask why. She just nodded and pulled out her phone. "Hold on, let me text her." Her thumbs danced over the screen for a moment before she looked up, her expression a mix of concern and something else—something that looked suspiciously like satisfaction. Waiting for a reply felt agonizingly long to Eileen, but eventually Paige's phone sounded.

"Good news!" Paige said, "Clover has tagged this as a priority item on my task list. I can bring you to her right away." And without waiting for a response, she turned and started walking toward the parking lot.

Ignoring the oddity of Paige's wording, Eileen trotted after her. 

"Where is she? Where are we going?" she asked. 

"Don't worry, Clover's eyes hold all the answers." Paige's voice had assumed an odd monotone, but Eileen barely noticed. All she could think about was Clover's eyes. She needed to be hypnotized so badly! Then everything would be okay, she was sure. Everything would be great once she was hypnotized. Clover's eyes held all the answers.

The drive was a blur, and Eileen didn't recognize the suburban street they stopped at. Paige exited the car and strode up to the door of the house she had parked in front of. Eileen followed, relieved that she would soon see Clover, that soon she could lose herself in Clover's eyes.

The door swung open, and before them stood a woman with raven-black hair, dressed like a French maid from a naughty fairytale. She was stunning, with a figure that could make any man—or woman—weak in the knees. Her outfit was a delicious contradiction, a mix of innocence and seduction. Above the waist, she wore a frilly white apron, tied around a tight corset that pushed her ample breasts together and made her waist look impossibly small. Below the apron, she had on nothing but high-cut panties and glossy black heels. Her legs, which seemed to go on forever, were bare and gleaming.

"Welcome," the maid said, her voice low and deferential. "Mistress Clover is expecting you." 

Mistress Clover? Eileen thought, her brow furrowed with surprise and confusion. Who was this woman? Was this Clover's house? She had a sexy maid? 

But her need was too great to explore these questions now. She followed the fetish maid, who ushered them into a living room that was both elegant and cozy. Clover sat in the middle of the couch, her legs crossed, her own eyes gleaming with excitement as she saw Eileen enter the room.

"Eileen!" she exclaimed, patting the cushion next to her. "Come, sit with me."

Eileen didn't need a second invitation. She approached eagerly and sat down. 

"You seem upset," Clover said, her voice soothing as a lullaby. "Would you like me to help you relax?"

Eileen nodded eagerly. She needed that escape, that sweet oblivion that only hypnosis could provide.

The maid hovered in the background, a silent and alluring presence as Clover leaned in closer.

"Look into my eyes," Clover instructed, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Deep, deep into my eyes."

And just like that, Eileen was lost. She felt the world around her fade away, the anger and confusion dissolving like sugar in tea. There was only the sound of Clover's voice and the gentle gravity of her eyes as they drew her deeper into trance.

The room grew dim around the edges as Eileen felt a wave of peace wash over her. She was in Clover's world now, and everything was perfect.

"You are feeling so much better, aren't you?" Clover cooed. "All your troubles are slipping away, and you're left with nothing but pleasure and contentment."

Eileen nodded, her eyes never leaving those mesmerizing orbs.

"Now, tell me," Clover said, "What's bothering you?"

Her voice was like a warm bath, drawing Eileen's thoughts to the surface. She felt wonderfully calm and floaty as she related the incident at the natatorium to her hypnotist.

Clover nodded, her smile sympathetic. "I see. How upsetting! But it's all okay now. Now that you're here, looking into my eyes. Isn't that so?"

Eileen nodded again, her mind pleasantly numb.

And then, as if responding to some unspoken cue, the maid stepped forward, her bare legs making no sound on the plush carpet. She knelt before Clover and began to gently massage her feet, her hands gliding over her skin with the skill of an experienced masseuse.

"Drop deeper," Clover urged, her eyes never leaving Eileen's. "Let me help you overcome your fears and insecurities once and for all. Would you like that? Would you like me to hypnotize away all your cares and worries, Eileen?"

"Yes, Clover," Eileen breathed with rapt awe.

"Good girl. Now sleep, Eileen. Let soothing, blissful sleep wash over you. You are getting so sleepy now, Eileen. Sleepier and sleepier.... Sleepier and sleepier... Drift into my eyes and sleep... Sleeep... Sleeep..."

Eileen's eyes grew heavier, and she felt herself slipping deeper and deeper, and soon she was in the embrace of sweet, suggested sleep.

When she opened them again, she was greeted by the same comforting vision of Clover's sparkling gaze. The fog in her mind was thick and warm, a delightful blanket that shielded her from the harshness of reality. The anger and inadequacy that had plagued her only moments ago were now but distant whispers, easily dismissed.

"Eileen," Clover's voice was a gentle caress in her ears. "You are feeling so peaceful now, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," Eileen murmured, the endearment rolling off her tongue with surprising ease.

"Good," said Clover. "You are so open to me now. So open to everything I say. So eager to obey me."

The words sank into Eileen's mind like a warm knife into butter.

"Yes, Mistress," she said again, her voice filled with a serene contentment she hadn't felt in ages. She felt like she could tell Clover anything, do anything for her.

"Paigebot," Clover said, turning her gaze to Eileen's friend, "Go fetch the package for me."

Eileen watched with a serene smile as Paige—now Paigebot—nodded and rose from her chair. The sight of her friend's cute, petite naked body didn't seem to register as unusual. In this hazy, hypnotic state, everything just...was.

"I will obey," Paigebot said, her eyes wide and unblinking, as she walked towards the door. Her small, firm breasts bobbed with each step, and her round buttocks clenched and released as she moved. She had always been so self-conscious about her body, but now, under the spell of hypnosis, she seemed utterly unfazed by her nudity.

Eileen's eyes traveled over her friend's body, taking in the delicate curve of her waist, the way her hips swiveled as she walked, and the sweet little triangle of hair between her legs. It was strange to feel so detached and yet so...affected by the sight of Paige's bare skin.

The door closed behind Paigebot with a soft click, leaving Eileen alone with the maid and Clover. The maid continued her silent, skillful massage of Clover's feet, her eyes cast down in respectful submission.

Clover turned her attention back to Eileen. "Now, my dear," she said, her voice a warm caress, "Let's talk about your feelings for Aaron."

Eileen felt a pang of something—was it guilt? Concern? But it was quickly soothed away as she stared into those beautiful eyes. "I love him," she murmured. "But...but sometimes I don't know if he loves me."

Clover leaned closer. "No, Eileen," she said, her voice a gentle coo. "You've only been fooling yourself all this time," she said. "You see that now."

And as Eileen's sluggish thoughts processed this, she realized it was true. Sure, she had told herself that she was in love with Aaron, but did she really feel that way or was she just deceiving herself?

"I..." she muttered. "But..." She looked up into Clover's eyes for answers, and what she found there was Truth. No, she didn't really love Aaron. She saw that now.

The door swung open again and Paigebot re-entered, eyes blank, carrying a wide cardboard clothes box. Her nakedness seeming even more pronounced with the stark contrast of her robotic stiffness. She set the box down on the coffee table and then stood at rigid attention, as if awaiting her next order.

Clover's eyes lit up with amusement. "Ah, the package has arrived," she said. "Thank you, Paigebot."

Eileen felt a strange mix of arousal and confusion as she watched Paige—no, Paigebot—move so obediently. It was as if her friend had been transformed into a living doll, a toy to be played with and directed.

"Now," Clover said, turning back to Eileen with a smile. "Let's talk more about your friend. You know how much Paige adores her bullet journal, don't you?"

"Yes," Eileen said, her voice distant. "She's obsessed with it."

"It's because it gives her such a sense of self-worth," Clover explained. "Getting things done. She's hooked on that feeling of accomplishment. And I've helped her to enjoy it all the more as Paigebot. Now the pleasure she gets from checking off items on her list is almost... orgasmic."

Eileen blinked, surprised by the sudden intimacy of the revelation.

"And so I've made her an even more special list," Clover continued, her eyes gleaming. "A list that will make her feel incredible every time she completes a task. The compulsion to obey is far, far too strong to resist, even if she wanted to. Which she doesn't, of course. Do you, Paigebot?"

"Paigebot obeys," came the immediate, monotone reply.

Clover smiled wickedly. "I do love my toy Paigebot," she confided conspiratorially to the bemused Eileen. "Paigebot, run self-lubrication routine," she ordered.

With a mechanical grace, Paige turned and sat on the armchair, spreading her legs wide. Eileen felt a strange warmth in her own core as she watched, the haze of the trance making the scene seem both erotic and utterly normal. Paige's eyes remained wide, unfocused, as her fingers began to move with the precision of a robot. She touched herself with a slow, deliberate motion, her breathing becoming more rapid as she obeyed the command.

"Good," Clover said, her voice a gentle murmur of approval. "Now, Eileen, watch how Paigebot finds her pleasure. It's all thanks to her new programming."

The sight of her friend in such a state of mindless obedience was fascinating and strangely erotic to Eileen. She watched, unable to look away, as Paige's body began to respond to her own touch. Her chest rose and fell with increasing speed, her cheeks grew flushed, and she started to make quiet little noises that grew louder with every stroke.

Eileen felt her own breath quicken as she watched. She had never seen Paige like this, so open, so vulnerable, and so...hypnotized. It was mesmerizing.

"See how beautiful it is," Clover said, her voice a gentle coax. "How wonderful it is to let my hypnotic suggestions take root deep, deep in your psyche. How erotic it is to be turned into my mindless little sex toy."

In her dim, attenuated thoughts, Eileen had to admit to herself that it was very erotic, and she could see by Paige's glistening fingers and sex that she felt the same.

As if guessing at Eileen's thoughts, Clover said to the dark-haired maid, "Linda, I think you'd better make sure that Paigebot doesn't get lubricant all over the chair."

The maid—Linda—knelt gracefully before Eileen's mindless, masturbating friend, and Eileen couldn't help noticing the way it showed off the long, slender shapeliness of her beautiful legs. Linda the maid obediently leaned forward, extended her pink tongue, and began lapping at Paige's sex with gentle, practiced skill.

"Now, Eileen," Clover said, her voice a silky whisper. "Open the package, darling."

Eileen looked down at the large cardboard box sitting on the coffee table, feeling a strange mix of anticipation and dread. She reached over and lifted the flaps, revealing a pink tutu and a pair of matching ballet slippers nestled within the tissue paper. Her heart skipped a beat as she recognized the outfit. It was so similar to the one she had worn during her days in ballet, back when she had felt graceful and powerful, before the shadow of her stepfather had tainted the dance for her.

Her eyes sought out Clover's for an explanation, while somewhere at the far edge of her perceptions, Paigebot's moaning reached a higher pitch.

"Because I know you, Eileen," Clover said with a knowing smile. "I know your secrets, your desires, your fears. And I want to help you rediscover the joy of ballet. Just as I helped Paige find a new kind of pleasure in her task list, I want to show you that you can find happiness in dance again."

Eileen picked up the tutu, feeling the soft fabric between her fingers. It was lighter than air, fluttery and delicate, and the slippers were so much like the ones she had worn for years. The sight of them brought a rush of memories, some painful, but others... others were filled with the sweet ache of nostalgia.

The hypnotist leaned closer, her eyes filled with an intensity that seemed to penetrate into the deepest recesses of Eileen's thoughts. She felt the fog in her mind thicken, her thoughts becoming less her own and more... malleable.

"Deep obedience now, Eileen," she said, and Eileen felt herself relax even further, her mind widening and eager to be penetrated by Clover's suggestions.

"You see now that you've been holding yourself back, giving up what you really love because you never really understood yourself until now." Clover told her, and Eileen knew deep within that it was true. It must be true. It was as true as Clover's eyes.

"Your step-father is nothing but a faded memory now, your relationship with Aaron a mistake. But you're here now, with me, where you're meant to be," the brunette continued, and Eileen felt a deep, warm happiness at this realization. This is where she was meant to be. And she knew that Clover was who she really loved all along.

"You're going to put these on," Clover whispered. "You're going to be my pretty little music box girl, and you're going to dance and twirl and be pretty for me. All for me."

Eileen nodded, smiling through a sheen of happy tears. Slowly, dreamily, she began to peel away her street clothes, the fabric of her shirt and jeans feeling rough and confining against her skin. With each article of clothing that fell away, she felt lighter, freer.

Her eyes remained locked onto Clover's, those pools of understanding and acceptance. She felt her body moving almost of its own accord, her limbs graceful and sure as they slipped into the pink tutu. The fabric whispered around her waist, and the ballet slippers felt like a second skin as they slid onto her feet.

The warmth grew inside her as she stood there, naked but for the tutu and slippers. She felt... right. As if she had been born to wear this outfit, to dance for Clover's amusement.

"Oh, Eileen, it took a lot of time and planning to overcome your resistance," Clover said with a satisfied smile. "You're so fierce, really, and so independent. You needed emotional—" she sought for just the right word, "—softening up—in order for me to finally get past your baggage and bend you to my will," she explained. She gestured towards Paigebot and Linda and the two mesmerized women got to their feet and stood at attention, arms at their sides, staring blankly off into the distance.

Eileen nodded, grateful that Clover had deemed her worthy of taming. "I'm sorry," she began.

Clover smiled. "Oh, it was worth the effort, Eileen," she said as her eyes freely roamed over Eileen's body, somehow more exposed than she would have been if fully nude, the tutu and slippers emphasizing her nakedness in erotic contrast.

"Don't get me wrong," Clover continued. "I love all of my new toys: Paigebot, my little dolly twins—so fun to dress up! I do love to wind them up and make them play with each other," she added with a lewd smile.

"But you're a very special toy, Eileen. My music box ballerina. I told you about the music box once. It was something of an early awakening for me. It holds a special place in my heart, in my memories. And now here you are, in the living, sexy flesh, so ready to dance and obey. A dream come true at last!” 

With that, Clover twirled her finger in the air in an elegant gesture. Without a moment's thought, Eileen felt her body respond. She spun gracefully on the tip of one toe, the tutu billowing around her.

Clover watched with a predatory gaze, her eyes drinking in every inch of Eileen's body as she danced. 

"You're such a pretty, pretty toy," Clover murmured, her voice a velvet purr. "Just as I knew you would be."

Eileen felt her cheeks heat up, a blush of pleasure suffusing her. In that moment, she was exactly where she wanted to be. Exactly what she wanted to be. She finally realized that she had given up dance so long ago not because she hated being sexualized by a dirty minded pervert. No, she realized, she just needed to be sexualized by the right dirty minded pervert. Eileen felt so lucky to have been hypnotized and molded into Clover's sex toy that she wanted to cry with joy.

But she kept smiling, smiling as she held her pose. That's what music box ballerinas do, after all.

And as she felt Clover's soft touch begin to explore her body for the first time, she heard her owner whisper huskily into her ear, "And we're going to have such fun playing together..."
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