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Controlling The Detectives

––––––––

There just doesn't seem to be much to the house, thought Heather, deep now in her eighth hour of the stakeout.

Lieutenant Detective Heather Key and her partner, Detective Sandra Harrera, had been watching the sorority house for nearly a day now, sitting in their car and trading off observation periods with their high-powered binoculars, watching the attractive two dozen or so women who lived there go in and out—they exited with only their purses and their drab, plain high-collared outfits, and came back with bags of groceries, designer clothes, video games, and movies.

The word was, this sorority used to be something of a hot spot for parties and wild, indulgent living not even a month ago. Now, they were all dressing like nuns in a convent, as if they wanted no one to see what their bodies looked like one way or the other. It was an odd reversal for what had been, before, a sorority for rich, beautiful socialites. Now it seemed like a sorority for rich, beautiful shut-ins.

As far as working stakeouts for the Vice department went, Heather had been on far worse. Most put her deep into downtown of the city, snuggled up against smog-fuming buildings and buried in trash. This university campus, on the other hand, was rich and abundantly nice. She felt like she needed a better car just to fit into the affluence that surrounded her.

It was morning time in the nice little  campus—the sun shining happily on the cloudless day. Most of the other campus houses here were big, with driveways that circled around gardens or fountains or fountain-filled gardens. Long rows of brushes lined each home, nearly matching the height of the tall fences that were common to many of them. Every lawn was perfectly maintained. 

There was, so far, no sign of the young man who supposedly had ruined the once-happy home of the Russells. 

The man who had brought the case forward, a Mr. Bryan Russell, had explained that he came home no more than a month ago, and his daughter Carmen simply told him to leave, forever, and not come back, and that his wife Monica would be sending him divorce papers soon. 

In the back of that same room, Russell said, he saw his wife performing an eager, practiced blowjob on the young man from next door. 

They were trying to hide it, the young man positioned behind a counter, watching the whole interchange between Carmen and Mr. Russell. But, apparently, Mr. Russell had seen a reflection in a glass door of his hot young wife so exuberantly performing the blowjob.

Russell had a lot of pull with Heather's boss, having donated some serious money to the police commissioner's campaign at the end of last year. So, naturally, the best vice detectives in the department were put on the case—Heather and Sandra. Russell had asked specifically for vice—he insisted some kind of weird prostitution drug exchange was going on.

Heather was inclined not to believe the husband's story, certainly after seeing so much of nothing so far from the sorority house. They had tracked his daughter there, and some eyewitnesses said they had seen the young man, Jared, there as well, and that was how their stakeout had been started. Heather's gut instinct, though, was that probably Bryan was only making it all up to help himself in the divorce proceedings. 

Still, though. Bryan Russell would be somewhat rare if he was getting dumped. When a husband got discarded, she had found, there was either abuse, lack of finances, or lack of sexual attraction. With Russell, all three were hard to fathom. He didn't express the kind of undignified rage that most abusers tended to take on, he was completely wealthy, and he certainly was very handsome.

“Quiet, so far” she said to Sandra, sitting across from her in the front of her old sedan.

“Mmm,” said the younger detective.

They were both young, both beautiful, and both had closed over ninety percent of their cases in the past three years. Perhaps their beauty, and the tendency of bad guys not to take them seriously because of it,  added to their success rate. Heather tried not to think about it—she just wanted to be known as someone damn good at her job.

Even so, Heather suspected that part of their success also had to do with Sandra's desperation to impress Heather. Sandra's affection for Heather bordered on . . . well, romantic at times. Heather did not mind, so much—it netted her free food, and wine, and lots of extra groundwork on cases—but she did not feel anything like that in return for Sandra.

Heather had known for a very long time that she was an attractive woman. Diet and yoga kept her medium-sized frame in tight, firm shape all over. Normally, she only dressed in jeans and t-shirts as she was today. Nothing fancy, nothing showy. Tight jeans, working boots, and a shirt and a jacket. Sandra wore the same, though her boots wrapped around her jeans and up her legs over her knees. 

This was due to the fact, of course, that Heather had mentioned something once about finding tall boots cute.

Being beautiful had not done either of them many favors in the department itself—mostly just sparking rumors about sexuality and late-night trysts. But, not only being fit but having a gorgeous face—with her tilting high cheekbones and perfect lips—had come in handy in the past when she was trying to solve a case. She would dress up on occasion, in a tight pinstripe skirt suit or in a clingy red mini dress. People, men or women, would let a beautiful girl in wherever she wanted most of the time.

The combination of her long legs and short height made her significantly hefty bust seem even more significant. She had short black hair, often kept in a bob that curled up around her face. Her lips were thick and entirely kissable, her eyes just as dark as her hair. In contrast to her dark hair was the bright paleness of her smooth skin. In high school, many years ago, she had been a shoo-in to play Snow White.

These days, she still sometimes used her acting skills—to get past doors, to get people to pay less attention to her as she snooped around in offices. 

Heather eyed Sandra, somewhat lazily, as she sat back in the car.

It wasn't that Sandra was unattractive. She was a beautiful young woman—her shoulder-length red hair was often tied up in a ponytail, and her skin was a natural, deep tan. She had some sexy Eastern European background, born in some sexy-sounding country, and a tinge of that accent popped out whenever she was excited. Her breasts were full 36Cs, her body rigorously toned and muscled from an absolutely merciless workout program. Sandra had tried to get Heather to join the program (which Heather suspected was only to get her sweaty and in less clothes), but Heather had always said no. 

Unfortunately, Sandra was sometimes painfully obvious about wanting Heather's body, clearly living for any hint of reciprocation. Heather got the feeling it netted Sandra a lot of lonely nights, which was ironic for a girl that any guy in the department would kill to be with.

Heather's own sexuality was rather more complicated than straight or gay. Even Heather had trouble admitting the truth to herself about what really turned her on. If she let her guard down, if she let her mind slip, she was constrained again, her body unable to move without permission . . . 

. . . but now was no time for that.

“Hey now,” said Sandra, sitting up. “What's that?”

Heather sat up. Using the binoculars, she saw that Carmen, the hot young thing that had broken her Daddy's heart, had brought home a girl with her.

Heather, inexplicably, started getting bad vibe, seeing Carmen's plastered smile as she led the young woman inside.

Most of being a detective was sitting and waiting, when she wasn't doing paperwork. It was an acceptable life. It was not a fulfilling one. If Heather was not on a case, she was dreadfully depressed. As she progressed in her career, she could feel herself drawing out cases more and more, collecting as much evidence as possible. There was no way she could fall into the deep spiral of depression while she was working, so she tried to work until she knew she had another case lined up.

When this didn't happen, Heather was a mess. She felt something essential was missing from her life, though she could never identify what.

So, when she felt like she was getting a bad vibe from the house, she had to take this feeling with a grain of salt, especially when she couldn't originate the source of the bad vibe to begin with. Perhaps it was how Carmen were dressed. 

Both girls were positively gorgeous. But Carmen dressed in a thick gray dress that covered her bodies from the neck to her ankles, just like every other beauty that Heather had seen enter or exit the house. 

Mr. Russell hadn't mentioned anything like that. Perhaps they had joined some kind of cult?

The girl who Carmen had brought home with her was stunningly attractive, much like Monica and Carmen. She had beautifully young tanned skin, long dark hair, and a beautifully elongated torso with perfect abs, shown off by the tiny white cut-off tee shirt she wore. Her jeans rode low on her lovely hips, enhancing the effect of her long curves. 

Watching the girl go inside the house raised Heather's hackles. If it was some kind of cult, if there was some kind of indoctrination to go on, Heather needed to stop it before it went too far. 

She sighed, putting her binoculars down on the seat behind her. They crumpled the empty plastic packaging of the soy health food snacks she and Sandra had brought with them.

There was no way she would live with herself if something happened to that girl—she needed to get a better look. 

“Stay over here,” she said to Sandra. “I'm going to sneak up for a better look.”

“Should I come?” asked Sandra. “You know, for back-up?”

Heather got the distinct impression that Sandra only wanted to stay close to her. If they had to hide—and they almost certainly would—then Heather and Sandra would be forced to share a very small amount of space. Sandra's firm breasts would be riding up on Heather's back, or vice versa, or Heather's lips would have nowhere to go but Sandra's ear . . .

. . . This is what Heather imagined Sandra imagined, at any rate.

“No,” said Heather. “I need you watching the front. Radio me if anybody sees me, or starts coming my way.”

She picked up her camera—they would need evidence, after all, and got out of the car. Hopefully, nobody would bother to look outside of the house in the twenty seconds it took her to cross the street and gracefully climb up the wooden fence of the large estate. 

She landed in bushes, and crouched down, making sure she had her radio ready.

Heather lived for caution over anything else, these days. She was an old veteran now, with over seven years of service as a detective. But years ago, she had been kidnapped and shot in the line of duty during her very first few months of service. 

It was a dumb thing. She had rushed inside of a room without back-up, and got knocked out from someone hiding around the corner of the door. Thirty minutes later, she was tied up, hoping for rescue. Six hours later, she had been rescued in a rather bullet-filled operation.

Those six hours had completely rearranged everything Heather had ever felt about sex. But of course, she let no one know about this. Her feelings on sex were her own, and no one else's.

She moved up through the bushes, coming to a long line of hedges sprouting beautiful lavender flowers. The house had been constructed with enormous windows in front of the living room without curtains or shades. Heather didn't want to even imagine what the heating bill must have been like in the winter. 

Through the large collection of windows, she could see Monica and Carmen talking with the tan girl who had come in with Carmen, earlier.

Why was Monica there? Was she helping the sorority with something?

Was there some sort of drug or prostitution ring that she was helping to lead, like Russell said? 

They were sitting on the couch, all of them smiling. From her years of watching people from a distance, Heather had developed a keen sense of detecting the moods of others without being near them. She could tell Tracy was somewhat uncomfortable—that her smiles were only sprouting because Monica and Carmen's were so persistent.

On Heather's smartphone, there was a file full of the known associates of everyone involved in the case.  She searched through it for a minute or two, trying to keep her view on the insides of the house as well. 

After some searching, she found it—the beautiful short-skirted girl's name was Tracy. She went to the same college as Carmen did, and had been shortlisted to be a potential pledge earlier in the year. She was nineteen years old, and was apparently denied pledge status because her gymnastics career would have her traveling too often.

When she looked back in the house, she saw Tracy getting up from the couch to go somewhere—presumably the bathroom. Monica and Carmen got up to watch her leave. They each had their gaze firmly attached to Tracy's behind. 

Heather found this somewhat disturbing.

Through the tall windows, she could see a young man stepping down the tall, spiral staircase in the center of the house. He held a thick, silver remote of some kind in his hands, and a golden crown on his head. Boxer shorts and a fluffy blue robe were the only clothing he had on, besides a pair of slippers. 
The girls each saw him, breathing in deep when they did, as if sighing with purest pleasure. 
Heather recognized him, she thought, but she couldn't say from where.

Carmen stepped over to Monica and unzipped her long gray dress. The scintillatingly hot blonde stepped out of it, decked out entirely in bright green lingerie. 

Then, Monica turned Carmen around, and unzipped her stepdaughter, who was dressed in similarly fashioned purple lingerie. Each girl had on lacy stockings, frilly garters, and hot push-up bras that put their fantastic tits on perfect display for the man who had come down to the room. The contrast between their outside outfits and their lingerie made it seem like they had committed to being just decorations for him, and only for him.

The young man moved over to the couch, sitting down and watching their display with a small smile on his face, as if he was used to this show. As if he was watching something he had arranged himself.

Monica walked to a desk table against the wall and opened a drawer, pulling out a pair of long green gloves, perfectly matching her outfit. Heather felt herself squirm for some reason as she watched the gorgeous woman slip on the gloves and then slip down in front of her man, wrapping her slender body around his leg. 

The radio at Heather's belt crackled. “Key?” came Sandra's voice. “Any updates?”

Heather didn't answer, transfixed with the scene unfolding before her.

Strutting gracefully in her towering heels, Carmen also pulled out her own matching pair of gloves out of the drawer, putting them on, admiring her decorated arm in the sunlight with a smile and a giggle.

One of the man's hands was busy guiding Monica's head as she started to suck his cock, her tongue wrapping lovingly around the head. With his free hand, the man gestured, saying something, and Carmen moved behind the door of the bathroom. The smile still on her face, so happy to obey.

Tracy stepped out of the bathroom. Suspecting nothing, she walked back over to where Monica was just beginning to suck on the man's cock, eagerly licking his balls and stroking the shaft with her gloved hand. 

Tracy said something, holding her hand up to her pretty face. She made for her purse on the couch, but Carmen stepped out from her hiding place and grabbed Tracy's arms. The sexy brunette seemed to whisper something in Tracy's ear. 

Held in this chicken-wing position, Tracy could only squirm, tits shaking in her flimsy shirt. Carmen's smile so gleeful, almost orgasmic. Heather could see pussy juice sliding down her stockings.

Outside, a hundred feet away, Heather could hear the muffled version of Tracy's screaming and yelling as it traveled through the glass and brush. And yet, she did nothing. 

Well, she did nothing to help Tracy. Her fingers had already started to work on her crotch through the tight fabric of her pants. It felt automatic—instinctive, really—to do this.

As Heather's hot stroking continued, she just watched Monica happily sucking her man's cock. She watched Tracy struggling to get away, face turning red from the effort. And she watched the man in question clearly becoming excited by all of it. His hips bucked harder into Monica's mouth. The thick, high heels of Monica slid through the carpet as the hot young babe's legs became overwhelmed with pleasure.

The two of them, Tracy and the man, seemed to be conversing. Tracy's responses seemed somewhat hysterical. 

Heather's radio was right there. She could call Sandra. She should tell her partner what was happening, that she could see Tracy screaming and crying for help. But she didn't. Instead, her hands went down to her jeans, unbuckling them. It was so easy to slide her fingers into her panties. 

The man picked up his remote and aimed it. Tracy's arms went limp. Heather watched Carmen's fingers slide up between Tracy's fingers. A bright, purple light seemed to be present in Tracy's eyes. It faded more and more as time went on.

The man would say something, and Tracy would respond, nodding. As if she was in class, as if she was receiving some grand lecture. Shiny wetness could be seen running down Tracy's legs, running down from her skirt. Carmen slipped some of it up and licked it, nodding at her man and emoting enthusiastically.

“Key?” Sandra asked again, the radio crackling. “Heather? Is everything all right?”

Tracy started to smile at the man. Her nods became more enthused. 

The man pointed at the floor in front of himself, and Tracy hesitated. 

Inside of Heather's panties, her fingers were working happily. 

God, how had that happened? She didn't care. It felt so good.

She already knew what was going to happen before it did. She knew the next step, and all she wanted was to watch it. To watch the girl's mind slip away from her.

Oh god, what was wrong with her?

The purple light filled the small room again. The man said something, and Tracy began to nod, and nod again. Carmen moved away from Tracy, who now stood in a happy daze. 

Carmen crawled toward the man and knelt in front of him beside her stepmother, sucking him gleefully. The two traded kisses and licks for a time, sometimes rubbing their tongues and mouths up and down his shaft together, their lips forming a perfect vacuum along his thick meat.

The purple light seemed to exit from Tracy's eyes. The man said something and Tracy nodded happily. 

Ripping off her shirt, Tracy fell to her knees. Her entire demeanor bespoke of a female consumed with lust, with need, with the desire to serve. She was staring at the man with adoration in her eyes, with unrestrained envy at Monica's place on his lap. 

Only moments ago, Tracy had been filled with desperation and fear.

Heather's fingers were deep in her cunt, now. 

Why wasn't she stopping this?

She had her radio, right there. She could call Sandra and have her bust down the door within seconds. With her experience, she knew exactly what to say to Sandra that would have a whole SWAT team come within minutes, busting down the doors and not even putting themselves at risk for whatever the device was that the man held.

But Heather did not call anyone, nor did she formulate plans of going in herself to somehow save those girls.

Clearly, they wanted to be there now. Whether they had started that way or not, an enormous amount of happiness had been bestowed upon them.

Forced upon them, she supposed would be a better word. Constrained around them. Tied to them, like hot, controlling ropes.

The thought left her pussy sopping wet as she watched. So much power, delivered to those girls from that man. 

Tracy masturbated herself furiously in front of the young man. Heather could see hot phrases of worship leave her mouth, the hot gymnast's eyes heavily lidded with lust.

The purple light filled the living room one more time. The man said something, and, purple-eyed, Tracy crawled forward erotically and slid up between the man's legs. Monica and Carmen, smiling, moved over to let her in. Their own eyes all purpled over. All the girls being brought further until control with each new wave of the purple light, even if it was only really intended for Tracy. 

The hot, young lovely breasts of all three happy women filled his lap. His hands roaming through their thick mass of hair, their young, pert breasts that were presented to him so eagerly.

Monica and Carmen were saying something over and over as he fucked Tracy's face.

Reading lips had never been a strength of Heather's, but she had learned some from years of watching others. Fuck her, Master. That was what they were all chanting. 

Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master.

He was their Master.

It did not seem as though he had any intention of making them wait for the seed they all so desperately wanted. His load shot out in fountains, first spraying Tracy, then Monica, and then Carmen, and then Tracy again. Each of them dripping wet with his cum, running down their faces in hot streams.

Tracy seemed to get the most attention—the lucky one who was allowed to swallow the most cum straight from the source. Monica licked the hot spray off of the new girl's flawless tanned skin, even as Tracy licked Carmen.

The whole scene was one of the most jaw-dropping situations Heather had ever seen.

Heather could not do anything to stop it. She could not do anything at all except touch herself and wonder why oh why couldn't she not do anything except be hornier and hornier about what she saw.

Feeling completely helpless to do anything else, she came, her orgasm rushing over her body. She writhed on the ground in the lawn where anyone could see her, not caring. It was so fucking hot.

Her radio crackled again. “Heather? Heather? That's it, I'm calling for back-up.”

“N-no!” Heather grabbed the radio, shouting into it. “Belay th-that. I'm fine. Don't worry. Everything is totally fine. I'm coming out now.”

She got up and pulled her pants up as clandestinely as she could, and then hopped back over the fence.

Sandra eyed her critically as she made her way back to the car. Heather was sweaty, every part of her as dirty as she felt, getting off to the enslavement of that girl.

“What the hell happened to you?” 

Heather took a breath. This would take some explaining.

* * * * *

Late Wednesday afternoon, Heather waited in her office, expecting Mr. Russell to arrive for the meeting they had scheduled. 

Her office was of a decent size, on the third floor of the police station. It was filled with multiple filing cabinets, the floor sporting soft green carpet that matched the drapes over the wide, open windows. Her desk was cluttered with various papers and photos—all the evidence she had gathered so far about Russell's unusual case. 

The meeting was at three o'clock. It was now three thirty, and to take her mind off what was keeping him, she reviewed the evidence before her as she waited for him to arrive. 

The gorgeous women lived in the sorority house. More than twenty of them. When they walked out, they dressed conservatively—incredibly so. But when they were inside, they de-clothed to put on hot, skimpy lingerie.

After entering the door of the house, that one girl, Tracy, had gone from angry—irate, even—to a smiling cocksucker in less than ten minutes. How did that happen?

It all had to do, obviously, with whatever that little remote was that the young man had. She had, after searching through her list of possible suspects, deduced that he was Jared Plinkton, the neighbor who Russell had said was behind the dissolving marriage.

Clearly, whatever effect the remote that Jared had somehow had affected Heather as well. That was why she had been unable to stop herself from fingering her hot cunt until she came right there in the yard, and why it had been a struggle ever since to not give herself a sequel to that hot showing.

Yes, that was it. The remote was affecting her. It had nothing to do with anything at all that she wanted. It was all the remote, and that was why she had to talk to Russell and discuss a plan of action.

She was looking forward to Russell coming in for more reasons than just discussing plans. She hoped, offhand, that she could seduce him into fucking her. This is why she had on the outfit she did as she sat nimbly on the front of her desk, her long legs crossed. 

She wore her tiny pinstripe suit, the one she put on when she was trying for promotions or when she went undercover to clubs and didn't want any guff from bouncers. The thin material elevated the hot, lovely globes of her tits, and the brief skirt only just covered the solid outline of her athletic rear. Smoky stockings adorned her lovely legs, setting off their terrific shape.

It was just businesslike enough to wear to work, and just sexy enough to get her all kinds of looks from anybody she wanted. Heather felt good wearing it. Wearing this outfit, she would think, “Screw it, I'm a hero cop. I do what I want.”

Oftentimes, husbands who felt wronged in marriages wanted to do a little revenge-fucking of their own, and Heather was horribly turned on ever since watching that house.

She hadn't had sex in ages. And as far as being fucked—properly fucked and filled—it had been much longer. Years, maybe.

It did not bother her very much that Russell was only single because of some odd, science-fiction mind control ray gun. She could let him know all of that after she had a good, honest fucking.

Sandra, wearing black jeans, a thin white blouse, and a cute little metallic blue vest, busted into Heather's office, smiling eagerly. Heather felt a stab of disappointment that she was not Russell.

“I've just had five separate sources confirm that . . . um, wow,” said Sandra, openly staring down Heather's cleavage.

The detective knew, somewhat vainly, that it must have been driving Sandra wild to see her dressed up like she was, although that of course wasn't why she had the little outfit on.

Heather smiled. “Your sources confirmed 'wow'?”

Sandra shook her lovely head. “No . . . I . . . it's just your . . . anyway.” She took a breath. “I've got sources on campus that invites have been getting sent around to a super exclusive party tonight. There's some kind of swimsuit competition, and so far as I know, only girls are invited. Only hot, rich girls. They get five hundred dollars just for showing up. First prize is ten thousand dollars. Second prize is a trip to Hawaii.”

“The sorority is funding that?”

“Well, of course not. My bet is it's just a ruse to get the women in that this Jared kid wants. I'm telling you, he's going to be drugging and doping each and every one of them, just like how what he did to that girl you saw.” She shrugged. “Personally, I say screw 'em.”

“Sandra!”

“What? Those girls are born with a silver spoon in their mouths. Maybe getting a little cock forced down there will open up their Daddy's minds to giving law enforcement more of an edge.”

“Come on. You don't believe that.”

Sandra sighed. “No, I guess not. I just get frustrated with this, sometimes.” Her eyes clung to Heather's bosom. “Frustrated with lots of things.”

Heather had not told Sandra her findings of the mind control device. It presented, really, two main problems if she did. The first of these was that Heather was fairly certain that, despite Sandra's obvious affection for her, the younger detective wasn't going to believe in mind control rays.

The second and probably more obvious reason was that Heather hadn't radioed Sandra when she saw the device in action. How could she justify such a lack of action?

Heather was having trouble justifying it to herself.

Perhaps she stayed quiet because of the surrealness of it all—she imagined that someone was going to step out at any moment, someone with a movie camera perhaps, and say, “Nope, do it again. That take didn't look right.” 

But the real answer, the one that Heather shuddered to think about, was that she was terrified of confronting such a force because she couldn't guarantee how she would respond to such overwhelming control. Would she just want to crawl and kneel and suck and—no!

She shouldn't even think about it.

So instead, she had told Sandra only that she saw some various sex acts happening, which was true, and she suspected something illegal was the cause. Which, she supposed, was also true.

“We need to be there,” Sandra said. “We could nail this case tonight.”

“It could be,” said Heather. “We'll observe. Look, I've got a map of the house over here . . .”

She slid off the desk and bent over at the map. She could not help, just a little, to bend over more than she needed. She knew Sandra was watching the hot flexing motions her ass made. It was fun to tease the poor girl.

“I'll post myself here,” Heather said, pointing at where she had been earlier in the day. “You should go here.”

She pointed at the opposite end of the house, far outside of the view of the living room. Heather's suspicion was that whatever Jared was doing, it would be in the same spot. He thought he was invincible—why wouldn't he display himself?

“Wait,” said Sandra. “I'll be out of view of everything.”

“You'll have this whole half of the house,” said Heather, pointing again. “If they're over there, we need eyes right away.”

Sandra put her hands on her hips, nodding. “You're right. But, I wonder—”

There was a timid knock at the door.

Mr. Russell walked in. In the day and a half since she had seen him last, he did not seem to have shaved or showered. His blond hair was in a tangle around his handsome face. His shirt was untucked—it looked to be the very same shirt, even, from their prior meeting. One shoe was missing. 

“Hello, Mr. Russell,” Heather said.

She moved back to the position in front of her desk, sliding one leg over the other and thrusting her delectable chest out. Sandra stared at her openly. Heather didn't mind.

Just because he was a little disheveled did not mean she wanted to have a nice fuck any less. He still had a dick, after all, and she would bet that there was plenty of it.

But, rather than eye her appreciatively, or even come closer, he stayed near the door. As if scared to come any nearer to Heather's lovely curves.

“I . . . ah . . . hmm. Yes. I have come to . . . ah . . . rescind our arrangment, yeah? I want you to stop. No more looking at Monica. Or Carmen. None of them, please. Work on other cases, okay? Yes. I'll tell the chief if you don't.”

Sandra was taken aback. “Quit? But, what about your wife? Your daughter? There has been some very interesting evidence accumulating in this case, and, if you'll come over here and look . . .”

The young detective stepped toward Russell, who withdrew as if he saw a snake. He would look neither of the women in the eye.

“No, no.” He shook his head. His hand shaking on the knob of the door. “She's much better off without a schmo like me. She deserves someone better. Someone who really can treat her right. Stop looking at them, I said. I've told the chief and now I'm telling you. It was all a big misunderstanding. I have no trouble at all. Nothing is wrong. Everything about Monica is so very right. So good. Don't worry.”

Heather realized that something strange was happening here. At first, she had imagined that he had been drinking, but this seemed . . . more severe. Abandoning her seduction tract for a moment, she stepped forward toward Russell, concern on her face.

“Mr. Russell, perhaps we should talk about this? Talk about your wife?”

“Oh god, I love talking about her.” 

Bliss slid over his face. His hand slid off the doorknob and down to his zipper, apparently unable to restrain himself any longer.

“God,” he said, pulling out his cock. “I really hope she's happy. It makes me so happy knowing she's happy. I hope that guy she's with is really fucking the hell out of her. I mean, god! He's so damn good to her! I really need to make more money, so I can give it all to the two of them. She sings when he makes her cums, I saw. It's so wonderful.”

Heather didn't know what to do. He did, as she thought he would, have a substantial cock. He bent over, stroking it furiously, continuing to talk about his beautiful wife. 

“What the hell?” demanded Sandra. “You better knock that off.”

Russell seemed not to notice her protests.

“He fucks her so good,” he moaned. “He just ruined her for anyone else! I don't deserve her, not after him. Don't deserve her. I don't deserve herrr...”

Even with the relatively low amount of sex she had been having as of late, Heather knew an orgasm approaching when she saw one. She maneuvered past the jerking-off man and opened the door. Grunting and moaning, he began to shudder orgasmically.

Sandra grabbed him by the shoulders and pushed him out of the room. “Get out!” she yelled at him.

They both shut him out of the office, even as he kept spasming and layering the carpet with his cum. She could hear his heavy breathing on the other side of the door.

Clearly, something horrible had happened to this man. Something life-changing and monumental to reduce him from the proud, stern hunk that he was down to a sniveling, helpless, slug of a man.

Someone had completely altered everything this man believed. Something, or rather someone, had wiped out everything that made him who he was, and replaced his personality with something more agreeable to their desires.

She realized, suddenly, that her hot, still-unfucked cunt was completely soaking. 

Heather had never been so turned on in her life. She squirmed in her tiny pinstripe suit against the door, struggling with the want—no, the need—to drop on her knees and finger her steaming hot pussy until she came again and again and again.

Sandra was still in the room, though, shaking her head in shock, gingerly stepping around the cum that had spilled on the floor.

Heather tried to walk it off and began to move around the office. But her resistance only lasted up until the point that she saw Jared's picture on the desk. Knowing it was him, knowing that he was the mastermind behind all of this, somehow made it all the harder to stop herself from delivering herself the pleasure she so desperately needed.

“I-I ha-have to go!”

Heather rushed past Sandra and hurried across the hall to the bathroom, bumping into a few uniformed officers along the way. They whistled after her.

Inside the bathroom, she quickly found a stall. Pushing herself into a corner, she plunged one dainty hand down her skirt.

In her daily life, her thoughts often turned to her kidnapping. It had lasted only a short amount of time, not even a real kidnapping, in the truest sense of the word. But even so, the experience had stained her.

Most people, when they heard about what she experienced, emitted some noises of sympathy or sadness. Those people never understood. Not even Heather's train of psychologists had understood.

When her thoughts slid back to that time, when she had been held under those ropes, it wasn't fear she felt, really, or anger. 

It was arousal. Pure, hot, needy arousal spiraling down every one of her bones, coursing through every single muscle, vibrating every single cell of every bit of flesh she possessed. 

The feeling of those tight, coarse ropes on her body excited her. The constraints they provided. The knowledge that, if that gang member had just pushed down his pants and put his cock in her face, she would have had no choice but to comply. She would have no choice but to suck him dry, to give in to this perfect excuse to be the total whore that her body cried out for her to be.

Her entire existence had been, in many ways, living contrary to what her nature told her. She grew up privileged, so she purposefully went to a crappy school to show she wasn't obsessed with status. She was beautiful, so she went into policing, a profession where her looks would never help her and would probably get in her way. Her body was deemed physically unable to do more policing, and still she tried to keep at detective work.

It was only in those bonds, where her choices were completely narrowed down to zero, that she had felt most free to be who she really was. 

But, no. The gang member hadn't taken the initiative. She supposed she hadn't looked hot enough that day, or he was busy thinking about something else, like how to not get shot from the dozens of cops outside.

A shame.

So, in the dirty station bathroom, where anyone could walk in at any time, standing in her tiny sexy pinstripe suit, all she could think of as she fingered her slit, her thumb riding hard on her hot clit, was how hot it would be to be back in that situation. To have someone strong and able to just wrap his snares around her and control her every emotion and thought. She would never have to feel any guilt, any shame about what she really wanted ever again. 

Her orgasm approached her suddenly, imagining her own big tits on display in an outfit even hotter than the one she had on because someone else commanded it.

She started whispering furiously. “Tie me down! Tie me down! Fuck me rotten! Ruin my fucking mind! Break me! Break me!”

Her heels clicked against each other as she came, her plush lips shuddering. All strength had left her legs, her arms. Fuzzy and warm, her thoughts floated across the landscape of her mind, each more distant than the last.

Okay. Wow. Okay. That was one hell of a cum. She really needed to get her mind straight. She had to get some kind of plan into action to stop this kid.

Sure. That was what she wanted. To stop him. 

Keep telling yourself that, Heather. Keep telling yourself you don't want your mind coiled up and bound and made to obey everything he ever says for the rest of your life.

She heard someone creep inside the bathroom.

“Heather?” Sandra called out. “Hello?”

Heather didn't answer her, glad for the fact that the walls of each stall went all the way down to the floor, so no one could see what she had been doing, or even that she was there.

She heard the stall next to her open and then close. Pants shuffled downward to the floor. Then, there was the unmistakable sound of fingers inside of pussy—that hot schlicking noise echoing off the tile walls of the bathroom, the same noise that Heather herself had just been filling the bathroom with.

“Oh, Heather,” Sandra whined. “Oh baby. Oh god, your tits! That fucking outfit, Heather! Oh love, love, love, love!”

Heather's heart was hammering as she heard Sandra go on and on. Did Sandra know she was there? No. Of course not. Sandra thought she was all alone. That was what had inspired the outburst.

When it came to Sandra's attractions, and the level of her affection, Heather had her suspicions, of course. But to hear them called out like that, so brazenly . . . that was something else entirely.

* * * * *

Heather had spent all the late afternoon and early evening preparing, but she was finally ready. She had taken up her position in the bushes in the ornately crafted lawn of the Kappa Phi Theta sorority house. This time, though, she would be able to hear what was going on inside. The hot night unleashed its muggy heat upon her skin, covering her in sweat. 

Of course, she and Sandra had decided not to obey Russell's demands. Sandra practically demanded it—this was a case, after all, and badness was happening, even if it was to snotty sorority girls.

Heather's own desire to keep going was rather more circumspect, but she could hardly reveal that to Sandra. 

How could she tell her partner that what she really wanted to see was Jared totally dominating another woman again?

She would stop him, of course, and reverse whatever effects he made if she could. But there was no denying the incredibly hot falling woozy sensation she felt when she recalled watching him dominate Tracy like he did.

An hour or two before, she had surreptitiously set up a series of transmitters all throughout the house, nimbly avoiding detection from the dozen or so girls running from one room to another, getting ready for the party. 

All of this planting of devices, she had hidden from Sandra, who did not even know that Heather had obtained such devices from the department. But Heather had to hear what was going on inside. It wasn't enough, anymore, just to guess. 

Just so that she could try and pass herself off as a lost college student while she was installing the surveillance equipment, she had on a pair of tiny khaki shorts and a cut-off tee shirt sporting the logo of the local gym. 

She did not think too much about how the outfit mirrored the same one Tracy had on earlier that day. 

The skimpy clothing helped now in the heat of the night to keep her temperature down a bit, but even so she was still drenched in sweat, hot rivulets of liquid covering her from head to toe.

It might have been a bit difficult to explain to Sandra why she had been dressed like this earlier when they had met up to plan, except that Sandra had been too busy wagging her tongue over Heather's sweat-covered form to notice very much.

The radio crackled. “How are you over there, Key?”

Sandra had been checking in every ten minutes or so ever since she had arrived. On her position at the other end of the house, she was already seeming like she was getting bored.

“Doing fine. It's eight o'clock. They should be here soon.”

“Copy that.”

Before the mission started, Sandra had made it very clear that a lack of responses from Heather would lead the young detective to calling for back-up, no questions asked. There was too much at stake, and Heather had to agree that Russell's behavior was rather unsettling. 

Some other patrol officers had to escort him home after he left Heather's office—the story was that he jerked himself off the entire ride home, calling out his wife's name. Keeping this quiet, of course, had essentially spent all the favors the chief was able to give him from then on.

All at once, outside the sorority house, the party guests arrived, like they had been threatened with severe punishment if they weren't at the front door exactly at eight o'clock. 

It was a group of twenty of them, young and beautiful, each over eighteen years of age, each dressed in skimpy swimsuits, adding on to the group of twenty already in the house who were decked out in their finest skimpy wear. 

It seemed, for whatever reason, that the sorority girls had decided not to dress in swimsuits, but rather in hot lingerie costumes. There were four sexy cheerleaders, two sexy witches, one sexy doctor, two sexy nurses, three sexy fairies, another three sexy princesses, and five sexy maids. Heather got the impression from listening in to their conversations, though she couldn't say from where, that this kind of outfit was more than just a nightly costume—it was a sort of role play.  

Approaching the girls in princess outfits, the maids and the doctors would curtsy, saying, “Good evening, Princess Carmen,” and so forth.

The girl Tracy that Heather had seen brainwashed that morning was one of the cheerleaders. As the new recruits walked inside the house, looking timid, she and the other cheerleaders happily posed and cheered.

“Ready! Okay!” They nodded in unison, and then performed their little dance. “You look fine, you look hot, you've got to—got to—enjoy yourself a lot!”

Heather tried not to think about the cunt-clenchingly hot thought of all forty decorated girls kneeling for Jared at one time. It couldn't be that far off.

That was his device talking. It wasn't her. It was him. It had to be his control. It had to be.

She was . . . .she was going to stop him. Yes. She wouldn't let him control all those girls. She couldn't. That would be wrong.

And just in case she was somehow under his influence, guided to make the wrong choice, she could call Sandra and have her take care of it. It was the perfect fail safe. Sandra would die before letting anything happening to a group of beautiful girls, no matter how much she despised their status.

Heather listened in as the girls made small-talk and passed  out drinks as they herded to the living room, where the club president, Alyssa, was waiting.

Heather knew Alyssa by reputation—as a detective, you got to know who the best blackmailers and embezzlers in the city were. Many of those paid directly to the gorgeous young sorority president.

Finally seeing her in person, Heather could easily see why.

The girl was gorgeous. 

From the bright red lingerie panties lined with black jewels, to the jewel-encrusted red lace bra showing off her amazing young breasts, to the sexy little red silk gloves on her hands, to the short black sable coat hanging low around her lovely shoulders, everything about Alyssa screamed hot, luxury babe that was too expensive of a ride to even look at, let alone possess.

And yet, Heather thought, Jared almost certainly possessed her. Owned her absolutely, just as he owned Carmen and Monica and Tracy. 

Quivers of delight slid across Heather's pussy, watching the sorority queen snootily examine the crowd.

“N-nothing yet,” she reported in to Sandra. “They're not where I can see them clearly.”

“Should I move?”

“No!” Heather took a breath. “No. It'll be okay. Let's wait this out.”

“Roger.”

In the house, Alyssa stepped up on top of a table in front of the crowd of lingerie-clad girls.

“Everyone!” the beautiful sorority president announced. “I'd like your attention, please!”

The music shut off immediately. All the girls looked at the table where Alyssa was balanced precariously on her enormous heels.

“First of all, I'd like to congratulate you all on coming to this party to hang with us! It's been a great year for Kappa Phi Theta, I can already tell you. You all look super sexy, so I just know you're going to be an eyeful for our guest later on.”

One pledge raised her hand. “Where are all the boys?”

“Oh, don't worry about that. Like I said, our guest will be here to review you soon, and I'm sure he'll be very pleased.”

The girls exchanged worried glances. Heather felt a mixture of surprise, fear, and arousal flutter through her body. Alyssa was talking about Jared, Heather could tell. And the way she was speaking about him implied she had already been taken under his control. 

Fuck, that was so hot.

From beneath her, Carmen—in her hot princess lingerie—handed Alyssa something. 

Heather moaned when she saw what it was.

A crown. The crown.

Alyssa put it on.

The purple light filled the house. There was a collection of hot little gasps and thuds in the room. Heather hadn't been able to stop it. She hadn't come anywhere close. 

At every point, Jared was several steps ahead of her. It felt useless to try and fight him, to resist at all. 

Or to pretend resisting, as she was rapidly feeling as though she felt. Had that light affected her? Did she only wish that it had?

Inside the house, the drinks of the college girls were on the floor, most of them spilled. Waves of beer and fruit-flavored alcohol sloshed on the carpet underneath their heels. 

“You're going to be really in love with this boy who's going to come out soon.”

“Really in love,” the girls chorused. “The boy you show us. Love.”

“He's the best guy on earth.”

“Best guy on earth,” they chorused.

“He basically owns you. It's really hot that he owns you.”

“Owns us,” they all said, monotone. “Really hot that he owns us.”

Alyssa hit the remote again. Purple light flooded the room once more, strengthening the control.

“You should all touch yourselves. Caress your hot little pussies.”

Moaning, each and every hot young, succulent babe obeyed, sliding their hands between their crotches.

“It feels so good to obey.”

“Good to obey,” they sang.

“You obey Master.”

“Obey Master.”

“You'll convince your mommy and daddy to give him all of their money.”

“All of mommy and daddy's money.”

“He deserves it.”

“Yes,” they cooed. “He deserves it.”

“Master deserves everything he wants.”

“Deserves everything he wants.”

“You'll do anything he wants.”

“Anything he wants.”

“You'll even get pregnant if he thinks you're good enough.”

“We'll even get pregnant if he thinks we're good enough.”

Oh god, thought Heather. That was so brilliantly hot. Her cunt pulsed.

“Master wants you to do anything I want, so you'll do that too.”

“Anything . . . you want.”

Heather could see that Carmen, who had obviously already been thoroughly hypnotized by the device, was purple-eyed and chanting just like the rest of the girls. 

Fuck, it was so hot. Why oh why couldn't she stop touching herself? Why couldn't she get pregnant like they would?

More than anything, she wanted to be in that room, but Heather just couldn't get herself to act.

Spread out on the lawn, the radio on her hip had jammed into her back. She moved it forward, and realized she had it turned off.

Oh no. How long had it been off? She flipped it back on. Maybe Sandra hadn't noticed. She would make sure to answer the next message. 

A door across the house opened, and Jared stepped out, totally naked, a violet-lingerie-clad Monica lovingly wrapped around one arm. 

Alyssa pointed at him. “Girls, here's our Master now.” 

All the college babes turned to watch him enter. Most swooned and collapsed to the ground. Some knelt. All of them appeared to cum, their hands twitching faster and faster on their pussies in their skimpy lingerie. 

Jared let his hand slide out over the exposed tits of the kneeling girls. He stopped for a moment to give a few of the cheerleaders an appreciative pat on the ass. He grabbed Alyssa off from the table and slid the crown off of her head and the remote out of her hand, putting them down on the table. 

“That's my good girl,” he said, smiling. “That's my best girl. You made short work of them.”

“It works much quicker when you just keep pressing the button as soon as it recharges,” she said.

It didn't seem like Jared paid much attention. He was already pushing her legs out, tearing off her panties. Within moments, he was sliding his cock inside of her waiting pussy. 

Alyssa screamed in purest pleasure. Heather moaned with her.

There was a crashing sound from the entry.

“What the fuck is happening here?”

Heather scanned the house—it was Sandra! No! Not now! Not as she was going to watch her Mas . . . as she was going to see Jared consummate with Alyssa!

Heather rushed toward the house. She could hear through the house walls Sandra threatening Jared not to move, or to say a word. One, single word out of his mouth was big trouble for him. 

Heather had to hurry. She slid up around to the front of the house, to the busted open door. She could see Sandra holding her gun out, keyed in exclusively on Jared. 

Alyssa still had her legs wrapped around his waist, her ass on the table, apparently oblivious to the danger. With her hands around his neck, she pushed him inside of her pussy with little thrusts of her calves, happily kissing his chest and neck. 

Monica and Carmen were on either of his arms, fingering their cunts as they whispered hot words in his ears. Their eyes were filled with lust as they traded glances from Alyssa's achingly hot form to his massive cock as it slid in and out of Alyssa's gorgeous pussy.

“What are you doing here?” Jared asked, apparently nonplussed. “This is my time to show off my favorite to girl to all the new girls,” he said. “Just look at how fucking hot she is!”

“Yeah,” sighed Alyssa, in between driving down on Jared's cock. “Look at how fucking hot I am.”

The forty girls around the pair all echoed their words. “Look . . . so fucking hot . . . they are.”

Sandra shook her head. “You fucking creepo! You've got some kind of . . . drug, or something. And I'm going to make sure you pay!”

Heather couldn't wait any longer. She rushed inside and knocked Sandra's gun out of her hands, and then held her partner's arms behind her back. In a quick tussle, Sandra landed to the carpeted floor with Heather's knee on her back. Handcuffs clicked easily around Sandra's wrists.

Sandra looked up at her, stunned.

“Heather . . . what . . . why . . . ?”

Heather kicked her partner's gun away.

“I'm sorry, babe,” Heather said, pouting slightly. “But you were just going to ruin everything. And I couldn't have that.”

At the other end of the room, she watched Jared shrug and pull Alyssa close, obviously cumming inside of her. The sorority queen screamed in pleasure.

“Thank you, Master!” Alyssa enthused. “Thank you for filling me!”

“Thank you, Master,” the college girls chorused. “Thank you for filling her.”

Apparently satisfied for the time being, Jared walked over to where Sandra squirmed and writhed on the floor, trying to get out of her handcuffs. Alyssa crawled behind him, sighing happily. Heather knelt down before him, her eyes low. 

“Please,” Heather moaned. “Please, I'll do anything you ask. I'll lie to the police department to keep them away from you. I'll hold Sandra down so that you can hypnotize her too! Just please, let me serve you, too! Let me do it like they do!”

Sandra gasped. “What the hell, Heather?”

Jared smiled, stroking Heather's hair.

“That may be a good idea,” Jared smiled. “But let's just have her kneel next to you for right now. Alyssa, make sure it happens.”

“Of course, Master.” Alyssa turned to the crowd of gathering beauties, each staring worshipfully at Jared. “Regina, Lucy, come help me.”

The three hot sorority girls rushed to do as Jared said. 

Jared turned back to Heather, happy tears brimming in her eyes.

“You want to be one of my girls, huh?”

She nodded. “Please. I can . . . I can feel myself getting sick already, the way I've locked her hands like that.”

“You fucking should be getting sick!” Sandra shouted.

Heather ignored her. It was all over now. Sandra should stop protesting. She would be a better slave if she didn't struggle. Alyssa slipped off the panties of a nearby sorority girl and stuff them in Sandra's mouth, gagging her. 

“She's innocent. And I would never, ever hurt an innocent. But I . . . I feel myself wanting to do all these things for you, all sorts of things, knowing that you could just wipe them out from my mind entirely.”

His hands cupped her chin. His crotch so near to her lips. 

“I understand. You don't want guilt anymore. Or worry. Or cares. Stress. Just perfect, blissful obedience. I can give that to you.”

She nodded. “Yes, please!”

She turned away for a moment. “May I ask for just one thing, please?”

“I'd say you've earned it.”

“Don't be gentle with me?”

She put a hand through Sandra's hair, who was groaning angrily through the gag. “Or should I say, don't be gentle with us? Please?”

He smiled.

“I wouldn't worry about that. What's your name, anyway?” he asked her.

“Heather.”

He smiled. “Ah,,” he said, pulling out his remote. “That's too bad. I've already got a Heather in the crowd somewhere. How do you feel about something else?”

A purple light filled the room.

* * * * *

Copslut 1 was upside down on a table, her Master fucking her throat like it was a cunt. She didn't think there was anything better that could ever happen in her entire life. 

A crowd of other happy slaves watched her jealousy, their eyes all tinged with purple.

Copslut 1 adored Master's cock, so happy to be able to serve him in a capacity that was greater than her pre-ordained role.

Copslut 2 was right beside her, on her knees on the table, licking and adoring what parts of Master's shaft and balls that Copslut 1 couldn't take.

“Say, you're pretty fantastic at that,” he said appreciatively, breathing hard. “Keep it up, and grow that hair out, and I may even let you have your name back.”

Her Master spoke in riddles like that sometimes, and she didn't mind. Everything he said was so wonderful. Every syllable of every word was music to her ears, happy gospel to the ever-singing chorus of her worshipful mind.

His cock tensed up, and then quickly started to spray the back of her throat with his blessed seed.

She had never been so happy, so free, so filled with joy as when he came down her throat, letting her swallow his amazing spunk to fill up her body even more. She would be the best Copslut ever for her Master. She'd help him control the whole department.

Anything he asked, she would do. Anything at all. There was nothing she wanted more.

# # #
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Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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