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When I first started as a flag girl, I got a lot of men yelling things at me. Cat calls. Whistling. I was just a year out of high school, and I thought being that girl who held the 'slow' sign outside construction sites would be good. The pay was above minimum wage, and I didn't have to deal with greasy foods all day or anything.

But I wasn't a big fan of the whistling I got. I guess the guys on the site didn't see anything wrong with it, but it always felt weird to me. I'd never had sex. I'd never given a blowjob. So all of it felt out of place. I wasn't a sex toy. Maybe if I'd slept with a bunch of guys I wouldn't have felt so weird about it.

I found that I could do certain things to make it less frequent though. If I just wore baggy pants instead of yoga pants, just like that the whistling would become half as frequent. Eventually I stopped doing my hair, and I'd just put it up in a messy bun. By the time I'd been working there for a year, I wasn't even wearing make-up any more. I'd become a total tomboy, but I liked it.

And honestly, I didn't even think about sex very much. I wasn't ashamed to be a virgin. I managed to satisfy myself when the need arose. But there was one man who made me think of sex. His name was Carter.

He often worked at the same sites as me, and he always caught my eye. He was huge. Built strong enough to carry huge concrete blocks on his own. He was taller than me by at least a foot, and he always wore tight and dirty white t shirts. His muscles strained the fabric, and whenever I saw him I thought of sex. I thought about how much bigger he was than me. I thought about how it would feel to have him inside of me - to have a dick inside me for the first time in my life. It always made me wet.

But we never spoke. He never whistled at me. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I always thought we had this weird, non-verbal connection. When he walked past me, we'd always make eye contact. He'd smile and nod hello. I'd nod back, trying to contain my smile. He was the man of my fantasies.

But I could never seduce someone. That kind of thing just wasn't in my blood. I'd always fit in with boys better than girls, but not for sex. Just as friends. It always made me kind of uncomfortable when guys talked about sex around me.

As it turned out, I didn't ever need to seduce Carter. Somehow I got what I wanted, but in the strangest way possible. A situation I didn't think was possible. And that's what this story is about. That one night that Carter showed up at my apartment, unannounced.

I had just gotten off my shift, and I was only wearing a baggy shirt and a thong. I obviously wasn't expecting anyone. I put on the kettle to make some Mr. Noodles, and then I collapsed on the couch. Before I could open my laptop, though, there was a knock at the door.

I assumed it was the landlord or something. Maybe someone trying to sell something. Either way, I thought, I could just open the door a bit, answer their question, and send them away.

So I walk over and open the door just a crack. I look through and see Carter. The huge guy from work. The guy I fantasized about was standing there.

He didn't have flowers or anything. He was wearing his work clothes, so he was a mess. But he looked at me with these wild eyes. He was up to something. "Jasmine," he said. "Hey."

I would have opened the door more and welcomed him in if I'd been wearing pants. "Hey Carter," I said. "What's up?"

"I was just... I wanted to show you... Can I come in?"

I felt like I hadn't heard him right. "Pardon?"

"Can I come in?"

I hesitated. He pushed the door open. He wasn't going to wait for me to make up my mind.

I tugged my shirt down to make sure everything was covered. He took a few large strides into my place and looked around. "Nice place," he said.

It wasn't a nice place. "Thanks."

He turned to me. I thought about running to get some pants, but I didn't really want to leave him alone. He posture was tense. And his eyes really did look wild. Like he'd discovered that he had a superpower. "So, what were your plans for the evening?"

He phrased it that way, implying that they were about to change. "Just, you know. Dinner. Pinterest. The usual."

"Cool," he said, nodded and looking around again. Then he stared back at me. "So what changed with you?"

"Huh?"

"You used to dress so pretty all the time."

"Well I wasn't really expecting anyone to come over tonight."

"No, I mean at work. You used to always make yourself up and stuff. You were super hot. I mean, you still are. But you used to show it off more. Flaunt it."

"Yeah," I said. "I guess I just got tired of all the cat calls and stuff."

"Ah," he said. He paused, and then said, "Can I show you something?"

The question was way too vague to answer reasonable. He reached into his pocket, so he wasn't talking about his dick. "Sure," I said. "Why not."

He closed his fist in his pocket, and then pulled something out. He held his hand out towards me, and then opened it. Inside he held a necklace. That's what I thought at first. It was a thin gold chain, with something attached.

He looped his other hand into the chain and lifted it up. Then I could see what exactly was hanging from it. It was one of those spiral things. White and red. Like they use in cartoons to hypnotize people. But I didn't think they actually worked.

Slowly he started to swing it back and forth. "Pretty neat, right?"

"Yeah," I said. There wasn't anything fascinating about it, but my eyes somehow got locked in. I didn't want to look away. I didn't see his smiling face behind the swinging spiral necklace.

"They say that it has the power to get into people's minds. If someone watches it swing back and forth, the person who is swinging it can end up inside the watcher's head. Slowly the words that the hypnotist says can take over. They can become more powerful than your own thoughts. Slowly, as you watch it swing back and forth, you will lose your own will power. It will fade, and all you will be left with is the ability to listen to my voice, and do what I say."

At some point during that, I should have looked away. But I couldn't. And I couldn't tune out his deep and powerful voice. All I could do was watch and listen.

"When I put this back in my pocket," he said, "you will be under my control. What you do will be up to me. You will not disobey my commands. And you will do anything that is asked of you. Nod if you understand."

I understood. He was turning me into his slave. He was going to do whatever he wanted with me. I wasn't sure if that's what I wanted. Maybe I wanted him to take me out to dinner first. I nodded.

"Great," he said. He put the strange thing away, then looked me in the eyes. I could see him, but that didn't matter. It was like my body was a car, and I was now sitting in the passenger seat. He was driving. "Go put on some make-up," he said. "Lots. And do up your hair."

I walked away, into the bathroom. I didn't feel like I had an option. I grabbed my make up bag that I hadn't used in months. First I went with eyeliner, then mascara. Coated my whole face with foundation, then did some blush. Then the deepest, reddest lipstick that I owned.

It felt weird. I thought I looked kind of weird. Without even thinking about it, my hand plugged in my curler. I took my hair out of that messy ponytail, and brushed it. It fell around my shoulders, and looked pretty good. Then I gave it curls. Not tight ones, but big ones. I did my whole head of hair, which was something I never did.

When I walked out of the bathroom, I was looking like a full blown bimbo from the neck up. And then I saw what Carter was holding. It was the skimpiest lingerie I'd ever seen. And it was pink.

"Put this on," he said with a grin.

I shouldn't have. Partly because I never wore anything like that. But mainly because that would involve getting naked first. In front of him. This was the first time we were hanging out outside of work. And he wanted me to strip right there?

I didn't want to. But my hands grabbed the bottom of my t shirt and carefully pulled it off without messing up my hair or make-up. My boobs were exposed. Not huge by any measure, but perky enough. Carter stared at them like he'd just won the lottery.

Then my thumbs slipped into the thong and let it fall to the floor. I stepped out of it. I was naked. In front of someone. I was panicking inside, but I didn't show it. I couldn't show it unless he asked me to.

I held out my hand and he placed the lingerie in it. A bra and some panties. Bright pink.

I clipped on the bra. It was far too small, even for my boobs. They were bursting out over the edges, my nipples both partly visible. Normally I would have been uncomfortable. I would've gone and put on a bra that first better. But I was there to obey him and nothing else.

I pulled the panties on. They were just pink lace at the front, which didn't really keep anything private.

He stared at me. "Give a twirl," he said.

Again, without my permission, my body did as he said. I spun around. The panties were a thong, and when I was facing away he let out that whistle I'd heard at work so many times.

When I was back facing him, I saw that he'd undone his pants. He held his dick in one hand, and it was rock hard. He slowly moved his hand up and down. It matched the rest of his body size. It looked huge. I'd never had sex at all, and now it was starting to look like my first time would be while dressed like a bimbo, and with a huge cock. Also I was hypnotized. Not exactly the romantic evening I'd hoped for, but I was still getting wet thinking about it.

"Come closer," he said.

I took a step towards him.

"Closer," he said again.

I stepped close enough that I could feel his breath on my face.

Then his hand went where no man's hand had been before. It pressed up against the panties, near the bottom. Pressing right on the wet spot, and rubbing. Rhythmically. In tight, hard circles. His fingers pressed my panties inside of me a bit. I could feel myself getting wetter. I didn't know if I wanted this. But I was starting to enjoy it. I let out a sharp breath. It felt so good.

Once I was soaking wet, he stopped. "Now return the favor," he said. "You bimbo. You girly girl."

I don't know why I did what I did next. Returning the favor could have just meant giving him a bit of a handjob. Through some boxers, if we were being totally fair. But that wasn't what I would do. Not bimbo-me. Not this new person he'd turned me into.

I dropped to my knees and wrapped my lips around his cock. And then I stuck it as deep down my throat as it would go. I expected myself to gag, but I didn't.

Then let it almost all the way back out. Then as deep as possible again. I started to bob up and down like that, gaining speed. The whole time I looked up at him with my make-up rimmed eyes.

His face expressed how much pleasure he was getting out of it. How much fun he was having. I could feel his dick getting even harder than before. Growing, slightly. I could taste his precum. And it tasted good. I used one hand to massage his balls, which felt super weird. I'd never touched balls before. And I used the other hand to hold my curls behind my head. Didn't want them to get in the way.

Eventually he grabbed my head and pulled me away. I just sat back on my knees, staring up at him. Waiting for him to tell me what to do next. And he did. "Take me to the bedroom." And I did.

Once we were there, he pulled off his pants and shirt. He lay down on his back on my bed. "Alright," he said. "Get over here and fuck me. Make me cum."

I'd never made anyone cum before. But I was feeling good, in my strange and zoned-out state. I felt like I looked good with such outrageous make-up. With that pink lingerie on.

I straddled him. I pulled the panties to one side. And I brushed his cock against my virgin pussy lips. Lips that had never before been penetrated by a man. I guided him to where he needed to go, and then I did it.

All at once his cock filled me up. I was spread wider than I'd ever been before. The feeling overwhelmed me, and I collapsed onto his bare and muscular chest. I was breathing heavy. He was reaching parts of me never before reached. I tried to sit up but collapsed once again. I just couldn't handle it.

"Make me cum," he repeated. "You have to."

With that, I zoned out further. I sat up, despite the incredible feeling. And I started to bob up and down.

I could feel his exact shape as he went in and out of me. Every curve. I could watch as the pleasure spread through his body, affecting different parts. His abs would flex. Then his face would blush. It would look like he was concentrating really hard.

It felt better than anything I'd ever done before. But I didn't think about that. I only had one mission. And that was to make him cum.

And that's what I did. In full-bimbo attire, I bobbed up and down on that cock. My boobs bounced in the too-small bra. And I kept at it, not slowing down. Not yielding to anything. At one point I started to moan. I couldn't help myself. The pleasure was just too strong. But I was not going to let that stop me. I need to make him cum. That was my only goal.

After a few minutes, I could feel something. I could feel him getting harder, I could tell he was near the end. But it also started happening on my end. My pussy started squeezing extra hard, and got incredibly wet. My body began to tense up, begging me more than ever before to let it stop. To take the pleasure away, because if it continued I might just go crazy. But I didn't listen.

I could feel it building up. And then I looked him in the eyes, and I knew it was about to happen. I knew we were seconds away. My whole body began to tense up. I kept my pace as steady as possible. And then it began. His eyes widened, and I could feel his cock pumping into me. I could feel him emptying his load into me, deep. I kept up the pace. But then it happened to me. All of the sudden, a wave ran through my body, emanating from my lady-bits. Every part that the wave touched made me shiver, but then it left the muscles incredibly relaxed. Like I'd just spent a week in the spa.

Once I was certain that he'd gotten every single drop into me, like he'd commanded, I stopped humping him. I collapsed onto his chest once again. Everything was warm. Everything felt good. I had lost my virginity. And then he snapped his fingers.

Suddenly, my mind was back to normal. It was like I'd just woken up from an incredibly vivid dream that had actually happened. His cock was still inside of me. I was still covered in bimbo make-up, with bright pink lingerie on. So that part was still far from normal. But my mind still had that serene feeling. It felt like everything was awesome. Because of the huge orgasm I'd just had.

"Jasmine?" he asked, softly.

"Yeah?"

"Oh good," he said, pulling out. "You're back. I didn't break your brain."

"I think you might have broken something else though," I said.

"That good, huh?"

"It was pretty incredible."

He pushed me off to the side and hopped off the bed. Cleaned himself up with some tissue and then got dressed.

"So you're just leaving now?" I asked.

"Well, I'll see you at work probably."

I felt disappointed. I wanted him to stay with me. I wanted him to cuddle me for a while, and then I wanted him to fuck my brains out. "So this isn't going to become a routine?"

"I'm not sure yet," he said. "How about you dress up nice for work tomorrow and we see what happens?"

I smiled. I could do that.
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