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Cosplay Convention Control

Asami wandered the show floor at the convention, aimlessly navigating the large crowds. She didn’t have any particular destination in mind. She and her friend Sita had gone to separate panels, and now she was waiting for her friend to text her when she was done so they could meet-up.

She found herself moved along by the flow of the crowd to the far end of the hall and decided to wander down one of the less crowded aisles and peruse the nerdy wares of the vendors. There were people selling DVDs of classic sci-fi and fantasy shows, others promoting comics or books that were self-published or from small presses, and still more hawking random collections of geeky merch.

Towards the back of the aisle she found a vendor whose booth was tucked into a corner. It seemed to be a costume seller, which piqued Asami’s interest. She enjoyed cosplay. She wasn’t one of those intense people who could whip up an amazing costume out of nothing, but she thought it was fun to dress up for the cons. This year she and Sita dressed as Imperial officers from Star Wars, forming their own little squad. She figured she should check out the booth so that she could maybe get a jump on what she might wear next year.

She stepped closer to the booth to investigate but soon regretted it. Upon closer inspection she realized the types of costumes the vendor was selling were not the types of things she would ever wear. They were all skimpy sexualized versions of outfits worn by female characters in famous sci-fi, fantasy, or superhero franchises. Some of the outfits even appeared to just be sexy lingerie with a vaguely nerdy theme associated with them.

The man behind the booth’s counter only made the place feel sketchier. He was a middle-aged man with a bit of a beer gut and a face that sported a couple days of growth. He hardly looked like a lingerie salesman, more like a guy who would run a shoddy comic book shop. Asami figured this was the sort of retailer that sold sexy outfits to men who then tried to get their girlfriends to dress up for them. She was about to turn and leave when the vendor looked up at caught her eye.

“Hello,” he said.

“Hi,” Asami replied, not wanting to be rude.

“See anything you like?” he asked, his eyes briefly roving over her.

“Oh no, I don’t think so. I was just looking,” she said, taking a step back towards the aisle.

“Wait, just a moment,” the vendor said. “I think I have something that might interest you.”

“Okay,” she replied, hesitantly stepping back towards the man. She figured the best course of action was to humor him and look at whatever costume he was going to show to her before simply saying it just wasn’t her style. But to her surprise it wasn’t a costume that he wanted to show her.

He placed a crystal shard on the top of the table he sat behind. Asami stared at it for a moment, unsure of why he had such a thing or why he thought she might be interested in it. But then she saw it pulse, a dull glow lighting it up for a moment, then again. She moved closer, unable to take her eyes off of it.

“That’s right,” she heard the man say. “Just take in the lights.”

And Asami did just that, staring unblinkingly at the crystal. She found she couldn’t look away, nor did she want to.

“What’s your name?”

“Asami,” she responded instantly.

“Asami, you will come to my hotel room tonight at ten o’clock,” the heard the man say. “You are excited about seeing me later, and you will be sure to come alone. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Asami whispered, taking in his words but never taking her eyes away from the crystal.

He gave her the address and the room number. Then his hand closed over the crystal, and he pulled it off of the counter.

Asami blinked and looked up at him. He simply smiled back at her. After a moment she returned the smile. She was going to meet this man later tonight, and she was excited about it. For a moment that struck her as odd, since she didn’t even know his name, but the thought passed quickly out of her head.

“Um, I’ll see you tonight,” she said.

“I’m looking forward to it,” he said.

She nodded and backed out of the booth. A moment later she heard her cell phone chime and saw she had gotten a text from Sita. She made for the meeting place her friend suggested, but her mind still turned over the vendor and how she was going to be meeting up with him later.
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“Are you okay? You seem out of it.”

Asami blinked and pulled her eyes away from the the clock on the diner’s wall. Since her run-in with the vendor his invitation to go to his hotel room and her deep need to do so had been playing in the background of her thoughts. She had gone about her day at the con with Sita and was mostly able to distract herself from it. But now that they’d left the site and the day was mostly done, time felt like it had slowed to a crawl.

“Yeah, I’m fine, just tired,” she replied with a sigh. “I think maybe I should head home, rest up for tomorrow.”

“I guess that’s not a bad idea,” Sita said, sounding a tad disappointed. “There will be a lot to see tomorrow.”

They flagged down a waiter and got the check, then made plans about where to meet the next day before exchanging hugs and heading their separate ways.

Asami still had almost an hour to kill, but she knew she would have to ditch her friend eventually to meet up with the vendor. It seemed better to do it sooner rather than later, especially since she was too distracted to be great company.

She wandered downtown along the streets of the city, now illuminated by street lamps and the lights of businesses in the night time. Her mind was still fixated on how excited she was to see the vendor again, though she couldn’t really say why that was. The goods he sold weren’t appealing to her at all, and while he seemed nice, they barely spoke. And yet she was set on following up on his invitation. Some small part of her felt she should be worried, but she knew this was something she was going to do, even something she had to do.

A bit before ten she found herself in front of the hotel and not knowing how to kill anymore time, she went inside.

“Asami, come in,” the vendor said, as he opened the door.

He stood back and let her enter, then closed the door to the room behind her. The room was no different than any other hotel room, but one corner had been piled with boxes of outfits for the booth. Asami took a quick look around and nodded. Now that she had arrived she found that she wasn’t sure why she had come, why it had felt so important to be here. It was almost like a fog had lifted, and now she just wanted to make an excuse to leave.

“Well, I, um, I’m here,” Asami said sheepishly. “I, uh, I don’t know how long I can stay, really, but I wanted to come by.”

“Of course,” the vendor said. “Just let me show you this one thing before you go.”

He moved quickly to the nightstand and grabbed something off it. Before Asami could register what was happening, she found herself staring into the he showed her at the booth once again, her mind fixated on its soft, pulsing light.

“I didn’t want to draw attention at the con, but now it’s just the two of us with no one to get in the way.”

Asami’s brain registered his words, and she recognized that maybe they should scare her, but as she stared at the crystal she felt no fear and knew she wouldn’t be able to respond even if she did.

“From now on, you want nothing more in the world than to make me happy,” the man said. “When you make me happy, you will feel happy too, and you want to be happy, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Asami replied.

“Good,” the man said, and even in her stupor Asami felt a fluttering of joy at how she had pleased him with her response.

“The thing that makes me most happy Is when you obey me,” the man said. “Your obedience makes me happy, which makes you happy. To obey me is pleasure. It’s what makes you happiest in life. So will you obey me?”

“Yes,” Asami replied, the word coming out like a hiss.

“Good girl.”

Then he moved the crystal, closing his fist over its light and bringing it behind his back. Asami blinked. She felt different somehow, like something had changed, but she couldn’t quite say what. What she did know is that she wanted to do whatever this man standing in front of her told her, that doing so would be…fulfilling. So when he told her to take off her clothes, she didn’t hesitate or question why she would do this for a man she’d just met. She took off all her clothing, feeling good about doing what he told her to as every garment was discarded to the hotel room floor.

“Very nice,” the man said, appraising her nude form once she had removed everything. “I knew there was a hot piece of ass under that baggy uniform.”

Asami felt herself blush at his words but stood still as he looked over her and said nothing. She wanted to make sure he was happy, and she knew obeying him would do that, so she waited for his next command.

But instead of issuing one he brought the crystal back into view, and Asami felt herself pulled under its sway once again.

“You enjoy showing off your body. When me ogle you, it makes you horny.”

He pulled the crystal out of view once again. Asami stood for a moment, then slowly her posture began to change. She no longer stood naked before the vendor, but instead pushed out her chest, trying to show off her supple form in the best way possible. As this man continued to stare at her, she felt herself getting wetter, her body aroused from his attention.

“Why don’t you get on your knees and start playing with yourself,” the man said. “I know how horny you are.”

“Okay,” Asami said, falling to her knees. Her fingers moved deftly over her clit, increasing her arousal.

“When we are alone together, you will refer to me as Master, do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Asami gasped, as she continued to play with herself.

“Good girl,” Master said, and Asami felt a jolt of pleasure run through her at those words.

She heard the sound of a zipper and looked up to see that Master had undone his pants and fished out his cock. He was stroking it slowly with his free hand as he watched her, and she watched as it grew harder and longer.

Then he held the crystal out again and her gaze was drawn away from his manhood.

“You love my cock,” he said. “You yearn to have it in your mouth, in your pussy, in your ass, between your tits, wherever I want to put it. When it’s in your body you will feel more pleasure than you’ve felt from any other lover. And when I cum on or in you, you will orgasm as well. Think of it as a reward for making me happy.”

This time, when the crystal disappeared, Asami felt her mouth begin to water over the cock that was right in front of her. Her Master’s cock. The thing she knew would bring her the greatest pleasure in the world. When he walked towards her, she thought he would let her take him in her mouth, but instead he gripped his cock and slapped its length against one of her cheeks then the other.

“When you came into my booth today, you thought you were too good to be showing your body off to men, but that’s changed now hasn’t it? You’re just a dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” Asami said, her voice filled with yearning.

“Say it.”

“I’m a dirty slut,” she moaned.

“Good girl,” he said, menacingly.

Then he grabbed her by the hair and thrust his dick between her lips.

Asami gagged and blubbered around the appendage that was suddenly sliding in and out of her mouth. Spit leaked down the sides of her chin, and her eyes watered. But at the same time she felt more and more aroused. If Master wanted to use her like this, then that’s what she wanted, and that thought made her happy and horny.

“That’s right, bitch! Choke on that dick!” Master growled as he continued to fuck her face. Asami simply mewled in hopeless pleasure.

Eventually Master decided to stop pulling his dick from between Asami’s lips. She coughed and gasped, sucking in air. Her throat felt raw, her lips bruised, but despite the discomfort of the face-fucking, her mouth somehow felt empty. She desperately wanted Master to reward her with more of his wonderful cock.

“Lie down on the edge of the bed,” Master said, pointing to the hotel room bed.

Asami moved quickly, sitting on the edge of the bed and then lying back. She heard rustling as Master removed his clothes. What felt like an eternity later she looked up at him as he stood by the edge of the bed positioned between her legs. He lay his hard cock, slick and shining with her saliva, on top of her pussy lips and began to rub its length slowly up and down her wet slit. Asami moaned and writhed as he teased her.

“Mmm, that’s right, you want this cock, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered.

“Then I want to hear you beg for it,” he taunted.

“Please, Master,” she gasped, feeling his length slide across her pussy lips once again.

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me, Master! Fuck me like a good little whore!”

With a grin, Master re-angled his cock, and suddenly he was sinking into her sopping wet folds. Asami let out a moan of pleasure as he entered her. The feeling was all-encompassing, unlike anything she had felt before. She felt his hands grab her thighs and tug her closer to the edge of the bed. And then he was thrusting into her, his thighs slapping against her as he moved in and out.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck, me Master! Oh God! Yes!”

Words of encouragement flew from Asami’s mouth as Master took her. She lost track of time or any sense of where she was, all of her senses overwhelmed by the pleasure of Master taking her.

Before long she felt him tense, and then he let out a groan as he emptied himself inside her, his magnificent cock pulsing within her depths. And in that moment Asami exploded in orgasm, her body tensing, her balled fists clinging to the bed sheets, a wail of pure pleasure streaming from between her lips.

She came to moments later, her breathing heavy, her body slick with sweat. Master lay next to her, his breathing labored from the exertion of what he’d just done to her. And wow what had he done to her. She felt warm and content, her body still humming in the afterglow of the most powerful orgasm she’d ever experienced.

She let out a contented sigh, then turned and pressed her body against Master’s, nuzzling into his side.

“Asami,” Master said after a moment. “Do you have any friends who are attending the con with you?”

“Yes, Sita,” she replied.

“I want you to bring her by my booth tomorrow,” he said. “I think it would be good for her to meet me.”

“Me too, Master, I think she’d enjoy that,” she said with a smile. She couldn’t imagine anyone not liking Master.

“You’ll stay here tonight, and then tomorrow we can pick out a costume from my collection that’s…more suited to your new outlook on life.”

“Of course, Master, that sounds wonderful,” she gushed, her mind flicking over some of the costumes she’d seen in the booth earlier and filling with exciting possibilities.

“In the meantime, why don’t you put that wonderful mouth to work and revive me so that I can fuck you again.”

Asami moved swiftly, positioning herself between Master’s legs. His now limp dick was covered in her juices, but that didn’t matter. She eagerly took it between her lips and began to swirl her tongue gently around it, working to coax it back to life. His dick in her mouth felt wonderful and was already arousing her passions once more. But she knew what she really wanted more than anything was to feel him inside her once more.
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“Well…this is different for you.”

Asami smiled at her friend’s comment as she walked up to her on the showroom floor. She was wearing a Poison Ivy costume that essentially amounted to a green bikini with leaf designs on the top, which pushed up her C-cup breasts in an enticing way, and bottom which was only barely more decent than a thong. Her legs were encased in green fishnets and made even more shapely by the open-toed heels she wore that matched the color of her red wig, which topped off the outfit.

“Yeah, I felt inspired to try something new when I woke up this morning,” Asami said. She took a little spin in front of her friend. “Do you like it?”

“I, um…I mean you look good,” Sita said. “I just thought we were going to wear out matching costumes again.”

“Oh, I should’ve told you!” Asami said, pouting apologetically. “I’m sorry. I messed up.”

“No, no it’s fine,” Sita said, forcing a smile. “Let’s, uh, get to that panel we were gonna see.”

“Okay, but first I wanted to introduce you to someone I met yesterday,” Asami said. When Sita seemed hesitant, she added, “we have plenty of time to get to the panel, don’t worry. This will only take a sec.”

“Yeah, okay,” Sita said.

Asami took her hand and began to lead her through the vendors. She could feel the eyes of many of the men they passed moving over her body as they moved about the convention. She liked the feeling of it, the way it made her horny. But at that moment she had more important things to do than bask in the glow of her exhibitionism.

They arrived at Master’s booth in short order. Asami guided her friend to stand in front of him, positioning her for what she knew was to come.

“Hello, Asami,” Master said, looking up at her from his seat in the booth.

“Hey, this is my friend, Sita,” she replied.

“Ah yes, the one you told me about,” he said, his eyes taking her in appreciatively.

“Um, hi,” Sita said, squirming a bit under his gaze. “Nice to meet you.”

“And you too,” he said, smiling at her. “I won’t keep you long, but I have something I want to show, something I think you’ll like.”

He pulled up the crystal and held it up so Sita could see it.

A few moments later the two girls departed, making their way towards the panel they had been planning to attend. Only now Asami listened to her friend babble about how excited she was to go to Master’s hotel room later that evening, and she smiled thinking about how Master would reshape Sita’s world and open up her mind, just as he’d done with her.

The End
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