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Chapter 1: The Hypnotist

She woke up.

There was a warmth in her body, a heat and a longing that seemed to ache. She’d felt it for weeks now, but suddenly it was different. It was dimmer. Duller. Far away.

Her name was Jessi. No. No, that wasn’t right. That was what Mast-- her patient had called her. She was… who was she?

Doctor. She was a doctor. Of course she was a doctor. She had patients. What else could she be? Doctor Jessica Lee.

She had her name back. Her identity. She hadn’t had that in weeks. It felt like she’d barely slept in that time. He’d kept her on her toes; figuratively speaking. In a more literal sense, he’d had her on her back, bent over, in the shower, on the balcony…

Fuck. Her fingers had slipped inside her. It felt so fucking good. She just wanted to rub and lose herself. Rub it all away…

No. She forced herself to stop. She was his first slave, and he’d been unpracticed with her. That was why a decent sleep had let her wake up as herself. If he realized what happened, if he put her under again… she’d never come back.

Jessica needed to get out of here.

She walked slowly down the hall of the penthouse, her clothing feeling uncomfortable on her skin. How many days had she spent naked here? Jessica forced herself not to think about it.

She reached the end of the hallway and froze. That was the wife. She was sitting at a table with a bottle of wine, just drinking straight out of it. Come to think of it, Jessica hadn’t seen the blonde trophy wife without alcohol in her hands ever since Mast-- her patient had started his little conquest.

Matilda. That was her name.

Jessica walked past Matilda and out the door of the penthouse. The woman didn’t react.

She’d have to disappear. Change banks, numbers, homes. Drop off the grid so that he couldn’t find her. So that he couldn’t call back the heat between her legs. She feared that even without new programming, he could wrap her around his finger again with the sound of his voice alone.

But this wasn’t the end. No. She knew him. He was a man who was never satisfied. He would keep reaching and taking and taking. Men like that made enemies, and while he may have had an ace up his sleeve, well, so did she.

Jessica was, after all, the one who’d taught him everything he knew.

She would watch him and those around him, and she’d wait and bide her time until an opportunity presented itself.

And then she would make him pay.

***

Three Months Later…

This fucking beer was watered down.

It was obvious. I’m a huge lightweight. It only takes one drink for me to start feeling it, two for me to get plastered. I was on drink three now and I only had a light buzz.

I asked the bartender for drink number four. I didn’t give enough of a shit to object to how diluted it was. If this chick wanted to take me for a fool, then let her. Fuck, everyone else was anyway.

Chelsea… how could she?

I downed the remainder of my beer as the bartender gave me another glass. She stared at me with that neutrally worried expression you see in strangers who want to appear sympathetic.

“What are you trying to forget?” she asked. She was older than me. I mean, most people here were older than me. I was 23 and had only been working a real, adult job for the past four months. But she seemed in her thirties or forties, if I had to guess. Asian. Her long black hair was tied back in a ponytail and her dark eyes were full of concern for, I assumed, her tip jar.

“My wife,” I muttered. “Not even had our first anniversary and she’s already fucking other dudes behind my back.”

“Ouch,” the bartender said. “How’d you find out?”

I picked up the new glass and hesitated before answering. Fuck me. Still, might as well spill it all out. I didn’t intend to ever come to this bar again anyway, so I wouldn’t have to worry about her looking at me with pity.

“Went to deliver a report to my boss in his office,” I said. “Fucker told me to come in. And there she is, bent over his desk.”

There she was, moaning as Ralph Grey slammed into her. There she was, looking at me and laughing. There she was, calling me pathetic and saying that only a real man like my boss had what it took to please her.

I’d dropped the papers and stared in shock. I couldn’t even process what was happening. It all seemed like a bad dream. And then he’d plopped his dick out of her and walked around to the front of his desk, his cock still hard and pointing at me.

“Stephen,” he’d said. His voice was soft but authoritative. “Pick those up.”

I don’t even know why I did it. Maybe my brain was too shellshocked to offer resistance. But I did. I picked up the papers and handed them to Ralph, all while Chelsea laughed at me.

After that, I ran away.

“Fuck dude, I’m sorry.”

I blinked. My mind had been thrown back to the memories of Ralph and Chelsea just an hour ago. It was burned into my brain. I doubted it would ever fade.

But now I realized that, here in the present, the bartender was leaning over the counter, looking at me intently, her finger going in circles along the edge of a glass of clear liquid she’d put in front of her. I dimly realized that there was an ethereal whistling sound coming from that glass.

It took me a moment to process what had just happened. I’d only intended to tell her that my boss was fucking my wife, but instead I’d told her, well, everything.

“Tell me about Chelsea,” she said, her finger still playing the glass.

“We met in college,” I explained, not quite sure why I was saying it. “She’s an artist. Or, she wants to be. She’s beautiful… a redhead. We used to go on hikes and nature walks. I’m a programmer. I used to tinker with videogame development back in school, and she’d play them and give feedback. We got married right after I got my degree.”

“And then you started working for Ralph Grey.”

“Yes,” I told her. “I was ecstatic. It was a high-paying job in my field. I was on the fast-track to becoming a project manager. Chelsea and I went out to celebrate.”

There were tears in my eyes. Why was I telling her all this?

The bartender sighed. “I’m sorry,” she said. Something was off about the way she said it. It wasn’t the generic “something bad happened to you and that sucks” kind of “sorry.” It felt more like an… actual apology.

“It was shortly after I taught him the technique,” she said. “He was choosing applicants based on their social media. He saw your wife and, shit, I can remember how he looked at those pictures. He had to have her.”

“What are you saying?” I asked.

The bartender looked straight into my eyes. “Shhh…” The sound of the glass suddenly seemed all encompassing, and I was lost in her gaze.

I blinked blearily. The bartender was cleaning up. The bar itself was empty but for us. My eyes went to the clock on the wall.

“Three-thirty!?” I exclaimed. It had just been ten! Hadn’t it? Everything seemed to be a blur. I could remember the bartender asking me what I was drinking to forget and then… nothing.

“Yeah, you were pretty deep in there,” she said mildly. “I’m almost done cleaning up. We’ll be heading out after that.”

“Huh?”

“We’ll be heading out,” she repeated. “My name’s Jessica. You’re staying with me tonight.”

“What? But I’m…” my words died in my throat before I could finish the sentence. I’m married. Shit, that seemed a laughable thing to say now.

“Pathetic.” That’s what Chelsea had called me. She was right. I was pathetic. Even after what she did to me, my first instinct was still to honor my wedding vows.

“You do not want to go home,” Jessica said. “Think about it. Are you really ready to see her again?”

I wasn’t. I didn’t say anything. I just stared at nothing.

Suddenly Jessica was beside me. She was leaning in close, her hot breath on my lips. Her fingers took my hand and placed it on her breast as she kissed me.

She… well… she did have pretty impressive breasts. And she was beautiful… and… and her kiss was so hungry. She wanted me. She wanted me in a way Chelsea didn’t.

“You’ve been wronged,” Jessica whispered as she broke the kiss. “And you’ve been hurt. I say, you should have a little revenge.”

Her car was an old beat-up Honda. I wasn’t in any condition to drive, so I followed her lead and got into the passenger's seat. As she drove off, she gave me a sideways glance.

“There’s something bothering you,” she said. “Something you want to ask me.”

“No, I…”

“Please don’t lie, Stephen,” Jessica said. “I’m good at reading people. I have a doctorate in psychology.”

“What?” I asked. “What are you doing tending bar?”

“Tough economy,” she said with a smirk. “Now ask me your question.”

Might as well. “Why did you decide to take me home?”

“I can see why you didn’t want to ask me that,” Jessica said. “It’s not sexy.”

“Yeah,” I muttered. “Confidence is sexy. That’s probably why Chelsea and Ralph…”

“That’s not why,” Jessica interrupted. She sighed. “It’s my fault.”

“What?”

“I used to be a therapist for very rich clients,” Jessica told me. “I used hypnosis to help them with the stress of their lives. I was good at it too. I developed a technique for hypnotic induction subtle enough that no one ever realized it was being used on them, but powerful enough that it could cause huge changes in a person’s psyche if used unethically.”

She sighed again. “Ralph Grey was one of my patients. And one day he asked me how to do self-hypnosis. He wanted something quick and powerful. So… I taught him my technique. Next session, he comes in, and before I know what’s happening, I’m on my knees an hour later, sucking his cock like it’s the world’s most delicious candy.

“He wanted a harem. He wanted a power trip. Fucker was already successful, had a trophy wife, more money than he knew what to do with… and he wanted more. ‘Live like a sultan.’ Those were his words. He roped me into it, had me help him ‘fix’ his wife and daughter. Then he started looking to pick more women to add.

“I was lucky. He was inexperienced when he hypnotized me, so eventually I broke free of the programming. He could easily put me under again if he found me though, which is why I’ve been on the lookout for an ally. I had my eyes on you already as a possibility. Then you walk into the bar I’m working at and start drowning your sorrows, and I realize that Grey finally made a move on your woman. This is the opportunity I’ve been waiting for. I’m sorry.”

“You knew this was going to happen!?” I shouted. “You knew he was going to… to, shit. He brainwashed her!”

“Calm down,” Jessica said.

And just like that, I was suddenly completely calm. The surprise and hurt and anger were all still there but… less now.

“What…?” I began.

“I hypnotized you,” Jessica said. “You’re fine with it.”

“I… I am fine with it.” I really was, I realized. It was weird.

“Told you, my technique is powerful.” Jessica parked the car. “Come on. We’re here.”

“Can you undo what he did to Chelsea?” I asked.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because I can’t be near him, and I can’t be near his women,” Jessica told me. “I am your only chance at saving her and stopping him. You do not want to risk losing me to him.”

She got out of the car. I did too, and followed her into the apartment complex. She led me to the elevator.

“We’ll use hypnosis to keep you from giving away how much you know,” Jessica told me. “Ralph’s fantasy is to dominate a weak little cuckold, so you’ll play into that for now. He’s probably made Chelsea into the same fantasy. I’ll work on you so you can keep playing the part they expect, and I’ll minimize the emotional fallout as much as I can, but I won’t lie: it’ll be hard. Can you do it?”

I thought of Chelsea’s smile. Her innocent smile. Not that cruel mockery she’d shown in Ralph’s office. If I didn’t agree to this, I might never see it again. I nodded.

“Good,” Jessica said. “One more thing. I need you angry.”

“I am angry.”

“No,” Jessica said as the elevator doors opened to her floor. “I need you good and angry. At both of them.” She looked me directly in the eye. “Chelsea is a cheating whore.”

Immediately, the rage filled me. It was surreal. On one hand, I realized that Jessica had programmed this into me, to trigger when she said that key phrase. But on the other hand…

On the other hand, Chelsea was a bitch. I had imagined a future together, and she’d jumped into bed with my boss; my fucking boss! Everything we had didn’t matter to her in the face of his money and power. She threw out our whole relationship for that shallow bullshit.

She hurt me. And what’s more, she enjoyed hurting me. I remembered her vicious smile, her mocking laughter. I remembered it and it burned.

Fuck her. I wanted to see that pretty face of hers in tears. I wanted to hurt her like she hurt me. I wanted her to suffer.

Jessica had dragged me down the hall to her door. She unlocked it and pulled me into her apartment, kissing me as she did so.

“That’s it,” she said between kisses. “You’re angry. You’re all riled up and savage and I love it. I want it…”

Her hands were pulling at my shirt, and mine were pulling at her clothes. We tore into each other, tearing the fabric from one another’s bodies as we collapsed onto her bed.

It was so late, but I wasn’t tired. In fact, I’d never felt so energized in my life.

I was hard; harder than I’d ever been. Hard and hot and full of rage that just needed release. I threw Jessica onto the bed and climbed on top of her before she could even adjust herself.

“Yes, that’s it…” she moaned. “Be rough. Take it all out on me!”

With one hand, I grabbed the bitch’s throat. With the other I guided my cock into her wet snatch. She gasped as I entered her, and soon I was pounding away at her with wild abandon.

“FUCK YES! FUCK ME! JUST LIKE THAT! FUCK YOUR LITTLE WHORE! FUCK YOUR LITTLE JESSI SLUT!”

I slapped her across the face, then let go of her neck to wrap her hair around my fingers and hold her head still.

“You talk too much,” I growled into her ear.

Then I let go and propped myself up, wrapping both hands around her neck, strangling her as I fucked her.

“Sorry, sir,” she gasped, and then her eyes rolled up. “Waited so long...”

I looked down at the whore below me. The way her sizable breasts bounced with each thrust, her perfectly symmetrical face, twisted in pleasure and ecstasy… It was enchanting. She was enchanting.

And, I realized, she was mine.

I owned her.

The thought came to me with such certainty that I couldn’t even conceive of questioning it. Of course she was mine. This is what she wanted; a man to own her, to dominate her, to feed the hungers that Ralph had implanted in her. Ours was a mutual symbiosis: she would sate herself on me, and in turn she would give me what I wanted, what I needed.

I laughed, and removed one of my hands from her neck, tightening the grip of the remaining one as I did so. With my now-free hand, I manhandled her tits. There was no artistry to it; Jessica desired only a crude fucking, and that’s what I gave to her. I squeezed down on her, pinching on her nipple just as I thrust into her as deep as I could, and was rewarded with a shrill cry as her entire body shook.

The spasms inside her were too much, and I found myself coming as well, spraying within her as she thanked me with all the admiration and praise of a priestess worshipping her god.

“Thank you,” Jessica whispered as I fell down next to her.

The rage was gone, and I now fought to catch my breath as my mind struggled to make sense of everything that had just happened.

“I know this has all been a lot to take in,” Jessica said softly, nuzzling her head against my shoulder. “But I promise you, you will have your revenge. And so will I.”

I looked down into her dark eyes, at her beautiful face, now flushed and covered in sweat, looking up at me. I acted on instinct: I kissed her.

For the first time tonight, she seemed to be taken by surprise. But then she smiled at me, and seemed to relax a bit more.

“I was never able to shake off the need for a master. I’m glad I was able to transfer the role to you. And tomorrow, Master, I will teach you how to hypnotize people.”

I kissed her again, and smiled back. “Perfect,” I said. “Tomorrow, we go to war.”


Chapter 2: Daddy’s Girl

“Where were you?”

My wife was waiting for me when I got home. At first, I didn’t have an answer for her. I just looked at her. A part of me still hoped that it had all been a dream, that she was never unfaithful to me, that none of this had happened.

“You weren’t at work either,” she went on, brushing her red hair behind her ear. “Ralph called me over. I was going to visit you after we were done, let you smell his cum in me. But I guess you weren’t man enough to face him again, were you?”

It wasn’t a dream. I told myself that she was acting like this because of the brainwashing, because he’d twisted my sweet, loving wife into something monstrous. But it didn’t change how I felt.

I hated her. I wanted to see her hurt.

But I didn’t act on that hate. Not yet. Instead, I cast my eyes down and played the part of the weak little beta she expected. I tried to walk past her without saying anything else. I needed a shower after all.

She laughed, and it stung. Truth be told, I was surprised at how well I slipped into my assigned role. Jessica’s hypnosis session had really improved my acting, it turned out.

“Wait,” Chelsea said as I walked past her. She grabbed me by the arm. “You smell.” She leaned over and sniffed me, and I froze.

And then she laughed again. “Oh my god, did you go out and get laid? Did you think you’d get back at me by sticking your sad little dick in some hooker? God, that’s pathetic.” She let go of me and walked away laughing. “I hope you got your money’s worth, Stephen. Did she fake an orgasm to make you feel better?”

There was something warm and wet on my face. It took me a minute to realize they were tears. I knew that this was what Chelsea and Ralph expected to see from me. I knew that playing to it put me at an advantage. But even so, it was too much. The thought of Chelsea seeing me like this was unbearable.

I ran to the bathroom, trying my damnedest to ignore her cruel laughter.

They were going to pay. Jessica and I had a plan, and they were going to pay.

***

Valerie Grey was a good girl.

She studied hard and worked hard and she’d been accepted into a good university. Her father was proud of her, and she was going to prove that she was every bit as good at business as he was.

Because business was how you got ahead in life. Valerie’s father had taught her that. Other pursuits were traps for fools, fools who would serve you once you succeeded at business. Fools like Valerie’s stepmother, who wasted her life being a model and was only good for being her father’s toy now. Just as all the women her father had were only useful as toys.

Valerie might have been like that if her father hadn’t talked some sense into her four months ago. Now she was done with the wild parties and underage drinking (unless she needed to socialize to make a business connection of course!). Now Valerie was on-track to becoming a successful and respectable woman.

She adjusted her glasses as she cracked open the book. Around her, the library was quiet and relaxed. Sure, she could have purchased these books on business, but only a fool spends money unnecessarily. Whatever idiot had come up with the idea of just giving away knowledge at libraries had made things so much easier for her.

Valerie was just getting deep into the chapter on negotiations when someone else sat down at her table. She looked up, annoyed at the interruption. He was a man a few years older than her, sitting a few chairs down, with his nose in some hardback. Something about him seemed familiar, but Valerie put him from her mind. He was just a nobody, after all.

“In every conversation, there is an exchange of power,” she read. “The one who controls the conversation controls where the power goes.”

She blinked. What the hell was that noise? It was high and… ghostly sounding. Not unpleasant, exactly, but distracting. Valerie looked up from her book and saw that the man sitting at her table had turned on some video on his phone and had it sitting next to him as he read.

He looked up from his book. Something about psychology, it looked like (a useless major, Valerie knew).

“Sorry,” he said. “It helps me concentrate. I can turn it off if you want, but maybe it can help you concentrate too?”

Valerie looked at the phone and frowned. It was a lovely sound, and if it helped people concentrate… She shook her head and went back to reading without saying anything to him. No point in getting into conversation with some loser.

“A common belief in negotiation is that to gain a little, you must give a little,” her book continued. “This is not true. However, if you convince the other party that they have gained something, you will find that they will be more willing to give you what you want.”

What you want… What did Valerie want? She blinked and shook her head. What a strange thought.

“I want to be successful,” she said softly to herself.

And what was success?

What another weird thought. It was like someone else was asking her these questions.

“Success is money,” she said. “Success is power.”

Who told you that?

“My father…”

Valerie went back to reading. “A common belief in…” she blinked slowly. It was getting difficult to concentrate. She was just so tired. She closed her eyes.

Do you do everything your father tells you?

More strange thoughts. But Valerie answered honestly: “Of course.”

Then wouldn’t that mean that your success is what he wants? Not what you want. Not really.

Valerie shook her head, frowning, her eyes tightly closed in confusion and annoyance. “I want to do what he tells me.”

But that’s not success. If you want to do what a man tells you, then you’re not really looking for success. You’re looking for happiness. Happiness with a man.

She supposed that made sense.

“Father makes me happy…”

Does he?

That thought, that question, shot through her mind and shattered everything. Did her father make her happy? He made her studious, he kept her in the image of what he wanted her to be. It was the duty of a father to make his little girl happy, but he’d failed that. And furthermore, there were certain things she wanted, certain things she desired, that a father could not provide. How long had she’d been sexually active again?

“Years…” she muttered. “Loved sex… Going down on boyfriends, them going down on me… so much fun… Then I started studying. I got serious. Four months ago, after a talk with father and his friend.”

Which friend was that?

“The Asian woman… The one he was fucking. The one who disappeared a while back.”

It was hardly fair that her father kept fucking while she couldn’t. That was probably why the Asian woman left; she realized her father was a bad man who treated people unfairly. He could not be the man who made her happy. And he could not be the man who made Valerie happy either.

“Did she find a man to make her happy?” Valerie wondered aloud.

“Yes she did. She found me.”

The voice sounded familiar. It sounded like her thoughts. Valerie was drawn to it, floating toward it in the dark void behind her eyes.

“I’m what she wanted,” the voice said. “I took her roughly, like she desired. She wanted a Master, and now I am her Master. You want, you need, someone with authority who can firmly guide you, but who makes you happy in a way your true father does not. You need someone who can satisfy you sexually, who can dominate you in the bedroom, who you can give yourself to completely so that he may rule you.”

Valerie gasped and nodded. She did need that. She wanted that, so desperately.

“You’re a smart girl,” the voice continued. “What you want is not so different from what that woman wanted. What you want is not so different from what I can offer. Isn’t that right?”

“That’s right,” Valerie said. “I want that.”

“You can be still be successful. You can pursue business, still. It’s probably for the best, really. You want to be able to support your new Daddy. I’ll love you and cherish you no matter what, but you want to show me how useful and clever you are. You want to be of use to me, because it makes you feel good to know that you’ve been of use to your Daddy.”

“I can be useful to you, Daddy,” Valerie insisted. “I love you.”

“Your Daddy has needs. Physical, sexual needs. But you do too, so our needs can feed each other. But your Daddy has many needs, so it’s not so bad if he has many women. That’s only fair. He deserves it.”

“You do deserve it,” Valerie agreed. “My Daddy deserves many women.”

“And you’ll always be my precious little girl.”

“Yes…”

“Open your eyes, Val. We have places to be.”

Valerie did as she was told; she was a good girl after all. She blinked several times in the light of the library, then turned to see her Daddy.

He’d gotten up from his seat, and had come around to stand behind her. He’d been massaging her head as she dozed, and as she looked up at Him, she couldn’t help but smile at how wonderful He was.

Her Daddy smiled back down at her, then He leaned down and kissed her gently on the lips.

It was like a bomb exploded in her. Her pussy was immediately drenched, and she was overcome with need for Him. He was her perfect, wonderful Daddy, and her body cried out for His touch.

Valerie couldn’t help but whimper as he broke the kiss. “Come on,” her Daddy said softly to her. “Your Daddy needs you.”

***

From what Jessica had told me, Val had been a wild child before her father’s hypnosis. She was constantly out late, disrespected him, and kept getting into trouble with the law and with her school; trouble that Ralph Grey was tired of smoothing over for her.

After he’d taken Jessica, they’d worked together on Valerie. He’d instilled in her a deep respect for her father, and refocused her mind to make her career driven and set her on the path to success like him.

All I had to do to ensnare her was strip away the latter adjustment and redirect the former. Now I was the older man she looked up to, albeit with a far more sexual edge, and now she was my slutty little girl, happily and eagerly following me out of the library and into my car.

Hey, Ralph fucked my wife. Only fair I fuck his daughter.

“Buckle up,” I told her as I settled into the driver’s seat.

“Yes, Daddy.”

I looked over at her. Val was blonde, thin, and cute. She looked like she wouldn’t be out of place in one of those “Barely Legal” porn sites. She was dressed in a white blouse and black skirt, with dark stockings and high heels. I smiled.

“Now, Val,” I said, “are you wet?”

She bit her lip. “Yes, Daddy.”

“It’ll take me about ten minutes to get where we’re going,” I observed. “Why don’t you play with your little pussy on the way?”

Val inhaled sharply, and wordlessly nodded. I watch, grinning ear to ear, as she pulled up her skirt and shoved a hand under her stockings and panties. There was absolutely a wet spot there.

As she started fingering herself, moaning softly, I tsked at her. “You forgot to buckle up.”

“Sorry, Daddy,” she gasped, and made to grab her seat belt.

“No, keep playing with yourself,” I said. “You have a free hand. Use that.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

She awkwardly reached over and grabbed the seatbelt and buckled herself in. My command to keep playing with herself as she did so meant that the seatbelt went over her arm, which couldn’t have been safe or comfortable, but she didn’t seem to mind.

I started up the car and drove out of the parking lot, enjoying her soft little gasps and moans. After a few minutes, I parked the car outside a cheap motel on the edge of town.

I’d been here before the library, and already rented us a room. Before I got out of the car, I pulled out my phone and sent a quick text to Jessica, letting her know where we were, then I opened the car door.

“You can stop now, Babygirl,” I said. “We’ve arrived.”

***

Val had cum twice in Daddy’s car. It had been so long since the last time she’d masturbated, since the last time she’d been fucked. She couldn’t believe that she’d forgotten how good it felt.

Why had she ever stopped? Her father had… her father had… It had something to do with him. She was sure of it.

“You can stop now, Babygirl,” Daddy’s voice said suddenly, cutting her from her thoughts. “We’ve arrived.”

She opened her eyes and unbuckled herself. Daddy had taken her to a motel. She climbed out of the car, and he guided her to a room.

Daddy was going to fuck her here.

Val giggled. The excitement bubbling up within her was too much to contain. She couldn’t wait to feel Daddy inside her, couldn’t wait for him to take from her what she deserved.

She wrapped herself around his arm as he unlocked the door to their room, luxuriating in the heat of his body. She was going to be such a good girl for him.

Daddy opened the door and pulled her into the room with him. His hands were so firm, his grip so forceful. Val could barely contain herself as he threw her onto the bed.

“Are you going to fuck me, Daddy?” she asked.

He grinned at her, and then undid his belt. Val licked her lips as she watched him pull out his thick, hard cock. She wanted so badly to feel it inside her.

“Undress,” Daddy ordered, and Val rushed to obey, scrambling to pull her clothes off and tossing them aside off the bed. Then she laid back, spreading her legs for him, rubbing her pussy so that he could see what a good and wet girl she was.

Daddy smiled down at her, then climbed on the bed above her. She felt the head of his dick against her entrance, felt it rub up and down her pussy lips.

“Don’t tease me…” she whimpered.

“Why not?”

“Please, Daddy…”

“Please what?” Daddy asked her. “What do you want, babygirl?”

“I want… your cock,” Vall gasped. “I want you to fuck me. Please, Daddy. Please fuck me. Please fuck you slutty little girl.”

He leaned down and kissed her forehead, and then she felt him push his way inside her. Val gasped as he filled her.

This was it. This was happening. Daddy was going to fuck her.

***

Val had a wet and tight little cunt. I had to freeze and take a deep breath to steady myself after sliding into her, just to keep myself from cumming.

The girl below me moaned as I entered her, and then she looked up at me with an expression of complete devotion and adoration. It was a look I had fantasized about seeing on a woman many times before, and to see it now, on this beautiful young woman, wearing nothing but glasses…

This was perfect.

I pulled out and then slammed back into her, and Val’s eyes went wide as she screamed in rapturous joy.

“Oh Daddy! Yes!”

She wrapped her arms and legs around me as I picked up the pace, thrusting in and out of her. Fuck, she was wet.

“Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me! Fuck me fuck me fuck me…!”

Well, who was I to deny her her request? I pushed her into the bed, grabbed her throat, and switched to long, deep strokes. Her eyes rolled up and her mouth formed a little O as she moaned in pleasure.

“Do you like that, Babygirl?” I growled. “Do you like Daddy’s cock?”

“Yes, Daddy! I love it!” she gasped. I grinned and slammed into her, picking up speed and fucking her as hard as I could.

“DAAAADDYYYY!!!!”

Val screamed as her entire body shook and spasmed. As soon as she came down from her orgasm, I pulled out of her.

“More…” she whimpered. And then she squealed as I grabbed her and flipped her over. I raised her ass, lined my cock up with that wet cunt of hers, and slammed back inside.

“YES DADDY! YES!”

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, holding her I was took her roughly from behind.

“Thank you for using me, Daddy!” Val cried. “Thank you for fucking me! Thank you for fucking me with your Daddy cock! Thank you thank you thank you…!!!”

I buried myself completely inside her, and that was my limit. With a groan, I released, spraying my cum all inside Val.

“Thank you thank you…” she muttered, over and over again like a mantra. I pulled out of her and fell into the bed at her side.

Her glasses had been pushed off her face, and her eye twitched. “Thank you…” she repeated.

I chuckled and put my arm around her, pulling her close to me.

“You did a good job, Babygirl.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“And I want you to keep doing a good job for me.”

“I will, Daddy.”

“Do you promise?”

She nodded. “Yes, Daddy. I’m your good girl.”

I kissed her forehead, and Val blushed and buried her face into my shoulder.

“Now, listen carefully, Babygirl,” I told her. “We’re going to get back at that no-good father of yours…”


Chapter 3: Helping the Help

“Will that be all, Mr. Grey?”

“Yes, Lola,” Ralph Grey said, zipping up his pants. “You may continue cleaning the kitchen now.”

The housekeeper nodded and licked her lips. She could still taste him; his manhood and his seed. It was the most delicious taste in the world.

As Mr. Grey left the penthouse, she got to work cleaning. Lola had been hired by Mrs. Grey six months back to take care of the home, but she hadn’t dreamed that she would end up on her knees every morning, sucking her employer’s wonderful dick. She just couldn’t get enough of it!

Her pussy ached. But unfortunately Mr. Grey had made it clear that he had no intention of fucking her.

“Too big,” he’d told her. “Fat women are made to give head, not sex.”

Lola was certainly curvy. She’d never had problems getting dates or interest from men before. But Mr. Grey was only interested in smaller women. He’d made it clear to her that it didn’t matter how nicely she filled out lingerie; she was too fat for him, and therefore was only good for sucking his cock.

A few months ago, she would have been aghast to have been told that, but everything had changed that day he’d brought that Asian woman home with them. That sex slave, Jessi. Not for the first time, Lola wondered whatever had happened to that woman. She’d been instrumental in helping Lola see how much value she had as a cocksucker, and it was a shame that she wasn’t around anymore.

Oh well. It was no use wondering about such things. That was above Lola’s station. She simply existed to clean the Grey’s home and service Mr. Grey’s cock. No other matters were important to Lola.

She had just finished putting the last dish in the washer when she realized she wasn’t alone in the kitchen.

“Oh, Ms. Grey!” Lola said, startled. “I didn’t notice you come in.”

Her employer’s daughter was dressed in a white blouse and a black skirt, her hair pulled back into a pair of pigtails. She gave Lola an odd look from behind those glasses of hers.

Valerie Grey had been quite the wild thing when Lola had started working here, but Mr. Grey and Jessi had soon managed to make her into a respectable young lady.

Now though… that skirt was definitely shorter than any she’d worn in the past few months. And her blouse was unbuttoned low enough that her black bra was visible. She practically looked like she was wearing some kind of a slutty schoolgirl costume.

“Can I help you, Ms. Grey?” Lola asked uncomfortably after a few minutes of the young woman staring at her had passed.

Valerie smiled, then walked past Lola and pulled a glass from the cabinet. She filled it with water from the sink, and then set it down on the counter, her finger gliding along the edge.

“Yes, Lola,” Valerie told her. Her gaze flickered down to Lola’s chest. “Yes, I believe you can. I need you to help me help Daddy.”

“I would do anything for Mr. Grey,” Lola assured her.

Valerie’s smile widened. “You don’t understand, Lola. But that’s OK. Just listen carefully…”

A beautiful noise was coming from that glass. Lola listened to it, and she listened to Val’s voice, and then Lola was smiling too.

***

I was at my cubicle when the desk phone rang.

“Stephen,” Ralph Grey’s voice said, “can you come to my office, please?”

I sighed and steeled myself for what I knew awaited me in my boss’s office. The sooner Jessica’s and my plan was completed, the better. I wasn’t sure how much more of this humiliation I could take.

As I stood and walked through the maze of cubicles, I noticed a number of glances from my colleagues. How many of them knew what was happening? How many were laughing at me? Fuck, how many of them were in the same situation as me?

Outside his door, I took a second to collect myself. And then, after a deep breath, I knocked and opened it.

“You wanted to see me, sir?”

“Ah, yes, Stephen. Come in. Please, shut the door behind you.”

I did so. The door clicked behind me, and I kept my expression as neutral as I looked at my son-of-a-bitch boss.

He was sitting at his desk, top button of his shirt unbuttoned and his tie slackened. He brushed a strand of his salt-and-pepper hair from his steely eyes and smirked at me.

“Sometime I like to invite my employees and their families over for dinner,” Mr. Grey said. “It’s a way for me to get to know my workforce. I was wondering if you and your lovely wife would like to attend such a dinner party this Friday.”

I thought I heard something from his desk. A movement. Something wet. A sinking pain suddenly emerged within my chest as I realized what was happening.

But still, I had to play the role that was expected of me.

“I’m not sure,” I said slowly. “We had already made plans…”

“Oh?” my boss asked. He scooted back and looked down. “Is that true, Chelsea?”

There was a wet pop, and I saw my wife’s red hair appear from behind the desk. “It’s not,” she said. “He’s just too much of a bitch to tell you no. We’d love to come, sir.”

Ralph looked up at me and grinned as my wife lowered her head back onto his cock. “Then it’s settled,” he said. “We’ll see you then, Stephen.”

I wanted to kill him. Grab him by his fucking throat and throw him out of that goddamn window behind him. I wanted to pin Chelsea down on his desk and fuck her until she begged me for forgiveness. I wanted to hear him beg me for mercy as I held him in my power. I wanted to see her in tears.

But as I raged, the hypnotic programming kicked in. A mask fell over me, and I became a passenger in my own body.

“Yes, sir,” I said, my voice trembling with defeat, my eyes becoming wet with tears.

“Very good,” Mr. Grey said, chuckling. “That will be all, Stephen.”

I left his office, my hands shaking. I hoped and prayed that the end to this nightmare would come soon.

It was as I was sitting down that my phone buzzed. I checked my new message, and felt my face break out into a smile.

There was a picture. Val, naked, held her phone in front and above her, taking a selfie. Below her was a curvy woman with dark skin, a bit thick but still incredibly sexy. She too was naked, her large breasts just barely in frame. Val was sitting on her face.

“We’re ready for you, Daddy,” the message read.

***

“Oh yes, Lola,” Mistress gasped. “That’s it. Keep doing that. That’s a good girl. Keep it up.”

Lola smiled as she pushed her tongue deeper into Val’s pussy. Her Mistress tasted so good; so sweet. Lola had never imagined that a woman could taste so wonderful.

I’ve been wasting my time with men, she thought. To think I thought lesbians were dirty; I never knew what I was missing out on!

She pulled her tongue from Val’s slit and ran it up her pussy, pushing against the little hood above.

“Oh, fuck!” Val moaned. “Yes! YES!”

She shivered and spasmed above Lola, and her juices exploded all over the maid’s face. Lola happily drank them up. Her Mistress tasted so incredibly good!

This wasn’t how she’d imagined she’d spend her day. When Valerie had brought her to this motel room, she didn’t know what to expect. But then her Mistress began to speak soothingly in her ear, and Lola had listened and understood her role in all this.

Valerie had ordered her to strip, and Lola had happily obeyed. Then her Mistress had revealed her own naked perfection to her, and Lola had been overcome with Valerie’s beauty.

“Daddy will be here soon,” Val said. “Let’s pass the time while we wait.”

She had Lola lay on her back on the bed, and then had climbed over her face. Mistress instructed Lola on how to eat her out, and at some point she’d taken a picture.

“He’s on his way,” Val said. “I hope you’re ready for him.”

Lola shivered in anticipation. Her new Master was going to be here soon! She hoped that he was pleased with her. Master Grey had been repulsed by her, called her fat, called her ugly. Lola’s heart beat fast and hard as she considered what this new Master would say when he saw her.

As if reading her thoughts, her Mistress climbed off Lola’s face and smiled down at her. “Don’t worry,” she said, cupping Lola’s face with her hands and leaning forward to kiss her on the forehead. “Daddy will love you. I know he will.”

“But I’m... “ Lola began. She blinked. “I’m so much bigger than you, Mistress.”

Val chuckled and ran her hands down Lola’s body, squeezing her large tits and sliding her palm down her stomach. “You’re beautiful,” she told her. “Curvy and full. Only a fool would be blind to that.”

“Your father,” Lola began.

Something dark flashed across Val’s face. “Only a fool, I said,” Val repeated sternly. “And I meant it.”

Lola stared at her with wide eyes and nodded.

“Now,” Val continued, a smile returning to her face. Her hand crept down to the space between Lola’s legs and began rubbing her up and down there. The maid moaned and unconsciously pressed her crotch into Val’s palm. “Let’s make sure that you’re nice and wet for Daddy, alright?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lola gasped.

***

As I stepped into the motel room, I couldn’t help but grin at the scene before me.

The hispanic maid was on her back, naked, her eyes closed and her hands on her tits, her plump curves exposed for all the world to see. She moaned and tugged at her nipples, her mouth a perfect o of delight, her black hair cascading in sweat-drenched curls all about her face. The room was filled with the scent of her arousal, and I paused to breathe it in before closing the door behind me, my hands unbuttoning my shirt as I stepped forward.

Val was between Lola’s legs, eating her out. She heard the door closed and looked over her shoulder at me. Immediately, her eyes lit up with joy.

“Daddy!” she exclaimed, jumping off the bed and rushing to me. She threw her naked body against mine and hugged me, planting kisses all over my face. I laughed and kissed her back, tasting Lola’s sweet nectar on her tongue.

“Hey, babygirl,” I said. “Miss me?”

“Of course, Daddy!” Val giggled. “But don’t worry, I got her all wet and ready for you.”

I looked past her at the curvy vision on the bed. The woman was looking back at me, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and awe, her lips open slightly as she panted for breath. My gaze traveled down to her wet, glistening cunt, presented to me like a prize.

“I can see that, babygirl,” I said. “You did a wonderful job, Val. I’m proud of you.”

The girl giggled and kissed my cheek before stepping away from me. She bowed and gestured to Lola with a dramatic flourish. “She’s all yours.”

I smiled and walked toward the bed, shedding my clothes as I did so, exposing my hard-on. Lola’s eyes locked onto it, and she licked her lips. I felt my smile grow wider.

Climbing onto the bed, I presented my cock to her, just inches from her face.

“I’m going to enjoy ravishing you, Lola,” I said softly. “But first, I need to be harder than this. Do you know what to do?”

She nodded. “Yes, Master.” And she leaned her head forward and opened her mouth.

***

Master’s cock tasted so wonderful.

Lola had never enjoyed a taste more. Even Mr. Grey was nothing compared to the sensations that filled her mouth and mind as she took her new Master’s cock into her mouth. The taste of it, the feel of it on her tongue and against her lips, was rapturous. Lola moaned around Him without even realizing that she was doing so.

But that wasn’t all. As she sucked Him, she felt Master’s hands exploring her body. One grabbed her tit, tugged at her hard nipple, sending a shockwave of pleasure through her. Then, as Master circled her dark nipple with His thumb, she felt His other hand against her pussy, felt His fingers explore her cunt.

It was more than she could handle. Her Master was enjoying her body. Her Master found her beautiful! And His hands felt so good; almost as good as His wonderful cock in her mouth.

This experience was… transcendental. How could Lola ever go back to how she had been? She recalled the good and chaste Catholic girl she had been raised to be; ridiculous! Master was her god now, and she was fulfilled completely in serving Him.

Lola screamed into his cock as the orgasm came crashing over her.

***

My cock popped out of Lola’s mouth, slick with her spit, as she tried to catch her breath from the intense orgasm she had just experienced. After a few seconds, her glazed eyes focused on me, and she laughed with delirious joy and began kissing up and down my shaft.

“Good girl,” I said softly, and Lola quivered and moaned at the compliment. I pulled away from her to reposition myself, and she whimpered, but that whimper of disappointment quickly became one of anticipation as I lined my cockhead up against her pussy lips.

Fuck, she was a torrent down there. Her juices were practically overflowing, a puddle forming on the bedsheets below her.

“Do you want this, Lola?” I asked, rubbing my cock against her slit.

“Yeeeesssss…”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Masssteerr!!”

I grinned and pushed myself inside of her. Lola screamed, her body spasming as she came simply from my entrance.

Once she’d calmed down, I leaned over her, grabbing her hair and holding her head close to mine. “I hope you’re ready,” I whispered into her ear, “because I’m only just getting started.”

I pushed forward, bottoming myself out inside her, and then pulled back before slamming myself into her again. Lola cried out and began babbling something that sounded vaguely like a string of “thank yous” as I began fucking her in earnest.

***

Val sat in the chair in the corner, naked, playing her little pussy while she watched Daddy fuck the maid on the bed.

She smiled. Lola was experiencing Daddy’s cock for the first time, and Val knew that no woman could resist that. At least, no woman who’d been hypnotized not to resist it. She almost giggled.

Lola was going to forget all about Val’s useless father now. She was going to be Daddy’s slut from now on, as she should be. As all women her Daddy should be.

And as he conquered all these women, Val would be by his side, helping him to corrupt and control them. Maybe after this was over, she’d call up some of her old friends from her party days and give them to Daddy. He’d surely love them, just like he loved her and Lola and that cheating bitch-wife of his, Chelsea.

She began rubbing herself harder as she thought of Daddy’s wife. How could she have betrayed Daddy like that? How could she have chosen Val’s father over him? She was going to enjoy watching the bitch break, when the time came.

Daddy sat up, still fucking Lola, who screamed out again. The room shook with the maid’s cries.

“Someone’s going to complain about the noise,” Daddy said, looking at Val. “Babygirl, why don’t you come over here and distract her mouth with your cunt?”

Val giggled. “Yes, Daddy,” she said, standing.

As she lowered her pussy onto Lola’s face, Val silently thanked her Daddy for making her his good girl.


Chapter 4: The Trophy Wife

Matilda sipped her drink and tried not to think about things.

She’d gotten good at not thinking about things in the past couple months. Her husband had told her not to think about all the women he kept bringing home, so she didn’t. He told her not to think about his daughter’s personality change, so she didn’t.

Matilda just kept not thinking about things. She found that alcohol helped with that. In this past week, she’d noticed that her stepdaughter had had another personality change, becoming more energetic and wearing revealing clothes again, but her husband didn’t seem to have noticed, so Matilda assumed she wasn’t supposed to think about this either.

“Your job isn’t to think,” Ralph had told her. “Your job is to look pretty. You think you can manage that?”

She could. Matilda had been a runway model when Ralph had met her, and though she’d retired from the industry she still maintained her looks and figure. Sometimes she wondered if she should get a boob job, or maybe put on at least a few pounds; Ralph’s women lately tended to be curvier than her pencil-thin self. But Ralph had been clear that he wanted her to keep looking like a runway model. He hadn’t touched her in three months, but he didn’t want her to change.

Matilda didn’t think about why. Matilda didn’t think.

“You don’t think,” Ralph had explained to her. “I do the thinking. You’re just my trophy. I wear you on my arm in public and you smile and look pretty for me. But you don’t think. Understand?”

And Matilda had understood. She didn’t think. Her husband did the thinking. She was just his trophy wife to look pretty for the world while he fucked all those other women.

But Matilda didn’t think about that. Matilda didn’t think.

She took another sip, and realized that her martini glass was empty. She waved the server over.

“Could I get a refill on this, please?” she asked.

The server, a young man, hesitated. He probably thought she’d had too much already. It wasn’t even noon yet, and she had already finished her third glass. But he just nodded and went to get her another one.

Time was, Matilda could have had the boy wrapped around her finger. She’d always known how to get men to do what she wanted. What had originally attracted her to Ralph was his resolve, his power.

His wealth.

He was the first man that Matilda had truly thought was worthy of her. She didn’t think that anymore. Matilda didn’t think.

“Hello, Matilda.”

Matilda blinked. A woman had sat down next to her, in her corner table that she had reserved for herself and herself alone. It was a familiar woman, an Asian woman.

“You…” Matilda said. “You’re his.”

The woman smiled. There was something off about that smile. It was sad and it was hard and it was angry and it was happy. So many things all at once. Matilda didn’t understand what it meant.

“I’m not,” the woman said. “Not anymore. Do you remember my name?”

Matilda did. “Jessi.”

“Jessica,” the woman corrected. “Dr. Jessica Lee. I was once your husband’s therapist. Then I taught him my hypnosis technique and, well…”

“You became his,” Matilda said. “Like all the others.”

Jessica shuddered. “Yes,” she said. “But I escaped.” She reached out her hand and began to gently circle one of the martini glasses with her finger. “I escaped and now I’m no longer his.”

“The glass,” Matilda muttered, looking down at Jessica’s finger. “That’s part of it, isn’t it?”

“You think so?”

“I don’t think,” Matilda replied, before she even knew she was speaking.

Jessica chuckled. “Right, I forgot. But I’m not sure that’s true, Matilda. I think that you do a lot of thinking, and I’d love to talk to you about it.”

Matilda nodded, her eyes still on the glass.

Beside her, in a low, soft voice, Jessica continued to talk.

***

Matilda opened her eyes. She was standing in a one-bedroom apartment; the cheap kind of place she had lived in back when she was just getting started in the fashion industry. She was barefoot; she could feel the threads of the carpet between her toes. She turned her head. There. Her high heels were sitting by the door.

“You put me under,” she murmured.

“I did.”

Jessica was sitting on her bed, dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. “Are you upset?” she asked.

Matilda looked at her and shook her head. “I’m not sure if I can be upset anymore,” she said. She touched her hand to her forehead. “My head has been so damn cloudy.”

“I know. That’s why I put you under. To clear it; if only for a little bit.”

The former model studied the Asian woman. There was something intense in her eyes. “You’re planning something.”

“I am.”

“You’re going to go after my husband.”

“Yes.”

“You want me to help you.”

Jessica nodded. “Is that a problem?”

Matilda thought about it. She thought about it. Matilda blinked in surprise as she realized that her thoughts were her own for the first time in four months.

“How are you going to do it?” she asked. “He can put us all under.”

“I’ve planned for that.”

“You have to submit to him,” Matilda said. “Your conditioning. That’s why you’ve been avoiding him, isn’t it? Because if you get close, he can claim you again. How do you get around that?”

“I have to submit,” Jessica agreed. “But it doesn’t have to be to Ralph Grey. I found someone else.”

“Someone else?”

“Another master.”

Matilda laughed. “So you tied yourself down to another man and think that’s going to be enough? What’s to stop this new guy from deciding to keep you on a short leash?”

Jessica smiled. “We have a common goal.”

“And what’s that?”

“Vengeance.”

Matilda cocked her head to the side, frowning. “I’m not sure I follow.”

“Your husband has made many conquests, these past few months,” Jessica pointed out. “Do you really think all those women are single? Some have husbands. And sometimes Ralph likes to humiliate them by showing off their wives’ infidelities.”

Now she understood. “You found a guy that Ralph cuckolded, made him your new master, and now the two of you are planning to take him down.” Matilda held her chin and thought about it. “Knowing Ralph, he’s already written this guy off as a spineless weakling; someone he’d never imagine would be a threat.”

“Exactly,” Jessica agreed.

But Matilda shook her head. “It won’t work,” she told Jessica. “Ralph is too powerful.”

Jessica shrugged and pulled a phone from her jeans pocket. “Power waxes and power wanes,” she said, opening up some app on the screen. “It’s rarely absolute.”

“What are you talking about?”

The Asian just smiled as she pressed a button. The sound of a ringing chime filled the apartment for a few minutes, and then there was a beep.

“Hello, Master,” Jessica said, grinning at the screen. “Enjoying yourself?”

“You know it.” The voice sounded winded. Matilda took a few curious steps forward.

“I’m talking to Miss Grey right now,” Jessica explained. “She doesn’t think our plan will work.”

A girl’s voice giggled on the phone. Matilda started in surprise. She recognized that voice. It couldn’t be… could it?

“Well, why doesn’t she?”

“She says that Ralph Grey is too powerful.”

Two voices giggled this time. Both familiar to Matilda. She closed the distance and looked at the phone screen.

A man was there, holding the phone camera above him as he lay in bed. On either side of him, naked, were her stepdaughter Valerie Grey and the maid Lola. Matilda’s eyes widened in shock.

“Valerie?” she asked.

“Hi, Matilda!” Valerie laughed, waving at her stepmother through the phone camera. “I’m spending some time with my Daddy!” She snuggled up close to the man and kissed his neck.

“Lola?”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Grey, but I can’t work right now. I’m with my Master.” The maid likewise pressed herself against the man.

“Well, I see you have everything in hand on your end,” Jessica said. “I’ll finish up here and join you shortly, Master.”

“Sounds good.”

The video cut off, and Matilda could only stare in stunned silence as Jessica set the phone aside and then smirked at her.

“Well?”

“Ralph doesn’t know,” Matilda said. “He doesn’t know that you’ve taken them.”

“He doesn’t.”

“Holy shit,” Matilda muttered. “You might actually be able to… what are you planning?”

Jessica’s smile faded into a more serious expression. “Do you really want to know?” she asked. “I can’t tell you without tinkering with your mind some more. You have a choice here, Matilda. You can either agree to join us, and let me modify you the way I need, or you can refuse, and I remove all of your memories of this meeting and send you back to your husband.”

“I could also run,” Matilda said. “Run back and tell him everything before you get me under again.”

“You can try.”

“Why even ask me to choose? You could just put me under and do what you need. Why bother even presenting the option.”

Jessica studied her. “Because you’re an intelligent woman, Matilda,” she said. “An intelligent and cutthroat woman. You’ve fought your way to the top of the food chain. I respect you; I always have. I want to know if that woman would agree to this or not. Call it… professional curiosity.” She grinned. “I’m a psychologist, after all.”

“Psychiatrist,” Matilda muttered. But Jessica had made her point.

Matilda Grey hesitated for a moment, and then she looked the doctor in the eye. “Do it,” she said. “I want in.”

***

Oh yes, Matilda thought, quivering at the sensation of Jessica’s tongue against her pussy, she had definitely made the right decision.

It was Thursday night; two days since Jessica had offered her the deal, and so far Matilda hadn’t experienced even the most fleeting of regrets.

“Oh fuck…”

She closed her eyes and put her fingers through Jessica’s hair as the pleasure spiked within her. Yes, yes… Even without everything else, Jessica’s tongue alone would have been worth it.

“So good,” she gasped. “So good.”

Jessica chuckled. “I’m glad you think so,” she said. The other woman climbed up Matilda’s body. Her fingers played with the folds of the former model’s cunt, and her lips grazed her own. “Do I make you feel good, Matilda?”

“Yes…” Matilda hissed. “Yes, Mistress, you make me feel so good.”

“Who owns you, Matilda?”

“You do,” Matilda breathed. “You and Master.” She’d met Master yesterday, after moving into this hotel room. She’d gladly taken his cock in all of her holes and pledged herself to him. Between her Master and her Mistress, Matilda doubted she’d even be able to recover from the high of her sexual submission.

“Good girl,” Jessica whispered. Then she kissed her.

Matilda moaned into the kiss, eagerly kissing back and letting her Mistress explore her mouth with that talented tongue of hers. She brought her hands up and explored Jessica’s body, one grasping the Asian woman’s tit and the other finding her wet pussy.

They kissed and fingered each other, moaning and writhing, each one pleasuring the other and building to a climax. When it came, it came like lightning, thundering through both of them as both women cried out into each other’s mouths in pleasure and passion.

Outside the window, across the street, a camera shutter clicked.

***

Ralph Grey frowned as he looked at the images on his computer.

Once, the sight of his wife and his former therapist in the throes of passion would have excited him, but now he was simply annoyed. Matilda had disappeared on Tuesday, and yesterday he’d been served divorce papers from her lawyer. The bitch had somehow broken free of him and was trying to clean him out.

Luckily, the PI he’d hired had delivered results quickly. Ralph now knew exactly how his wife had broken free; Jessica.

The doctor had been the one who’d taught him the hypnotic technique, and he’d wasted no time in turning it against her. Ralph had delighted in transforming the sharp, intelligent woman into a brainless bimbo, a fucktoy named Jessi, but he had quickly grown bored of her empty head. When she’d somehow escaped his conditioning and fled, he’d decided he didn’t care enough to pursue her. There were plenty of other women for him to sate his lusts on.

That, he now realized, had been a mistake.

How long had Jessica been plotting this? How long had she planned to use his wife to get to him? Well, it was a bold plan, he’d give her that. But it was always doomed to failure.

Ralph smirked. He now had clear proof of Matilda’s infidelity. That was enough for him to render her prenup null and void. Admittedly, she could very well have the same sort of evidence as him, but he was confident that once they met face-to-face, he could get her back under control and ruin her.

And they would meet face-to-face again, eventually. Matilda and Jessica could try to avoid it as long as they wanted, but it was only a matter of time before Ralph had both those whores back under his power.

Which reminded him of that other matter…

He clicked away from the images of his soon-to-be-ex-wife’s lesbian tryst and opened up a different image, this one less scandlous.

It was a shot of two people walking down the street, speaking to each other. One was Dr. Jessica Lee, and the other was his employee, Stephen.

Ralph leaned back. So Stephen had balls after all. Good for him. But trying to work with Jessica was just going to end badly for the man. Stephen and his sexy slut of a wife, Chelsea, were due at his home for dinner tomorrow night. Ralph would use the opportunity to utterly break the man’s spirit.

Yes, Stephen, Jessica, Matilda… they would all pay dearly for defying Ralph Grey.


Chapter 5: Confrontation

My palms were sweaty and my heart pounded in my chest.

I stood in an elevator, next to my wife, Chelsea. Her expression was neutral, but her eyes shone with wicked excitement. We were on our way up to my boss’ penthouse.

I was dressed in my best suit, which was to say an okay suit, given my salary. Chelsea though… she was something else.

To say she wore a black dress would have been to do her an injustice. She rocked that black dress. It was short; barely covering her crotch, and the neckline dipped so low it was damn near pornographic. She wore black high heels; expensive ones with straps that went up her shins, and her red hair was done up in a perfect bun. Her makeup was impeccable; perfect eyeliner that showed off her gorgeous gaze, and red lipstick that was just the right shade to send any man into a frenzy.

She was gorgeous… and she was alien. The Chelsea I knew was a tomboy. She hated dresses and wore minimal makeup. She preferred loose clothes and pants. The only time I’d seen her even close to this done up was our wedding day, and her outfit right now put that day to shame.

“Maybe if you’d been a real man, I’d have dressed up like this for you,” she had sneered when I’d foolishly mentioned it.

That had stung. It had stung a surprising amount, more than I had been prepared for; more than any of her other barbs had.

The cruelty, the sadistic glee that my wife had taken in cheating on me, in rubbing my face in it… that had been out of character for her. But this? This was completely alien. This was not the woman I had married. This was some thing that wore her face.

It stung not because of the insult, but because it felt like a coffin being lowered into the dirt. Chelsea, the woman I had married, the woman I had fallen in love with, was dead.

Ralph Grey killed her.

The elevator chimed and opened, and there the fucker was, standing there in a perfectly tailored suit that was worth more than what he paid me in a month. Chelsea smirked at me and stepped into his penthouse, gliding gracefully in those heels, taking my boss’ hands in hers and kissing him.

“Thank you having us, Ralph,” she said. “You have a lovely home.”

“Not nearly as lovely as yourself, Chelsea,” Grey said. He glanced at me as I stepped out of the elevator. “It’s such a shame that your husband didn’t know how to care for you properly.”

Rage beat at the doors within me, desperate to be let out. I wanted nothing more than to run over there and tear the bastard’s throat out with my bare hands.

But I couldn’t. My outer expression remained the whipped, beaten down beta boy that Ralph and Chelsea expected me to be. I still had to play this role, just a little while longer.

“Come,” Ralph said, smirking. “Let me show you to the dining room.”

The room was just as opulent and spotless as the rest of the house. Lola was in the middle of pouring wine for the three places that had been set at the table.

One place on each end, with a third next to one of those ends. Four seats separated both ends of the table.

Ralph sat at the end with two places set, and my wife seated herself next to him. My boss gestured to the far seat, and I sat down.

I frowned. There was a manilla folder next to Ralph’s plate.

Lola finished pouring the wine. “It will be a few minutes before the roast is done,” she told Ralph. “I will serve as soon as I am able.”

“Splendid, Lola,” Ralph said, looking at me. “Take your time, by all means. I want this meal to be perfect.”

She curtsied and headed into the kitchen through the door behind Ralph. Neither he nor Chelsea noticed the smile she gave me as she left.

“I’m sorry that my wife couldn’t be here tonight,” Ralph said. “Unfortunately, our marriage is… strained at the moment. No, more than that, it’s ending.” He stood abruptly, and picked up the manilla folder. “But you already know that, don’t you Stephen?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Sir? This is my first time hearing about it.”

Ralph chuckled as he approached me, opening up the folder. “You’re a good actor,” he said. “What a shame that you had to make yourself difficult.”

He threw the contents of the folder onto the table in front of me, and I stared in wide-eyed shock at the pictures.

Matilda and Jessica, photographed in coitus from outside a window. Myself and Jessica, walking down the street, talking.

“Did Jessica promise you revenge?” Ralph asked. He walked back to his seat. “Did she promise that you’d be able to get back at me? Show me what a big boy Alpha Male you are? Or did she just offer you her gently used cunt as payment for helping her in her schemes?”

I didn’t say anything. When I looked up from the pictures, Chelsea had changed her seat. She was in his lap, draping herself across his body, nuzzling his neck.

“Whatever she promised you, you were a fool to put your trust in her,” Ralph told me. “She’s going to fail. My wife is going to fail. And you? You’ve already failed. I’ve taken your wife, I’ve taken your dignity, I can and will take everything from you. However…” he smiled. “I can be persuaded to show mercy. If you give me Jessica and Matilda.”

Just then, Lola returned to the dining room, carrying a tray with a delicious-looking roast on it. She set it down on a cloth in the center of the table.

“Ah, Lola, just in time,” Ralph said. He grabbed my wife’s ass and she cooed against him. I noticed from the way her dress was rising up her thighs that she wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“If you agree to give me those two, right here and now, I’ll have Lola suck you off,” my boss told me. “Hell, you can fuck her if you want. I have no use for a fat cunt, so she can be all yours. It’s the best lay a man like you could hope for anyway.”

My wife looked back at me, grinning wickedly. “Unless you want to go pay some disease-ridden whore, sweety,” she laughed.

“So what will it be?” Ralph asked.

The room was silent for a moment as I stared at the man. He stared back at me, smirking, basking in his power and his victory.

And then Lola broke the silence. “Should I undress, Master?”

“Wait for him to give his answer, Lola,” Ralph said.

I felt the smile begin to creep across my face. “She wasn’t asking you.”

My boss frowned. “Excuse me?”

“Yes, Lola,” I told her, I told the maid, ignoring Ralph. “You know how much I love those tits of yours. It’s a crime to keep them covered up.”

She beamed at me and immediately began stripping.

“What the fuck is going on?” Chelsea asked. She looked back and forth between me and Lola, confusion in her face.

“Lola, stop!” Ralph barked. His face was reddening. All that composure of his was melting away in anger. “You tried to steal my maid too?” he demanded. “Lola, slee… slee…”

It was with great reluctance that I tore my gaze from the beautiful woman taking her clothes off and smirked at my boss. “What’s the matter?” I asked. “Is a certain command eluding you?”

“Slee…” He shook his head, gasping. “Why can’t I say it?”

Lola smiled as she took her place standing naked beside me. She leaned forward and began tracing the edge of my wine glass with her finger.

Ralph paled. “The technique!” he sputtered. “Jessica taught it to Lola!?”

“Jessica taught it to me,” I corrected him. “But neither of us taught it to Lola.”

“Then who…?”

“I did.”

Everyone turned to look at the new arrival; myself and Lola with smiles, Chelsea with confusion, and Ralph with shocked horror.

Val stood in the doorway, dressed in a tight whit t-shit and blue booty shorts, her blonde hair in pigtails. She smiled and walked across the dining room before seating herself on my lap. I pulled her close to me and kissed her neck, being sure to conspicuously squeeze her breast as I did so.

My babygirl wasn’t wearing underwear either.

“My daughter.” Ralph’s voice was hollow. “You sick fuck.”

“Don’t say that,” Val said. “You’re the sick fuck. You brainwashed me to make me into a little clone of you, you egotistical shit! Then you go and brainwash your employees wives to fuck you so you can humiliate them.” She wrapped her arms around me. “I found a new Daddy. A better Daddy than you!”

“Val and Lola have been hypnotizing you for a few days now,” I said casually. “We needed to make sure you couldn’t issue any post-hypnotic triggers. So they blocked your ability to do so. Good job, girls.”

“Thank you, Master,” Lola said, shivering with pleasure.

Val kissed me. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Wait, I’m confused,” Chelsea said. She was still sitting on Ralph’s lap, but she’d stopped rubbing herself against him. “What’s all this talk about hypnosis? Brainwashing?”

“Chelsea,” I said slowly. “Tell me, before Mr. Grey contacted you, had you ever thought about being unfaithful?”

“...Once,” Chelsea said. “With my old coworker. He flirted with me a lot, and I was attracted to him. But I never did anything because I couldn’t… do that… to… you…?” She scrunched her face up in confusion. “Wait, that doesn’t make sense.”

“What doesn’t make sense?”

“You’re… you’re pathetic!” she insisted, but she didn’t sound all that convinced. “I like hurting you. It’s what you deserve… I wouldn’t… I wouldn’t have spared your feelings… would I?”

“Why wouldn’t you have?” I asked her. “Don’t you love me?”

This was the moment of truth; the one thing that Jessica hadn’t meticulously planned out. It had been my request that we leave this one variable untouched… well, relatively untouched. There had admittedly been some light hypnosis on my end to make sure that Chelsea was okay with sharing her man with other women. But I hadn’t done anything who her man was.

Chelsea’s programming was destined to break; just like Jessica’s had. Just like Matilda’s. Ralph’s hypnosis had a fatal flaw; because he kept it so covert, none of the people he used it one knew about it, and because he didn’t care enough to try and reconcile who these people had been with who was turning them into, that left inconsistencies in their minds.

These inconsistencies were the weakness in their programming. Once they noticed them, the subjects’ programming would always begin to crumble. Jessica and I had avoided this problem by making sure our girls knew about the hypnosis, that they enjoyed it and had no reason to defy it. It meant that the inconsistencies would reconcile themselves naturally.

But now Chelsea was realizing the inconsistencies. Her programming would break down now. I wanted to see what decision she’d make when faced with this realization. I wanted to see if she would remain at Ralph’s side, or if maybe, just maybe, my wife would return from the dead.

This wasn’t Jessica’s plan; Jessica’s plan was over. She’d won. Ralph was ruined before this dinner party had even begun; he just hadn’t realized it.

But for me, everything hinged on this moment. Everything hinged on who Chelsea truly was. Was she the woman I had fallen in love with, or had Ralph merely unleashed the cruel bitch she’d always been?

“I…” Chelsea shook her head. “I don’t…”

“Do you love me, Chelsea?” I asked, more firmly.

“I… of course I love…” Her widened, and she nearly fell to the floor with how quickly she scrambled out of Ralph’s lap. She stumbled across the dining room and collapsed against the wall, sliding down to the floor as she sobbed.

“Oh God…” she cried. “Oh God, Stephen! Stephen I hurt you! I’m so sorry! I’m so sorry, Stephen! Oh God!”

I didn’t have to say anything; Val knew what I wanted, what I needed to do. She climbed off me and silently stood aside as I rose and approached my sobbing wife.

“Shush,” I said gently, kneeling down taking her in my arms. Her makeup was a mess now, running with the tears down her face, her skin flush red with shame. “It’s alright,” I told her. “You couldn’t help it.”

“I cheated on you!” she cried. “And I… Stephen, the things I said! The things I did!” She tried to pull away from me, but I held her tight. “You must hate me!”

“I don’t hate you,” I assured her. “I love you, Chelsea. I always will.”

She began sobbing harder, pressing her face into my shoulder. “Stephen, I’m so sorry…”

“I know, babe. I know.” I held her close, and then, slowly, I looked up at Ralph, who was still in his seat, watching us with a stunned expression.

“You made my wife cry, you son of a bitch.”

He jumped. I don’t think he was expecting the malice, the rage in my voice. I’d done my research on Ralph Grey. For all his bully fantasies, for all his alpha male posturing, he was a weak, soft man. He was born to wealth, raised in luxury. He didn’t have a damn thing he hadn’t gotten from daddy’s dollar. Ralph Grey had never been seriously opposed by anyone in his life. He’d never been in danger, never known hardship. His sole talent was projecting an image of confidence and power.

Matilda had confirmed it. She’d been taken in by that image at first, but even if this whole hypnotic mess had never happened, the divorce had been inevitable. Matilda had worked her way through a cutthroat industry to get to where she was. Grey didn’t understand that; couldn’t understand that. He saw her as nothing but a pretty face, a trophy, and couldn’t comprehend the blood, sweat, and tears that had gone into her becoming that way. He took her for granted, and so he’d always been destined to lose her.

And now, for possibly the first time in his life, one of the men that Ralph Grey had pushed around was biting back, and might just be in a position to hurt him. As I began to rise to my feet, my eyes burning with rage, he leaped out of his chair and ran from the dining room.

He ran, and nearly collided with Jessica.

She and Matilda had come up in the elevator after us. Val had let them in, and they had been waiting in the other room for the moment of truth.

“Hello again, Mr. Grey,” Jessica said sweetly. “Go to sleep.”

And without a word, Ralph Grey collapsed, unconscious, onto the floor of his dining room.


Chapter 6: The Harem

As I slowly came awake, I felt a body pressed up against me. It was soft, and from the gentle rhythm of its movement, I knew that it was still sleeping.

I opened my eyes to see my wife’s red hair, messy and entangled from a night of slumber. She’d been talking about cutting it shorter recently. I know some guys would have had an issue with that, but personally I thought that Chelsea looked stunning no matter what her hairstyle was.

With a grunt, I stretched my limbs and put an arm over my wife. The movement caused her to stir, and she opened her eyes and looked up at me. “Good morning,” she said with a smile.

“Good morning.” I kissed her.

We lay like that for a few moments, just looking at each other. It wasn’t an uncommon part of our morning routines. I was the boss at my company now, and I came into work when I wanted to come into work. The extra money had allowed Chelsea to become a full-time artist, taking commissions for paintings online at her own pace. We both got up when we wanted to get up.

Besides, after what we’d been through together, anyone would want to spend every morning just smiling at their spouse, happy that they were together.

I kissed her again, and Chelsea moaned into my mouth, her fingers wrapping themselves around my morning wood. She rolled onto her back, not breaking the kiss, and I climbed on top of her.

She was wet and ready for me, and I plunged into her. Chelsea moaned again, and this time she did break the kiss, gasping for breath as I picked up the pace of my thrusts.

“I love you,” she moaned into my ear.

“I love you too,” I told her, and kissed her as she came around my cock.

“Wow, you guys didn’t waste any time going at it today.”

Chelsea and I looked to see Val standing naked in the door to our bedroom. She smiled at us and approached the bed, jumping onto the mattress beside me.

“Can I join please, Mommy and Daddy?”

“I don’t like that nickname,” Chelsea muttered. “Being called ‘mommy’ just feels weird.”

Val giggled. “Alright, but Stephen’s still my Daddy, right?”

“Of course, babygirl,” I assured her, and I leaned over and kissed her.

“Have you cum yet, Daddy?”

“Nope, we were just getting started.”

Val and Chelsea grinned at each other, and then the two girls pinned me to the bed and started climbing on top of me.

All in all, not a bad way to start my morning.

***

Employees greeted me as I walked into the office. Ever since Matilda had cleaned Ralph Grey out in the divorce, the company had been hers, and she’d wasted no time in putting me in charge. I stopped by my secretary’s desk and handed her a cup of coffee.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I said.

Lola smiled up at me as she took the cup. “I think I’m supposed to be the one getting you coffee, Master.”

I grinned and shrugged. “I can do nice things sometimes. Treat you well.”

“Mm… I know you can.” Lola licked her lips. “Ms. Fischer is waiting for you.”

“Why don’t you join us?” I asked.

Lola nodded and followed me into my office, where Matilda Fischer awaited. “Well, well, well,” she said. “I was beginning to think that Chelsea and Val were going to keep you in bed all morning.”

“They almost did,” I admitted, leaning in and kissing her. “So what’s new?”

“We need to talk about the latest acquisition.”

I whistled. “Why? You know you could run this company yourself, Maddy. I’m just a programmer.”

“That’s what makes us such a great team, Master,” Matilda said with a smile.

I nodded and sat down in my chair. Lola was immediately on her knees, undoing my zipper. “Alright, so tell me about it,” I said as my secretary took my cock in her mouth. “That is, unless you have something else you’d rather be doing?”

Matilda’s eyes were locked on my dick and Lola’s mouth. “I…” she began. And then, without another word, she knelt beside Lola and started sucking my balls.

I smiled. “I figured.”

***

“Knock, knock!” I said, sticking my head through the doorway.

Jessica looked up from her computer and smiled. She reached up to take off her glasses.

“No, leave them on,” I told her. “I kind of like them. Really emphasize that you’re Doctor Jessica Lee.”

“Come to inspect my new practice?” Jessica asked, removing her hand from her glasses.

“Of course.” I stepped inside her office and closed the door behind me. Jessica was finally reestablishing her hypnotherapy practice. I’d offered to let her live with me, Chelsea, and Val, but she’d insisted that she liked having her own work and home. “I helped pay for it, didn’t I?”

“And I intend to pay you back for that.”

“No need,” I assured her. “I like being helpful.”

She stood from her chair and smiled at me as I pulled her in for a kiss. “I do too,” she whispered.

“You do?” I asked. “Well, funny you should mention that. See, I’ve got this tightness in my pants…”

Jessica laughed. “Yeah,” she said. “Yeah, I can feel it. Don’t worry though, Master. I know just what to do…”

I smiled. “Thank you, Jessica.”

“My pleasure, Master.”

I cupped her cheek. “No,” I said. “Thank you, for everything.”

She stared at me for a moment, and then slowly nodded. “Thank you too,” she said. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

I kissed her again, and life was good.
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