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I’m not… I’m not entirely sure how it happened. I had always been a pretty shy, lonely girl- one of those girls who sits behind the flicker of a computer screen, or curled up reading her favorite book on the weekends instead of going out with her girlfriends. Partying and going out just never had the appeal to me, and as a result I was a little… well, I was a little lacking in the romance arena, let’s say. The only guy I regularly talked to was my roommate, Brian, but he was just about as shy as I was: we had some great talks, and he was pretty handsome, but it never went anything beyond that.

But a girl has needs, and I found my release in the same way that I found my other pursuits: behind the glare of a computer screen. I plunged my way into the dark depths of the Internet, the forums and chat rooms that people don’t normally go to, and I found that the stuff there was intensely erotic. More importantly, I found out that I really liked stories where a girl was dominated, told what to do by a strong, commanding man.

But it wasn't just the domination... I found out something else. I found mind control. I found hypnosis. I started to lose myself in stories of men taking complete and utter control of helpless girls, using their powers to dominate and enslave them... I would read for hours and hours on end, my fingers snaking in and out of my pussy as my imagination was stoked by these stories.

I imagined myself in that position. I imagined myself staring into one of those spirals, letting the hypnotic power of my soon to be Master flowing over me. I imagined him talking to me, embedding commands in my mind, making me his hapless, obedient sex slave, destroying any independent part of me that I might have had. God, it was so hot.

And, well... it became my fetish. Some might call it an obsession. I started to read more and more stories, but as those began to lose their allure and become commonplace, I realized I needed more. Slowly but surely, I found I needed to go past the stories, and I discovered chat rooms and forums. The chat rooms provided a good way for this, and pretty soon I was chatting with a few of my regulars- we had our cyber sessions, you know, where each of us got what we wanted. I loved being submissive, loved pretending to be controlled, and over and over I’d log in and spend a sexy Friday night roleplaying the hottest situations you can imagine.

But it was all fake. It was all pretend, all roleplay- until I met him. The man who would be my master, the man who would show me the pure, unadulterated bliss of his control. It started just as an email with a simple subject, in fact.

“You will be mine.”

It's amazing that I opened it at all, really- I kept a separate email account at the time for my fetish, so as not to mix my personal life with my fantasy life. It was a rather generic title from an anonymous sender, as emails to that account went, and had there been any other juicy email subjects I may have simply ignored it. But I didn't. I opened it. There was nothing in it at first- I rolled my eyes. So much for that.

But then something happened. The blank white of the email background began to turn into something else entirely. It began to fill in, colors appearing, unfolding into a myriad of dazzling shapes that I began to stare at in wonderment. The shapes quickly coalesced into spirals and funnels, dancing around on my screen.

I had seen spirals before, of course, in hypnotic chats and images and such. But these... these were like nothing I had ever seen before. These captivated me in a way I had never felt before. I stared at the screen dumbly, and I felt all the stress, all the worry in my body drain out of me. I felt a dreamy smile creep up on my face of its own volition, felt myself begin to relax, felt the thoughts begin to seep out of my brain...

And then it was done. I blinked. It couldn't be that short of an animation! I hungered for more. I reloaded my email client to watch it again, but it wasn't there. The email was gone. While I pondered on how that could possibly be the case, I realized that another email was in its place. From the same unknown sender. 

“Tomorrow.”

That was all it said. No content. I sat there, transfixed, still hot from the thought that I had actually been put under. I needed release. I hopped into my normal chatrooms, looking for some of my regulars, and I opened up one that I had some seriously sexy sessions with in the past. 

And yet... I couldn't keep my mind on the session. My responses back to him were slow, uninspired. His descriptions of control, usually enough to get my breath quickening even before we got to the good stuff. But today... today it wasn't happening.

“What's wrong? You seem distracted.” he wrote finally, after I had missed one of his messages for what seemed like the hundredth time.

“Yeah. I am.” I wrote back to him. “Just tired, I guess. Rain check?”

“Sure.” he wrote, and I logged off, the screen of my computer blinking off into darkness. I got ready for bed, the silk of my nightgown resting lightly on my skin.

I was tired. But it took me a long time to fall asleep.

***

I checked my email as soon as I woke up the next morning. I couldn't remember my dreams, but I remembered how they felt. I remembered feeling the trance again in my sleep, remembered feeling the spirals sucking me away back into the computer screen. I wanted that, wanted the soft flicker stealing me away, stealing away my will.

Work was... slow. I normally enjoyed editing, enjoyed the worlds that other writers brought me into as well as helping them realize and craft their work. But I couldn't keep my focus on any of the stories I was reading, on any of the worlds being created.

All I could think of was that email. The spirals. I rushed home from work, barely interacting with anyone. The subway trip back to the house seemed to take forever, each stop feeling like hours for me, feeling as though they were stopping just to make me wait. Finally, however, I made it home. I opened the door, the jangle of my keys exposing just how excited I was. I closed the door as quickly as I opened it, and headed to my room. Only one new email on that account. It was from him. I was sure of it. No subject, unknown sender.

I opened it. It simply read “Turn on your webcam” and then a link underneath the instructions. I paused for a moment. Did I want to turn on my webcam? I didn’t know who this was, didn’t know who was sending me these things. I had heard about scams and crimes on the Internet, blackmail and worse… did I want to become one of those stories?

But then I thought about the spirals, thought about how deep they brought me, thought about how intensely arousing they were… and in a moment of impulsivity, I made a decision fueled less by rational thought and more by intensely overpowering lust.

I turned on my webcam, and I clicked the link as I saw the little red dot come to life, indicating that my webcam was on. And then the spirals appeared, and I felt myself slipping away....

I was having a hard time even comprehending the spirals. They seemed almost otherworldly, as though something so beautiful, so peaceful could never exist in our world- certainly not made by human hands. They swirled and glowed, pulsing and undulating through the computer’s monitor, seemingly flowing out of the computer screen and over me, into my body, into my mind.

I sighed as the images washed over me, as they unfolded and entered my mind. I felt myself sinking deeper and deeper, as if I was slowly lowering into a warm, relaxing pool, my thoughts being pushed below the surface. The world began to dissolve around me as the shapes flowed over me, robbing me of my thoughts, robbing me of my consciousness…

I awoke suddenly with a jolt. I hadn’t even felt myself be put under- the video file must have ended. I minimized the window it had opened to get back to my email- I had a feeling I would have some communication from him. 

“Good girl. Session is on your desktop. See you tomorrow.”

That was all. I minimized the window and saw the video file on the screen. I double-clicked it, my breath coming faster. I knew what it would be.

I watched the video in fascination as I saw myself in it. I saw my face starting to go blank, saw my eyes unfocus as I fell deeper and deeper into a trance, saw my shoulders release their tension and anxiety as I allowed myself to succumb to my mysterious contact’s hypnotic power. It was… well, it was incredible.

I couldn’t believe how hot it was to watch myself get hypnotized, watch myself robbed of all my will, of my thoughts, of any control. I almost couldn’t get to the end of the video before I unbuttoned my pants and slid my hand into my eager, waiting pussy. It was incredible, like nothing I had ever experienced before- my pussy was on fire. It was as though it were alive, electric with sparks of lust flowing through it. I wasn’t just fingering myself- I was imagining myself enslaved to his will, seeing that blank look on my face, seeing me lose control. 

I fingered myself furiously in front of my computer, the still image of my blank, emotionless face looking at me, inviting me, spurring me on to higher and higher heights. My raw, unfiltered lust shook through my body, waves of intense pleasure flowing through me as my other hand cupped my breast, tweaking my nipples, imagining an unseen master doing this to me, making me his.

I couldn’t last long, and I didn’t. I came harder than I ever had, my orgasm hitting me like a tidal wave. I almost couldn’t sit up, almost couldn’t think, just let my hands work on autopilot as my mind vanished into the cavernous, insatiable realm of my lust, guiding me both into the ecstatic nirvana of my orgasm as well as down into the pleasant afterglow that followed it.

I made my way to the bed, not even bothering to put on my pajamas in my comfortable, drowsy, post-orgasmic haze. I simply stripped off my clothes, letting my naked skin slide up against the smooth silk of the sheets as I laid there. I giggled, half-drunk from pleasure, as the silk slid gently along my stiff nipples, feeling the coolness of them on my body as I lay there.

I hadn’t slept well the night before. But I slept well that night.

***

I woke up in the morning feeling more refreshed than I ever had before, and I remember leaving the bed with a smile on my face. I was not normally a morning person, not by any stretch of the term, but today I felt full of energy, flush and rejuvenated by the amazing experience I had the night before. I went to my closet, putting on my normal work outfit for the day, when I heard my phone buzz. I grabbed it, puzzled. Who would be texting me this early?

I unlocked the phone screen and read the text message. It was from an unknown sender.

“No pants today. Wear a skirt. And don’t wear panties.”

I was thunderstruck. It was him. How had he gotten my phone number? Had I… had I given him my number while I was under? I didn’t remember. Couldn’t remember. We had our fun, but this had gone far enough. I would text him back no, that it was fun and all, but this had gone a little too far for me.

Except… I didn’t. I meant to pick up the phone, but somehow I just… didn’t. Instead I started to wriggle off my pants. I took them off, folded them neatly and stuck them in the drawer. I then did the same for my panties, putting them back where I had retrieved them just a short time ago. And then I slipped on a nice black skirt, very suited to the office… except for the lack of anything beneath it.

After my magic changing act, I stood there for a moment, uncomprehending, unable to believe what had just happened. Somehow I knew I could turn around and change, but I didn’t. I didn’t want to. I wouldn’t… because he had commanded me not to. He had done something to me somehow, changed me, made me want to obey him above all else. I was suddenly very nervous. What else had he made me do while I was under? What else had he implanted in me while I was under his spell, while I was entranced by his spiral programs? I shuddered to think of it.

And yet… while I shuddered, there was a part of me that was intensely turned on. I imagined him giving me commands, imagined me nodding to them blankly as they wormed their way into my malleable, pliant, entranced brain. It was hot. I almost went over to the computer to pull up that video of me, that video of me slipping away, and give myself some fun before I went to work. But some small part of my rational mind resisted, told me that I shouldn’t, told me that I needed to be calm, composed, not let my libido get the best of me.

My rational mind conveniently left out the part where I already wasn’t wearing panties, but…

The subway ride to work seemed to take forever. I was acutely aware of my lack of panties, and I was hyper sensitive to every movement of my legs lest I give some unsuspecting passerby a bit of excitement they hadn’t expected early in the morning- and I’m not sure I was entirely successful, given the way one man across from me raised his eyebrows in surprise when I got off the subway at my stop. But still, I considered it a success. Mostly.

I arrived in my office finally, and as the workday went on I settled back into my normal groove, the anxiety of being panty-less starting to gradually fade. In fact, it became a bit fun- almost daring, as though I were in on a fun, scandalous little secret the rest of them weren’t in on. It kept me a little energized throughout the day, knowing that while I was all professional on the outside… I was hiding a very naughty secret indeed.

Lunch came and I settled into my office to eat, as was my usual custom. I was normally pretty shy and reserved, as I’ve mentioned, and it wasn’t at all unusual for me to skip eating lunch with the others and curl up in my office with a good book or catch up with some work that had eluded me earlier in the day. I had just picked up my copy of my book when my office phone rang. I sighed. I probably shouldn’t pick it up, but… oh well. That was me.

“Kyla here.” I said quickly, as professionally as I could. 

“Hello, Kyla.” The voice on the other line said. It was low, deep, strong… a voice I didn’t know and yet somehow immediately recognized.

“It’s… it’s you.” I said. My heart leapt into my throat. How had he gotten my office phone number? This was insane. “Look, this has been fun, but-“

“Shh.” He said, cutting me off. I stopped instantly, his low, strong voice not brooking any argument. “Open the third drawer from the top on your left.”

I did as he instructed, sliding the drawer open. I wasn’t sure what I expected to find in there, but what I saw made me stop, frozen in shock. It was a vibrator.

“Take the vibrator, and slide it inside you. Tell me when you’ve done it.” The voice commanded. I shook my head. This was crazy. I wasn’t going to use a vibrator at work! People could see. People could hear. I could lose my job. So many possible things could go wrong. My rational mind was screaming at me to stop, not to listen to him, to just hang up on him and forget that any of this happened.

And yet… something in me reached for it even as I felt another flush of arousal run through me. I grasped the shaft of the vibrator in my hand, feeling its girth. I took it, my hand moving almost of its own volition, and I brought it beneath my skirt. I slid it in to my pussy, and the lack of any resistance due to how wet I was simply revealed how much the situation was turning me on. I sighed audibly at the pleasure it brought me as I slid it in, and he must have heard me.

“I’ll take that sigh as proof that you have obeyed.” He said. “Now, turn the vibrator on. And begin to fuck yourself with it.”

I did as I was told- I did it quicker this time. It seemed as though every barrier I broke made it easier to break the next one. I felt the vibrator come to life inside me, and I gasped again at the stimulation on my clit and inside my pussy as I began to fuck myself with the vibrator.

“Have you done it?” he said.

“Yes.” I said simply.

“Good.” He said. “Now, you will continue to fuck that hungry little pussy of yours while you repeat after me. You will not orgasm until I allow you to do so. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” I said, after a moment’s hesitation.

“Then let’s start.” He said. There was a momentary pause on the other end of the line, and then he began. “I have no will of my own. I am my Master’s slave, his to command.”

“Wha-what?” I said. “I can’t- I can’t repeat that.”

“You can, and you will.” He said.

“N-n-no…” I said weakly. “I can’t. I’m in an office. Wh-what if people hear me?”

“I don’t care. I gave you a command.” He said. 

“Please… please don’t-“I said, my thoughts already having a hard time forming due to the pleasurable buzzing inside my pussy.

“Say it.” He said. His tone brooked no argument, and I felt my resistance crumbling.

“I…” I said. I bit my lip, looking around. I knew I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t stop myself. “I am my Master’s slave. His to command.”

“Good.” He said. I felt a rush of pleasure surge through my body as I said it. God, that was hot!

“My body is Master’s to use as he pleases, whenever he pleases.” He said.

“My body is Master’s to use as he pleases, whenever he pleases.” I said, my own voice echoing in my ears. It was foreign, low, husky… inflected with lust. I began to writhe on the chair. I felt that tingling deep inside me, that tingle that signaled an orgasm was imminent. I began to gyrate my hips unconsciously on the toy.

I didn’t want to like what was happening- there was a small part of me that kept screaming at me, that I shouldn’t be doing this at work, that this was nuts- but it was completely overshadowed. I was living out my fantasy. My mysterious Master was enslaving me over the phone against my will, and I was loving every moment of it. Just hearing myself say those words, hearing myself become his, was bringing me higher and higher. I was on the verge of orgasming, but I couldn’t. Not without him allowing me.

“I will obey. I am a mindless toy, a vessel for my Master’s thoughts. I am His.” He said.

“I will obey. I am a mindless toy, a vessel for my Master’s thoughts. I am His.” I repeated, intoning the words as though they were some ritual incantation. I was beginning to sweat from the lack of release, from the burning desire tearing its way through my body.

“That was good, slave.” He said. “You may orgasm.”

The orgasm burst through me, shattering me and any thoughts- no, any pretensions to thoughts I might have had. I felt my pussy involuntarily clamp down on the toy buried deep inside me, as I went over the edge. I bucked, I writhed, I shuddered, moaning as I lost control and waves upon waves of beautiful, wonderful orgasmic bliss washed over me.

“Good slave.” He said. “Relax. Clean yourself up. And then meet me behind the center rock at Lakewood Park at 3 PM.”

He hung up, leaving me to sit in my chair, the vibrator still inside me, collecting my shattered thoughts. The whole day had been the definition of a slippery slope- I was obeying his commands even though I knew I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t help myself. It was so hot, and it activated a small, primal part of me, a part that wanted to obey, to be enslaved. I started to argue with myself, whether I should go to the park or not, but I knew deep down inside my decision had already been made.

The clock on my dashboard said 2:55 as I pulled in to the parking lot at Lakewood Park.

I hurried as quickly as I could down the road. I could feel the air breezing lightly, the brisk September air, and I was all the more acutely aware of it because I was wearing nothing beneath my skirt. I was nervous, anxious, embarrassed, even… but I was hot. God, was I hot. Everything so far had been online or on the phone, distant, virtual. To know someone was out there, someone who wanted to take me, use me, make me submit to his every whim, and to know they were so close… well, it’s safe to say it was making me incredibly, incredibly hot. 

And that’s how I found myself walking down the road, sans panties, already starting to breathe heavily. I was being reckless. I was meeting someone I had never met before except online, wearing nothing, fully aware that when I arrived I would do anything he said. It was my erotic fantasy come to life, and the knowledge that this could be a bad decision did nothing to quell the intense excitement I was feeling. Every step made me breathe that much harder in anticipation, and my thoughts and emotions tumbled one after another through my mind as I drew nearer and nearer to Lakewood Park’s main attraction.

Finally I arrived at the large center rock in Lakewood Park, and I stood there, tense, almost quivering with anticipation. Whoever he was, he was local: this was a popular spot for teenagers growing up here, since the only way to it was through a path that didn’t make it directly obvious that there was a clearing here. I waited, not moving, my breath catching: I knew how careless, how reckless this was, but all my rationality was being pushed down by that tickling, rushing feeling of excitement that was coursing through my body. Finally, a voice spoke.

“Don’t turn around.” It said. I obeyed, almost instinctively, and I felt a rush go through me. It was deep, powerful, commanding- it thrummed through me, through my very being.

“If you wish, you may leave.” It said. It sounded like it was drawing closer. “I will not stop you. You will never see me again, and I will never contact you. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” I said, nodding.

“If you stay,” it continued, “you stay on the condition that you will do as I say unquestioningly. You will be mine to command, a hapless servant, serving at my pleasure with complete and utter obedience. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” I said, more breathless than I had anticipated. The words were not new, not completely: they were similar to what he had told me before. But it was so real: that deep voice, commanding me, controlling me. It heightened my senses, making the moment seem hyper real: I could feel the cool air blowing between my legs, the growing excitement there, and the breaths that came faster and faster as my arousal grew.

“Do you accept?” it said. I hesitated. I had no idea what this person had in store for me. I had no idea what was coming, what would happen to me, but I knew I needed it all the same. This was everything I had wanted, put in front of me, and I needed to do it. I needed him to command.

“I accept.” I said, and as I said the words they seemed to send another jolt of pleasure through me.

“Good.” He said. “Now bend over.”

I obeyed, bending over against the hard center rock. The large stone felt cool against my hands as I pressed against it, and I arched my back and hiked up my skirt so my mystery man could inspect me. I waited for a moment, unmoving, until I felt a firm hand lay on my bottom. It slid slowly between my thighs, checking between them, running along my slit gently.

“Such a good girl.” He said, leaning over. He ran his hand smoothly, firmly, along my bottom, and I almost gasped at the sensation. I was a little hesitant- we were out in the open, in a clearing. Anyone who passed by would be able to see me- see him controlling me, see my bare, naked bottom bared for the world to see. That knowledge made me tingle in a way I never had before, the knowledge that I could be caught at any moment.

“Take your fingers and spread yourself for me.” He commanded. I obeyed, using my fingers to spread my lips for him. I could feel him behind me, inspecting me, evaluating me, in the cool September air, and I could feel myself getting more and more aroused. He noticed, running a hand lightly along my slit and then drawing his finger lightly across my bottom, leaving a faint wetness as he did.

“Now for the fun part.” He said. I could almost hear him smiling, though I could not see him. “Kyla, begin playing with yourself.”

“But we’re-“I began, and I was rewarded with a sharp smack on the ass. I yelped, the pain coursing through my bottom through my body… and intermingling with pleasure.

“Kyla, Kyla.” He said. “Don’t be a bad girl. You remember what I told you on the phone? What you said to me just now?”

“I… yes.” I said.

“Then you remember you must obey. No questions.” He said. “Play with yourself.”

“I… yes, sir.” I said. I snaked my hand down in-between my thighs, and pretty soon I had found what I was looking for. As I slid my finger down there, I realized that I was really, really wet- the thick wetness of my sex provided no resistance to my finger as it slid into my aching pussy. I couldn’t control myself, and I let out a small moan as I slid it in.

“See, it feels good to obey me.” He said, patting my ass with his hand gently. “When you obey, you get rewarded. You like to be rewarded, don’t you, Kyla?”

I nodded, busy with my own pleasure. I had roleplayed this so many times before in chatrooms, but this was different: it was primal, real, alive. I was actually in a wooded copse, my fingers deep inside me, a hapless slave to my commanding, dominating master. I had never even seen his face- I just knew it was him, knew I was his, knew that I would do anything he required of me here as I bent over him, his to watch and command. It was incredibly arousing.

I snaked my fingers in and out of my pussy, my practiced hands knowing exactly what to do. I gently rubbed them on my slit for a moment before darting in, stroking and rubbing my clit and then going inside my pussy with my fingers. The extreme wetness stood as evidence to my extreme arousal, and I had to put two fingers inside me to combat the lack of feeling because of the increasing slickness.

Soon enough everything combined, and I felt that familiar tingle deep inside me. I continued to thumb my clit furiously while snaking my fingers inside of me, and I could feel my arousal beginning to build, threatening to overflow. I prepared myself for the orgasm I knew was coming, the orgasm I knew my hands could bring me.

“Stop.” He said. I almost didn’t hear him, I was so fogged up by the haze of an oncoming orgasm. He slapped my ass hard then, and the quick jolt was enough to make me come out of my lust-induced haze. I removed my hand from my pussy, soaked, it dripping down from my hand. He rubbed my ass where he spanked it, and I could feel the heat from the mark radiating sweetly, succulently through my bottom.

“Please Master, let me come.” I said. I was anxious, frustrated- he had let me come to the edge of orgasm, and then denied it to me. I could feel it there, just beyond my reach, and I knew if he’d let me I could bring myself to orgasm.

“No. Not yet.” He said. “Turn around and face me.”

I stood up, obeying him, turning around and gazing on my unknown master for the first time. I still could not tell who he was: he was wearing a mask that obscured most of his face, along with a deep, dark cloak that draped down along his back- his eyes, however, were uncovered, and they burned into me with a deep, piercing blue. The overall effect, while a little theatric, made a powerful impression on my lust-drunk mind: he looked every bit the commanding, dominant master that I imagined in my mind since the first email he sent me. We stood there, face to face for a moment, and neither of us spoke.

“Kneel.” He said finally, a single word. The single word coming out of his mouth, low and strong, sent another wave of pleasure through my body. I obeyed almost instantly, getting down on my knees. I felt the cool, lush grass give as I sunk down. I waited obediently for my next command. He was practiced, experienced: he waited a long time in between his commands, letting my situation sink in, heightening my arousal.

“Ask me for permission to suck my cock.” He said.

“Please, Master, may I suck your cock?” I asked him. I started to reach for the zipper of his pants, assuming he would assent. I was surprised when he moved my hand away. He held it in his for a moment- firm but gentle, as if training me.

“I didn’t say yes.” He said. “Convince me.”

“I’ll make it very, very good for you.” I purred, in my sexiest voice. I stroked my hand lightly on the outside of his pants, on the outline of his now hard cock pressing against his tight pants.

“Better.” He said, smiling. His smile brought a thrill of excitement through me, and I realized his approval was turning me on.

“I’ll take it all in. I’ll wrap my lips around your rock-hard shaft, taking your whole cock deep inside my mouth, again and again.” I said. I had never said those words before, out loud; they seemed strange, foreign, as if they came from someone else. They didn’t, however: they came from me, and that fact, that I was begging to suck someone’s cock in the woods, was driving me insane with lust.

“Much better, my dear.” He said. “I give you permission to suck my cock.”

It was strange, the situation- I had never enjoyed giving blowjobs before, but a strange sense of relief washed over me when he gave me permission and I darted my fingers towards his pants zipper. I had been nervous that he wouldn’t let me, that I would fail somehow. I wanted, needed to obey him, to satisfy him, and he knew just how to bring that out. It was… intense. It was erotic.

I greedily unzipped him, bringing out his cock. I started to play with it, using my hands to stroke it, lowering my face towards it slowly but surely. I slowly, tantalizingly, teasingly took the tip of his cock into my mouth, running my tongue against it luxuriously. He grunted, a deep thrum that vibrated through his cock into me. I took it as a sign that I was doing a good job pleasuring him.

I didn’t know exactly what to do- in my life I hadn’t given many blowjobs, so I wasn’t what you could call experienced- but the lust and raw arousal in me was tearing away my inhibitions, making me better at responding to the needs and wants of my mysterious master. I sucked his cock with raw abandon, running my tongue along his shaft, taking it all deeply into my mouth and then fondling his balls with my free hand.

“Unh,” he grunted. “You’re so good at sucking my cock. It’s turning you on, isn’t it? Play with yourself while you suck my cock.”

I obeyed without hesitation, sending my hand down to my pussy to light my clit up again. Sucking him off was getting me really hot, and I started to stroke my clit furiously as my rhythm started to increase in tempo on his cock. My head bobbed up and down in an intense, erotic rhythm, taking him in deep every time while I played with myself.

That deep tingle was building up again. The anticipation, the control of my arousal, it was like nothing I had ever felt before. It was sending me to a place I didn’t know existed, a state of lust, arousal, and frantic sexual energy that I had never experienced before. My fingers danced inside me, urging me, pleading me to find sweet release even as I continued to take his cock deep into my mouth eagerly.

“Stop.” His voice came again. He grabbed me by the back of the hair, pulling my head off his cock with a wet pop. I brought my hand out of my pussy, and I almost cried out.

“No, please, I’m so close!” I said, before I could stop myself. He couldn’t do this to me, not again! I needed to come, I was so close. I could feel it, just there, that tingle deep inside me waiting to wash over me.

“You won’t come until I fuck you.” He said. “Bend over.”

I obeyed without hesitation, standing up and getting back into the original bent over position on the rock. I lifted up my skirt unthinkingly, ready and eager for him to drive into me. It was all I wanted now- relief. My fingers were good, but what I really wanted was a cock- a big, hard cock driving into me, filling me, bringing me the sweet release of orgasm.

He placed his hands on my hips slowly, deliberately. He shifted forward, and I could feel his cock against my thigh. I bucked backwards slightly, instinctively, but he stopped me, steadying my hips with his hands.

“Not yet” he said. “You know what you have to do.”

Oh god, please, fuck me.” I said. I knew what he wanted, but I wasn’t lying: I needed him to do it, I didn’t understand how he wasn’t deep inside me. I needed him, yearned for his hard cock inside me. “Fuck me with that big cock of yours.”

“You can’t control yourself, can you?” He said. He slid his cock up my thigh a little more, and I whined, bucking down towards him animalistically. “I’m going to fuck you, don’t worry. But first tell me what you are.”

“Wha…?” I said, my lust-filled haze fogging my mind. “I’m… I’m yours to command.”

“Yes, you are.” He said. He slapped me on the ass. “But more than that. You’re a dirty sex-starved slut. Say it.”

“I…” I said. I hesitated. I didn’t want to admit it; all of a sudden I was hesitant, shy. I wanted to say it, wanted to break free, wanted to release all of that sexual energy that came with it. But I was afraid, afraid of what that might unleash… afraid it hid a hunger so powerful I could not stop it.

“Too slow.” He said. He slapped me on the ass again, harder this time, and the pain was exquisite, sending sharp stabs of pleasure up from my ass to my spine. “Say it. Say you’re a dirty slut.”

“I…” I said, still hesitating. But then, he brought his cock up to the entrance of my pussy, and pressed against it lightly so that just the tip, the barest part of me was inside him. It nearly drove me mad with lust, and I strained, whined, bucking back against him to get more of him in me.

“I’m your dirty slut!” I cried. I broke, letting it out, letting myself submit completely to the intense, frenetic lust that was overwhelming me, body and soul. “I’m a dirty slut who fucks in parks. I’m a dirty, cock-crazed slut that needs your cock in me, Master, please! Fuck your dirty little Kyla! Fuck her hard!”

“Good.” He said, and with that he slammed into me. I had never felt anything like it. The pleasure was unimaginable, the feeling I got from his cock filling me wholly, completely, fully. I had been fucked this before sometimes, but never this skillfully. He was bringing me to a place I had not known before. I was rewarded non-verbally: his sharp breaths when I took his cock in my aching pussy. I bucked and squirmed, trying desperately to get deep in the throes of his thrusts, and it was my world, my everything, I didn't would be able to do it, but I did- I took his cock deep, deep inside the entrance of my lust and making it seep and build further and further into me, and I almost cried out in pleasure.

“That’s right, Kyla.” He said, slamming into me. “Take it like the good little slut you are.”

I could not disobey; my body was new, unfamiliar, and my hips brought his cock in, deep inside my pussy. I lifted my butt up, taking my lust and making it take him further and further into me. We began to enter into each other's rhythm, and my hips into his, playing with it for a moment- I don't know how long, his forceful thrusts slamming me, rocking my body, driving more and more pleasure into me with each thrust.

I moaned, bucking my hips, pressing them against his, and now he was going, and the anticipation was exquisite. He simply slapped my ass, and that sent me into an even wilder frenzy. I bucked and swayed, trying desperately to push him deeper, grind him deeper into me. I was a different person- I didn't even know existed, feelings and pleasures I had never known before. A world of pleasure that was moaning, shouting, screaming in absolute bliss. I moaned, almost passing out from the insane pleasure. I could feel it coming, feel that deep tingle turn into a tidal wave.

And that wave slammed down on me, and I cried out as the most powerful orgasm I ever experienced in my life slammed down on me. It crashed into me, waves and waves of amazing, insensate pleasure, and I was wholly and truly lost. Mindless, I bucked back onto my master, slamming my hips on him, unconsciously and involuntarily clamping my pussy muscles down tightly on him, milking his huge cock for all it was worth. Distantly, as if in a dream, I felt him come as well, shooting his seed deep into me as he continued to grind into my hips.

I started to come down from my orgasm, noticing he was still inside me. He pulled out of me slowly, stroking my back lightly with his hands as he did so.

“Turn around.” He commanded. I obeyed instantly, any thought of disobedience gone from my mind. After that… experience, that ecstasy, I was his forever. His to command, mine to serve. As I turned around, however, I got the shock of my life. My mystery master had removed his mask, and I recognized him!

“Brian!” I gasped, covering my mouth in shock. I couldn’t believe it- there before me was my roommate, my shy, beautiful roommate. I couldn’t believe I didn’t recognize those piercing blue eyes earlier, or his deep, smooth voice.

“Uh… yeah.” He said bashfully, looking down. “I, uh, well… I’ve had a crush on you for awhile now, but I didn’t know how to say it.”

“That’s… that’s one hell of a way to say it.” I said, breathless. “How… how did you…”

“Uh… that’s the thing.” Brian said, still not making eye contact with me. “One day you happened to leave your laptop logged in and I saw that you liked all those erotic mind control stories and stuff. I, uh, used to be a stage hypnotist in college… do I decided to have some fun. I hope… I hope it was ok?”

I walked over to him, grabbing him by the chin. I forced his eyes up, forced him to look me deep in the eyes.

“Brian.” I said, not breaking eye contact. “That was the best sex I’ve ever had. From now on, no matter what, you are, without a shadow of a doubt, my Master.”

He smiled then, and we kissed- a deep, warm kiss, and laughed and talked as we walked home in the dwindling autumn light.

Brian and I went on to be a very happy couple, and we’re now engaged to be married. In public, we put up a normal front- we’re head over heels, everyone says so. In private, however… he’ll always be my master, and I’ll always be his sex-starved slut, ready to bend over and take his cock whenever wherever it pleases him. Hmm, just thinking about it is getting me hot. If you’ll excuse me for a moment…
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