
        
            
                
            
        

    

brainwashed teachers: MILF’s next door - bimbo transformations



Part 1



Chapter One



Bradley walked out of his bedroom and looked around his house with another smile of satisfaction. Trying a little to flatten his messy dark-black hair he grabbed a shirt and pulled it over his nicely toned arms and chest and grabbed a pair of boxers and shirts before finally opening the living room window.



And there they were. The two most beautiful women Bradley had the privilege of living next door from. Just sitting in their back garden together, one reading a book and the other typing away on her laptop. Neither of them paying any attention to the young man next door looking out of his window at them.



He had lived next door from them for almost half his life. Ever since his parents had moved to town and the next day they had shown up at his door with a smile and a fruit basket to welcome to the neighbourhood. Ever since that moment he had been dealing with this overwhelming crush on both the beautiful busty blondes next door.



Things only got worse for him when he started school after that summer. He soon discovered that Tracy, the taller of the pair, was going to be his French teacher for the year. Needless to say he spent far less time learning French than he should have and instead found himself wishing the school dress code didn’t require staff to cover up so much…



The next year he had Pamela, the shorter and bustier of the two, as his English Literature teacher. Again he struggled to control his fantasies and found his grade plummet in that subject even as his obsession with them both grew and grew.



The final straw came on a hot summer night when he was 18. His parents were away for the night and he had been playing computer games in his room when he noticed Pamela had left her bedroom window open and the curtains had been blown open by a strong breeze. He saw them both laying together in her bed, wine glasses in hand, wearing nothing but their bra’s and panties.



From that moment he knew he wanted them more then he would ever want anything else. To be with one of them, or even
 both
 of them, became the ultimate fantasy. The goal he knew was unachievable but he couldn’t help but want anyway even as his parents began to notice his obsession and had deliberately steered him away from the two blonde’s.



Now though he had no parents around to keep an eye on him. After getting a great job that allowed him full work-from-home privileges he had offered to buy the house from his parents so they could retire early to Florida. He kept quiet about the other reason he bought the place of course. His parents had always discouraged his ‘teenage obsession’ with the MILFs next door and had tried to get him to focus on girls his own age. If they had known his plan they may have rejected his offer and stayed behind to keep tabs on him.



They were far away now though and now that it was Summer and the beautiful pair of teachers next door had nothing to do but relax in their garden and prepare for the next school year. Nothing except talk to the guy next door they still both remembered from their time teaching him.



Only now he had a way to finally discover if his fantasy was possible. To finally know if there was even a chance of getting what he’s always wanted. If not then he could start to move on. If there
 was
 … Well he’d cross that bridge when he came to it.



Stepping outside to collect the mail he noticed Pamela heading to their own mailbox and saw his chance to begin his plan.



“Morning Miss Winters” He said cheerfully as he spotted her.



“Morning Bradley! Looks like it’s going to be a great Summer!” She pointed out with a happy smile as she looked up at the clear blue sky.



Oh you have no idea…
 He thought to himself as he allowed himself a quick look up and down over her beautiful body before replying.



“Oh yes should be great. So glad I’m working from home so I can enjoy it rather than commuting into the city every day” He nodded.



“Yes I heard about the job from your mom as they were moving out. Good for you! Must feel weird having that big house to yourself” She said.



“Well I’ve gotten used to it. It is nice to have some privacy though” He agreed.



“I bet it’s a lot easier to bring girls home now!” Pamela said with another of her infectious laughs.



“I’ll let you know when I do” He smiled back.



“Well enjoy the day” She told him before heading back towards her house.



Keen not to miss this opportunity he remembered the words he had spent way too long practising just for this moment. The words that would set him on the path to fulfilling his every desire…



“Oh Miss Winters! I meant to ask, how are you both coping with all those new regulations at the school?” He asked with concern.



He had found out from a friend who’s dad still taught at the school that they had basically had their paperwork load doubled in the past year. He had noticed Tracy and Pamela had been spending a lot more time on their laptops next to mounds of papers and could tell it was stressing them.



“Oh god it’s awful! Makes me wish I had taken that university job a couple years ago! We’ve both been stressed out of our minds” Pamela complained.



Bradley resisted the urge to smile. She had just given him a perfect opening…



“Well… I mean if your both stressed I may be able to help. I’ve been learning hypnosis to deal with my own work related stress and it’s been really useful” He informed her.



“Hypnosis? Like ‘cluck like a chicken’ hypnosis?” Pamela laughed.



Oh if only you knew…
 He thought before replying.



“More like relaxation techniques. Going into trance can be
 very
 relaxing. Just allowing yourself to drift mindlessly down and forget all your cares… Helping you become blank and relaxed and happy…” He told her.



Pamela nodded slowly as he spoke. To his surprise she seemed to be listening more intently than he expected before she spoke again.



“Well I’m not sure…” She said, still not seeming too convinced.



“Well what if I come over and just see if it will work for you both, if not then no harm done. If it
 does
 work it could be a real help” He offered.



He could almost hear his heart pounding in his chest as she considered the offer. He had been waiting so long for this and if she shot him down now it all ended here. After what felt like an eternity however she nodded.



“OK. Might as well try, let’s go ask Tracy too” She said with a smile.



Grinning a little more than he should be he nodded and followed her into their garden. The plan was underway…


 



Chapter Two



Tracy closed her laptop lid with a deep sigh as she arched her back and stretched her hands high above her head. Her body still reacting badly to all the stress of the new lesson planning requirements she was having to deal with. Summers may never have been easy in terms of planning but they had never been
 this
 hard.



Should’ve gone into private tutoring, better money for less paperwork
 She thought with a sigh as she looked up to see Pamela return with the mail, and a guest.



“Oh, Hi Bradley” She said casually as she grabbed her phone from nearby and checked her messages.



“Hi Miss Jensen, school stuff?” He asked with a gesture to the mountain of paper and closed laptop.



“You know it” She said with a rueful sigh.



Having spent a year as Brad’s teacher she knew him reasonably well. Living next to him had also meant they crossed paths frequently. A little
 too
 frequently for her to believe it was all coincidence. Like the way he always seemed to be out on a run or something when she went for a jog or a trip to the store. Or the way he seemed to get deliveries to his place for them so often meaning he had to bring them over personally. Pamela thought she was crazy but Tracy was certain that he had a little bit more interest then was normal.



Not that she wasn’t flattered of course. She was in her 30’s and the idea of a guy in his early 20’s being interested was certainly a self-esteem boost. Particularly from a man who looked after himself as well as Brad did. With his parents old room turned into a gym and the ability to work from home she noticed he
 seemed to spend his time either working, on his computer or working out. Not exactly a bad routine for a young guy.



She had always had a clear policy that she would never date a former student however. So even on her most lonely nights she had never entertained the idea of a little trip next door.



“Brad thinks he can help with that” Pamela told her.



Tracy raised an eyebrow at that.



“You know the lesson planning requirements?” She asked him doubtfully.



“No, I mean he can help with all the stress stuff. He knows hypnosis now” Pamela told her matter-of-factly.



“Oh really?” She asked.



She had a sneaking suspicion he may be expecting hypnosis to do something other then de-stress them. She of course knew it couldn’t do anything like that but to a young guy with a fantasy… They’d try anything.



“Yeah, it’s been a big help for me so I just wanted to see if it could help you too” Brad shrugged casually.



“I mean it’s worth a go right?” Pamela asked.



Tracy resisted another sigh. She loved her friend Pamela, truly best friends forever kinda love. She did fit the ‘naïve blonde’ stereotype a little too well though. She remembered a ‘personal trainer’ once offered Pamela a free session and Pamela had returned to the house an hour later in utter shock that he had tried to kiss her during it. Tracy of course had told her as much but Pamela tended to see the best in people. Even horny young men.



Tracy doubted that he could actually do anything though so had an idea of her own. She would
 pretend
 to go along with it and see what he was really after. Then she could finally prove to Pamela that she should trust Tracy’s judgement when it came to men.



“Well, if you think it will help” Tracy said.



She knew a little about hypnosis from a psychology course a few years ago. She knew it couldn’t make someone do something they didn’t already want to do and it certainly wouldn’t affect someone who didn’t want to be hypnotised.



These ideas didn’t appear to have occurred to Brad however who smiled even more broadly as he received her approval for his attempt and rushed back to his house for his ‘equipment’.



“What is he getting?” Pamela asked curiously.



“Probably some dumb pocketwatch or something. Listen, I think he’s going to try something while we are ‘under’” Tracy warned her.



“Brad? No. He’s been our neighbour forever, you need to be less suspicious” Pamela laughed.



“No,
 you
 need to be more aware. I’m just saying. When he makes a move in the session or whatever it is don’t say I didn’t warn you” Tracy told her.



The two blondes headed inside and left the door open for Brad who joined them a couple minutes later carrying something in a small backpack.



Well, at least this might encourage him to find women his own age
 Tracy thought as he began to open his bag.


 



Chapter Three



Bradley still couldn’t believe his luck. He knew Pamela
 might
 agree but Tracy had always seemed a bit more distant with him. In fact he had never seen her come back to her house with a guy in the entire time he had known her. He knew she was straight as she had told Pamela as much during a loud discussion on her lack of a dating life he had once overheard while mowing the lawn. She just didn’t seem interested. Perhaps she just didn’t trust men at all and considering hypnosis required people to be relaxed he was starting to worry his plan wouldn’t work on her…



“What you got there?” Pamela asked curiously.



He turned to see the beautiful women sitting side by side on their big comfy couch. Their living room was actually perfect for his purposes and he moved around it closing windows and curtains to shut out any distractions. He needed them to be completely focused if this was going to work. He just hoped the guy he had bought the equipment from was right about what it could do.



“Well I work in tech a lot and a client of the company I work for is a hypnotherapist. He considered the pocket watches and metronomes and all that stuff a bit old fashioned. So he created something a little more high tech” Bradley explained.



He pulled out the small device in his bag and set it on the table opposite the women and began setting it up. Entering little bits of data onto a little screen on its back.



He said it could work on up to five people at once. I only need two…
 Bradley thought as he watched Pamela study it with interest, Tracy seemed to be resisting the urge to laugh.



“Well that makes sense” Pamela nodded.



“We will see” Tracy said.



Brad took a deep breath, being this close to both of them in their house hadn’t happened in a long time. He had to stay calm though. He needed to stick to the plan…



“OK, so this is pretty simple. There is a screen facing you and all you need to do is watch the screen. Watch it closely. Focus completely on the screen. Then I will start taking you deeper into trance and we can work on that stress problem” He explained.



“OK” Pamela shrugged with a smile.



“Will do” Tracy nodded in agreement.



Taking another deep breath Bradley took in their expressions one more time and then hit the button to start things.



“Wha… uhhh…” Pamela grunted as the bright light filled the screen.



“Errmm… so… bright…” Tracy added as she continued to stare.



Just like he said, it’s bright but they aren’t looking away!
 Bradley noticed happily.



He waited just a moment and the pair fell silent. Tracy’s mouth actually dropped slightly open. Both their eyes had become instantly fixated on the screen.



Bradley had gotten several emails explaining how it all worked. How the light reacted with people’s minds. How it helped make them suggestible. He didn’t care how it worked at that moment though, only that it did.



“Just keep watching… You don’t need to do anything else… Just watch…” He told them softly as he started stage 2.



Pressing another button the lights colour began to change. White… Red… Blue… Green… Yellow… It shifted every second or so. The bright colours reflected in Pamela’s pretty blue eyes and Tracy’s deep green ones.



“Watch…” Tracy breathed out weakly.



Wow. She might actually be more out of it than Pamela
 Brad noted with surprise.



“Now deep breath in. Breathing in all that relaxing energy as you watch…” He instructed.



He watched them breath in. Their chests rising highly. Their breasts sticking out even more than they already did. Tracy looked close to passing out and Pamela seemed to be gently swaying in her seat.



“… And out… Breathing out all stress… All worries… All thoughts… All of that is gone now… Just my words and the pretty lights…” Bradley continued.



He had memorised the script to such an extent that it was burned into his brain. It almost didn’t seem necessary though. As soon as they had breathed out the paid had slumped back further into the sofa. Seemingly unable to even maintain their upright posture.



“Just staring deep… Allowing your minds to fill with my words…” He added.



Pamela’s head was still swaying gently, as though every colour change was physically moving her. Tracy just continued to stare ahead, not moving an inch.



Oh wow she is really out of it!
 He thought happily as he continued.



“You are completely at peace. Completely calm. Completely open. Your minds are so deeply relaxed you can’t think at all. Just listen to my words and follow my instructions. Nod if you understand” He told them.



Pamela nodded shortly and Tracy did after, her head slowly lolling up and down. Like she was being controlled by puppet strings from above her head.



“OK. Very good. Now I’m going to count down from 5. With every number I count down you will feel yourself sinking ten times deeper. When I reach 0 you will be in a complete mindless trance. Understood?” He asked.



Again they nodded. Their beautiful eyes still reflecting the flashes of light filling their gaze. Staring ahead as though there was nothing else in the world but the device and its pretty lights.



“Good. Dropping so deep now… 5… Falling deeper… 4… Mind empty… 3… Breathing deep… 2… Thoughts long gone… 1… Unable to resist… 0… Tranced…” He said.



With that last word Tracy let out a soft moan of satisfaction and Pamela’s head dropped back against the couch. Her eyes dropping low so she could still follow the lights. It all seemed to be going perfectly to plan. So perfect that even Brad couldn’t believe his luck.



“Well then. Let’s get started” He smiled as he watched the two entranced women sitting before him.


 



Chapter Four



Tracy had to try hard to resist laughing when Brad had first pulled out his odd looking little screen. She had still expected some cheesy spiral or picture of a relaxing meadow to appear followed by some long-winded meditation exercise. The kind she had done at yoga with an
 actual
 professional.



When the light hit her though… When it filled her vision so completely… She had to admit it did
 feel
 relaxing. Even though she obviously wasn’t going to be actually hypnotised.



She had to go along with it though and so focused on the lights anyway. Not that she particularly wanted to look away. In fact they were very interesting. They were so bright but didn’t seem to hurt her eyes at all to watch. She wondered how that was possible. They blinded her to everything else in the room, even Pamela sitting right next to her, yet were oddly soothing…



She found herself nodding and was startled slightly to find she had done so automatically. She quickly composed herself though.



Just watch the lights and listen… That’s all…
 She thought.



Of course she only thought that because she was going along with things. Pretending to be hypnotised so she could have her ‘I told you so’ moment when he tried something.



At least she thought that’s why she was listening so closely to him as she nodded her agreement and he was soon counting her down.



This is stupid… So cheesy… So… Er…. So…
 She thought.



As he reached 0 though she felt a sudden pull. Like the rug had been pulled out from under her mind and all her thoughts fell away. She was barely aware of
 where she was anymore. Just that she needed to watch the lights and listen to Brad’s voice.



“Raise your arms high above your head” He ordered.



A thought briefly popped up at how silly that was but then rapidly the thought was gone. She raise her arms high. Her breasts being pressed together slightly as she adjusted herself. Her hands rising dreamily above her head.



“Oh wow… I mean. Very good. Arms back down now” He added.



Tracy complied and felt a slight bump as Pamela’s hand fell into her lap. Her housemate clearly following along just as she was.



“Now repeat after me ‘I am in a deep trance’” He told them.



“I am in a deep trance” Pamela repeated quietly.



“I am in… a deep… trance…” Tracy slowly spoke.



She was surprised it was so hard to get those words out. Like it took real effort to speak. She was briefly worried she wasn’t being convincing enough at her pretend trance but the thought was soon gone. Just as the others had gone.



“Very good. Now whenever I say ‘lights out’ your minds will return to this deep empty trance, ready to listen to everything I say and follow my instructions. When I say ‘lights on’ you will return to normal. Understood?” He asked.



“Yes…” Pamela agreed.



Tracy simply nodded.



“Very good indeed. Now whenever I say ‘deep breath’ you will take a nice deep breath and feel all your stress and concerns melting away. Understood?” He asked.



“Yes” Pamela said.



“Yesss….” Tracy breathed out heavily.



She felt good. So good it was still surprising her. She felt completely disconnected to everything except the lights and Brad’s voice. It really did feel like nothing else existed. No papers, no bills, nothing but the lights and his words. It was so much easier like that. This fake trance was amazing…



“Finally, you will find being around me very relaxing. You will like being around me. Enjoy my presence. You will find my advice and instructions very helpful and will want to do as I say even out of trance. OK?” Brad said.



This was it. This was her proof. Tracy could break out of her fake trance and call him out on this. How it was all a plan to get them to do what he wanted. Finally prove to Pamela she shouldn’t always be so trusting. This was the moment… Yet she couldn’t do it.



Can’t… Stop…
 She thought weakly.



“Yes Brad…” She heard Pamela’s voice say from what felt like miles away.



She could feel the urge to agree as well. To comply with his instructions. To block out everything else. She fought the need. Fought as hard as she could. He noticed however and seemed prepared for this.



She heard a button being pressed and the colours flashed faster, blurring together as she continued to helplessly watch them spin. Red… Blue… green… White… Yellow… Purple… Pink… An assault on her senses that left her moaning softly. It felt so damn good…



“You want to comply… You want to listen… You want to do as I say because it feels so very good… Anytime you do as I say you feel
 so
 good” Brad continued.



This time the fight was briefer. Tracy made one attempt to retake control of her empty mind and failed. Instead she moaned out a ‘yes’ of agreement right alongside Pamela. Finally realizing her ‘fake’ trance had been all too real. That he really could make her do things. As he was about to prove.



“Just need to do one more thing. Something you two would never normally do around me. To prove this has worked…” Brad said.



Tracy didn’t say anything. Didn’t question. Didn’t protest. Instead she sat back in the couch next to Pamela as he gave his next instructions. Filling their heads with a few more things before shutting off the device and storing it away in his bag.



She sat back, patiently waiting for his next words. With the lights gone it made no difference to her head which was as empty as ever.



She felt Pamela’s head slip gently onto her shoulder. Clearly still as entranced as her. It was the last thing she remembered before blinking herself awake a couple minutes later.


 



Chapter Five



Bradley watched as they slowly awakened from their trance. His heart beating even faster then earlier when he first spoke with Pamela. He saw Pamela stretch and Tracy rubbing her eyes. Though both seemed to be quite happy given the looks on their faces.



“See, told you it would be fine” Pamela said with a smile to Tracy.



“I guess so… I mean… I don’t actually remember much…” Tracy admitted.



She frowned at this. Presumably finding her lack of memory odd.



“That probably just means it worked! By the way, where
 is
 Bradley?” Pamela asked curiously as she looked around the room.



Brad suppressed a little chuckle. He was standing right in front of the paid but had planted a post-hypnotic suggestion that they would be unable to see or hear him. It was his way of testing if things were working as powerfully as they apparently could.



“I don’t know, probably back at work or something” Tracy shrugged.



Smiling broadly now he watched Pamela walk right past him and head to the kitchen for a glass of water as Tracy pulled out her phone and began to check her messages again. Things seemed to be going perfectly. Now there was just one more thing to test. Something far beyond what ‘normal’ hypnosis could do. Something that would only work if they were really in his power…



“Is it just me or is it super hot today?” Pamela asked.



Bradley was now able to fully look them both over properly now that he was ‘invisible’ and not focused on the trance script.



Pamela discarded her black jacket to reveal a white crop top that did little to hide her chest. Her black skirt flowed behind her slightly as she moved over to the window to re-open it.



“Yeah! I mean it was hot earlier but it’s far too hot now!” Tracy agreed.



Since she was only wearing a light green shirt over her bra Tracy couldn’t really remove any extra clothes. Her tight blue jeans didn’t seem to provide much comfort either but it was her shirt that seemed to be the most irritating.



“Oh god.. Way too hot… I’m burning up in here!” Pamela complained.



She began to pull at her little crop top. Wafting it back and forth to try and give some air to her upper half. Bradley could catch glimpses of a blue bra underneath it and smiled.



Holy crap it’s going to work… It’s really going to work…
 He thought excitedly, his cock hardening in his shorts already.



“You mind if I…?” Tracy asked with a gesture to her shirt.



“Oh please! I can’t breathe in this thing!” Pamela nodded.



In a quick fluid motion, both women pulled off their tops and threw them into a laundry basket off to one side. Bradley watched stunned as Pamela’s blue bra and Tracy’s plain black one were now fully revealed. Pamela’s breasts seemed to be spilling out of the top of her bra and Tracy laughed when she noticed.



“Girl you need a new bra fitting. You know your not a D cup anymore” She chuckled.



“Big bra’s are expensive!” Pamela said.



“Don’t need to tell me” Tracy laughed as she grabbed her own bra and bounced it slightly.



Bradley was convinced he must be dreaming. Both of them standing there shirtless as they began turning on fans and getting more cold drinks to cool off. Though he knew only one thing would make them feel comfortable. The final test of exactly how open they were to his suggestions and how far their subconscious was willing to go.



“I’m still hot!” Pamela complained again.



He watched her tugging at her bra. Frowning at how uncomfortable it felt to be wearing it.



“Well all the fans are on and windows open, what else can we do?” Tracy sighed.



“Well… I mean… It’s just us here…” Pamela said.



Bradley could barely resist the urge to start stroking his hard cock through his shorts. That wasn’t the plan though and he knew he
 had
 to stick to the plan if he wanted things to continue going his way.



“If you wanna take it if just do it already” Tracy said with a roll of her eyes.



He watched Pamela double check all the curtains and then reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. It fell to the floor exposing her breasts, her nipples hardening instantly in the breeze generated by the fans and windows.



“Oh god! That’s so good!” Pamela moaned out.



Tracy and Brad watched her moaning in joy. Tracy was surprised to see such a strong reaction but Bradley wasn’t. The release of removing her bra was another part of the suggestion.



“Well, can’t leave you with all the fun” Tracy shrugged.



She stood up and quickly slipped the straps of her bra down the sides of her arms and unhooked it from behind before casually throwing the bra into the laundry basket along with their tops.



“Oh wow…” Brad gasped out loud, before covering his mouth.



His gasp went unnoticed however. The post-hypnotic suggestions working perfectly as Tracy and Pamela compared their feelings of relief at finally feeling cool again. Tracy even moaned slightly just as Pamela had, slightly smaller tits even bumping into Pamela’s as they tried to pass each other in the living room.



If this is a dream I’m never waking up…
 Brad thought to himself.



They didn’t do anything else beyond that. Soon they both just settled in and began watching TV with a bowl of popcorn on a nearby table. Their shirts and bra’s long forgotten along with any sense of awkwardness at their partial nudity.



Knowing now that things were working as planned Brad moved between the two of them and triggered them into trance once again ready for the next stage.



“Lights out” He told them.



This time they
 could
 hear him and both women’s heads slumped forwards, cushioned by their breasts as they fell back into a deep trance.



Ready for Brad’s fun to really begin.


 



Chapter Six



Tracy blinked and suddenly noticed she was no longer sitting next to Pamela on the couch. Instead it appeared her friend had disappeared upstairs given the sound of music emanating from her room. She wasn’t alone however.



“Oh hi Brad, when did you get back?” She asked curiously.



It was a little odd that he was there, especially as she didn’t remember inviting him in since their little hypnosis experiment. She wasn’t annoyed by that however. Instead she greeted him with a smile, happy to see him as always.



“Oh just a couple minutes ago, Pamela let me in” He said casually.



She noticed his gaze lowering to her chest and remembered suddenly that she wasn’t wearing a shirt or bra.



“Oh god sorry! So sorry! I didn’t even realise!” She said as she hurriedly grabbed a pillow and attempted to hide her breasts behind it.



“Oh it’s no problem.
 Deep breath
 Tracy” He told her.



Deep breath…
 Tracy thought instantly.



She drew in a deep relaxing breath and then exhaled. Feeling all her embarrassment and awkwardness release along with her breath.



“Mmm… Oh wow…” She said with another smile.



“Much better right? No need to be concerned about anything, after all we’ve known each other for years” Brad pointed out.



“Well that’s true, so silly of me to be hiding away” She laughed slightly.



Putting the pillow back in place she began talking to Brad. Nothing in particular, the weather, their jobs. Anything that came to his mind. She felt so at peace here with him, just listening to him talk and nodding along. It was so easy.



“It’s no surprise you took your top and bra off. It’s roasting today, I might take off some clothes too if that’s ok?” He asked after a few minutes.



“Of course! Whatever that sounds like a good idea” Tracy nodded.



He always has such good ideas… Why have I not noticed that before? Suppose I was too paranoid about his crush…
 She thought.



“Great” He smiled.



He pulled off his shirt and Tracy found her gaze lingering on his muscular arms and toned stomach a little longer than she normally would have been looking for. In fact, she found herself looking at him differently than she used to.



Oh god how long have I been staring?
 She wondered as he stood up from the chair, breaking her out of her gazing.



“Erm, would you like a drink or something?” She asked curiously, trying to distract herself from the new feelings.



“No I’m good, still a bit hot though. Do you mind if I get a little more comfortable?” He asked with a gesture to his shorts.



Tracy bit her lip and nodded. Part of her was throwing up red flags. Something deep down saying this wasn’t normal. Another feeling was overwhelming that one though. A feeling of total calmness and relaxation mixed in with stirrings of arousal.



Wow… He really does workout…
 She thought as he stripped out of his shorts, leaving only his boxers.



Boxers that did nothing to hide the monstrous erection that was tenting in his pants.



“Oh… Er… Sorry…” He said awkwardly.



“That’s OK… It’s natural… Perfectly normal…” She said.



She found she couldn’t move her eyes away from his crotch. Like his bulge had a gravitational pull. He moved closer to her to grab a drink from the side next to her and she just felt this strong desire, this
 need
 to be as close as possible.



“Thanks, it’s rare I get to be this comfortable away from my own home” He said.



I have to have it… Have to have his… His… His cock…
 Tracy finally realized.



Where the thought came from she didn’t know. She remembered nothing from her trances and so this all appeared to have emerged from nowhere. She briefly tried to resist but the strong feeling of calmness flowing through her stopped her from trying too hard to fight her urges.



“You know… I can make you even more comfortable if you like…” She said.



She saw him look down at her, her eyes staring up into his. Her gaze filled with lust and desire. It was so obvious even he knew yet he either couldn’t believe his luck or just couldn’t find the words. Instead he simply nodded and Tracy did the rest.



Forgetting Pamela was upstairs. Forgetting her rule about no former students. Forgetting every possible reservation she gave in. She gently stroked his cock on the outside of his boxers and smiled when he gasped at the touch.



“So hard… So big… You need some release…” She purred happily.



It had been a while since she’d done this but all the moves came back to her quickly. She slowly slid her hand down his boxers and grasped his hardness
 firmly, feeling it twitch in her hands as she then pulled down his boxers and got a good look at his cock.



“God you’re so hot… Like I can’t even put it into words” He told her.



Looking up at him she smiled at the compliment from the horny young man standing over her. His time in charge though was now over, at least for now.



“Shhhh… No need to talk… Just relax and let me take care of you…” She told him.



With an eager nod she began. Her hand went down to his balls and felt their weight, heavy and full of cum for her. She then planted a kiss on each one before kissing her way up the length of his cock. So hard that it didn’t flex at all as she grasped it in one hand and slowly began to pump it.



Her lips reached its tip and with a slow lick of her tongue she tasted his pre-cum and moaned softly.



God it’s been so long since I had a nice cock like this…
 She thought as she licked the tip of his cock and shuffled out of her jeans and panties.



Taking her time though was becoming difficult. Her arousal was climbing by the moment. Her plan to slowly tease and drive him wild with desire was falling apart. She felt her craving for his cock growing and growing. The intensity burning throughout her body until finally she could hold back no longer.



Lowering her lips greedily onto his cock she slid him deep into her mouth. Arching her back and neck she felt him slip deeper and deeper inside her. Her eyes rolling back into her head as she felt pleasure flowing through her body of a kind she had never felt.



“There we go, such a good girl. I can tell I’m going to enjoy you very much” Brad finally said after Tracy’s moans had finally subsided.



She allowed his cock to slide from her lips for a moment before nodding slowly.



“Yes Brad…. How would you like to enjoy me next?” She asked with a lustful smile across her face…


 



Part 2



Chapter One



Brad watched in amazement as his hypnotic suggestions continued to take effect. He had been told to expect some to not work. Part of the discussion with the guy behind the hypnotic device had been about how not everything worked and he should be ready to use the ‘calmness’ trigger and try a different route in that event.



So far though that hadn’t happened. They had followed every suggestion without fail. It appeared Tracy had resisted slightly for part of the first induction but beyond that it was smoother than he could have ever hoped.



The suggestion to remove their clothes, to not see or hear him, to want to listen to him. All had worked perfectly. Even in the second trance without the lights Pamela had happily headed upstairs with instructions to await his arrival and keep herself busy until then. As for Tracy… Well she had clearly taken very well to the suggestion that she enjoyed having him around and found him attractive. In fact he was actually wondering whether she might have had a secret little pull in his direction before this.



Either this works way better than the guy said or both these ladies are highly receptive for some reason. Is it possible they fantasise about this kind of thing as much as I have?
 He wondered.



He had little time to wonder though as Tracy had just said the words he had longed to hear.



After she had finished teasing his cock and sliding it deep into her throat she had offered herself to him.



She’ll do anything I want… Well within reason I guess… Oh god… It’s all finally happening…
 He thought excitedly.



“Your tits” He said finally.



He looked down at her breasts. Slightly smaller than Pamela’s but still the fuel for so many fantasies. So many nights dreaming how his cock would feel pressed between them. Now he was in control and could finally turn dreams into reality.



“My tits? You mean this big juicy tits?” Tracy asked with a smile.



She lowered her mouth to a nipple and slowly licked it while keeping her eyes locked on his the whole time.



“Oh fuck yes!” He said eagerly.



Tracy sat up more on the chair and her tits were then perfectly level with his cock. Wasting no time she squeezed her tits around his cock and began to bounce them up and down. Up and down. Gliding them up and down on his cock. Her soft yet firm breasts rubbing tightly around his cock.



“Mmmm… You like my tits? You like my tits Bradley?” She asked.



To his surprise she seemed to be enjoying this just as much as he was, if not more. He hadn’t implanted any particular suggestion for enjoying having her tits fucked. Whether this was a desire of her own or just part of a wider attraction to him that he had unlocked he didn’t know.



“Yes! Yes Miss Jensen!” He moaned out.



She began to pick up the pace. Her tits squeezed tight around his cock, as though she was trying to squeeze the cum out of him. Something she was getting very close to achieving.



“I think you can call me Tracy at this point” She said with a chuckle.



“Just keep titfucking me!” He moaned out desperately.



“Yes Brad” She smiled.



She continued to bounce her tits up and down his cock. Faster and faster. Just as he felt his cock starting to twitch though she leaned her head down between her breasts. As she lowered her tits down on his cock he felt it slip between her lips. As she moved her breasts up again only the tip remained. Then they went down again and more of his cock slipped inside.



Yes! This feels even better than I imagined! Her tits… Her mouth… Fuck… I’m gonna cum!
 He thought.



The feeling was too intense. Too strong. Too pleasurable. Tracy could sense it too.



“Cum for me… cum for me Brad…” She encouraged him softly.



That was all it took. All Brad needed to hear.



With a loud moan of pleasure he began to cum. The first jet landed in her mouth and across her lips, the second just above her chest and then he grabbed hold of his cock and aimed the remaining blasts towards her tits. The tits he had wanted for so many years were now covered in his cum.



“Oh wow… That was… amazing…” He moaned out as he sat back in the chair opposite Tracy.



“That was a
 lot
 of cum. I forgot how much you young guys can pump out!” Tracy laughed.



She smiled at him and then slowly lowered her lips to her breast. Flicking her tongue out he watched as she slowly licked her tits clean of his cum. Every single drop being carefully brought to her mouth and swallowed down. Not one drop
 wasted until her tits were free of cum and she sat back in her chair with a satisfied smile on her face.



“How do you feel?” He asked her curiously.



The post-hypnotic suggestion had made her crave his cock and feel relaxed and peaceful around him. Now that her need for his cock was satisfied he wasn’t sure how she would respond. He was ready to calm her or trigger her again if needed but based on her smile and happy demeanour he soon realised it wasn’t necessary.



“Good… So good… It was nice to not have to worry about papers and stresses for a while…” She said wistfully.



Soon though her gaze fell upon her laptop on the corner of the room and she sighed.



“More work?” He asked.



“Yeah… I really can’t afford not to get it done…” She said.



She took a final longing glance at his still half-erect cock and then smiled.



“This was fun, maybe we do it again sometime?” She asked hopefully.



“Really? That would be great!” He said, happy that she had actually seemed to enjoy it.



“Great! Well I’ve got some work to do and I think Pamela is still upstairs doing whatever but if you wanted to come back tonight…” She asked him.



“Oh I’ll be back. Let me just say bye to Pamela first” He said.



“OK sure, maybe put some clothes on though? Not sure how she’d feel about that” Tracy laughed quietly.



“Oh that won’t be a problem, lights out” He said.



Tracy’s smile slowly slipped from her face as her mouth fell open and her head fell forwards into her chest once again.



“Now listen closely…” He began as he prepared her for the next part of his plan.


 



Chapter Two



Pamela waited upstairs in her room for… Well… She wasn’t sure what she was waiting for. She just felt a compulsion to stay in her room. So she had turned on some music and was making her way through her lessons planning. She still felt far too hot to put any more clothes on and so was laying out on her bed with her laptop in front of her wearing only her blue lace panties.



I always have hated wearing bra’s
 She thought to herself with a little laugh.



She thought back to the hypnosis session again. Trying to recall anything more than sitting down and being told to stare at the device he had brought…



It was useless though, her memory was a blank.



Least that means it probably worked
 She said, she did feel a little more relaxed now after all though whether that was down to removing the bra more than the hypnosis she couldn’t say.



Interrupting her thoughts though was a knock at her bedroom door.



“It’s open” She said, assuming it was Tracy coming to borrow something.



Tracy isn’t normally open to taking my top off in the house, wonder if the hypnosis chilled her out enough to realise they are just breasts and we are both women…
 She wondered before a mans voice interrupted her.



“Hi Pamela” Brad spoke from behind her.



Slightly startled Pamela turned her head and saw his gaze focused on her ass. She felt the urge to cover up but couldn’t do so without exposing her breasts.



“Oh… hi… You mind giving me a minute?” She said with an awkward laugh and a gesture to her almost naked body.



“Oh no problem, you just need to take a
 deep breath
 ” He told her.



She opened her mouth to speak and instead found herself taking a nice deep breath just as instructed.



“That was nice… You’re right. That’s all I needed” She said with a smile as she turned back to her work.



No longer concerned about her exposed body she felt him sit down on the bed next to her and began to wonder what he had come up for.



Tracy is so paranoid, he’s probably just checking if the hypnosis worked
 Pamela thought innocently.



As Tracy had often said, Pamela was a little on the naïve and trusting side. In fact she had been called a bimbo more than once. Though she was far from stupid her libido, looks and lack of suspicion when it came to men did give ammunition to the stereotype. It was also something Bradley apparently wanted to discuss with her too.



“Can I ask you something?” He asked curiously.



“I suppose” Pamela nodded.



“When I was at school, you had a nickname… Did you know that?” He asked curiously.



“Ohhh yeah. I remember,
 Professor Bimbo
 . Finally got them to stop saying it a few years ago but I remember” She said with a laugh.



“Why do you think they called you that?” He asked.



Pamela raised an eyebrow. Either he was trying to be nice about it or he was more clueless than she was accused of being.



“I think you already know but I’ll give you a hint. I’m a blonde with big tits and curves who was frequently told to ‘cover up’ by parents despite my staff uniform being the same as everyone’s” She pointed out.



“Yeah, I remember Nathan’s mom one parent-teachers night…” He remembered with a smile.



“Ah yes, the one who didn’t think his poor grades were due to his lack of focus. Instead it was the ‘dumb blonde’ teaching him that clearly didn’t know her subject” Pamela said with a laugh.



“Yeah, that was an interesting evening… How did you feel about all the bimbo comments though?” He asked.



Pamela thought about it for a moment. Truthfully she had been receiving those comments all her life. It was something she had just accepted.



“Well on the one hand I don’t like the implication that I’m somehow unqualified for my job, on the other… I guess it’s a compliment that people see me as a hot busty blonde. It doesn’t offend me” She told him honestly.



“I mean, a bimbo’s not the worst thing in the world to be” He nodded.



“Well, being a dumb sex-crazed doll who gets to spend her days shopping and fucking isn’t a bad life” She joked.



“I’m glad you see it that way” He told her.



“Why? Why all these questions too?” She asked.



Pamela wasn’t sure what he was after. It was nice talking to him, she actually felt really peaceful and calm with him around. He wasn’t exactly bad looking either, catching him staring at her ass had actually caused a little tingle to wash over
 her. She was just curious about his apparent obsession with the ‘Professor Bimbo’ comments.



“Well I wanted to be sure it was something that didn’t offend you on some level. Otherwise this might not work as I hope” He explained.



“What might not work?” She asked.



Instead of an answer though he simply leaned down close to her ear. She pulled back slightly but another feeling of relaxation went over her as he got closer and she allowed him to whisper in her ear.



“Lights out” He said softly and Pamela’s eyes rolled back and her face fell gently onto her bed.



He had enjoyed Tracy, now he intended to do the same with Pamela. This time though there was a very particular fantasy he wanted to try out…


 



Chapter Three



Bradley looked down at the entranced Pamela. He gently rolled her over so her vacant expression was more visible to him. Along with the most amazing tits he had ever seen, both online and in real life.



“Damn…” He commented to himself as he watched them bounce slightly as she rested on her back, totally mindless and relaxed.



“Can you hear me Pamela?” He asked.



“I can hear you…” She responded softly.



Smiling he set to work, reprogramming Pamela’s mind as he desired.



“You used to have people call you Professor Bimbo. Tell me, how would a dumb, horny ‘Professor Bimbo’ react to a young man in her bedroom as she laid on her bed wearing only her panties?” He asked.



“She would want to fuck him, suck him, be a little slut for him and pleasure him” Pamela said.



Brad smiled broadly. She knew
 exactly
 what his bimbo fantasy would contain. Now came the hypnotic programming…



“Whenever I say ‘Professor Bimbo’ in future you will feel yourself
 becoming
 that dumb horny slut. My eager sex toy and fuckdoll. Obedient to my every command. Do you understand?” He asked.



He waited nervously for her answer. He had been hesitant to try this with Tracy right away, she seemed more than willing to fuck him with just a little hypnotic suggestions anyway. Pamela though, Pamela would be the test for the idea.



She didn’t respond quickly to the question. Instead she continued to stare up at the ceiling. What she was thinking, if she was thinking at all, he didn’t know. Just
 when he was about to tell her to disregard the suggestion though and pursue another method to get what he wanted she finally spoke.



“Yes Brad…” She spoke softly.



Breathing a sigh of relief he added in a few suggestions to ensure she didn’t see any time with ‘missing’ memories and to try and ensure she remained relaxed and comfortable around him.



“Lights on” He said quietly.



Pamela blinked and then shook her head before looking up at him next to her and smiling.



“Sorry, must have spaced out. What were you saying?” She asked him curiously.



“Oh we were just talking about the whole Professor Bimbo nickname” He told her.



Pamela’s eyes flashed with a look of recognition and then suddenly a large grin spread across her face. She looked down at her naked chest and squeezed her tits together with a giggle.



“God I love my titties! Don’t you like ‘em Brad?” She asked with another giggle.



She sat up before he could answer and continued to squeeze and bounce her big breasts with a lot more laughing and giggling.



May have overdone it…
 He thought to himself for a brief moment before answering.



“Oh yes, they are perfect” He nodded.



“Oh come on! You can’t tell by looking silly! Here!” She said.



Grabbing his hands she pressed them to her tits and watched his expression with an expectant look on her face.



Brad didn’t hesitate and began to eagerly play with her tits. He lowered his lips to her nipple and began to suck just as he began to squeeze and pinch her other nipple. She moaned and giggled again and pulled his head even closer to her breast. Pressing him tightly into her chest as he continued to enjoy her breasts for the first time she smiled and gasped as he began to find how she liked it.



“Ooooh yeahh… Suck them titties! I love having them sucked and fucked! My big slutty titties need it baaaad!” She moaned.



Well that suggestions worked even more than I thought… Not that I’m actually complaining…
 He thought as he buried his head deeper into her chest before briefly emerging.



“Well if my slutty bimbo needs her tits fucked I’m sure I can help with that” He said happily.



“Ooh yay!” Pamela smiled.



Without even waiting for him to do it she yanked down the shorts he had hastily put back on after his time with Tracy and her eyes lit up at the size of the cock she as presented with.



“Glad your happy” He chuckled as she grasped it firmly and looked it over greedily.



“It’s such a nice big cock to go with my nice big titties!” She gasped happily.



Pamela laid back on the bed and Brad straddled her chest. Squeezing her tits together Brad moaned as he slid his cock between them. He was glad he had already cummed once before as the sight of ‘Professor Bimbo’ moaning in
 ecstasy as he slid his cock in and out of her tits would probably have put him over the edge otherwise.



“Fuck! I’ve wanted this for so fucking long!” He told her.



“Mmmm with a weapon like that what kept you waiting!” She giggled.



Her breasts were so large that they covered his cock completely. She still managed to lick the tip as the head of his member emerged after each thrust but he knew Pamela wouldn’t be replicating Tracy’s trick of sucking and titfucking him at the same time.



That was OK for him though, he had different intentions for Pamela.



“I don’t intend to wait anymore to get what I want. Now climb on!” He said with a smirk.



He rolled off her onto the bed and she eagerly mounted him, her laptop falling onto the floor next to the bed. She didn’t even register the sound as she straddled his waist and slowly slipped his cock between her wet pussy.



“Damn! You are a big boy!” She giggled happily.



She’s so wet… So eager… This is everything I could’ve wanted… Nothing can ruin this moment…
 He thought.



“Oh my god Pamela! What the fuck!” An angry voice said from the doorway.



Brad hadn’t heard the door open due to the distraction of Pamela’s breasts and pussy but as he looked over there was Tracy. Standing in the doorway with a look of shock and anger written across her face.



“Hi babe! You want in or can I be greedy?” Pamela asked with a little giggle as she sank down more onto Brad’s cock.



What Tracy wanted to say he would never know as Brad instantly knew what he had to do.



“Lights out!” He shouted out.



Tracy’s head slumped down to her chest and Pamela fell forward onto him, his cock still inside her slightly as she rested her head on his chest.



“Oh god… Now what?” He wondered as he desperately tried to think of a plan…


 



Chapter Four



Brad couldn’t quite believe the situation he was in. Well, he had been thinking that all day but it kept getting both better
 and
 weirder every minute. Now he was in Pamela’s bed, cock inside her and then Tracy just had to come upstairs and walk in for some reason.



Trancing them had felt like the only option. Perhaps there was some way to salvage this? ‘Professor Bimbo’ hadn’t been upset, hell she’d offered Tracy a chance to join them! If there was even a small part of Tracy that was OK with this that would be all he needed to make the next hypnotic suggestions work.



“Tracy, how did you feel walking in on us right now?” He asked as he reluctantly pulled out of Pamela, sex during trance felt too out of line even for him.



“Shocked, annoyed, curious, surprised” She told him.



“Curious? About what?” He asked.



“Pamela asked me if I wanted to join. I was curious as to why” She replied.



“Would you… Would you have considered the offer?” He asked hopefully.



“I don’t know… Can’t think…” She told him.



“Damn… OK… Allow your mind to return but remain in an obedient trance… Still able to think but unable to do anything but obey my commands and answer my questions” He ordered.



He watched her expression change from blank and mindless to more aware. She still remained standing in the same spot though, it seemed the idea was working.



“OK… Now tell me. Would you have ever,
 ever,
 considered her offer to join us?” Brad asked.



“I’m not sure… Maybe… It seems to weird… She’s my friend and you and I just fooled around… That feels like it’s crossing a line…” She explained.



Damn. That’s perfectly reasonable I guess. I mean we did agree to see each other later then she finds me fucking her best friend. I’d be mad too. She did say ‘maybe’ though… I have to try…
 He thought.



“Why did you say maybe? What makes you consider the idea?” He asked.



“Curiosity. I never experimented much sexually like Pamela has. I always talked myself out of it.” She explained.



“OK… I want you to focus on that feeling… Focusing on that desire to experiment… To do things you’ve never done… Focus on that need to explore and go out of your comfort zone… How do you feel now thinking about what you saw?” He asked.



“I feel… curious… and… maybe… aroused a little” She said uncertainly.



Seeing an opportunity Brad pushed it a little further.



“You find me attractive don’t you?” He asked.



“Yes” She nodded.



“You find Pamela attractive. Her lips, her breasts, her ass, her body. Yes?” He asked.



“I… I suppose…” She nodded again.



“And you know she’s your best friend. That you two have no secrets. That there is nothing off limits between you too. You share a house, you share bills, you share a profession, sharing is natural between you right?” He asked.



He was walking her slowly to the answer he wanted. He knew he couldn’t just say ‘you want a threesome with us’ as that might be a bit too much for one go. If
 she was open-minded though and he could convince her that sharing things with Pamela was normal… Maybe there was a shot.



“Sharing is natural” She agreed.



“So if you share a home and everything else. Isn’t it normal to share a man?” He asked.



“No” She told him quickly.



Damn! This isn’t going to be easy
 He thought.



“Why is it not normal?” He asked.



“Threesome’s aren’t normal. Monogamy is normal” She said.



“You said sharing is natural. You said you were curious and wanted to explore. So wouldn’t joining your best friend and a guy your attracted to in bed be normal?” He pressed.



“I… I don’t know…” She said unsurely.



Changing tack a little he turned to the entranced blonde currently on top of him.



“Pamela, how would you convince Tracy to a threesome?” He asked.



“I’d get her drunk, whisper in her ear and kiss her neck” Pamela said without hesitation.



Well clearly someone’s considered this idea before
 He thought with a smile.



“OK. Pamela, when you awaken you will feel an incredible desire to convince Tracy to have a threesome with us. Tracy, you will remain open minded and curious and will remember it is natural to share with Pamela. Understood?” He asked.



“Yes” Pamela nodded.



“Yes Brad” Tracy agreed.



Pleased with his quick thinking Brad triggered them both to re-awaken and watched as Pamela hastily rolled off him and move over to Tracy. Still topless with her panties moved over to one side he watched her approach her friend who still looked in shock at what she had seen.



“Pamela seriously! What is going on?” Tracy asked as she watched her friend approach.



“Oh come on! You know you’ve always been wanting to try some new things, I just thought I could help you along” Pamela purred.



Pamela really is naturally suited to this. Probably should have tried this from the beginning
 He thought.



“This isn’t what I meant!” Tracy said in protest, though Brad noted she made no move to leave or turn away from the sight of her nearly naked friend.



“Awww come on. Just give it a try…” Pamela said teasingly.



Brad watched as Pamela leaned in to Tracy’s neck and planted a slow soft kiss on her neckline. Then she moved up slowly and kissed her way up to Tracy’s ear. Tracy moaned deeply as Pamela whispered something in her ear. Then she slowly began to nod.



Winking back at Brad Pamela turned Tracy’s face to hers. Tracy still looked uncertain, her expression was a mixture of arousal, curiosity and concern. She didn’t stop Pamela as she pressed her lips to Tracy’s and Brad inwardly cheered with victory.



Victory was so very close now.


 



Chapter Five



Tracy could barely comprehend how this day was going. First she had titfucked and sucked the next-door-neighbour, a former student even! Then she had come upstairs to catch her in her best friends bed. Now Pamela was kissing her. It was so odd, so weird, so out of the ordinary.



And yet…



Her lips felt soft on her neck. Her whispered words reminding her how attractive Pamela found her. The way she pulled her gently into the kiss. Tracy couldn’t help but kiss her back. To give in to the curiosity. To kiss her friend.



It’s natural to share with Pamela
 She thought.



Only it didn’t feel like
 her
 thought. It felt foreign. An imported idea from somewhere else. Again her paranoia about their hypnosis session earlier rose up but receded quickly.



Pamela’s tits pressed against hers and Tracy felt a surprising shiver of pleasure run through her body. She had been curious about being with a woman but had always felt she needed to focus on her studies or career and not think about relationships or sex. Not that she hadn’t considered the idea ever, Pamela had even asked her before if she’d ever been with a woman and had talked about her own lesbian experiences. Experiences that had made Tracy both jealous and maybe even a little horny.



Now that it was happening though… She could see herself getting used to it. Pamela seemed to know just the right way to kiss her. To touch her. To glide her hand between Tracy’s legs.



“Oh!” Tracy gasped as she felt Pamela’s fingers teasing the entrance to her pussy.



“Just say the word babe…” Pamela said with a little smirk.



“I… OK…” Tracy nodded.



That was all Pamela needed. She slipped two fingers easily into Tracy’s pussy, already wet from her time with Brad earlier. Tracy could fell her fingers arching upwards and they instantly found just the right spot to begin rubbing her just right…



“Fuuuuckkk!” Tracy gasped as she felt Pamela’s skilled fingers go to work.



She turned to see Brad watching from the bed, hard as a rock once more as he watched intently as Pamela fingered Tracy. Doing it so perfectly Tracy was wondering if she had underplayed how much experience she had there.



“You like it?” Pamela whispered into Tracy’s ear.



“Mmmm… No fair… You know my ears are… Sensitive!” Tracy moaned as Pamela softly nibbled her earlobe.



“I didn’t say I’d be fair. Hey Brad! You wanna just watch or you gonna help me out” Pamela called back.



Tracy turned back to him. He stood up eagerly and moved over quickly. Following Pamela’s lead he moved beside her and gently kissed her neck before also nibbling and kissing her earlobe.



It was over now for Tracy, she knew she wouldn’t want them to stop. She knew there was no way she wanted this to end. The pleasure was too intense. She spread her legs wider and reached down to Pamela’s tits with one hand and Brad’s cock with the other.



“There we go. So much better to relax and just go with the flow isn’t it?” Brad asked smiling.



“Just don’t stop touching me” Tracy moaned back.



She could feel his hard cock in her hand, still wet from Pamela’s pussy and wondered how long they’d been fucking before she walked in. How long her friend had been riding the same cock that had covered her in cum just a short while ago. The idea somehow made things even hotter, something Pamela picked up on.



“Ooh getting so wet babe, what’s got you all worked up? Besides the obvious” She chuckled with a gesture to herself and Brad who were continuing to focus their attentions on her body.



“Thinking about… You both… Fucking… Before I got here…” She managed to get out between moans.



“Well you interrupted us before much could happen, though I did feel that big dick between my tits for a while” Pamela told her.



He had done just that with her a few minutes ago. She should be mad. She should feel betrayed. Even if they were barely a thing leaving her downstairs to go fuck her friend she be out of line. Yet…



Yet she found it all strangely ok as they continued to kiss and touch her. Brad’s lips went to her nipple and Pamela’s back to her sensitive neck. Tracy’s moans continued to increase alongside the speed of Pamela’s fingers.



“Fuck! You’re gonna! You’re gonna make me-!” Tracy gasped out.



“Already? Damn! I’m going to have to get some lessons on that” Brad said with a smile at Pamela.



“Hey, this ain’t my first time” She winked back.



Brad put his hands under Tracy’s arms and just as Tracy’s body began to shake Pamela dropped to her knees, slid her fingers even deeper and wrapped her lips around Tracy’s hard and needy clit.



“Fuuuuucccckkkkkk!” Tracy screamed out.



She had orgasmed before. She had even done it last night with the help of a trusty vibrator. This though, this was on another level. Her eyes rolled back into her head, she was only able to stand with Brad’s help, her pussy twitched and pulsed around Pamela’s fingers until finally.



“Oooh we have a squirter!” Pamela gasped happily as Tracy came all over Pamela’s bedroom floor.



“And we’re only just getting started ladies” Brad said with a smile.



Tracy fell to her knees beside Pamela, now totally ready for anything. Brad held his hard cock between the two women and, after sharing a brief smile, they began to kiss around his erection.



Didn’t wake up thinking I’d be doing this today…
 Tracy thought to herself as her tongue duelled Pamela’s around the head of his cock.


 



Chapter Six



Brad watched in continuing disbelief as his fantasy unravelled before his eyes.



“Damn…” He whispered quietly to himself as his two former teachers began to work themselves into a rhythm around his cock.



First Pamela would lick from the base of his cock to the tip and slowly suck the head of his cock. As she did so Tracy would kiss her way down from the tip to the base and gently suck his heavy balls into her mouth one at a time. Then they would swap with Tracy sucking the head of his cock and Pamela tonguing and sucking his balls.



“I do enjoy a nice young dick in my mouth” Tracy giggled happily.



Well after that orgasm she’s taking to the suggestions a lot more easily. Maybe some kind of positive reinforcement thing?
 He wondered.



That could be looked into later though. For now he wanted to enjoy the moment.



“Aren’t you glad I talked you into this?” Pamela said with a smile and another kiss on Brad’s cock.



“Well I
 did
 get a first taste downstairs earlier” Tracy chuckled.



Brad briefly froze. He had given Tracy the instruction to be ok with sharing. Pamela though, Pamela just felt the need to include Tracy in the threesome. Was it possible she would now feel she had betrayed her friend given he had been with Tracy ‘first’?



“Ooh naughty girl!” Pamela laughed as they continued their double team.



Bullet dodged
 Brad thought as he sat back on the bed and Pamela and Tracy crawled between his legs.



“So what do we do now? I mean, I’m assuming you’ve done this kinda thing before?” Tracy asked Pamela.



“Well depends on the guy, most would’ve blown their first load by now but I’m guessing you handled that earlier” Pamela said casually.



“Yeah true. If I had known it was preparation for this I might have drained him twice” Tracy nodded as Pamela deepthroated Brad skilfully.



Are they just… casually chatting during this?
 He wondered.



“Well he’s young so recovery won’t be a problem, plus he has fingers as a tongue so shouldn’t be any issues keeping things going” Pamela responded.



Tracy took her turn taking Brad’s cock even deeper than Pamela had, bringing an ‘ooh’ of appreciation from her friend.



“I may not have had a threesome before but I do know how to please a man” Tracy chuckled.



“Well looks like you’re doing ok, still got nothing on
 me
 though” Pamela shot back as she began to stroke his cock with a twisting motion, milking his cock as he moaned louder.



“Hey I think I can hold my own” Tracy argued as she started to squeeze Brad’s balls.



“Not saying you’re not good, just that I’m better” Pamela shrugged.



Tracy glared at her friend and pushed Pamela’s hand aside. She deepthroated his cock once again. Her tongue darted out to lick his balls and then along the underside of his shaft.



Fuck she’s good at that!
 Brad thought with a moan.



“Hey no fair! Don’t hog all that dick to yourself!” Pamela responded.



Are they, competing now? Well that’s interesting… Pretty sure that’s going to work in my favour
 He thought as they fought over his cock.



“Ladies! Ladies! Take it in turns. I’m perfectly happy to be judge here as to who is better at what” He said with a barely suppressed smile.



“Oh I bet you’re
 perfectly happy
 ” Tracy said with a smile and roll of her eyes, apparently the programming didn’t make her any less sarcastic.



Makes sense. It just opens them up to stuff they may have only slightly considered before. It can’t actually change who they are
 Brad thought, remembering the words of the devices inventor.



“I mean, you are
 amazing
 with my cock in your mouth Tracy” Brad pointed out.



“See!” Tracy smiled proudly.



“Pamela’s tits though… I mean they feel so damn good around my dick…” Brad added.



“Ha!” Pamela said smugly.



“Yes well how can anyone compete with
 these
 !” Tracy said.



As she said it she grabbed Pamela’s tits and jiggled them gently. She then planted a soft kiss on each nipple and watched them harden again quickly and shook her head. She knew she was no match there even though her own breasts outshone most other women that Brad knew.



“True. There’s a lot more ways of pleasuring a guy then mouths and breasts though. I’m curious as to who is better with their hands… their pussys…” Brad mused teasingly.



“Their asses” Pamela added with a raised eyebrow at Tracy.



Oh god… She likes anal too?
 Brad thought as his day continued to get more and more kinky.



“Well… first time for everything” Tracy said, staring right back at Pamela.



“Oh wow… Well… I think we can see where this is going. Tracy wins on oral, Pamela on tits… That leaves hands, pussy and… anal…” He pointed out.



“Fine by me” Pamela said confidently.



“Me too” Tracy said with a smile.



Did I die? Is this really happening?
 Brad wondered.



“Age before beauty” Pamela said as Brad laid back on the bed and she gestured to his cock.



“I’m barely a month older than you!” Tracy shot back in annoyance.



“Still counts. Show us what you got” Pamela smirked again.



Tracy straddled his chest and leaned down to his cock. She grasped it firmly in her hand and met Pamela’s gaze as she slowly began to stroke his cock.



“You may have fucked
 more often
 than me but I fuck
 better
 ” Tracy said competitively.



It appeared, to Brad’s unimaginable joy, that the competition was on…


 



Part 3



Chapter One



Brad could scarcely believe his plan had worked to this extent. Their eager acceptance of his suggestions continued to strengthen his believe that somewhere, deep down in some corner of their minds, they must have
 wanted
 to do something like this.



Keen not to just be a very happy passenger in all this however Brad decided to take a little bit more control of the situation.



“Lights out ladies” He said.



Pamela and Tracy stopped talking and their heads instantly dropped to their chests. Seeing them both now naked in front of him and totally in his power was making him harder than ever. Even though he had already cummed once that day he knew it wouldn’t be long before he would cum again. How was he meant to judge their ‘performances’ though if he would need to recover in between?



That was when the idea hit him.



“Tracy and Pamela, you are both
 desperate
 to win this contest. You are so eager and ready to prove you have the better sexual skills. That you are the superior little slut. You’ll do
 anything to win
 ” He told them.



“Yes Brad… Anything to win…” Tracy nodded slowly.



“Anything… Wanna win so bad…” Pamela agreed.



“Nothing else will matter. Nothing else will even enter your heads other than winning the contest. It is your only desire right now. Trying to win will make you more aroused and horny than you have ever been before” He added.



“Yes Brad” The two women agreed again.



Smiling at how easy it was becoming to have them agree with him Brad planned out a few ‘contest’ ideas in his head to take full advantage of the situation and then went to wake them.



“Lights on ladies, so would you like to know how the contest will go?” He asked them.



They blinked awake and then nodded eagerly. Their eyes flitting between his face and his hard cock as they waited.



“Well there are going to be three rounds” He said with a smile.



“Three? You’re ambitious” Tracy chuckled.



“Hey he’s young! I’m sure he will manage” Pamela said flirtatiously as she slowly stroked his cock.



“Hey no sucking up to the judge!” Tracy complained with a laugh.



“Well ‘sucking up’ is entirely the point!” Pamela pointed out.



Brad chuckled to himself. He couldn’t have put it better himself.



“Well I decided that the rounds will go like this. First round, blowjobs. Second round, fingering and licking. Third round, fucking” He told them.



“Fingering and licking? That’s more of you pleasure us though isn’t it?” Pamela asked curiously.



“I didn’t say I’d be doing it” He said.



Tracy and Pamela shared a confused look. Until a realisation slowly dawned on Tracy’s face.



“Ohhh… I get it… I guess a good slut has to be able to please men
 and
 women” She said nodding.



“But how will you judge who wins each round though?” Pamela asked.



“Well for round one and three your going to take it in turns trying to make me cum. 1 minute each then you swap. Person who is pleasuring me while I cum wins. For round two you play with each other at the same time and the first one to make the other cum wins” He said with a grin.



That way I can cum, have a break while they make each other cum, and then enjoy both of them in round three
 Brad thought, pleased with his plan.



“Well who goes first then? They have all the advantage?” Pamela asked as she hastily stopped rubbing his cock.



“Not necessarily… Having one of us ‘warm him up’ for a minute might just help the next person finish him off” Tracy pointed out.



“There’s no way he could last a minute with my lips on his dick, you’d never even get a turn!” Pamela said with a confident smirk.



“Well then, if Tracy’s OK with Pamela having the first round then I can set up a timer” Brad told them.



Then I just have to try hold on as long as I can…
 He thought.



Given how his eager cock was already twitching in anticipation and had been teased and enjoyed for quite a while now he wondered if Tracy’s plan in letting Pamela go first had been all that smart. Maybe he wouldn’t even last the first minute. Hopefully he could enjoy both of their mouths at least a little before moving onto the next round…



“Well then go right ahead” Tracy said confidently.



Pamela didn’t hesitate. Pushing Brad back so he was now laying down on the bed she straddled his waist and moved her lips right back to his cock.



He hit the 1 minute timer the second he felt her mouth on his cock and then just laid back and did his best to resist the wonderful feeling of his hot blonde teacher bobbing her head back up and down on his dick…



“Fuuuckkk…” He moaned out happily.



Pamela wasn’t wasting any time with slow teasing or build up. She was determined to
 win
 . She was barely 5 seconds into her time when he felt her tongue sliding up and down his cock as she sucked. Her hands reached for his balls only for Tracy to slap them away.



“Hey! Oral only!” She reminded her forcefully.



He could only imagine the look Pamela was giving Tracy, he was a bit pre-occupied with the great view of her ass that he was getting, but she stuck to the rules. Planting her hands on his legs she began to suck tighter around the head of his cock as she continued to take his cock deep and then withdrew her mouth all the way to the tip. She’d then suck tightly again before repeating the motion. Her lips causing his moans to continually get louder and louder.



“Oh goddd….” He gasped out as he felt the urge growing stronger and stronger.



“Just a little longer…” Tracy said pleadingly as she watched the timer continue to tick down.



Perhaps sensing he wouldn’t last another minute with Tracy’s mouth on his cock Pamela began to move her mouth up and down on his cock so quickly that her whole head seemed to become a blur. Just as it was about to become too much though…



The alarm went off.


 



Chapter Two



“Time’s up!” Tracy said happily as she pulled Pamela off Brad’s cock with a satisfied smirk.



She had been worried he wouldn’t make it. The way he was moaning combined with the admitted skill of Pamela had made her begin to regret letting her friend go first.



That was a close one
 She said as Pamela stared daggers at her.



“Fuck sake! So damn close! He’s practically cumming already!” Pamela complained with a gesture to his twitching cock.



Tracy smirked. She had needed to try very hard not to start masturbating as she watched Pamela greedily swallowing his cock. This whole ‘contest’ thing had gotten her even wetter than before. Only her determination to focus on victory had held her back. Now she would prove she had outsmarted her bustier friend.



Seeing the already defeated look in Pamela’s eyes she decided to rub things in even further by beginning with a slow lick of Brad’s cock from base to tip.



“Mmmm… I just love your cock Brad…” She sighed happily.



“I hope you choke on his dick” Pamela said pouting as she watched helplessly as Tracy cruised to her seemingly inevitable victory.



“Maybe he’d like that? Would you Brad? Would you want me to choke on this big… thick… dick…?” Tracy asked.



“Oh yesss….” Brad nodded eagerly.



With a final look at Pamela Tracy met Brad’s gaze and slowly inched his dick into her mouth. Every inch that passed through her lips she could feel his cock twitch more and more inside her mouth.



“Damnit. Come on Brad. Hold on baby. I’m gonna suck that dick dry!” Pamela begged hopelessly.



Sure, put that image in his head. That’ll help him not cum
 Tracy thought.



She took a quick glance at the timer off to the side on his phone and began to suck tighter around his cock. Taking it slowly deeper and deeper as he continued to moan.



“God… Can’t… Can’t hold it…” He moaned out.



She took another quick look and saw there were still thirty seconds remaining. He had been so worked up from everything earlier she was surprised he had even lasted this long. His admission of how close he was just encouraged her to go even deeper. With twenty five seconds to go her lips joined around the base of his cock and she saw him grip the sides of the bed hard in a last attempt to hold on as she began to bob up and down on his cock.



“Come on Brad… Just a little longer… Twenty… nineteen… eighteen… Come on… You can do this… Think about unsexy things…” Pamela tried to encourage him.



Tracy felt certain she couldn’t lose at this point. However the closer she got to victory the more aroused Tracy was becoming. She could feel her wet pussy leaking down her legs and couldn’t resist slipping two fingers into it as she sucked.



Just a little reward… for my… win…
 Tracy told herself as she began to slowly fuck herself on her fingers as Brad’s cock continued to twitch in her mouth.



“Fifteen to go! I swear to god I will give you the most epic head you’ve ever had if you could just hold on!” Pamela begged.



Seeing her friend so desperate to win only turned Tracy on more. Soon her own moans were vibrating Brad’s cock. She was wondering how the hell he was still holding on when she was getting close to cumming herself.



Oh crap! I think… I have to stop… Fucking myself… Or… Or… Or I’m gonna… Oh shit!
 Tracy thought as she realized too late the problem she had caused herself.



With just five seconds on the timer and with Brad beginning to thrust his hips up a little into her mouth as he began to give in… Tracy came.



“Fuuuuckkkk!” She cried out.



Her pussy exploded onto the floor beneath her. Her juices flooding her fingers. The arousal from their contest making her unable to stop.



Fuck! How did I get so fucking wet and horny!?
 Tracy thought in frustration as her attempts to keep sucking tightly around his cock were thwarted by her own loud moans.



“Looks like someone can’t multitask” Pamela said smugly as the timer ticked down and then finally buzzed…



“No!” Tracy gasped out in frustration as Pamela yanked her head off Brad’s cock and reset the timer.



It was then she noticed that Pamela too had one hand between her legs and the other on her breast, slowly teasing and pinching her own nipple. Unlike Tracy though, such self-pleasure wasn’t going to take victory away from her at the last moment.



With a wink up at Brad Pamela kept her promise. She wrapped her lips tightly around his dick and begun to suck him tightly, deeply and quickly.



“God damnit…” Tracy groaned unhappily as just moments later she saw the telltale signs of Brad’s orgasm.



“Mmmmm….” Pamela moaned around his cock as she felt his cum hit the back of her throat.



“Damnit…” Tracy cursed again.



She could do nothing about it though. Pamela had won fair and square. Apparently though she too had become a little
 overwhelmed
 by the contest.



“I’m cumming baby!” She gasped out as she continued to suck the tip of his cock.



Tracy watched with interest as she saw the way Pamela kneaded her breast and rubbed her clit side-to-side between her fingers. Watching
 precisely
 how her friend drove herself over the edge under her own steam.



She may have won the first battle… I will win the war still though
 Tracy thought as she began to make plans on how to win the second round…


 



Chapter Three



Pamela moaned in satisfaction. More so from her victory than her own orgasm, as nice as that certainly was. Winning was always sweet and winning against her best friend and fellow teacher was just a bonus.



“Well then. While I recover, let’s get to round two” Brad said excitedly.



“So mutual playing and first to cum loses?” Pamela asked, just to be sure.



“Yep. Plus no trying to close your legs or anything. You have to let them do what they want to you” Brad warned.



Well there goes my plan to clamp my legs around her hand so she couldn’t touch me
 Pamela thought.



“Sounds fair” Tracy said confidently.



“You sound pretty happy with yourself, considering you just
 lost
 ” Pamela said with a giggle.



“Oh I have ideas” Tracy said dismissively.



“Well my
 ideas
 are on how to make this a 3-0 shutout! No-one can outperform ‘Professor Bimbo’ sexually” Pamela giggled.



She decided to be the one to lay down on the bed, easier to focus on Tracy’s pussy that way. Her nipples had hardened instantly the moment they felt the air on them and had remained that way all the way through the contest. As Tracy straddled her face she tried to make sure Tracy’s body didn’t grind against them too much when she lowered her own face to Pamela’s pussy.



Only Tracy didn’t do that. Instead she sat right up on Pamela’s face and nodded to Brad to start the timer.



Oh wow, she really doesn’t know what she’s doing with a girl…
 Pamela thought as she spread her legs, after all she intended to win this fairly.



“I know you’ve been with a lot of girls. You probably think this will be an easy win…” Tracy mused as she slowly reached down and caressed Pamela’s tits.



Well duh…
 Pamela thought, wasting no time in pressing her tongue to Tracy’s clit.



“Only you tell me a lot about your sex life… Every… Little… Secret” Tracy said with a little giggle.



As Pamela wondered what she could possibly mean she felt it. Suddenly and without warning. Tracy’s small nimble hands went from gently caressing Pamela’s tits to a firm pinch of Pamela’s nipples. Already hard from her arousal and exposure to the breeze from the window nearby they were ultra-sensitive to the unexpected pleasure.



“fffuffkkkk!” Pamela gasped out, her muffled cry briefly halting her licking of Tracy’s pussy.



“Oooh! Now this is interesting!” Brad’s voice chuckled from nearby.



Shit… I told her about that time with Toby after class at college… When he… When he… Fuck!
 Pamela thought as her friend began to play
 rough
 with her tits.



“Toby… Mike… Daniel… I remember every time you giving me the play-by-play, even when I didn’t ask for it. Unfortunately for you that means I know how much these big sexy titties love to be treated
 rough
 !” Tracy chuckled.



As she said it she pinched her nipples and twisted them both a little. Pamela had to fight the urge to either beg for more or push her away. Neither was going to
 help her win here. Instead she tried to continue licking away at Tracy’s pussy in spite of her own moans making that ever more difficult.



“That’s right girl, get me nice and wet for round three while I enjoy you” Tracy chuckled.



Pamela was growing annoyed at her level of confidence. It was just like the last round when she had seemed so certain of victory only to be distracted at the last moment. This time Pamela fully intended to repeat the victory only it seemed to be getting more and more out of reach as Tracy became rougher and more forceful in her play.



“Fuuuukkkk!” Pamela squealed out from under Tracy as her friend pinched her nipples harder.



“Oh you’ll get your fuck but you won’t be winning this round. Just relax. You might as well enjoy it” Tracy said teasingly.



She adjusted on Pamela’s face for a moment and Pamela briefly hoped she might be changing tactic. When she felt two of Tracy’s fingers slowly rubbing side to side on her clit though as well as her other hand continuing to squeeze one of her breasts she knew this wasn’t going as planned.



She was watching when I came last round! Fuck! She watched how I did it!
 Pamela thought.



She hurriedly slipped two fingers into Tracy’s pussy and began to rub them up and down inside her. She could feel how wet Tracy was and how easily her fingers slipped inside. Even she knew that it was nothing on how
 soaked
 her own pussy was. A fact Tracy quickly became aware of.



“Such a wet little slut!” Tracy giggled.



Pamela wanted to argue but with her fingers in Tracy’s pussy and tongue on her clit she couldn’t speak. She could feel her desire building and building. She felt the urge to start jerking her hips up and down as Tracy teased her tits and rubbed her clit and had to resist. She didn’t want Tracy to know how close she was getting.



“Brad’s so nice and hard already! So eager to join us. I wonder if it would be breaking the rules to have him slip that big dick into your nice wet pussy…” Tracy said teasingly.



Fuck… Fuck Brad… Need his cock… Need to be good slut…
 Pamela thought obediently.



She knew she was normally happy to play the submissive role sexually but the idea of Brad just holding her down and using her for his pleasure was such a turn on. It was like something else had awakened in her that day. Whether it was the contest or not she wasn’t even sure.



What she did know for sure though was that when she turned her gaze to the side and saw Brad slowly stroking his thick powerful cock she wasn’t convinced she could hold out much longer in this second round…


 



Chapter Four



Tracy was enjoying this sudden dominant feeling over her friend. Pamela’s tongue, even distracted, felt good on her pussy but what felt better was knowing how much pleasure her house-mate was in. How good she must be feeling having her tits roughly teased and enjoyed. She slipped two fingers briefly into her helpless friends pussy as she slowly grinded against her face just to prove a point.



“Not long now babe!” Tracy giggled happily.



She could tell Brad was enjoying the show too. His cock hard and firm for at least the third time that day, so far at least. He was obviously keen to enjoy the show based on his long slow strokes of his cock. When his eyes met Tracy’s it just drove her on more. She wanted to put on a show for him. Make him horny. Make him eager for their bodies. Have him picturing what it would feel like to be inside them…



“I know you’ve had that dick inside you already slut! You should know it’s polite to
 share
 ” Tracy teased.



Pamela showed impressive determination with how she continued to lick and finger Tracy. She had to admit it felt damn good too. Both Pamela’s attention and the thought of having Brad’s cock afterwards certainly had Tracy wet and eager to cum. Victory was what mattered more however and this time she wasn’t going to make the same mistakes as last round. She may be wet and horny but she was still in control, in contrast to her busty friend who was now writhing in pleasurable agony beneath her.



“There’d still be round three if you cum… You could still win the tie breaker… Would it really be so bad to let go… To give in… To
 cum for me?
 ” Tracy asked.



With a sound of either frustration, defeat or just a muffled moan, Pamela finally surrendered to what had become inevitable.



“This isn’t over! Fuuuuck! Yes! Rub me faster! Pinch my tit harder! Yes! Yes! I’m cumming!!!” Pamela cried out as she gave up on her own attempts to pleasure Tracy.



The moment of defeat became obvious when Pamela came on the bed. Her pussy flooding with wetness as she exploded in ecstasy. Tracy too felt her need increasing and was pleasantly surprised when Pamela’s tongue went right back to licking her pussy as her moans subsided.



“Well round two to Tracy then” Brad said with a smile.



“Just… Just a sec… Fuck… Keep going baby… Keep going…” Tracy said.



She was no longer teasing Pamela but encouraging her. She
 did
 have a very talented tongue after all and as Pamela’s fingers went back into her pussy Tracy knew it wouldn’t take long for her to join her in another orgasm.



She ceased her own enjoyment of Pamela’s body to focus completely on her own pleasure. Her own need. She felt an unexpected urge to ride her way to orgasm on top of her friends face. Even though it had no part in the contest she wanted it all the same.



“That’s a good girl. Put that tongue to work. Eat my pussy slut!” Tracy moaned.



Pamela seemed just as keen to continue as Tracy did and Brad certainly wasn’t going to interrupt the display in front of him. Instead he moved closer to them and gave Tracy an approving smile as she embraced this sudden burst of dominant behaviour.



“That’s right Pamela, get her nice and ready for my cock” Brad told her happily.



“You heard him babe! Eat my cunt! Get me wet and ready to take Brad’s big hard cock! I need it so bad and I need you to get my pussy soaking for him!” Tracy added.



Pamela grabbed hold of Tracy’s ass and began to speed up Tracy’s grinding even more. Helping Tracy ride her face with her lips and tongue locked tight around her clit and her fingers grinding relentlessly over just the right spot inside her.



Tracy could feel it building again. That wonderful feeling that felt so much more intense than it ever had before that day. She was about to cum when Brad spoke again.



“Beg. Beg for my permission” He told her firmly.



She looked at him with pleading eyes. Her breathing already becoming ragged and her pussy starting to twitch.



“Please… Please Brad… Please… I need to cum… Please let me cum…” She begged.



“Not good enough” He said with a cruel smirk.



“Please! Please! I’m so fucking wet and horny! I need it!” She added desperately.



“Hmmmm…” He said as he teasingly considered her request.



“Please Sir! Please!” She cried out, already feeling herself cresting the wave of her pleasure.



His eyes lit up at the ‘Sir’ comment and he nodded.



“Cum for me” He ordered.



Tracy’s eyes rolled back up into her head. She gasped and moaned as her pussy clenched around Pamela’s fingers and a sudden rush of wetness erupted from within her as she rode out the waves of pleasure that overwhelmed her.



She couldn’t think, she couldn’t do anything other than slowly grind her way through her orgasm. Overpowered by the pure pleasure she felt until finally she collapsed next to Pamela with a big smile on her face.



“Told you I was good” Pamela giggled as she moved beside Tracy and faced her friend with an equally wide smile.



Tracy didn’t respond with words. Instead she pulled Pamela in for a kiss, tasting herself on Pamela’s tongue just making her feel even more aroused than she had been before. The feeling of having so thoroughly dominated her friend and yet then submitting to Brad by needing his permission to cum had been so intense that she was certain it wouldn’t be the last orgasm of the night for her.



Something Brad was keen to prove as he laid back between the gorgeous women on the bed and put his arms around them.



“So ladies, who’s going first?” He asked with a gesture to his rock hard cock.



Tracy and Pamela looked at each other and the sense of competition quickly returned. Their momentary truce well and truly over now.



“Me!” They said simultaneously as Brad prepared the timer for the final round…


 



Chapter Five



Pamela had been a little surprised by Tracy taking charge the way she had last round. She certainly hadn’t been complaining though, seeing her friends dominant side had been both interesting and also very arousing. Being teased so well and then just
 used
 like some kind of living sex toy to reach orgasm had been a lot of fun. The time for fun was over though, well… There would still be fun, but the stakes were serious.



“Out of curiosity, what does the winner get?” Pamela asked with interest.



Brad pondered the question, clearly he hadn’t thought of what ‘prize’ there would be.



“Well what would you want?” He asked.



I want more of this… I want more of the three of us together… I want to please Brad…
 Pamela thought.



Seeing Tracy’s expression she knew she was thinking the same thing. Why her next thought popped into her head she wasn’t sure but she knew Tracy wouldn’t argue.



“If I win, you stay here with me in my room tonight. So I can spend all night enjoying you and you can enjoy me” Pamela offered.



“Same here. If
 I
 win then you’re in my bed tonight” Tracy nodded.



She knew Brad would be winning either way with that as the prize and she wasn’t surprised as he readily agreed.



Brad’s pleasure is important… I’m glad he will be enjoying at least one of tonight and can have that wonderful cock pleased again
 Pamela thought.



It seemed like her submission was only getting deeper by the moment. She had no idea that every time she orgasmed her brainwashing had gotten more intense. That her desire for him was growing each time. Brad himself was only vaguely aware of it himself. Exploring the extent of his power over them would come later, tonight he was just enjoying what he already had been able to achieve.



“You can go first” Pamela suddenly offered.



“You think he’s already cummed twice so can probably last a minute at least?” Tracy noted.



“Do you not think you’re that good a fuck that you can make a young guy cum quick?” Pamela challenged.



“I see your plan… Fine. I’ll go first, then when you
 fail
 to make him cum on your turn I can finish things off and have him in
 my
 bed tonight” Tracy smirked.



Wasting no time Tracy mounted his cock easily, Pamela took some credit for that in having gotten her so wet. Pamela moved beside Brad and began to watch as she slowly played with her own tits, reasoning that the wetter she was when she had Brad’s cock inside her the better her chances would be of making him cum.



“Mmmm… Damm I love your dick. You have such a nice big dick Brad” Tracy purred happily as she began to rock back and forth against his cock.



“Ohhh god… You’re so damn wet… You feel so good… Such a good slut for me” Brad moaned.



Tracy knew he was unlikely to cum again so soon so she just enjoyed herself. Enjoyed the feeling of his big cock sliding inside her. The look of pleasure in his eyes that seemed to drive her as much as her own pleasure.



She watched Pamela kneel up beside her and the two friends kissed again. Whether this was some plan to make him even more aroused before her own turn or not Tracy enjoyed it all the same. The idea of sharing Brad with Pamela had been such an alien concept when she had first walked in on them together. Now though, now it seemed totally natural.



Pamela is my best friend… It’s normal to share with her… Both of us pleasuring Brad together is so hot…
 She thought as she grinded against his cock.



“That’s it. Get that cock wet and ready for my tight little pussy” Pamela purred happily into Tracy’s ear as she reached up and squeezed her friends tits.



“Oh yes… Then
 you
 can get him nice and worked up for
 my
 next round” Tracy smirked.



Brad’s hands joined Pamela’s on Tracy’s tits and Tracy was once again enjoying the doubled pleasure of both of their attention being on her. When the timer rang out it had felt far too soon but she reluctantly climbed off Brad’s cock all the same.



“Thanks for- ooh! Getting him wet ready!” Pamela gasped out as she slipped his cock inside her.



Unlike Tracy who had preferred to grind over his cock Pamela began to bounce up and down. Her tits hypnotically rising and falling as she moved up and down on his cock.



She does look good riding that cock…
 Tracy thought as she slipped two fingers back into her pussy to replace the feeling of Brad’s cock inside her, even if it didn’t hit the spot in the same way.



“Such a bouncy little bimbo” Tracy giggled as Pamela began to pick up the pace.



“You know it!” Pamela giggled back.



She glanced at the time and saw Pamela still had half of her minute left. Brad certainly seemed to be enjoying himself but once again he didn’t seem close to cumming yet so Tracy saw no harm in enhancing his experience a little.



She leaned over and began to softly kiss his neck and caress his chest. Whispering into his ear about how they were both so determined to please him. So eager to feel his cum fill them up. So happy to be able to enjoy his big dick.



“You’re really coming along nicely. Such a good pair of sluts” Brad moaned.



Tracy didn’t know what he meant by ‘coming along nicely’ but smiled at the slut compliment. A word that would have offended her just a few hours ago now felt like the nicest thing he could say to her.



“Your sluts Brad… All for you…” She told him.



She meant it too and as the timer went off and Pamela climbed off she went for her next plan…


 



Chapter Six



Brad had been living his dream for quite a while now and was glad he was lasting longer in the third round. He intended to keep this round going as long as possible. After all he had nowhere to be and the more pleasure he could help them feel the more complete their conditioning would become.



As Pamela climbed off she shared another kiss with Tracy before settling in next to Brad, taking her place in kissing his neck and massaging his chest and shoulders.



It seemed Tracy had another idea however and instead of quickly climbing back onto his cock she lowered herself off the bed and bent over it. Her ass wiggling enticingly as she looked back up at them on the bed with a teasing smile.



“Do you need an invitation?” She asked him.



“Certainly not” He chuckled.



Climbing off the bed he watched as Pamela moved in to kiss Tracy just as he lined up his cock with her tight pussy and slid inside.



“Mmmmm!” Tracy moaned happily into Pamela’s mouth as Brad’s cock entered her again with ease.



“Oh yes… Yes I’m liking this!” Brad said eagerly.



Now that he was in control of the pace he decided to really show her what he could do. So far this had been all about pleasing him and he had greatly enjoyed that focus. He also wanted to demonstrate that he could pleasure them just as much in return though so he pulled his cock slowly back out of her pussy, then slammed back deep and hard.



“Oh shit! Yes! Do that again!” Tracy moaned.



“Ooh yeah! Fuck her rough!” Pamela giggled.



Brad did as requested. Each time he would slowly withdraw only to slam back inside of Tracy’s increasingly wet pussy. The rougher he was the more she moaned. The deeper he went the more she would gasp and thrust her hips back to meet him.



“Please Brad! Faster! Fuck me faster Sir!” Tracy gasped after another deep thrust.



Again with the Sir. It’s like every thrust takes her deeper into my control…
 Brad noted with pleasure.



Eager to oblige Brad picked up the pace. The strength of his thrusts and the way she clenched her pussy around his cock each time slowly began to build the pressure in his cock once again. As his moans became louder Pamela shuffled off the bed and bent over it right next to Tracy. Her own ass now fully on display for him as the timer ticked down.



“Damn…. Can I get an extra thirty seconds?” Tracy asked disappointedly as he withdrew his cock and moved behind Pamela.



“No deal slut. Go ahead babe. Slide that cock nice and deep for me. I wanna feel every inch!” Pamela said encouragingly as she reached behind and pulled her asscheeks apart ready for him.



“Rules are rules” Brad shrugged.



He plunged deep inside Pamela. Thoughts of going slowly had long disappeared. Instead he spanked her ass with one hand while gripping her hip firmly to help guide his thrusts.



“Ooh yes! Spank my ass! I’ve been such a naughty slut!” Pamela moaned.



Tracy sat back up and spanked Pamela’s ass with every thrust of Brad’s cock. Not something he had expected but Tracy seemed to be easily slipping into a slightly more dominant role out of the two of them. Something he hadn’t anticipated but was enjoying the effects of.



“You just
 love
 that big cock slamming into you don’t you?” Tracy asked teasingly.



“Oh fuck yes! Need more! Harder! Deeper! Faster!” Pamela moaned.



She reached between her legs and began to rub her clit as Brad continued to thrust. He could feel her getting wetter and wetter as he continued his thrusts. Tracy reached beneath her and began to squeeze and massage Pamela’s sensitive tits as the time continued to tick down.



“Ten seconds… Think you can have your little cum by then?” Brad asked with a chuckle as he felt her orgasm approaching.



“Fuck! Yes! Just a little… More… Almost… Almost…” Pamela gasped.



With just five seconds left it happened. She gripped the side of the bed and cried out in pleasure as her orgasm hit, even more powerful than the last ones thanks to the triple pleasure from Brad’s cock, her own fingers on her clit and Tracy’s teasing of her tits.



“That’s a good girl!” Tracy purred as the timer went off and Brad’s cock was still hard for her.



Wasting no time Brad grabbed Tracy’s hips forcefully and entered her once more. He could feel the strength of his own orgasm building. The way Pamela’s pussy had tightened around his cock and soaked it with her juices when she came had already taken him near the edge. All that was left now was to actually cum.



“Yes! Yes Sir! Please cum in me! Fill me with your cum!” Tracy begged, knowing how close he was.



“Pamela, let’s return the favour with Tracy here” Brad ordered.



Knowing his meaning Pamela slipped underneath Tracy and put her mouth to her friends clit once again. Already knowing how close Tracy would be she wasted no time in sucking and licking at her clit while Brad continued to thrust harder and faster inside her.



“Fuck! Yes! Keep going! Oh god you feel so good! Keep licking! Fucking! Fuck!” Tracy gasped out.



“Almost there…” Brad grunted.



“Fill me with cum Sir! Please fill me!” Tracy pleaded.



With a final thrust they came together. Brad’s cock squirting thick ropes of cum deep inside Tracy just as her own pleasure became overwhelming. He could feel her clench around his cock, milking every last drop before she finally fell further forward onto the bed. Still moaning but looking incredibly satisfied.



After allowing a minute for them to recover a pouting Pamela shared her disappointment.



“Well… Guess you’re in Tracy’s bed tonight” She sighed unhappily with a longing look towards his cock.



“Very true… Though I never said it would be
 just
 me in her bed with her now did I?” He chuckled as Tracy sat back up and composed herself.



“Yeah I really didn’t think you’d limit yourself to just one of us. I mean I’m still going to brag endlessly about winning but still” Tracy laughed.



“Well I want a rematch!” Pamela declared.



“Fine by me!” Tracy glared back competitively.



Brad’s last thought before they headed off to Tracy’s room together was of how glad he was they had a whole summer to have as many rematches as his two favourite teachers could possibly want.



He also had a whole summer to continue testing the boundaries of the device and two women who seemed very willing to fulfil his every fantasy.



Life for Brad had never been better and when he finally fell asleep that night after hours more of playing and fucking he would remember it as the start of the best time of his life


 



 
 brainwashing the MILF next door



Part 1



Chapter One



Steven Sims woke up that morning after yet another restless night. The 22 year old IT graduate had started working for a new software company recently and he thought that the ability to have full time remote working would have made his work-life balance easier.



Sadly in reality it meant mad rushes to beat deadlines followed by long periods of downtime that had him going out of his mind with boredom.



Having just met his latest deadline the night before he headed straight down to breakfast instead of going straight to his computer or laptop. It was a nice change of pace but Steven always felt best when he was busily working on a project. The downtime did not suit his character. Luckily for him he always had a wonderful distraction in the shape of his nextdoor neighbour.



Abigail Jensen was an older woman that Steven had been fantasising about for years. Ever since he had bought his mothers house as she wanted to downsize he had been stealing glances across at his busty blonde neighbour. With her daughter away at college Abigail had rented out her room to a friend of hers and now worked part-time as a financial advisor. Which meant Steven often got to see plenty of her.



Washing her car, doing her gardening and the occasional days when she would do her yoga outside. The sight of her stretching and breathing deeply always causing Steven’s cock to begin to stir and rise quickly to its full length.



He had thought for a long time how to make a move on her. Invite her for dinner? Share a drink? Maybe see a movie? Unfortunately for him despite him being an un-stereotypically muscular IT grad who was comfortably taller than her she still saw the same horny teenager she had grown up next to.



Even with his new job, owning his own house and ‘adulting’ much better than most others his age he could never seem to convince her of his maturity. Whenever he tried she would just smile that lovely smile of hers and then recount some story of him being a misbehaving teen.



So when he saw her approaching his front door that morning he hastily dressed but didn’t put too much hope in the visit. As a well-known ‘computer guy’ he often had visits from people on their street to fix their phones or Wifi. As much as he might be hoping for the visit to be her confessing her lust for him, he was realistic. At least he tried to be.



“Morning Steve! Sorry if I’m interrupting your work?” Abigail said brightly as she looked over at his desk in the corner.



“Oh it’s fine Miss Jensen. Not much on today now that the last project has been sent out” He admitted.



“Well if you don’t mind I’m having a little trouble with my phone again. I know you keep telling me to just get a new one but I really don’t want the hassle…” She explained.



Steven rolled his eyes inwardly. She had a 5 year old Samsung that still worked, mostly, but was understandably slow and insecure after the updates stopped coming. He was good with tech but there’s only so much you can do with a phone that old to keep it going. He almost considered just buying her a new one
 for her birthday. She’d probably just tell him off for spending his money instead of investing it though.



“Well I can take a look but I’ve said before there’s not a whole lot I can do” He shrugged.



“Would you please? So sorry to be a bother but Monica keeps sending me messages that don’t come through. She’s starting to get a little annoyed!” Abigail laughed.



Monica was her roommate. Also with a kid at college she didn’t want to live as an empty-nester and so after her divorce she joined fellow divorcee Abigail to save money on housing and for some company. He knew they had been friends for years, not that it stopped his mind racing with ideas of what might happen behind close doors.



Whereas Abigail was a tall busty blonde Monica was shorter, dark-skinned and with short curly hair. Still incredibly sexy but he rarely saw her as she seemed to be out of the house 90% of the time. Abigail had once mentioned Monica ‘dated’ a lot and Steven had barely ever spoken to her. So she didn’t much feature in his fantasies.



“Well I’m always happy to help Miss Jensen” Steven smiled.



He had been toying with an idea for a long time and with the opportunity now presented to him he was becoming more and more tempted by it. He was almost certain it wouldn’t work. It was far too crazy an idea to actually work but if there was even a 1% chance it would he was becoming more and more unable to resist trying.



“How long do you need it for?” She asked as she reluctantly handed off her phone to him and he went straight to his computer.



“Oh just a few minutes, maybe half an hour if its slow to update” Steven told her as he plugged in the phone to his computer.



“OK well I’ll be back soon then? It’s just I have a meeting with a client at the house shortly” She said apologetically.



“No problem. I can bring it over when done” Steven smiled.



“You’re a lifesaver! Just remember don’t be going through my messages!” She laughed before smiling again and rushing back home to prepare.



Steven didn’t know what she was so worried about. She didn’t seem to want to date anyone, not even online and half her messages were just requests from Monica for her to cancel some plan they’ve made because she ‘met someone’. Steven only knew that because he had of course gone through them the first chance he got. His curiosity far too strong to hold back.



He got to work on the general update and was about to go drop it off when he remembered the idea he had been working on. The grand plan…


 



Chapter Two



As Steven tried his best to clear out the junk from his neighbours phone he was also loading something else onto her phone. Not a virus, or a keylogger or any other spyware that his younger self may have been tempted by. This could be something far more interesting.



His other interest other than tech was behavioural psychology. As part of that interest he had come into contact with someone who claimed he could change human behaviour with a simple programme that ran in a phone’s background. Not just ‘spend more time exercising’ either, actual big changes.



Having spent many hours of his downtime going through the app Steven had made some edits of his own and had decided to give it a test. The idea that with a simple programme buried deep in Abigail’s phone he could implant suggestions and changes in her behaviour was too good to miss. Even if it was a billion to one chance.



The idea seemed simple enough. Whenever she was on her phone or listening to music, something he knew she did frequently based on her app use stats, it would slowly set to work quietly without her noticing. Words and phrases that only her subconscious would pick up would be bombarding her until her mind began to accept the words as its own thoughts. Even when not on the phone she would still be slowly influenced.



The guy who made it claimed he got his girlfriend to do all sorts of things with it but his ideas seemed limited to ‘having her love doing the dishes’ or ‘wanting to play games with me’. Steven had far better plans. First though he had to be sure it worked and he was definitely doubtful. The amount of so-called ‘mind control’ software on the internet was as ridiculous as some of the stories out there. The
 numerous men who claimed to have harem’s of slutty brainwashed girls and yet had no evidence to prove it had astonished him.



He soon had the programme loaded and with his computer he set a very simple instruction. He wanted Abigail to put on her bikini and visit him. Nothing more. No huge lifechanging alterations. Just visit him while wearing the bikini she wore to sunbathe.



He knew she was too modest publicly to ever do such a thing and so if she did it proved it worked. If not… Well he could always go back to fantasising about her from afar.



If it did work he could slowly ramp it up. Have her start to change her opinion of him. From shy young man she had known as a teenager to dominant, tall and strong. A
 man
 that she would love to please and spend her days with.



“Ah damnit” Steven sighed as he noticed his cock growing hard again at the idea.



Unplugging her phone he did a little more basic maintenance and then waited for her client to leave, and his erection to subside, and headed over.



“Thank you so much Steve! This should keep it going a little longer. Guess I will have to keep looking for a new one” Abigail smiled as she opened it straight up and started going through her messages.



“Well if you do upgrade let me know and I can get it all set up for you” Steven smiled back.



That would at least mean if this programme
 did
 work he could ensure it was kept on her phone. Not that he was expecting a miracle however.



“Well I’ve only got a couple more meetings today then got some garden work to do. So I won’t be bothering you again” She reassured him.



“Oh it’s never a bother Miss Jensen. Always very happy to see you” He told her.



She gave him a look and seemed to be hiding a chuckle. He sometimes wondered if his crush was more obvious than he thought. She sometimes seemed to imply she was fully aware of his feelings. She had done absolutely nothing to encourage them of course.



“Might have a date tonight though. Another Monica set up” She sighed.



Steven took his turn to suppress a chuckle. Monica seemed just as determined to find a man for Abigail as she did for herself. He had once overheard an argument between the two which ended with Monica claiming Abigail would ‘calm down’ once she’d had a ‘good hard fuck’. If things went to plan Steven would more than happily fill that role.



“Well you never know. Could be the man of your dreams” Steven joked.



“Nightmares more like. Last guy she set me up with stared at my chest for half the dinner then asked if I wanted to go back to his Mercedez. Not even his place, literally his car outside” Abigail pointed out.



“Classy” Steven joked.



“Right? Seems the only decent men my age are all married” She said.



“Maybe you should go younger?” He asked, almost hopefully.



“Haha yes! Cougar time!” She joked.



“Just an idea” He shrugged, acting as casual as he could.



“Not sure younger guys are my best choice. I remember men at your age. They aren’t all perfect gentlemen like you Steve” She told him.



Oh I’m far from a gentlemen
 Steven thought as he thought back to the new programme running on her phone.



“Well try and enjoy, least he might pay for the food?” He offered helpfully.



“I guess. Well see you around” She told him before closing the door and headed back inside.



He could already hear her singing along to the music playing on her headphones and smiled to himself as he headed back next door. He knew it would take a while to start having an effect but the idea of her showing up in a bikini was enough to have his cock hard once again.



If this works I’m buying that guy a pizza or something…
 Steven thought as he went back to his computer to find something to entertain himself with for the rest of the day.


 



Chapter Three



For the rest of that day nothing happened. He watched her leave for her date and then return an hour later looking disappointed as Monica tried to argue the guys behalf. Apparently the bank manager she had been set up with wasn’t exactly her type.



Next day was the same. She did some more work outside in her garden on the laptop and he saw her and Monica go shopping and that was it.



Becoming convinced that the guy online was yet another bad liar and fantasist he put the idea out of his mind and busied himself in a different personal project. Updating his home security systems software.



He played around with it for an hour when something odd seemed to start happening. He would get motion alerts on the front camera but by the time he checked on it there was no-one there. This happened two or three times during the update until he was finally concerned enough to open up the feed and just keep watching.



What he saw both shocked and amazed him.



There was Abigail. Wearing her bikini just as he had programmed. She seemed to be confused about what she was doing however. She would leave her side gate and then rush back inside a moment later. Then walk slowly out as if in a daydream before going back again.



He watched in astonishment as her big breasts bounced everytime as she ran back then headed over to his place again. He could see the look of confusion on her face as she felt the urge to see him but couldn’t think why.



He watched her go back and forth for several more minutes until finally she headed over to his door and knocked.



Closing his feed quickly he tried to hide his evident joy as he opened the door.



“Oh hi Miss Jensen, how can I help?” He asked, trying very hard to ignore the fact she was in her bikini.



“Well Steve… Er…. I think I came to borrow something? Or return something… I honestly don’t remember! Blonde moment I guess…” She said with a half-laugh as she crossed her arms across her chest in a vain attempt to cover her chest.



“Well always happy to see you…” He said.



He couldn’t help his eyes drifting slowly downwards to her thin red bikini that did little to cover her impressive double D’s.



“Sunbathing. I mean might as well take advantage of the weather” She explained swiftly.



“Oh of course! Such a nice day and all” He said lamely, cursing his lack of a better reply.



“Well anyway got to get back so bye” She said as she then swiftly rushed back to her place.



He closed the door and took a moment to process what had just happened. His neighbour, the hottest woman he knew, the MILF he had dreamt about for years, had just arrived at his place wearing nothing but her bikini top and bottoms. Best of all she did it because
 he had told her to
 through the programme!



He rushed right back to his computer and opened the Master copy of the programme. He could see new readouts detailing some information he struggled to fully understand. What was clear though was the programme seemed to actually work. She was actually following along, albeit reluctantly and with a lot of confusion.



Ok… Don’t get too excited… Take it slow… It might not work if I just have her want to rush over here to fuck me…
 Steven thought to himself as he hands hovered over the keys for the next instruction.



Deciding to do another test before he went into the ‘behaviour’ section to start changing how she felt about him he typed out the next test.



I want to ask Steven his opinion on my outfit from my last date. I am very interest in Steve’s opinions.
 He typed out.



The programme did its thing and he began wondering how fast it would begin working. Would it be another day before she showed up?



He went back to his work and when he spotted Abigail on the camera feed again later that day, this time wearing the very same outfit from her date, he smiled.



“Well hello again Miss Jensen” Steven smiled as he saw her standing on his doorstep.



“Hi Steve, sorry to bother you again” She apologised.



“No need to worry, as I said I’m always happy to see you” He reassured her.



Especially now that you’re doing what I want you to do…
 He added internally.



“Well I just wanted your opinion on something if you don’t mind?” She asked.



“Sure” He nodded.



“What do you think of this dress? I’m not sure it was the right ‘first date’ outfit” She asked.



He looked slowly up and down and gestured for her to twirl on the spot for him which was met by a raised eyebrow. Smiling he gave her his thoughts.



“Well it looks great to me. Hard to see why a guy wouldn’t be interested in you wearing that” He admitted honestly.



“Well thank you! Monica seemed to want me to dress like a 21 year old out clubbing!” She laughed.



“Ah so that’s what you argued about” He said.



“You heard that?” She asked.



“Kind of. You guys were kind of loud” He nodded.



“Well I can at least tell her that
 you
 liked it” She smiled.



“Well I like most things you wear to be fair” He said, thinking back to her bikini.



“I’m sure you do…” She said with another ‘behave yourself’ look.



“Well anything else I can do for you?” He asked curiously.



“No I think that’s it. Though that’s what I said last time!” She laughed.



“Well you can always come by any time” He told her.



They said goodbye and he raced back to the programme still running on his computer and began to type. Now that he was sure it was having the expected effect he was determined to start living out some of those fantasies he kept buried for so very long…


 



Chapter Four



Steven woke up the next morning and began to eagerly await Abigail’s visit. Now that he knew things appeared to be working he had gone more directly to what he wanted with the programme.



I find Steven very attractive. I like making Steven happy. I like spending time with Steven. I like dressing sexy for Steven. Steven makes me horny…



The words had been input the day before and Steven wondered how exactly she’d proceed. Would she ask him out? Make excuses to visit him? Dress up nicely for him and open up some wine?



What he hadn’t expected was… Nothing. He spent all morning waiting for her and didn’t see her at all. She stayed shut up in her house when normally she’d be out in her garden.



He wondered if he had gone too far. Had the programme tried to change too much at once? Had it stopped working and actually turned her against him? Had it been discovered and she was that very moment calling the cops on her pervy neighbour?



Determined to know more he headed over to hers and grabbed his lawn mower on the way. He had always enjoyed mowing her lawn when younger and knew she didn’t keep it as neat as he used to. Offering to help out would be a good way of judging the effects of the latest changes and instructions.



“Oh hi Steve! Sorry kinda hectic today!” She said after leaving him waiting for a long time after he knocked.



“Oh no problem. Just wondered if you needed some help with the lawn out back?” He asked with a gesture to his mower.



“Oh that’s very sweet! But… Umm… I think it’s ok at the moment” She said as she quickly went to close the door.



He put his foot in the way and looked at her curiously. She seemed almost nervous to be seeing him.



“Well I just wanted to offer to help you out” He offered again.



“Well… I guess that’s OK… I’m just very busy so won’t be out there like I usually am” She told him.



Reassuring her that was fine he headed round back and set to work.



In his teenage years he used to find any excuse to go over to her place and making money mowing lawns had been his favorite. She used to come bring him a drink and a big hug whenever he’d finished his job. The feeling of her large breasts pressed against his chest was well worth the hour of work it took to get her big back yard all sorted.



This time though she had said her thanks and rushed back inside. His concern beginning to rise as he worked on her garden.



Had the programme overloaded or something? It was meant to make her find him sexy and want to spend time with him. Now it seemed she was barely able to talk to him before rushing back inside. He was starting to think he should just finish up quickly and head home when he turned and saw her with a vacant smile on her face and a glass of juice in her hand.



“Just wanted to say thank you… Sorry for being so weird… No idea why that happened” She told him as she offered the glass.



“Oh no problem. You were busy its fine” He smiled.



“No it’s not fine… I was very rude… I do enjoy seeing you after all so I shouldn’t have just rushed back inside” She told him.



Holy crap it’s still working… Must take longer for the more intense stuff to work…
 Steven thought.



He reached for the glass but as she offered it he tripped slightly and fell into her. The glass spilling out all over his shirt.



“Oh gosh! That’s going to stain!” She said as she saw his white shirt covered.



“Oh it’s fine, I’ll just run back and wash it” He sighed.



So much for testing the rest of it
 He thought sadly.



“Oh I can help! Just take it off and I’ll get it cleaned and bring it over later” She offered.



Shrugging his shoulders he slipped out of his drenched shirt and handed it over to her as he picked up the thankfully unbroken glass



“Sorry about that. Guess I’m still clumsy” He chuckled.



He turned back to face her and saw a look on her face he had never seen before. She was staring intently at his chest and arms with a half-confused and half-fascinated look.



“Are you ok?” He asked curiously.



“Oh yes fine! Just… Didn’t realise you got so much time to workout given your new job and all” She said with a gesture to his muscular upper body.



“Home gym and a lot of downtime when projects are being reviewed” He laughed.



Ok she is definitely checking me out!
 He thought as he pretended not to notice her looks as he gathered up his stuff again.



“Well… I mean… I guess that must be nice to have all that time” She told him.



“Just a shame I’m all alone in that house now” He sighed.



“What no girlfriend?” She asked.



“Nope” He said shaking his head.



“Are girls your age blind or something?” She teased flirtatiously.



He could see that vacant look again. As though her mind was miles away and decided to push it one step further.



He took a step closer to her. Her head level with his muscular chest he watched her bite her lip gently and look up at him.



“Never much been into girls my age” He told her softly.



Reaching to move some of her long blonde hair out of the way behind her ear he moved closer and saw her eyes slip closed.



Leaning up slightly she brought her lips to his and he began to kiss the woman he had spent half his life fantasising about. Finally it was all really happening…


 



Chapter Five



They kissed deeply for a few moments but just as Steven wrapped his arms around her she suddenly pushed him back away.



“Oh god! Why did I just do that?” She asked herself suddenly.



“Erm… I’m sorry?” He offered dumbly.



“No I initiated it! I’m so sorry I don’t know what came over me. I’m the one in control here so should have behaved better” She apologised.



“Hey I liked it. I’ve liked you a long time” He said calmingly.



“I knew you had a crush but… I shouldn’t have done that… You’re so young… You need a woman your age” She told him.



He could tell she was in a panic now and cursed his eagerness. He had planned to go slowly just in case something like this happened.



“Hey it’s ok… I mean if you want to just pretend this never happened?” He asked.



Please say no. Please say you just had a moment of panic
 He thought hopefully.



“I… I think that’s best… I’ll bring the shirt later…” She nodded.



“Well… If that’s what you want” He sighed.



He walked out the side gate and back to his place. Cursing himself for getting caught up and pushing things too far.



Opening the programme again he saw that the latest round had indeed been accepted but it was clear she still felt it was wrong. The age difference was too much to overcome with just making her attracted and aroused by him. Clearly she wanted him but she was fighting the urge.



Thinking it over for a long time he finally decided to try one more time. One more simple set of instructions that could be slowly slipped into her subconscious. Something that should help her get over the last bit of resistance she had to the idea.



Typing it in he heard his security camera notification again and he quickly saw her leaving his shirt on his front doorstep and heading back to her place.



I really hope I didn’t just screw this up
 He thought as he set the new instructions going.



Steven is so sexy. I will obey Steven. I will do anything for Steven. I must make Steven happy. Steven is always right



He wondered whether that would even be accepted by her mind. If it struggled with the idea of kissing him how would ‘obeying’ him go down? Then again if it worked it would remove the remaining barriers to them being together…



At least it’s simple. She will find me sexy and do as I say. Not really much room for error though. Just have to see if it actually works
 He thought before a text came in.



Hi Steven. Sorry again about that earlier. Left your shirt out for you good as new. Headed out for a couple days with Monica visiting her son at college. See you when I get back
 She messaged.



At first he was disappointed, yet another setback for his plan. However the extra time exposed to the programmes new instructions might actually help. If she returned later that week as his obedient fuckdoll it would definitely be worth it after all.



No complaints about what happened from me. Enjoy your trip and see you when you get back
 He replied quickly.



Making a mental note to not message her unless she messaged first he opened up the new project his boss had just sent him to work on and began to distract himself with it.



Meanwhile the programme would be working its way into Abigail’s mind as she and Monica headed off on their trip.



He wondered what she’d be like when she returned. Would she be resisting still and trying to stop her new desires to obey and please him? Would she struggle to resist finding him and submitting to his desires? Or would she march right over and offer herself to him?



Steven sincerely hoped for the latter. The idea that she would head straight to his place on her return and kiss him again was already making his cock grow thick and hard again.



He thought back to that brief and wonderful kiss. The way her soft lips felt on his. The way her body felt in his arms. That wonderful look on her face as she gave in to her desires.



He had never really noticed a fetish for control but he could admit to himself that he clearly had one. The mere idea that she had kissed him because of his programming made him as aroused as the kiss had. The fact that she was being slowly brainwashed as he worked made it harder than usual to focus on his work. He stopped twice to try and ‘release the tension’ but it did little to stop his thoughts running away with him.



Maybe he’d dress her up in a French maids outfit. Or pose as his strict tutor that just can’t resist him. Maybe he’d handcuff her to the bed and play with her as she eagerly moaned for him. He was definitely going to shop for some toys to use on her. The idea of her edging herself with a powerful vibrator as she waited
 for him upstairs was impossible to resist and he soon had a whole bunch of toys headed to his place.



His thoughts were running away with him. With the sexy MILF next door under his control he would be able to fulfil every fantasy he has ever had.



If he had paid a little more attention to the situation however he might have discovered an unexpected part of his plan…


 



Chapter Six



Steven had gotten the latest project finished eventually, even as his mind was busy running wild with fantasies of what would happen when Abigail returned from her trip with Monica.



Part of him still expected her to head straight home and to basically lock herself away. Unwilling to give in to her new thoughts and feelings and instead ignoring him completely. He knew there was a good chance of that and so when he saw them both pull up at her house he had already decided to play it cool.



He put on his TV and waited patiently as the two laughing women headed inside. Wondering what the effect of two solid days of brainwashing would have on Abigail had his mind racing with possibilities but when his camera notified him of a guest he ran over to see it was Monica at the door.



“Oh hi Monica, how can I help you?” He asked curiously, and a little disappointedly, as he opened the door.



“Hi Steven, just wondered if you could help me out with something quickly?” She asked nicely.



He noticed she was wearing a very nice low cut top which showed off her impressive bust. She also had the ear-rings he had seen her leave for dates wearing. Assuming she was about to go meet someone he was more than happy to help. He was still hoping Abigail would turn up too…



“Of course, please come in. How can I help?” He asked politely.



“Well Abbie says your great when it comes to fixing phones and I have been having a problem with mine. If it’s totally dead I can get a new one but I just wanted to know for sure” She explained.



Your friendly neighbourhood tech advisor strikes again
 He thought with an internal sigh.



“Sure let me have a look. When did it go wrong?” He asked.



He took a seat on his couch and she sat beside him as he began trying various ways to restart or reset the screen which seemed stuck on the home page.



“Right before the trip. Had to keep borrowing Abbie’s” She sighed.



“Ahhh ok. Well I can’t seem to get it sorted out right now. Want to leave it with me or take it to someone in town?” He asked.



“Well if you can get it working I would
 really
 appreciate it” She said.



He looked up at her curiously to see a big smile on her face. She was leaning over slightly and he couldn’t help his eyes dropping a little to see the big full breasts that were almost completely on display.



“I’ll do what I can” He smiled as he tried to restrain himself.



“Such a helpful young man. So smart and helpful” She said sweetly as she began rubbing his arm.



Wait, is she flirting with me now?
 He wondered.



“Well I do my best” He told her.



“Well I’m
 very
 appreciative. I do wish there was a way I could make it up to you… To make you happy” She said.



“Well your certainly being very friendly today” He pointed out as he looked at her touching his arm.



“Well why wouldn’t I be? Such a strong sexy guy living right next door. Why wouldn’t I be friendly?” She asked.



OK… Definitely flirting… But why? Why now?
 He wondered.



Suddenly it hit him.



“Erm.. When did it stop working again?” He asked as she shuffled closer on the couch.



“Right before the trip, me and Abbie shared hers to keep in touch with my son” Monica explained.



Oh god, it’s worked on her!
 He realized.



“Ahh… So how do you feel?” He asked curiously.



“I feel great, really relaxed” She told him, still rubbing his arm softly.



Based on the fact she headed almost straight over either meant she had the phone much more or she was somehow more susceptible. He wondered how he was possibly going to fix this when a thought occurred to him. Another fantasy buried deep down…



“So Monica… I can have your phone diagnosed by my computer. It might take a while though, any ideas on what you’d like to do in the meantime?” He asked as he plugged her phone into his computer.



“Well its your house. I’d be rude not to let you decide” She said with another flirty smile.



“You want to do as I say” He said firmly.



Monica blinked and nodded slowly.



“You want to please me” He continued.



“Yes Steve” She nodded again.



“You will do anything for me” He added.



“
 Anything
 ” She said happily.



Deciding to use this unexpected situation to his advantage he tested her limits further.



“Do you think I’m attractive Monica?” He asked.



“Oh definitely. Such a sexy young man” She nodded.



“And you’d like to make me happy wouldn’t you?” He asked.



“Of course!” She said as her hand moved to his thigh and began to rub it up and down.



“Do you have any ideas on what might make a sexy young man like me happy Monica?” He asked teasingly.



His cock was rock hard and she had clearly noticed. However she showed no sign of resistance or embarrassment. Instead she eyed his bulge greedily and her hand rubbing up his thigh began to get closer and closer to his bulge.



“Oh I have some ideas” She purred happily.



He took a last look out the window to confirm Abigail wasn’t on her way then smiled back down at Monica.



“Well then be a good girl and make me happy” He said.



Needing no further encouragement she eagerly reached into his pants and pulled out his cock.



“Oh damn! If I knew I’d been living next to this I’d have been over here sooner!” She chuckled as she admired its thickness as she began to slowly stroke his cock.



“Well thank you. You do say the nicest things” He chuckled back.



“Well I think you’ll find my mouth isn’t just good at talking” She smirked.



Lowering her head into his lap she slowly took his cock into her mouth inch by inch. Her soft lips gliding wonderfully down his shaft as he moaned loudly.



Not exactly what I had planned but I can work with this!
 He thought as Monica continued to pleasure him.


 



Chapter Seven



Monica felt Steven’s cock slipping deeper into her mouth and began to moan happily as she knelt in front of him and continued to suck.



She had never been much interested in him until recently. She wasn’t even sure what had started it. Abigail admitting she kissed him and had been thinking about him differently had certainly been interesting. She had still been looking forward to her next date however until they had gone away to visit her son.



Perhaps being around so many young horny men had reminded her of how fun it was. How nice it felt to have someone desire you so deeply. To catch them looking at her breasts or ass and just smile back, making it clear that she noticed but she liked it.



Monica had always been very sexually open which meant it wasn’t too crazy for her to have spent all last night thinking about the young hunk next door. It was just the suddenness of her desires that surprised her. The
 need
 to go see him. To please him. Even to
 obey
 him!



That last bit was the most surprising. Monica wasn’t the submissive type by nature but something about the idea wouldn’t get out of her head. She was rapidly becoming obsessed with Steven and was determined to see where these new desires would take her.



As she felt his cock against the back of her throat she moaned once again.



Make Steven happy…
 She thought vacantly as she continued to suck.



“Oh fuck! You’re so good at that!” He moaned ecstatically.



Poor guy, probably never had an experienced woman who knows what she’s doing
 She thought.



“Your mouth feels so good on my cock! Good fuckdoll!” He moaned.



Fuckdoll… I’m a good fuckdoll…
 Monica thought.



The thoughts slid into her head slowly but then seemed to be suddenly absorbed and she began bobbing her head up and down with even more enthusiasm.



“That’s right! Make me cum! Take my cum!” He gasped.



Take his cum…
 She thought.



As he began to thrust into her mouth eagerly she relaxed her throat more and moaned as she felt his cock begin to twitch.



A moment later he began to shoot his cum down her throat as she looked up into his lustful gaze until his cock slipped from her lips and she gave him a big smile.



“Well that was one idea… Did it make you happy Stevey?” She asked teasingly.



“Oh very! And… Call me… Call me Sir” He told her.



Monica blinked and then smiled.



“Whatever makes you happy
 Sir
 ” She said happily.



Make Steven happy… Obey Steven…
 The thoughts echoed in her head.



Steven’s eyes lit up and Monica wondered what perverted fantasy he wanted to fulfil. Honestly she couldn’t imagine saying no to him right now. She was ready for anything he wanted…



“Take off your top” He told her.



“Yes…
 Sir…
 ” She said with a smirk.



She stood up in front of him and removed her shirt which had done very little to hide her breasts anyway. She followed up with taking off her bra without him
 even needing to ask. It was pretty obvious what he wanted and Monica was more than willing to give it to him.



“Like what you see?” She asked with a chuckle as he stared happily at her big round tits.



“Oh very much so. This is a far better way to spend my night then I had expected” He said with a gesture to the TV in the corner.



“Well I live to please” She said.



She found herself slipping into the submissive role surprisingly easy. Almost enough to make her wonder whether she had always felt that way. She was still considering it more likely that something about Steven just brought it out of her however.



I love to please Steven… Steven is always right…
 Monica thought to herself as she displayed her tits for him.



“Well I am certainly pleased” He smiled.



Standing up he kissed her and she noticed his cock was already growing hard again.



“Already?” She asked with a happy smile as she grabbed his cock and began to stroke it again.



“Well can you blame me given what’s in front of me?” He joked.



“Well since your nice and hard how can I please you Sir?” She asked sweetly as she bit her lip and continued stroking his cock.



He sat back on the couch and pulled her on top of him. He felt under her skirt and she smirked.



“No panties” She grinned.



“Oh perfect!” He smiled.



She guided his cock inside her and even Monica was surprised how soaked she was down there. Definitely a lot wetter than most of her dates had gotten her, the ones lucky enough to have a night with her at least.



“Oh fuck! Such a wet little fuckdoll!” He moaned.



I’m his wet little fuckdoll
 Monica thought, the words again being absorbed into her mind.



She began to slowly grind against his cock. Her clit rubbing against him as his cock sank deeply inside her wet pussy. She could already feel her pleasure rising and rising. Faster than usual but she certainly wasn’t going to complain.



Just as she was starting to get closer however suddenly she heard a knock at the door.



“Oh crap! That’s Abbie!” She said.



Half laughing and half afraid of being caught she slid off him and hid behind the sofa as Steven quickly pulled his pants up and rushed over to the door.



“Hi Steve, just wanted to say hi. Kinda missed seeing you past couple days” Abigail said from the door.



Monica recognised that tone in her voice however and rolled her eyes.



Oh god! Is she into this guy too!?
 She thought to herself.


 



Chapter Eight



Abigail had gone back and forth about seeing Steven at all but with Monica out on another date already she had started going crazy knowing he was right next door.



Their kiss had already been on her mind and after some time away from him she had started to think that maybe she had over-reacted. She did enjoy making Steven happy after all. Plus he did seem to know what he wanted and he was usually right about these things…



That particular idea had seemed a bit strange at first but the more she thought about it the more it made sense. He was an adult now. His own job, a house and clearly knew what he wanted in a woman. Was it really her place to say no when she wanted him too?



After trying to distract herself playing games on her phone the need to see him just grew more and more intense until she could no longer resist.



Throwing on a pair of jeans and a shirt that was more low cut than normal she headed over to see him.



He opened the door shirtless which certainly didn’t help her stay in control of herself and she also noticed a very impressive bulge in his pants. She wondered what he had been doing before she came over but tried her best to push that thought away.



“Hi Steve, just wanted to say hi. Kinda missed seeing you past couple days” She admitted.



“Well missed you too. It’s kinda late right now though can we talk more tomorrow?” He asked nicely as he glanced back over his shoulder towards the TV.



“Oh sorry, I mean if I’m interrupting I wouldn’t want to bother you” She said.



“Oh it’s fine. Just bad timing is all. We can talk tomorrow morning though?” He asked.



“Yeah, sure. Sounds great” She smiled back broadly.



“Great. See you then” Steve smiled.



He closed the door behind her and Monica sat back up from the floor in front of the couch.



“Sorry about that” Steve chuckled.



“Hey thanks for covering. Not sure how she’d feel about me fucking a guy barely older than my son” Monica laughed.



“Yeah. Age gaps are really a thing for her aren’t they?” Steven asked.



Monica thought about it. It was true Abbie had normally preferred guys a few years older. She doubted she had considered the advantages of a younger man however.



“Well she normally dates older. Not that she wouldn’t ever go younger though. Anyway would you like more questions about her preferences or would you like to finish what we started?” She asked seductively as she walked over to him and began to kiss his neck.



“Oh definitely finish what we started” He chuckled.



“Well I see you’re still nice and hard. Maybe your cock likes seeing her tits almost as much as mine” Monica teased as she felt his hardness once again.



“Well… I mean… I guess…” He stammered.



“Calm down. It’s fine. I know you two kissed. I don’t care what happened before” She reassured him.



“Well then in that case” He said with a smug smile.



He turned her around and pushed her down onto the side of the sofa. She bent over it eagerly already sensing where he was going with this.



“Please sir! Put your thick dick back inside me!” She pleaded.



“Can’t exactly turn down an offer like that now can I?” He smiled as he thrusted back inside her.



Meanwhile Abigail nextdoor was busy planning what she was going to do when she saw him that following morning.



As Steven began to thrust in and out of Monica’s wetness Abigail found her fingers drifting between her legs as she laid alone in her bed.



I want to make Steve happy… Steve is so sexy… Steve is always right…
 Abigail thought, unaware that next door Monica was thinking the exact same thing as Steven fucked her.



“Yes! Deeper! Harder! Fuck my wet hole Sir!” Monica moaned out happily.



“That’s right! Take my cock! You belong to my cock now! You love my cock!” Steven moaned.



Belong to Steve’s cock…
 Monica thought, her mind easily accepting his words.



“Yes Sir! Please give me that cock! I love that cock! I belong to your cock!” She moaned back in agreement.



Abigail was now fingering herself as she thought of Steve. Still unaware that her housemate was living through the very thing she couldn’t help but fantasise about. Offering her body to him. Submitting to him. Being used for his pleasure.
 The idea had gone from crazy, to embarrassing and then all the way to irresistible. Had he not been busy Abigail was certain she would have jumped him then and there…



Steven was getting closer and closer to cumming by that point and determined to have Monica share his pleasure he decided to test his control once again.



“Cum for me! Cum over my cock as I fill you with my cum!” He ordered.



Monica reached between her legs and began to rub her clit eagerly as she felt his cock start to twitch until, with one final thrust, they orgasmed together.



“Oh fuck! Yes sir! I love your cock!” She moaned happily.



“Yes! Love that nice wet pussy” Steven said with a smile as he finally pulled his cock out.



“Thank you Sir. Always happy to please” Monica smiled back as she sat back on the arm of the sofa.



“Well I apparently have a talk with Abigail in the morning. Until then however I can think of lots of fun things for us to do tonight” He told her.



With another big smile on her face Monica nodded and took his hand as he led her upstairs to his bedroom. They shed the remaining clothes and as he laid back on his bed she set to work on his cock once more. Her lips soon slowly bringing him back to full hardness once more.



I love to please Steven… To obey Steven… Steven is always right…
 Monica thought as his cock became thick and hard in her mouth once more and she looked up at Steve and wondered what he could possibly be planning…


 



Part 2



Chapter One



Steven awoke the next morning and started to go over his unusual situation in his head as he showered.



He had found a programme that could brainwash the MILF next door that he had his eye on for years. He had tested it and after a few little bumps in the road he had proved that it
 actually
 worked.



So he had set a set of new instructions that would make his target, busty blonde Abigail, love to please and obey him. She would also believe he was always right which should help her overcome any lingering feelings regarding the age gap.



However what he hadn’t bargained on was her house-mate Monica, a short dark-skinned beauty, borrowing and sharing Abigail’s phone while they were away for a couple days on a trip!



So when his plan appeared to work and Abigail showed up an hour or so after arriving home eager to see him he already had a naked Monica hiding in his living room.



He had a few choices at this point. He could use the app he had already installed on her phone while fixing it to get Monica ‘back to normal’ and continue to pursue Abigail. He could use the app on Abigail’s phone to undo her latest programming and continue with Monica. Or… Or he could try and fulfil another lifelong fantasy and claim both the sexy MILF’s as his playthings.



Based on the large erection he had gotten in the shower thinking of the possibilities it was fairly clear what he was going to do. First though he had to deal with the sleeping Monica in his bed, exhausted after a long night of sex where she had showed how deeply the programme could affect people.



He did wonder if some people were more susceptible than others after thinking about Monica’s behaviour last night. She had practically rushed straight over to seduce him and he easily accepted his instructions. Every command he gave would have a temporarily vacant look pass over her face before she would smile and nod.



Calling him Sir? Of course! Sucking his cock while he had her handcuffed to the bed? Yes Sir! Rubbing her tits up and down his cock before he covered them in cum? Would be rude not to!



What he intended to tell Monica next however would not be more sexual dominance and instructions. If his plan was to work he had to convince Monica that she wanted Abigail to join their little party as much as Steven did. He had no idea if she was bisexual or had any attraction to Abigail but he guessed that he was about to find out.



“Morning sleepy” He chuckled as Monica stirred in the bed.



“Oh wow… Long night… Not had one like that in years” She laughed happily.



“Well I certainly have no complaints. How do you feel?” He asked curiously.



Would the effects have worn off a little over time? Would this be a one and done kind of thing?



“Oh amazing! If you had woken me up I would’ve joined you in the shower
 Sir
 ” She winked.



OK. Definitely still working. Lets see how far this can really go
 Steven thought.



“Well I did actually want to talk to you about something” Steven told her.



“Of course, do I need to be replying or would you prefer my lips around that nice thick cock hanging between your legs?” She asked teasingly as she eyed his erection.



“Oh don’t worry, you’ll have your chance to have my cock very soon. First though I want to talk about more fantasies. Yours in particular. You helped with so many of mine last night it only seems fair” He told her.



“Hey being fucked by a smart young stud like you covers a lot of bases for me” Monica laughed.



“What about anything really out there? Like toys? Roleplay? Threesomes?” He asked, trying not to emphasise the threesome part of that.



“Hmm… Well I do like the handcuffs, I
 love
 my vibrator back home. Roleplay? I’ve done a few and would be fine with more. As for threesomes I spent a night with two guys on my birthday last year which was pretty fun” She giggled.



“So you’re open to threesomes?” He asked hopefully.



“Well I guess. Why’d you ask?” She asked curiously.



“Other guys involved or women too?” He asked.



“Never really thought about a woman. I mean I’m open-minded and all but never really thought about going in that direction much before. I mean maybe a couple times at college but much prefer cock” She shrugged.



He could tell she knew he had something in mind and decided to just go for it at this point.



“So if I knew another woman that I think would be a great addition to our fun how would you feel?” He asked.



“I…. I’m not sure. I’m happy with this as it is really. Haven’t thought about it” She told him.



She was beginning to look suspicious and so he decided to stop asking questions and start using his new control to see if he could get her more excited about the idea.



“You do love making me happy don’t you Monica” He told her.



“Oh of course” She nodded, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.



“And you love to do what I tell you to” He reminded her.



“Yes
 Sir
 ” She said with a little smirk.



“And you know you can trust me. I’m always right about these things” He added, slightly nervously.



“I…. Yes Sir… Always right” She nodded slowly.



He noticed that slightly vacant look appear in her eyes again and breathed a sigh of relief. Clearly the programme was still having an impact on her. If he said something she might not have fully agreed with it was still kicking in to help her accept it.



“So if I told you adding another woman would make me even happier you would obey and do as I asked you” He told her.



Monica seemed to be close to disagreeing but the suddenly a blank and vacant smile spread across her face.



“Yes Sir. Who did you have in mind? I will do as you ask” She told him.



Steven smiled. This might be even easier than he could have hoped for.



“OK then. First I tell you the plan. Then you can suck my cock dry so I can focus on my work while you carry it out. Deal?” He asked with a smile.



“Anything to get that cock in my mouth again” She said with a grin.



I guess when I was telling her how much she loved my cock in her mouth last night she certainly took to that idea quickly
 Steven thought.



“Ok then. Listen carefully. Here’s what I need you to do…” He began to explain.


 



Chapter Two



Monica nodded along to Steven’s plan. The more he described how much she would enjoy having another woman involved the more she started to agree.



Whilst she had never planned on having a threesome with another woman the way Steven described it was getting her so wet and excited that she would have done anything to make it happen. The idea of sharing Steven’s lovely thick cock with another woman and seeing the look of pleasure in his eyes seemed like the most amazing thing she could imagine. Once Steven had explained it to her of course.



“OK I get the plan. What makes you think Abbie would go for it though? She’s not exactly the most open person sexually. I don’t think she’s even had sex since the divorce” Monica asked curiously.



“Leave her to me. I think she should be just as persuadable as you are once I can ‘explain’ things to her” Steven reassured her.



Monica nodded. He did seem to have a certain way with words lately. She wondered why she had never noticed that about him before.



“OK well I can invite you over and make sure she joins us. Anything else you need from me?” She asked curiously.



“Just for you to do as your told” He said with a grin.



“Hmmm… I
 think
 I can manage that” She teased.



“You
 think
 ?” He replied in mock astonishment.



“Maybe I need a little convincing” She purred as she moved over to him on the edge of the bed.



“I think I know what you want my little cocksucker” He said as he put one hand on her head and guided her lips to his cock once more.



Monica was about to reply but her words were replaced by a deep moan as her lips slid around Steven’s cock.



She had always been happy to give head but with Steven it was totally different. She felt like her whole body was consumed with pleasure whenever his cock was in her mouth. As though he was literally fucking the thoughts right out of her head and leaving her a horny mindless mess. Thinking of nothing but the wonderful cock in her mouth and his words slipping into her head.



“You will do what I tell you to my little fuckdoll” He reminded her as he slowly fucked her eager mouth.



Monica couldn’t form a reply but nodded her head slowly as his cock slid in and out.



“You will carry out my instructions. You
 love
 the idea of helping me seduce Abbie. You
 love
 the idea of sharing my cock with your friend” He told her.



Love helping… Love sharing…
 She thought happily as she continued to enthusiastically suck him.



“You love being my fuckdoll. You love the idea of me having more fuckdolls to play with. You love tits and pussy almost as much as my cock” He told her.



That thought took a little time to slide into her head. She was happy to include another woman to make Steven happy but she wasn’t into women… She wasn’t busily fantasising about playing with another woman’s big tits… Tasting their wet pussys… Feeling their soft lips pressed to hers… Imagining their lips on her sensitive nipples…



“Mmmmm…” Monica moaned as the thought was finally absorbed into her mind.



“That’s a good girl. Deeply under my control….” Steven moaned.



She could tell by the twitching of his cock and the moaning how much he was enjoying this. She didn’t know why he was spending so much time persuading her but she didn’t want to question it. It felt too damn good. She knew she was absolutely soaked between her legs by all this and continued to mindlessly suck his cock as she felt him changing her thoughts.



“I’m going to cum my good fuckdoll! Cum with me!” He moaned.



She slipped a hand between her legs and furiously began to finger her drenched pussy until he shot his cum down her throat and she greedily swallowed. Her own orgasm mere seconds after he had finished unloading down her eager throat.



“Oh fuck. Never going to get tired of that!” She moaned happily as she collapsed back on his bed happily.



“Oh me neither. Never knew I was into this kinda thing before…” He said breathlessly.



“Into what? Having a hot older woman drain the cum from your balls?” She asked giggling.



“Well clearly that. I just meant… Never mind… Don’t worry about it. Remember what I need you to do?” He asked her.



“Get dressed, head back and talk Abbie into inviting you over for lunch before she heads over here. Then see how open-minded she really is” Monica nodded.



“Perfect. I will be seeing you again shortly. Hopefully by tonight we will both be able to enjoy Abigail joining us too” He said with a smile.



Monica felt herself smiling widely at the thought. The idea of sleeping with Abbie had been completely foreign to her yet now she wanted nothing more. Well maybe Steven’s cock in her mouth still edged it for top spot. Still she was more than happy to do anything he asked in order to have her join them.



“Whatever you need Sir” She nodded as she got dressed and headed back.


 



Chapter Three



Abigail woke up that morning after another night of confusing dreams featuring her younger neighbour. It seems that the past week had been dominated completely by a mixture of strange new feelings and confusion regarding Steven.



First she had felt strange urges to visit him. Then a growing attraction to a man she had known since he was a teenager. Then came the kiss and her embarrassment with taking advantage of his crush like that. She knew deep down he should just find someone his own age, without a kid barely younger than he is! However she couldn’t deny how good the kiss felt…



Then being away from him for a couple of days had changed things even more. She started to think of him less and less as a young guy needing to be with someone else and more of a strong and ambitious man in his own right. A man that she could begin to picture herself with more and more. The idea of allowing herself to relax and go with the flow rather than stress the small stuff seemed so much more appealing the more she thought about it.



The dreams however were much more intense than simply ‘going with the flow’. Images of her kneeling before him as his cock slid in and out of her tits as he moaned filled her head every night. The idea of submitting to him as he dominated her. Used her for his pleasure. Took what he wanted from her as she moaned happily with every command he gave her.



She had been more submissive sexually during her marriage but as things began falling apart she had lost touch with her sexuality. This sudden re-awakening of desire confused her but she was determined to figure things out. She had hoped to do that last night but Steven seemed to be lacking in interest all of a sudden…



“Hey Abi! How was your night?” Monica asked brightly as she returned in the same outfit from last night.



“Same old same old” Abigail smiled back.



Masturbating over my young neighbour as I pictured him fucking my tits isn’t something I’m likely to share, even with Monica
 Abigail thought as she tried to ignore that particular image emerging in her mind again.



“You need to get out there girl. I keep telling you. Life is good when your open to new things” Monica grinned back.



“Well I can see
 you
 had a fun night” Abigail laughed.



“Oh fuck yes! Younger men can just go and go!” Monica laughed.



Abigail’s



Abigail nearly dropped her phone as she looked up at Monica.



“Younger? Not usually your style” She pointed out.



“Well as I said. New experiences” Monica giggled.



“Anyone I know?” Abigail asked, suddenly more interested in Monica’s dating life than usual.



“Just some young stud. Nice strong upper body, thick cock, has a way with words too. I don’t often find myself agreeing with guys quite as much as with him” She said.



Monica seemed to be confused by that idea for a moment but then her expression went slightly blank for a moment as she took out her phone and sent a text before looking back at Abigail.



“Well glad you found a guy to connect with” Abigail said.



Maybe younger men do have advantages… I mean it’s not like Steven is some stranger from online dating sites…
 Abigail thought.



“Oh I’d thoroughly recommend. By the way loving that dress” Monica commented.



“Oh thanks! Thought I’d put some effort in today…” Abigail smiled back, thinking of how long to wait before heading to see Steven.



“Really shows off the girls nicely” Monica chuckled.



Abigail noticed Monica’s eyes lingering on her chest a little longer than usual but brushed it off. They were good friends sharing thoughts on clothes. Nothing weird about that, even if Monica seemed more interested than usual.



“Well thanks I guess… Think it’s too much?” Abigail asked in concern.



“Depends what your after. If you were headed to see a client maybe, for a date should work great!” Monica laughed.



“Well was thinking of seeing a… friend today” Abigail explained.



“A friend? Looking like that? Must be some lucky friend” Monica teased.



“Well I think we are friends. We’ve known each other a while” Abigail added hastily.



“Speaking of which, you OK if I invite Steven over for lunch? He managed to get my phone fixed and updated for me and I just wanted to show my appreciation” Monica asked casually.



“Oh… Sure! Yeah that would be great!” Abigail said happily.



“Would that interrupt your plans?” Monica asked.



“No… No that would work fine. I can always re-arrange” Abigail nodded.



“Well if your sure” Monica replied as she reached for her phone again and sent another message.



Suddenly feeling very happy that Monica would be there too in case of any awkwardness Abigail tried to figure out what exactly she wanted.



She knew she was attracted to Steven. She wanted to make him happy. She wanted to spend time with him. Beyond that though she just couldn’t decide. Almost like she was waiting to see him to get his thoughts. It would be so much easier to just hear what he wanted to do. Took the pressure right off her.



If he wanted to stay friends she knew she would be very disappointed but would have to live with it if that was his choice. If he decided he wanted more though…



Anything to make Steven happy...
 She thought idly as Monica secretly updated Steven on her progress.


 



Chapter Four



Monica kept Steven updated on her ‘invitation’ and he mentioned doing some updates on some programme he was working on then he’d be over in a couple of hours. He told her to update him on anything that happened in the meantime with Abigail and she agreed. Not that she expected much to happen with her more sexually repressed friend.



Monica had often laughed at the irony of it all. Abbie was the most stereotypical ‘hot blonde mom’ type she had ever met. She fulfilled so many items on the MILF checklist that she could have walked onto a porn set and no one would have questioned it. Yet she was also so reluctant to talk about sex or anything close to it.



Monica would often be talking about some guy she’d hooked up with and Abigail would just nod along without adding anything. She didn’t even know if Abbie’s ex husband had been any good in bed as she had never talked much about it. She knew from an old boyfriend of Abbie’s that she was more of the ‘do as you say’ type in the bedroom, something that now excited Monica given her newly revealed sexual leanings.



In fact the more she thought about it as she messaged back and forth with Steven the less she was willing to wait. The idea of getting Abigail all horny and worked up only for Steven to come over and take advantage seemed to be getting stronger and stronger. While she dismissed it at first seeing Abigail dressed up and seemingly ready to go had inspired some unexpected thoughts.



She does look really pretty today… Wonder if she’s into girls…
 Monica thought.



“How’d you like my outfit by the way?” Monica asked.



“Huh?” Abigail replied, seemingly lost in her own thoughts as she scrolled through Instagram on her phone.



“My outfit? Thoughts?” Monica said again.



“Erm… Nice” Abigail smiled slightly.



“Nice? That’s all I get?” Monica joked.



“Well… Very erm… Revealing” Abigail pointed out.



“Should I change? Are you feeling uncomfortable?” Monica asked.



Guess that’s a no…
 She thought sadly.



“I didn’t say that. I mean I didn’t say I was into it… Not that I wasn’t… Erm… Yeah its nice” Abigail said as she struggled to get the words out.



Oh wow she is flustered… Maybe Steven was right and she’d be more into this than I expected
 Monica thought hopefully.



“Do you think it shows off too much of my tits? I mean I love my boobs but I know they’re not as big as yours for instance” Monica said in the best ‘jealous’ voice she could manage.



“Well like you said. For a date its great, maybe too much for work. Unless you have a house you really need to sell” Abigail laughed.



“What do you think though? I mean of my tits? I just feel so small when I compare with yours” Monica sighed.



Where the idea to compare her breasts with Abigail came from she wasn’t sure. But if it meant an excuse to enjoy the sight of Abbie’s beautiful big tits Monica was more than happy to go along with it. It seemed Abbie had been having similar thoughts too…



“My dress and bra probably make them look bigger than they are. Your breasts are great sweetie!” Abigail reassured her.



“You’re just saying that. Remember I once put on your bra by mistake and barely filled it!” Monica reminded her.



“Well maybe mine are a little bigger but yours are not exactly small. Any man would be lucky” Abigail told her.



“You’re just saying that… I mean its hard to compare to yours for anyone outside of porn videos. I bet you have lovely nipples too” Monica said.



“Well I’m sure yours are great” Abigail replied.



Oh wow… Am I really about to suggest we compare tits? Never would have considered that until Steven’s talk with me this morning…
 Monica thought suddenly as the path of their conversation started to become clear.



“Well… I mean i could show you? Just to get an honest opinion. Reassure me a little. I mean we are friends and both women so it’s fine right?” Monica asked.



Abigail hesitated and Monica was about to change course when suddenly a blank expression crossed Abigail’s face and she slowly nodded.



“I mean… Yes… Nothing wrong with that… If you just wanted my opinion” Abigail explained.



“Well then thank you for being such a good friend” Monica smiled.



She slipped easily out of her shirt and then removed her bra and watched as Abigail’s eyes became fixated on her breasts.



“Well? Do they look bigger now or when I had the bra and shirt?” Monica asked.



“Ummm…. Bigger… Definitely bigger… Wow…” Abigail stammered out.



Holy crap she’s into it! Steven was so right yet again!
 Monica thought happily.



Not needing much further encouragement she pushed it a little further.



“Do you think yours look bigger out of that dress?” Monica asked curiously.



“I…. Uhhh… Don’t know” Abigail said, still staring at Monica’s chest.



Monica shot off a quick update to Steven and then made another move.



“Maybe if I could see… Just to compare obviously. It would make me feel so much better” Monica said.



“Well… I mean… Just to compare?” Abigail said, a little nervously but also a little eagerly.



“Of course!” Monica nodded happily.



With a shy smile Abigail stood up and lowered her dress to just below her breasts and unclasped her bra allowing them to be free.



“Oh wow…. So big! So perky!” Monica moaned happily.



She had never been turned on by someone else’s breasts before but seeing Abigail’s defy gravity despite their size had her almost licking her lips. She wanted to know how the felt. How they tasted. How much she could make Abbie moan when she touched them…



OK slow down… Step-by-step… Don’t want to rush things and scare her off
 Monica thought.



“Well thanks. I have been complimented on them a lot before. Yours are great too though! They look so soft and sensitive” Abigail said back happily, seeming to be much more comfortable with this now that Monica had praised her tits.



“Well I bet not as soft as yours” Monica challenged.



“Well I wouldn’t know, never felt another womans breasts” Abigail laughed.



Monica smiled. One more push and Abigail might soon be putty in her hands.



“Well I think you should always be open to new things. Maybe you’ll like it but never tried… Maybe… Maybe you could try mine. Just to compare how someone else’s feel to yours?” Monica suggested.



She awaited Abbie’s response and one thing was undeniable, she was very happy that Steven had convinced her to do this…


 



Chapter Five



Abbie stared openly at her friends breasts as she stood there exposed. Abigail’s own breasts on display as they stood facing each other. She noticed her nipples were hard, whether from the cool breeze or anticipation she couldn’t be sure.



Why am I doing this? I’ve never even thought about Monica that way before…
 Abigail wondered.



She couldn’t stop herself though. Monica’s offer seemed so innocent. The chance to feel those soft ebony tits was too good to pass up. It was just a comparison after all. To reassure her busty friend that her tits were indeed as soft as hers. What else were friends for right?



So I’ve gone from masturbating over Steven to wanting to touch Monica’s tits, is this some weird mid-life crisis arriving all at once?
 Abigail thought.



“I mean… Sure… We are friends after all… Nothing wrong with that” Abigail agreed after realizing she had been silent for way too long.



Monica smiled a little too eagerly but Abigail still couldn’t stop herself. She moved towards her friend and after a brief hesitation felt the need to follow through on her strange new desire.



Raising her hands to Monica’s breasts she felt their weight in her hands and suppressed a moan as Monica did the same to hers.



“Oh wow. So big. Are they sensitive when they get touched like this?” Monica asked as she started to gently massage Abigail’s tits.



“Uh huh… Oh yeah… Very much… What about yours?” Abigail said breathlessly as she began to do the same to Monica’s breasts.



“Mmmm… Oh yes… Feels so nice…” Monica moaned softly.



Abigail could see how much her friend was enjoying this and was more certain than ever this wasn’t some simple comparison. Her friend was trying to seduce her and what was even more unusual, Abigail felt happy to go along with it.



“You have such soft hands… Feels so good on my breasts…” Abigail smiled.



“Well happy to oblige. I know it’s been a while for you. We all need a little release now and then” Monica said with a smile back.



Monica stepped closer to her and as her fingers brushed against Abigail’s nipples the busty blonde let a moan slip.



“Oh I see! Sensitive indeed” Monica chuckled teasingly.



“I don’t know… What your… Talking… About…” Abigail said in denial as she tried to restrain herself from moaning again as Monica began to softly squeeze and rub her nipples.



“Shhh… It’s ok sweetie… If it feels good just enjoy it… Enjoy having these big lovely tits played with” Monica reassured her.



Part of her wanted to protest. To point out she wasn’t into girls. A stronger voice however encouraged her to go along with it. That she should listen to Monica. That Monica was sexy. That being open to new sexual experiences was a good thing. She wasn’t sure where it was all coming from but Monica’s skilled hands on her tits were very helpful in stopping her from thinking about that.



“Does feel… Good… So good…” Abigail moaned deeply as Monica’s nipple teasing became more intense.



“That’s right. I bet you just love having those big tits sucked too?” Monica asked.



“Uh huh!” Abbie nodded eagerly as she became more and more aroused.



Monica lowered her lips to Abigail’s nipple and the moment she began to suck Abbie was no longer able to think, let alone try and resist her new desires. She held Monica’s face against her breast and moaned even more loudly as Monica’s lips and tongue continued to tease her sensitive nipples.



Back in her younger days Abigail had always had to be careful when out on dates not to let guys get under her shirt too easily. Once they were there she would rapidly become extremely aroused and her ‘three dates’ rule would rapidly melt away unless she could regain control. Losing her virginity in the backseat of her boyfriends car after he had discovered that little weakness of her was only the first time of many that her tits had betrayed her.



It appeared that Monica had picked up on that same weakness her previous partners had and soon she had Abigail sat back on the couch moaning happily as she kissed and licked and sucked her nipples in turn. Abbie’s eyes closed with the pleasure and she lost track of time as Monica teased and pleasured her.



“Such a good busty little blondie” Monica giggled.



“Uh huh…” Abbie nodded, unable to form much else in way of response.



“I bet your getting sooooo wet from having your tits played with like this” Monica teased.



Abigail moaned again in reply as she nodded, certain that she would already be soaking wet by now.



“Can’t believe we’ve never done this! How I resisted playing with these big lovely tits for so long I will never know…” Monica said between long kisses and licks.



“So good…” Abbie whimpered.



Monica’s free hand slipped between her legs and while she briefly went to close them the thought of just going with the flow slid into her head and she spread them wider.



“Wet indeed! Lets get you all nice and ready for later…” Monica chuckled.



Abigail had no idea what ‘later’ meant but as Monica slipped a finger into her wet pussy she did not care at all. All that mattered to her was Monica’s lips on her breasts and her fingers in her pussy. The feeling of Monica’s tits pressed against her heightened things still further and Abigail was aware that if her pleasure kept rising this quickly she would soon be cumming for Monica.



Then the door rang.


 



Chapter Six



Monica smirked a little as she sent a final message for Steven. The moment Abbie had closed her eyes she had quickly typed out a message to let him know the plan was proceeding well.



Steven had said she would be open to Monica’s advances and that Monica should get her as horny as possible before he came over. If Abbie was aroused and ready to go it would make the idea of a threesome go down so much easier. If Monica could get her just short of an orgasm Abbie would surely be begging for release whether Steven was there or not.



After sending the last message she slipped a finger inside Abigail’s pussy and smiled at how wet her long time friend already was.



If I’d known it was this easy I’d have just started rubbing her tits straight off. She’s not resisting at all!
 Monica thought happily.



The idea of Steven sliding his cock between Abbie’s big soft tits as Monica sat on Abbie’s face had Monica as aroused as Abbie. Thoughts of his cock inside her as she played with Abbie’s tits followed by the idea of sucking his dick while Abbie played with her pussy filled her mind next. Fantasy after fantasy of the three of them together until Abbie started to twitch under her touch and the doorbell rang.



“Oh crap! Steven! You invited him didn’t you?” Abbie gasped as she grabbed her clothes and hurriedly slipped them back on, her bra lost somewhere behind the couch.



“Guess we were doing that for longer than we thought” Monica said, suppressing a smile.



“Well… We can talk… Later…” Abbie said as she tried to take deep breaths and compose herself as she opened the door.



“Hi Miss Jensen, hope I’m not interrupting anything?” Steven asked with a smile.



Oh he knows full well what was happening
 Monica thought with a wink in his direction, unnoticed by Abigail.



“No, no! Of course not. Just hanging with Monica” Abigail lied.



Monica could tell her friend was still a little breathless and made a note to let Steven know how quickly she was aroused by having her nipples played with. She was sure he would make good use of that information. Though he no doubt had a plan of his own.



“Oh yes hi Monica. How was your trip?” Steven asked as he went to greet her with a hug.



“Great thanks! Really
 satisfying
 ” Monica said flirtatiously.



She spotted a confused look on Abbie’s face and smiled back.



“Well glad to hear it. Hope I’m not intruding too much?” Steven asked Abbie.



 
 “Oh not at all! Always love spending time with you” Abbie said.



A little more eager than normal to see him. How is he pulling this off?
 Monica wondered again.



She knew full well that from Steven’s point of view this was some ultimate fantasy coming true. To have two sexy MILF’s to himself was something many would kill for. Three days ago she would’ve laughed at the idea. Now however she wanted nothing more.



“Aww well that’s nice to hear,
 Abbie
 ” Steven said.



Monica turned to her friend, knowing full well Steven had always been so formal with her she wondered if Abigail was about to chastise him. Instead a slow smile spread across her face.



“Your welcome Steven” Abigail said sweetly.



“Wine?” Monica asked suddenly.



“Little early in the day isn’t it?” Abigail asked.



“Well I’m off work for the rest of the day… How about you two?” Steven asked curiously.



“Well… No clients until tomorrow” Abbie admitted.



“Me neither, next showing is the weekend” Monica said.



“Well then I think a drink is a very nice idea” Steven said, slightly more firmly than normal.



Whether it was the fact that Steven thought it was a good idea or maybe Abigail just wanted the wine Monica watched her friend nod in agreement.



She seems to find him just as persuasive as I do…
 Monica thought as she headed off to the kitchen.



She could hear them both talking and Abbie laughing a little too much at something she had said.



I do want this to happen… But isn’t this all a little strange? For both of us to suddenly realise we are bi and that we fancy each other AND this same guy?
 Monica thought.



As she poured the wine it did seem highly unusual. She could feel the desires and thoughts there in her head but they felt odd…



“Need a hand?” Steven asked suddenly from behind her.



“Oh thanks yes! That’s yours there” Monica said gratefully as she gestured to his glass.



“So all going well?” Steven asked quietly.



“Yes. Perfect. She was soaking wet right before you came in…” Monica said.



Perhaps something in the way she said it had Steven hover for a moment as he picked up his glass.



“You do
 love
 to please me don’t you Monica?” He asked her softly.



“Yes Steven…” Monica nodded.



“And you’d do
 anything
 for me wouldn’t you?” He asked.



“Yes Steven…” She nodded again.



“You would be so
 happy
 for the three of us to be together. Both pleasing your strong dominant young stud together. You want it so much” He reminded her.



“Yes… Sir” Monica nodded.



Her thoughts seemed to slow down as his words penetrated her mind again, just like that morning.



“You don’t need to think about anything at all. No worries. No stress. No resistance” He told her softly.



“Yes Sir… No thoughts… No resistance” She said.



As the words were absorbed into her head her curiosity vanished and she gave Steven a quick kiss on his cheek before bringing the wine into the living room where Abbie gratefully began to drain it.



Anything he wants… I will do anything for him…
 Monica thought as she sat at Abbie’s side and Steven sat at her other side.


 



Chapter Seven



Abbie drank her wine a little more quickly than she normally would. After fooling around with Monica earlier she still felt incredibly aroused. Having Steven sitting on one side of her and Abbie the other was bringing up even more thoughts and ideas she had never had before.



On the one hand she remembered well her kiss with Steven as well as her various naughty dreams involving her young neighbour. Her desire to please him combined with her suddenly noticing what a sexy man he’d become had her tempted to just kiss him right then and there.



On the other hand though Monica’s skilful playing with her tits were what made her so horny to begin with. She had clearly been repressing some attraction for her friend and very much wanted to continue where they had left off. That would mean sending Steven back to his place though and she very much wanted him to stay and spend more time with him.



Oh god… I’m spoilt for choice!
 Abbie thought.



“So Steve, can you settle a debate for us?” Monica asked in a sweet pleading voice.



“Sure, happy to help” He nodded.



Abbie gave Monica a confused look, wondering what possible debate they had been having.



“Whose breasts look better, me or Abbie?” Monica asked.



Abigail nearly choked on her wine. Steven however didn’t appear flustered at all. Instead he gave Monica a thoughtful look as he considered his answer.



“Er Mon? Not sure that’s appropriate to ask a guest” Abigail pointed out.



“Oh come on, we need a man’s opinion. Especially a smart young stud like Steven here. Don’t you want to know his opinion?” Monica asked.



“I…. I mean… I guess” Abbie stammered back.



Steven’s opinion is very important to me… He is always right…
 Abbie thought.



Still feeling strange about the whole idea her desire to hear Steven’s thoughts soon outweighed her concerns. Her curiosity was raised, she knew he had crushed on her for years and had looked down her top at any opportunity after all.



“Well…. It’s so hard to say. Your both beautiful. Both have very nice breasts. I can’t really judge though” Steven said.



“Why not?” Abbie asked.



“Well… I mean I’d need to actually
 see
 them. Covered by shirts or dresses I can’t really be sure. So unless you want to
 show me your breasts
 there isn’t much I can do” He shrugged.



Show me your breasts
 Echoed in Abbie’s head.



The words bouncing around inside her mind. It wasn’t an order, or even a suggestion. There was something about the way he said those words however that had Abbie’s hands twitch to her top. She noticed Monica getting all glassy-eyed too and wondered if she found his words as appealing as she did…



“Well… If you think that would help. I’m not shy” Monica shrugged with a look at Abbie.



“Well… I mean… Not sure that’s appropriate…” Abbie stammered.



Part of her was still holding back. As much as she wanted to show Steven her tits. Let him enjoy them. See them, hell touch them if he wanted. Slide his cock between them…



“Oh don’t be so shy! We’re all friends here” Monica giggled.



Monica slipped out of her shirt once again and Steven nodded happily at the sight of her big ebony breasts suddenly on display for him.



“Well…” Abbie hesitated.



“You should do it…
 Show me your tits Abbie
 ” Steven told her.



This time there was no mistaking it. A direct order. What was more though Abbie immediately began to nod and pulled her clothes down to allow her braless tits to burst free once more.



“Very nice! Such a good girl for doing as your told” Steven purred happily.



“Thank you…” Abbie moaned.



Oh fuck, this is so hot. Why is doing what he says so hot?
 Abbie wondered.



“I’ll have to feel them to really be able to decide.
 Kneel down and let me feel your tits girls
 ” Steven ordered.



Without hesitation Monica joined Abbie in kneeling up in front of him. Holding up their breasts for his approval. Abbie noticed Monica’s blank smile and realized she was just as aroused as she was.



This isn’t normal… But I don’t want it to stop…
 Abbie thought.



“Oh yes. Much easier to tell now. Let me feel how soft they are…” Steven said happily.



He reached out one hand to Abbie’s breast and one to Monica’s. Both girls moaning again at his touch. Both helpless against his words. Both becoming more and more eager to do as he says.



“Oh yes. So hard to decide…” He teased.



Abbie felt his fingers drift across her nipple making her gasp in pleasure.



“Abbie has such lovely sensitive nipples” Monica commented.



“Oh really, show me Monica” Steven instructed.



Before Abbie could react Monica moved her lips to her nipple once more and Abbie squirmed in pleasure. Steven’s hand on one nipple and Monica’s lips on another had her moaning so deeply she would have worried about bothering the neighbours… only one of them was already here!



“Oh yes very nice! Do you like that Abbie?
 You like us playing with your tits
 ?” He asked.



“Yesssss!” Abigail whimpered helplessly.



“
 You will do as I say Abbie. You love to do as your told
 ” Steven continued.



“Yes! Yes Steven yes!” She agreed eagerly.



She was so wet she could feel her juices leaking from her pussy onto the floor beneath her. Their dual assault on her tits was overwhelming her.



“I think I need to feel those tits around my cock, before I can decide” Steven said with a smirk.



Abbie no longer needed the excuse of a ‘comparison’ and instead eagerly knelt closer to him as Monica removed his cock from his pants. Its thickness making Abbie’s eyes light up with joy before a moment later she engulfed his cock in her breasts and Steven smiled victoriously as he claimed his new prize…


 



Chapter Eight



Monica watched as Abbie began to eagerly rub her tits up and down Steven’s cock. Her friends enthusiasm matched by the pure joy on Steven’s face.



Guess the plan worked just as he said it would…
 Monica thought happily.



Eager to remain involved Monica removed the rest of her clothes and pulled off the remnants of Abbie’s. Her fellow MILF still busy with Steven’s cock between her tits.



“I bet that nice thick dick has you
 soaking
 ” Monica whispered teasingly to Abbie as she slipped a hand between her legs to confirm.



“Oh god yes! So good! So horny! Can’t stopppp!” Abbie moaned out as Monica’s fingers slipped back inside her.



“That’s right
 . Enjoy each others bodies
 . You are both mine now.
 Mine to use as I wish. Both obedient and horny for me
 ” Steven told them.



“Yes Sir…” Monica nodded happily as she added a second finger to Abbie’s pussy.



“Yessss!” Abbie moaned as she spread her legs wider to allow Monica more access.



“Very good. Make her cum for me. You want to cum for me Abbie? You want to cum for me while I cum on these big beautiful breasts?” Steven asked with a moan.



“Fuck yess!” Abbie moaned as Monica’s fingers began thrusting deeply inside her, rubbing against her G-Spot in a way that had her twitching and squirming on the floor.



“You ready? You ready to cum for me?” Steven grunted as his cock began to twitch.



“Please! Please! I want your cum!” Abbie begged.



Without a moments more hesitation Monica watched as Steven’s cock exploded with cum. Covering Abbie’s chest with his seed just as Abbie cried out in her own orgasm. Drenching Monica’s fingers with her juices before she collapsed back on the floor panting.



“Clean up her tits Mon” Steven moaned happily as he saw Abbie lay there, chest covered in his cum.



“With pleasure!” Monica giggled.



She set to work sucking and licking the cum from her friends tits. Feeling her own need for release growing stronger and stronger. When she was almost finished however she felt Steven kneel behind her and his newly hardened cock pressing against her.



“Oh wow! Again?” She asked happily.



“You should know by now it doesn’t take long” Steven chuckled.



Monica noticed Abbie look at her curiously but she moved her lips back to Abbie’s breasts and that ended any possible questions.



“Rub her clit while I fuck you” Steven ordered.



“Yes Sir” Monica moaned.



His cock slipped easily inside her and she heard Abbie groan in pleasure as she began to rub circles on her needy clit. The pair of them in ecstasy under Steven’s control.



And Monica did know he was fully in control. The whole plan was his idea and even though she didn’t know how she knew he had taken over. She wasn’t sure when but she knew she couldn’t resist. She’d do anything for him. Anything to please him.



Feeling his hard cock inside her she began to rock back and forth. Her round ass bouncing back and forth on his cock, bringing more moans from him.



“Oh fuck! Yes just like that! So fucking good!” Steven moaned.



Abbie was watching them fuck with a look of pure need on her face. Monica wondered if she was jealous that Monica was the first to be fucked when she spoke.



“Oh fuck! Yes! Fuck that big sexy ass! Fuck her hard!” Abbie encouraged.



“Didn’t know you had it in you!” Monica laughed before another deep thrust turned it into a moan.



“This is just so hot! All three of us!” Abbie moaned.



She slid under Monica and began to suck her nipples as Steven’s thrusts brought her closer and closer to the edge.



“I’m gonna cuuuummmm!” Monica cried out.



“Make her cum for me Abbie,
 make her cum
 !” Steven ordered.



Monica felt his thrusts quicken and just as Abbie slid deeper underneath her she suddenly felt Abbie’s tongue on her clit and she couldn’t hold it back.



“Yesssss Sirrrrrr!” Monica cried out gratefully as her body shook with pleasure as she came.



“Oh fuck that felt good! I love feeling you cum around my cock!” Steven moaned happily as Monica collapsed next to Abbie on the floor.



His cock was still hard however and Monica knew he was far from done. She looked at Abbie who smiled back at her, both of them seeming to have the same idea.



“Think we can share nicely?” Abbie asked teasingly.



“I think we can” Monica nodded with a giggle.



They both got on all fours facing him and began to kiss around his hard cock. Their tongues and lips gliding up and down his shaft. Both of them devoting themselves to making his cock feel as good as it possibly could.



“Oh fuck! Wow! So good! I’m never going to get tired of that!” He moaned happily.



Abbie and Monica locked eyes over his cock and Monica knew neither of them would want to stop either. However it seemed like Steven wouldn’t be able to hold himself back much longer based on how his cock was beginning to twitch.



“Where would you like us to take your cum Sir?” Monica asked teasingly before slowly licking from his balls all the way to the tip of his cock.



“Kneel up and open your mouths!” He moaned out.



They did as they were told and opened their mouths wide while holding up their tits. Their bodies on display for their new lover, and dominant.



“Oh fuck! Yes! Gonna cum again! Yes!” Steven grunted.



He rubbed his cock and soon he was cumming once again. The first load landed on Monica’s face and in her mouth, the second on Abbie’s and then the final few squirts of cum falling on their chests.



“Oh god that is so hot!” Abbie moaned as she looked over at Monica covered in cum just like her.



“He’ll be ready again in a few minutes. Told you younger men have their advantages” Monica giggled.



Steven simply sat back on the couch as his two brainwashed MILF’s began to kiss again, their cum covered breasts pressed against each other. Wondering what he could possibly want to do with them next but knowing one thing for sure.



His life had just gotten a lot more fun!


 



Part 3



Chapter One



Abigail woke up slowly that Saturday morning. It had been a week since her first threesome with Steven and she felt herself adjusting to her new reality a little more each day. As those the longer they were in their ‘unique situation’ the more her mind was able to wrap her head around it.



I am Steven’s bimbo fuckdoll
 Abbie thought to herself as she stretched in her bed.



“Morning” Monica purred happily from next to her, snuggling into Abbie’s chest with a happy giggle.



“Morning” Abigail smiled back.



Sharing a bed with Monica had become a regular occurrence, especially on the rare night or two Steven had been away. Apparently having two sexy MILF’s at his beck and call was making it rather hard to focus on his work. Abbie and Monica had offered to take shifts under his desk to keep his hard young cock satisfied but that had seemed to make the problem worse not better.



Sadly that meant when he had a big deadline he would remain in his own house. Luckily Monica and Abbie had soon found they enjoyed each others bodies almost as much as they enjoyed Steven’s. Abbie had slowly become obsessed with Monica’s perfect curves and Monica in turn had been worshipping Abbie’s big tits every night.



Unlike Steven we can keep up with our responsibilities AND enjoy our new life
 Abbie chuckled softly to herself as she turned in the bed to kiss Monica’s forehead and pull her ebony friend’s head deeper into her tits.



“Ooh early start?” Monica asked with a happy giggle.



“I don’t see why not… It’s been at least eight hours since I’ve had my needy tits sucked” Abbie giggled right back.



That was another change she had noticed. Having gone a very long time without sex after her divorce Abbie now found herself in need of almost constant sexual attention. Monica seemed very much in the same boat and the two now frequently found themselves responding to the others needy requests to have their tits, pussy’s or anything else played with.



“Ohhhh yess….” Abbie moaned happily as Monica began their morning ritual.



First Monica would suck Abbie’s tits until the sexy blonde was writhing in sexual bliss. Then Abbie would tease Monica’s wet pussy until they were both ready to involve some of their favourite toys.



“Mmmm… I am a slut for big tits” Monica moaned out mindlessly.



As Abbie enjoyed her friends sexual attention she examined her thoughts for that day. As odd as it sounded it did seem that her thoughts changed day-to-day sometimes. One day she woke up with an incredible need for Steven’s cock in her tight little ass. Another day she was feeling intense arousal at the idea of being fucked by Monica with a strap-on. She tried to keep track of these changes but often struggled to realise a difference. She just seemed so open-minded in general now. Particularly for Steven…



“Think Steven is thinking about us right now? Imagining your lips on my tits as we play?” Abbie asked with a soft happy sigh.



“Oh I bet… I bet the thought is making his cock so hard right now… Oh god… I really want that cock in me today…” Monica whimpered in need as she began rubbing her pussy and thinking of Steven’s cock.



“Where today? Mouth? Tits? Pussy? Ass?” Abbie asked with a little chuckle.



“Oh who cares? Wherever he wants so long as I can get my hands on that dick!” Monica laughed.



Already reaching her sexual ‘boiling point’ Abbie pushed Monica onto her back and slid down between her friends legs. Beginning her slow licking and sucking of her friend’s pussy.



“It is an amazing cock… I’d do anything to make Steven happy… anything to get his cock…” Abbie agreed between licks.



“Anything for Steven… Anything for Sir…” Monica nodded slowly.



Abbie noticed her friend’s fingers going to her nipples. Arousing herself even deeper at the thought of Steven’s cock. She would have teased her about it but Abbie had already slipped two fingers into her own pussy as she wished she had Steven’s cock to slide deeply inside her right now…



“We submit… We serve… We obey…” Abbie began to moan.



“Submit… Serve… Obey…” Monica moaned in agreement.



“Anything… Anytime… Anywhere…” Abbie continued.



“Anything… Anytime… Anywhere…” Monica gasped.



“I am Steven’s horny fuckdoll!” Abbie added before feeling herself squirt hard over her own fingers.



“Yes! Yes! Nearly there! Keep sucking my clit! Yessss…. I’m Steven’s horny fuckdoll!” Monica cried out in agreement as she grinded against Abbie’s face until she too arrived at her first orgasm for the day.



Crawling up from between Monica’s legs her and Abbie shared a kiss before getting out of bed to begin the day. Sadly they
 did
 have things to do that day.
 Abbie had a client visiting later that day and Monica was meeting an old friend from college to talk through her friend’s marital problems.



“Is Tammy headed here or are you meeting at her place?” Abbie asked as she reluctantly found a bra for her meeting, she didn’t like wearing bra’s anymore but knew she had to for the sake of appearances with her client.



“She’s headed here” Monica explained as she pulled a tight white shirt over her large ebony breasts, no bra for Monica that day.



“Will be good to see her again… Is the divorce really going through? I always thought they would work it out…” Abbie asked.



She had known Tammy for a little while by this point. She had joked that Monica had a ‘type’ when it came to friends but truthfully Tammy was even more of a ‘bimbo’ type than Abbie was!



“I would love to see the look on Steven’s face when Tammy shows up with those big fake balloons she calls tits!” Monica laughed.



“Yeah… I bet he’d love it…” Abbie nodded.



Her and Monica went quiet for a moment. Suddenly the idea of Tammy’s implants didn’t seem as fun to mock as usual. Instead the same thought was occurring to them due to Steven’s programming without them realizing.



I love to play with big tits…


 



Chapter Two



Unaware that Steven’s vaguely worded programming was having more unintended consequences for her Monica texted Steven to check in.



Busy trying to meet this deadline. Should be done by tomorrow evening then this is all yours –
 He texted back, along with a picture of exactly what he was referring to.



Giggling to herself slightly Monica lifted her shirt and sent him a quick picture of her tits on display for him and hit send.



Sending naughty pictures back and forth had been something Monica had very little interest in before recently. She always considered it a poor substitute to the real thing and preferred to leave them waiting. For steven though… For Steven she would do anything to make him happy. To be a good fuckdoll. A good bimbo…



That last part was the new line of thought Monica still questioned. Why did she have the desire to be a dumb horny little bimbo lately? She had always been very sexually open but now she found herself openly lusting after men, and women, and wanting to dress and behave in ways that drew more attention to her. Her bra’s for one thing had always been an uncomfortable inconvenience but now she wore them only when meeting clients, same as Abbie. The desire to wear as little clothing as possible making her feel so good.



Good fuckdoll. Keep yourself busy while I’m not there x –
 Steven messaged back.



“Good fuckdoll…” Monica nodded slowly to herself as she repeated the words with a smile.



Steven’s praise always gave her the most amazing feeling. Like she was sinking into a warm soothing bubble bath. Her mind getting a pleasant fuzzy feeling like
 she was suddenly a little tipsy only without the hangover. If she had known that the constant stream of programming that was coming out of not just their phones now but also their computers and TV’s was behind it all at this point Monica may not have even minded.



Anything for Sir…
 She thought to herself as she imagined all the ways she would please him the second he had finished with his project.



Shaken from her daydream by a knock at the door Monica checked her watch and gasped in shock.



“Oh crap! That time already!” She said as she looked down at the tight white shirt and skimpy shorts that were the sum total of her clothing that day.



“Hey it’s Tammy, she probably won’t be wearing much more than you” Abbie chuckled from nearby as she typed away on her laptop in preparation for her meeting later that day.



“Guess not” Monica giggled back as she bounced happily over to the door and threw it wide open.



“Mon! You look great sweetie how are you!?” Tammy asked happily as she met Monica with a big hug, her fake tits pressed tightly to Monica’s smaller real ones.



“I’m good! Very good!” Monica nodded.



It was true as well. Ever since she started listening to Steven and had started this situation with him and Abbie she had never felt happier.



“Awww that’s good to hear! Sounds like whatever man your with is giving you good dick!” Tammy laughed loudly as she walked inside.



“Oh you have no idea…” Monica smirked as the image of Steven’s cock deep inside her flashed through her mind.



“Well glad to hear it, hope I’m not interrupting any plans?” Tammy asked as she looked around, as though expecting some naked man to be hiding in the corner.



“Nah, my guy’s busy until tomorrow evening” Monica reassured her.



“How about you Abbie? You finally getting out there?” Tammy asked curiously as she spotted her fellow blonde working away.



“Baby steps I guess. Sorry to hear about you and Tom” Abbie said sympathetically.



“Eh… We’ve been over emotionally a lot longer than we have legally. He thought he wanted to marry a hot blonde nympho only it turns out he got more than he bargained for” Tammy shrugged as she took a seat next to Abbie on the sofa.



“Did he really catch you with your personal trainer?” Monica asked, desperate for confirmation of the latest gossip.



“Well
 that
 was innocent. He was correcting my form on a stretch and his hand
 happened
 to go to my breast. I mean they are kinda hard to miss” Tammy said with a jokey look down at her plastic breasts.



“I’m sure he moved his hand away the instant the accident happened” Abbie chuckled softly from next to her.



“Well…. Maybe not as fast as Tom would have wanted” Tammy laughed.



“You seem to be coping well though?” Monica pointed out.



“As I said… Emotionally it’s been over for a while. Now at least I can have some guilt free fun! Which brings me to a question… You two mind if I crash here tonight? I won’t get in your way I promise” Tammy asked.



Monica and Abbie shared a look. Monica knew her friend was thinking the same thing she was.



Can we keep our situation to ourselves when we are so horny lately? If Tammy found out would others find out?
 Monica thought.



She wasn’t personally worried about people’s opinions. She just had this strong need to keep things secret as Abbie did. It was what Steven wanted and so that’s what they wanted to.



“Well… I can’t think of a reason not to… Can you Mon?” Abbie asked a little nervously.



“Uhhh… Nope… Guess I can’t” Monica said shaking her head.



“Great! Saves me from booking a hotel just to come see my friends!” Tammy said happily as she put an arm around Abbie on the couch and turned on the TV.



None of them were aware that Steven’s programming was beaming out from every device he could load it on and, as Tammy sat there next to Abbie, she would soon be feeling its effects just as the girls did. The strength of the signal now working its magic upon Tammy’s mind…


 



Chapter Three



After Tammy had finished ‘relaxing’ downstairs she had returned to her car for her usual two suitcases full of clothes, towels, etc. The fact she was only there for a day didn’t seem to deter her from having packed half a store’s worth of stuff.



As she walked back in she noticed Abbie and Monica suddenly stop talking and watched the pair curiously.



“I don’t
 have
 to stay here if it’s a problem…” She reminded them.



“Oh no problem at all! We were just deciding the sleeping arrangements. Me and Monica will share my bed and you can have Mon’s” Abbie told her.



“Awww, well you two are a cute couple” Tammy laughed.



“We aren’t a couple” Monica denied quickly.



Tammy looked at her again, raising an eyebrow at the fast defence.



“I was
 joking
 . Though if something were going on at least that would explain why you never started dating again Abbie” Tammy teased.



“How could anyone compare to Monica?” Abbie teased back, joining in the joke.



“Well I do have a thing for blonde’s…” Monica joked.



Tammy gasped in mock offense.



“Then why
 her
 and not
 me
 ?” She asked accusingly.



“I prefer
 real
 over
 fake
 Tammy” Monica said with a joking smile.



“Your loss. Though my tits would help me float if I was lost at sea” Tammy added as she began taking her first suitcase up the stairs.



Tammy was very happy to be seeing her friends again. In all honesty she had done what she always done while in her marriage. When things were going well with the person she was with she would disappear completely into her relationship, neglect her friends and hobbies and everything else. Then when things started going wrong she would neglect the relationship and throw herself into nights out with the girls and other distractions. It was a cycle she had tried to break with little success.



Pausing outside Monica’s room she looked outside the window to see a young man from next door casually walk to his mailbox and sort through a few letters. He was a lot younger than Tammy by the look of him and Tammy wondered if he was older or younger than Abbie’s child.



These kids get younger every day
 Tammy thought with a sigh.



Her own husband, soon to be ex, was now 40. Tammy had been dating older men ever since her first boyfriend. She had always known women matured faster than men and took that as meaning men her age were too childish to ever date them. As for younger men, that was never even a consideration. Tammy had no desire to be a ‘sex ed teacher’ for some young guy who needed a map to find her clit.



“Who’s the guy next door? Seems a little young to have that house to himself?” Tammy asked as she got back downstairs.



“Oh that’s Steven, his mom owned the house and then he bought it from her when she moved away” Abbie said with a smile.



“Yeah he’s a great neighbour” Monica nodded with another smile.



Tammy looked through the window again but he had gone back inside by this point.



“Steven… Steven… Where do I know that name from?” Tammy wondered aloud.



“Don’t think I’ve mentioned him before” Monica shrugged as she helped Tammy with her other suitcase.



“Just seems weirdly familiar…” Tammy thought out loud.



Even as she unpacked she still had the strange feeling she knew the name. It seemed so familiar, like an old friend she just couldn’t place. Eventually though she gave up and switched on Monica’s TV to catch up on her latest binge watching show so she didn’t interrupt Abbie’s meeting.



So glad they were willing to put me up tonight. Hotel’s suck
 Tammy thought happily as she felt perfectly at home in Monica’s room.



Leaning back onto her friend’s pillow for a moment she felt a hard lump underneath it. Curious she reached under the pillow and pulled out…



“Oh you naughty girl!” Tammy giggled as she looked at the vibrator hidden under the pillow.



Having left her own toy at home Tammy deliberately left Monica’s ‘friend’ on the nightstand just to make it clear she had seen it. With the door closed though she knew Monica would likely not realise until the next day.



Not that Tammy judged of course. She had already worn out three vibrators as her marital distress had left her high and dry sexually. For a woman so used to constant sexual attention having her husband withdraw from that aspect of her relationship had been painful. A little infidelity here and there seemed an inevitable consequence when she couldn’t get what she needed.



Tammy’s mind went back to her personal trainer. Her strong, tall, dark and handsome trainer that knew just how to stretch her… Position her… Get her all
 sweaty and worked up… In truth she hadn’t done anything with him but now she was free she might well be giving him a call.



Oh wow… I must be into him more then I thought…
 Tammy thought suddenly as she slipped a hand between her legs and was surprised to discover how wet she was.



Knowing she wouldn’t be bothered with Abbie busy in her meeting and Monica headed to the store Tammy switched her attention from her show to her wet pussy.



She thought of her trainer Jacob. His strong hands. His winning smile. As she continued to touch herself though it wasn’t doing the trick. For some reason her usual fantasy bait wasn’t having the desired effects.



She opened up her phone and began swiping through her ‘usual suspects’ in her photo’s and still nothing. She even opened up some porn videos and still nothing. About to give up on the idea of getting a little release Tammy’s mind suddenly made a suggestion.



Steven is very sexy…
 She thought.



“Really?” She questioned herself out loud.



As she pictured him in her head however her touches between her legs became more pleasurable. Her pussy moistened further. Her breathing quickening slightly.



“Well OK then…” Tammy shrugged as she unknowingly began to masturbate over the thought of the guy next door, leaving her mind even more open to the subconscious effects of the programming Monica’s TV was sending to her brain.



Her fingers began to pump into her faster and faster and as she rapidly found her pleasure climbing neither her nor Steven himself knew she was being brainwashed into another fuckdoll.


 



Chapter Four



Not knowing that Tammy was currently masturbating her brains out, in a different way then usual, Monica and Abbie continued with their days. Abbie was discussing the retirement plans of a small business owner from the area and Monica was by now headed back from her trip to the mall.



Steven meanwhile was waiting for his computer to reconnect to his companies server and thinking over the past week of his new life.



Steven had figured out more about the programming since his initial screw ups with Abbie and Monica. He now had it down to much more of a set routine than his random experimentation.



Convincing them of their attraction to him was step 1. Trying to convince them to obey and please them without any level of sexual appeal was too much of a hard sell even for the programme.



Step 2 was building up their need to make him happy. Just associating his happiness with their own turned out to be a powerful motivator. Steven had witnessed that just two days ago when the more prudish Abbie had been eagerly begging him to fuck her ass the moment he had expressed a fantasy about doing so. He knew she had no inclinations toward doing that stuff but the fact it pleased him ensured it became her desire too.



Then came Step 3. The final step of the programme he had loaded into every device he could. Obedience and the desire to be his fuckdoll. It was the most difficult idea to implant but once done it made everything so much smoother. When you had two women eager to be obedient fuckdolls there was very little other programming needed. Steven occasionally added in a desire for certain sexual acts but soon noticed it wasn’t necessary.



He had thought he solved his problem with ‘accidental’ brainwashing too. Though he didn’t regret it having Monica under his control could have gone a lot worse. If he had ended up with a whole hotel of people under his power that isn’t something he could have explained away.



So he had added a location lock to the programme. Monica and Abbie didn’t need constant reminders of their subconscious programming and so when either left the house the programme would switch off. That way if they spent a long time with a doctor or dentist or someone they wouldn’t be unknowingly creating another fuckdoll for him.



People visiting the house however was something he hadn’t thought much about. Normally Abbie’s clients spent less than an hour there, far too short a time to be programmed. They also didn’t usually have any guests given their families were all out of state. The idea of a friend staying overnight hadn’t occurred to Steven and as he wasn’t checking his phone in case Abbie or Monica ‘distracted’ him again he had no idea that Tammy was even there.



By the time Steven had been able reconnect to the office server Tammy had now spent three hours under the programme’s effects as Abbie went about her business, keen to give her and Monica’s friend some space to unwind.



“Fuuuckkk… Soooo…. Wet…..” Tammy moaned softly to herself.



She normally masturbated for a quick release and then continued with her day. That day though every touch simply made her want more. She had three fingers buried deep inside herself and one hand on her breasts as she drove herself to greater heights of pleasure.



“Oh goddddd…. Can’t stoppp….” She whimpered helplessly.



Fast becoming a slave to her own pleasure as the various devices in the house continued to send her mind deeper and deeper programming. She was now fantasising only about the hot neighbour guy despite barely knowing him. She pictured his cock sliding between her big tits as she rubbed herself. Imagined how his cock would stretch her soaking wet pussy. Wondered how much of his cock she could fit down her throat.



“Yesss! Yessss! Almost there!” Tammy gasped out.



As she came on Monica’s bed she still couldn’t bring herself to stop. Her fingers now pumping inside her faster and faster. Each orgasm merely encouraging the next. Even if Abbie had knocked on the door she probably wouldn’t have been able to stop. She was so lost in her fantasies that she had to keep going. Keep playing with herself. Keep thinking of all the ways she could please Steve’s cock.



“Must obey… Must be a good fuckdoll…” Tammy moaned out.



New fantasies continued to overtake her. The idea of submitting and pleasing had never interested her much before, she had always played the leading role. Now though she wanted nothing more than to be a slutty bimbo fuckdoll. Every touch of her enhanced breasts helping to remind her that she was a horny doll to be played with.



As she came again Monica finally arrived home and began discussing how they could sneak around with each other without Tammy noticing. Completely unaware that Tammy was far too focused on masturbating over her new desires to care. Abbie and Monica could have started fucking right in front of her and her only thought would have been whether watching that would have turned on the mysterious neighbour she now craved so badly.



The only thing preventing her from heading right over there was that it would have meant having to stop touching herself. Something she was utterly incapable of doing as the programming continued to implant itself deeper and deeper…


 



Chapter Five



“Do you think she’d hear us if we fooled around tonight?” Monica asked with a glance up the stairs.



“I’m not sure… She’s had the TV on for a while so if she had it on tonight would probably drown it out?” Abbie asked.



“I tried messaging Steve but he didn’t reply, still working away” Monica sighed.



She was running out of ideas. She was still horny as hell and normally would have pounced on Abbie the moment she got home. Now though having to suddenly restrain herself was beginning to frustrate her.



She was happy to see her friend Tammy again, particularly when she was going through a tough time, but she had been greatly enjoying her new life as a bisexual fuckdoll. Having to pretend to be otherwise was getting harder.



“Did you have to go braless today? I mean you
 know
 how much I love those tits” Abbie asked with a sigh as she gestured to Monica’s erect nipples poking up through her shirt.



“You can talk! Swaying those hips everywhere you walk… I’ve half a mind to find my strap-on and make it so your too tired to walk at all!” Monica shot back, half-promise and half-threat.



“You know… She hasn’t left your room since getting up there…” Abbie pointed out.



“True… Do you think…. I mean just a quickie?” Monica asked desperately.



“Just to get us through the day?” Abbie asked with a nod.



“Just so we can get some relief before we go to bed tonight” Monica nodded as well.



Biting her lip Monica looked at Abbie and then hurried upstairs to fetch a toy from Abbie’s room so they could have a quick little play. As she passed her room however she heard a sound that made her stop in her tracks.



“Oh fuccck! More! More! Need more!” Tammy’s voice whimpered as she heard an unmistakable wet slapping sound coming from behind the door.



Oh wow… She must be super horny to be masturbating in my bed!
 Monica thought with a chuckle.



Pressing her ear to the door Monica couldn’t help but get even more aroused by the thought of her friend fucking herself. Then she heard a buzzing noise and almost laughed out loud.



Cheeky slut! That’s my toy!
 Monica thought as she listened to a deep moan from Tammy who it seemed had just begun to use the vibrator.



“Thought you were getting the toy?” Abbie’s whispered voice suddenly asked from behind her, clearly Monica had taken too long on her trip.



“Shhh! Listen!” Monica whispered back with a gesture to the door.



With a confused look on her face Abbie pressed her ear to the door before a look of understanding passed over her.



“Ohhhhh!” She said with a little giggle.



The pair of them listened closer as Tammy continued her play. Seemingly become more and more aroused as she continued.



“Yessss…. Sooooo…. Gooodddd… Want his cock…. Need his cockkkkk…. Must obeyyyyy….” Tammy moaned out mindlessly, unaware she was being listened to.



“Is she dating someone?” Abbie whispered to Monica curiously.



“Not that I know of…” Monica said quietly.



“Good fuckdoll…. Horny fuckdoll…. Obedient fuckdoll….” Tammy gasped out eagerly.



Monica and Abbie froze and shared a look. Gesturing back to Abbie’s room Monica left her place at the door and followed Abbie down the corridor, closing Abbie’s door behind them they began to discuss.



“OK is it just me or does this all seem
 very
 familiar?” Monica asked.



“The arousal, the masturbation, the
 fuckdoll
 fantasy? Yeah
 very
 familiar indeed” Abbie nodded.



“Do you think… Do you think whatever happened to make us like this is happening to her too?” Monic asked.



“It seems like it… I don’t even know what to do to stop it though…” Abbie said.



“Should we…. Stop it I mean? I mean aren’t we much happier like this?” Monica questioned.



Both women went silent for a few moments. Comparing their old lives to their new ones. Their new lives as horny obedient fuckdolls for the sexy dominant neighbour. Their every desire fulfilled as they fulfilled his in return…



“I… I think we should wait…” Abbie said slowly.



“Yeah… No guarantee this is the same things… She might just be horny” Monica nodded in agreement.



“Exactly! I mean if she
 does
 end up like us… Well we didn’t do it” Abbie shrugged.



Monica noticed the lustful look in Abbie’s eyes and knew she was having the same thought. The thought of Tammy joining them in their new lives. Another
 obedient fuckdoll for Steve… Another busty bimbo to join in their sapphic pleasures when he was busy…



“Is it wrong to hope she ends up like us?” Monica asked nervously.



“Well… I’m not sure… It seems that might be how things are headed though” Abbie agreed.



“We
 need
 to talk to Steve. He seems to know more about this. He will know what to do” Monica pointed out.



“Yes. Let’s go see him, hopefully he will be able to take time away from his work to handle this” Abbie said.



The idea of him ‘handling’ it by persuading Tammy to join them on their knees, taking turns sucking and titfucking his cock passed through her head. She felt herself getting wetter at the idea.



“Do you think he will get her back to normal? Or will he…” Monica said before trailing off as they heard Tammy cry out even louder in pleasure, seeming to no longer care whether she was heard or not.



“Let’s find out” Abbie said even as she knew which option she was secretly hoping for.


 



Chapter Six



Steven sighed as he once again lost connection to the server. He did love working from home but having these peak use periods when everyone was trying to connect to get their work done was becoming a problem. He leaned back in his chair just as his alarm went off and an image of his two beautiful women walking over appeared on screen.



“Hello ladies, I’m trying to be finished as soon as possible I assure you” Steven said with a chuckle as he opened the door.



“Oh we know and sorry to bother you but…” Monica began.



“… We have a situation” Abbie added.



Steven frowned slightly, part of him worried they had discovered what he was doing. Or perhaps it had even begun wearing off…



“What situation?” He asked.



“Our friend Tammy is staying over tonight and… Well she seems a little…” Abbie said before trailing off with a look at Monica.



“She’s fucking herself with my vibrator and babbling about being a horny fuckdoll” Monica put it bluntly.



Steve’s jaw dropped.



Oh for god sake not again!
 He thought with an inner sigh.



“Oh gosh… OK… Erm…. I will see if I can put it right” Steven told them.



Monica and Abbie shared a look.



“Do you… Have to?” Abbie asked a little nervously.



“What do you mean?” Steve asked.



“Well…. She’s just gotten divorced and if she’s suddenly having new thoughts and feelings it wouldn’t be too out of the ordinary would it?” Abbie asked.



“Yeah, I mean maybe this is just some mid-life crisis. No sense confronting her about it, she does seem to be enjoying herself after all” Monica nodded.



Steve could barely hold back his grin. Without truly admitting it Monica and Abbie were basically asking him to let her brainwashing continue.



“Tell me about her” Steven requested.



If the ladies were so eager for her to become ‘one of them’ then perhaps this was another happy accident like with Monica rather than a screw-up in need of a quick fix.



“About our age… Blonde… Divorced… Very outgoing…” Abbie began.



“Big fake tits… Very sexy moan as she fucks herself…” Monica added, providing information that interested Steven even more.



“How long has she been at your place?” He asked.



“A few hours now Sir” Monica told him.



A few hours… Is that really enough time for things to have started working? Maybe her masturbation made the effect stronger… Only one way to find out
 Steven thought to himself.



“Well ladies, I think me and her might be due a little chat” Steven said with a grin as nextdoor Tammy had a final orgasm and collapsed back on the bed.



Unaware that the girls had heard her play Tammy hastily began changing the new soaked sheets as she tried to make sense of her random burst of arousal.



Has it really been that long since my last fuck?
 She wondered.



Looking out the window she saw Monica laughing as she walked back over, followed closely behind by…



Steve! Oh crap he’s coming here?
 Tammy thought in horror.



Quickly finding a mirror and doing her best to make herself presentable she rushed downstairs to finally meet the man she had just spent a large chunk of the day masturbating over.



“Oh and this is our friend Tammy that we mentioned” Monica said as Tammy rushed down the stairs the moment Steven entered the house.



“Nice to meet you” Steve said with a smile that made Tammy grin back widely in return.



Oh wow, he’s even sexier up close…
 Tammy thought.



She’s perfect… Is she really that well brainwashed already though?
 Steven wondered.



“You too… Hope I measure up to whatever they’ve told you” Tammy said with a giggle.



Steve chuckled in return and walked straight up to the older woman in front of her.



“You have kids Tammy?” He asked curiously.



“One… Has her own place now” Tammy informed him.



“So another sexy MILF next door, however will I restrain myself” He said with a knowing smirk.



Tammy would have normally laughed it off. She flirted with a lot of guys but that rarely meant an interest in them. This time though seeing Steve up close and
 hearing him say those words had her mind racing with more thoughts like those from her masturbation session before.



Steven is sexy… Steven is always right… Must make Steven happy…
 The thoughts echoed in her head.



“Why would you want to restrain yourself?” She asked him flirtatiously.



“True. That depends on whether your willing to be a good girl and do as your told though” Steven said, rapidly abandoning any limited caution he may have had.



Tammy felt herself getting very aroused at the idea. Even Abbie and Monica’s presence wasn’t enough to hold her back. The thoughts in her head continually encouraging her to go further.



“I think I might be… though I can be very naughty too. I’d very much like to see you try and
 make
 me behave” Tammy told him with another little giggle.



“Hmmm… What do you think ladies, can I make Tammy behave?” Steven asked with a smile.



“Oh yes” Abbie nodded.



“Yes Sir” Monica agreed.



Tammy looked confused for a moment but the continual programming was still hitting her deep in her subconscious. The idea of obeying Steve already seemed so natural she soon got over her confusion.



Of course they obey him… It’s natural to obey him… Please him…
 Tammy thought.



“Kneel” He ordered suddenly.



Abbie and Monica dropped to their knees instantly whereas Tammy hesitated for a moment. Upon seeing the others drop though she slowly knelt in front of Steven, her eyes locked on his as she quickly become more and more horny.



“Hmm…. Not quite good enough. When I tell you to do something you do it.
 Obeying me is natural
 ” Steven reminded her.



“Obeying you is natural” Tammy repeated, a smile creeping back over her face as she stared up at him.



Obey… submit… be a good fuckdoll…
 Tammy thought to herself as she knelt there awaiting his next instruction and praying it would be just the one she was hoping he would give…


 



Chapter Seven



Steven looked down at the kneeling Tammy, his cock hard and firm in his pants. He smiled at her eagerness to obey him. Clearly she was either naturally susceptible or the programming tweaks he made had it much more effective. He’d have to make sure in future it was all switched off when they had visitors in future…



“Abbie, Monica, come over” Steven ordered.



Monica and Abbie quickly joined him at his sides. Clearly very excited by the situation based on the smiles and the way they looked down at Tammy with pure lust.



“You two like him too?” Tammy asked curiously.



“It’s only natural” Abbie shrugged.



“Obeying him feels so damn good…” Monica sighed happily.



Tammy continued to look up at him and slowly nodded. She knew exactly how they felt…



“Take out my cock Abbie, Monica remove her shirt” Steve ordered.



“Yes sir” The girls said in unison.



Abbie’s hands went to unzip Steven’s pants just as Monica eagerly pulled off Tammy’s shirt.



“No bra club!” Monica giggled happily as she watched Tammy’s tits bounce slightly as they were freed.



“Can’t find many in my size” Tammy giggled back before her giggle became a moan as Steven’s cock emerged.



“Mmmm… Do you like her Sir?” Abbie asked with a moan as she slowly stroked his cock.



The more fuckdolls the better… Steven using other women is so hot…
 The girls all thought as the programme continued to run.



“Very much… Such lovely big fake tits” Steven moaned softly as Abbie stroked him.



“The bigger the better… An anniversary present actually” Tammy said, laughing a little at the irony.



“I bet they feel amazing…” Steven nodded.



“Why don’t you find out?” Tammy asked.



Kneeling up slightly she pressed her tits against Steven’s cock as Abbie pulled her hand away. She noticed Abbie and Monica were now undressing but cared only for the incredible sensation she felt as soon as her tits enveloped his cock.



“Oh god…. Wow… Yes use those tits… Make my cock feel good…” Steven said happily.



“Yes…. Sir…” Tammy moaned back, picking up on what the others had called him.



She began to slowly rub her tits up and down his cock. Their immense size meaning his cock disappeared entirely between them until she reached the bottom where she could give the tip a small lick and then resume her rubbing.



“So hot… I was always so jealous of your tits” Monica moaned happily as she knelt beside Tammy and watched up close.



“Implants have their advantages” Tammy giggled.



“Yeah, I bet you love them!” Abbie said with a smile as she stood next to Steven and watched him grab Tammy’s tits and begin to slowly fuck them.



“I certainly do! Oh I can make great use of these” Steven moaned as he felt her firm breasts squeezing his cock.



“Thank you for using my tits sir…” Tammy moaned back, easily slipping into her new role.



“What a good fuckdoll you are” Monica said before giving Tammy a little kiss on the cheek.



“Always knew you were bi!” Tammy laughed before she turned her head to Monica and began kissing her old friend as Steven continued to use her breasts.



“Only recently found out!” Monica laughed back.



Abbie joined them on the floor, stealing Tammy’s lips away from Monica and deeply kissing their new ‘addition’ to the group.



“Yesss… Enjoy each other…” Steven said encouragingly.



He could feel the pressure building inside his cock. Abbie pressed Tammy’s face between her breasts and moaned as her fellow blonde buried her face between them. Meanwhile Monica slipped her fingers between her legs and began masturbating over the show unfolding in front of her.



“Fuckkk… So fucking hottt….” Monica groaned happily as she slipped two fingers into her wet pussy.



“Oh yes… so happy you came to stay…” Abbie agreed.



“Me too!” A muffled voice agreed between Abbie’s breasts.



“Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” Steven suddenly moaned, unable to resist the urge as he watched the three horny MILF’s all under his power.



“Please cum on her tits!” Abbie pleaded.



“Yes! I’d love to lick her tits clean of your cum!” Monica agreed with another deep moan.



Pulling out from her breasts at the last moment he moaned heavily as Tammy held up her tits just below his cock. Mere moments later he began to squirt thick shots of cum all over Tammy’s tits.



“Ohhhh fuckkkkk!” Tammy moaned happily as she watched Steven’s hard cock slowly covering her tits.



“Damn… That’s a lot of cum!” Monica giggled.



“Well I had a lot of work to do so hadn’t seen you today… Technically I should be heading back to it… Didn’t want to miss out on Tammy’s initiation now did I?” Steven laughed.



“Initiation?” Tammy asked as Abbie and Monica began to greedily lick and suck her tits clean.



“Joining my little MILF’s next door group. Becoming one of my obedient fuckdolls” Steven told her with a smile.



A small part of Tammy’s mind was confused by this. Failing to understand why she was doing all these things. Why was she on her knees covered in this strangers cum? Why was she so eagerly allowing her two friends to lick her tits clean? Why had she suddenly become so aroused the moment he had called her an obedient fuckdoll?



The more powerful part of her mind though simply sent ripples of pleasure through her body in the knowledge that Steven was pleased. Encouraging her to go even deeper into his power…



“Yes Steven… Sir… I’m your obedient fuckdoll” Tammy nodded.



She slipped out of her bottoms and spread her legs. Her wet pussy instantly finding Abbie’s fingers sliding inside it, bringing another moan from Tammy’s lips.



Monica and Tammy spread their legs too. Each of them now fingering another. Abbie’s fingers slowly pumping in and out of Tammy. Monica’s fingers rubbing Abbie’s clit. Tammy’s fingers finding their way into Monica’s wet eager hole. All three locked in pure pleasure.



Steven’s phone buzzed and he groaned at the message asking where he was, that the server was now back up. With a final look down as his three fuckdolls continued to play he used his phone to turn up the programming’s strength and promised to be back soon.



This was only the beginning...




Dominating the MILF Next Door: Bimbo Brainwashing



Chapter One



David had been crushing on his busty blonde ‘MILF Next Door’ Mrs Wilson for longer than he could remember. She was tall, friendly, kind and looked like she would look at home on a porn set. Aside from her rather more conservative dress sense that is.



She had been a secretary for a local business for a long time but had recently taken early retirement thanks to a very generous divorce settlement. David never could understand how her husband could have possibly wanted an affair with his secretary with Mrs Wilson waiting for him at home… but it at least enabled him to see more of her. When he could pluck up the courage to actually talk to her that is.



While Mrs Wilson was beautiful and head-turning David was a little more… Plain. He was tall, taller than her even, dark-skinned and reasonably athletic thanks to being a keen runner. Unfortunately his thick glasses and habit of not making eye contact when speaking to people combined with his general lack of social skills to ensure he didn’t do well talking to people. Especially people he was attracted to.



In fact it was a main reason behind him seeking a work from home job. He could spend his days on his computer, filing reports and responding to emails rather than actually dealing with
 people
 . All the while he would be able to see her in her garden or reading a book on the chair on her front porch. His mind getting
 carried away with what he would do with her if they could somehow be together some day.



One day he was lost in his work dealing with a spreadsheet problem when a knock at the door broke him out of his reverie. Going to answer it he expected it to be an amazon purchase he had forgotten about. Instead it was the beginning of a day that would change his life forever…



Opening the door he managed to summon a weak “hi?” as before him stood his sexy neighbour Mrs Wilson.



“Hi David, sorry is this a bad time?” She asked, misinterpreting his failure to speak properly as a sign that he was busy.



“Oh no. No not a bad time at all” He hastily clarified.



Giving him a warm smile that sent his mind into a brief spin she continued.



“It’s just I know you’re good with all this tech stuff and I’ve been having a problem with my WiFi. I have some documents to sign and it’s all online so obviously…” She said before trailing off with a laugh.



“Oh I understand. Let me see what I can do” He said with a weak smile back.



She was wearing a yellow sundress paired with a black jacket that served to cover up what he would imagine to be quite a large display of cleavage. It was a mark of how large her breasts were that they normally required a couple layers of clothing in order for them to be completely covered. David couldn’t ever recall Mrs Wilson ever wearing anything that would actually show them off. Not since her divorce at least. Before then he was lucky enough to get occasional glimpses of a plunging red dress she had worn for ‘date nights’ with her now ex-husband…



“… So it’s been odd since then” Mrs Wilson finished saying.



“Oh I see” David said hurriedly, not wanting to let on that his mind had wandered so much that he couldn’t even remember what she had said.



Thankfully once she had unlocked her laptop for him she left to sort something in her garden, giving him at least a chance to think straight. Wondering if he could somehow turn this unexpected opportunity into an offer to take her out to dinner or something. Or maybe she would invite him for a glass of wine as a thank you…



Focus man! You know nothing’s going to happen. She’s not been with anyone since the marriage, not that I know of anyway. Just drop it
 He thought crossly to himself, still lamenting his inability to move on from his teenage fantasies.



With the signal seeming fine he wondered if she had somehow wandered onto a malicious website or opened a bad link from an email. What he found when he opened up her internet history though was something else entirely.



“What the…?” He mumbled quietly to himself as he saw what she’d been up to on her laptop.



There were the usual results. Online shopping, emails, amazon browsing, etc. Between the more ‘normal’ searches though he found a lot of time spent on forums and sites all devoted to one topic.



Erotic hypnosis
 .



Unable to restrain himself, and seeing she was still busy outside, he followed through some of the links. It didn’t take him long before he found a post by her on a ‘hypnotic brainwashing’ forum.



I just feel so directionless sometimes. I don’t need to work anymore. My daughters left for college. I just find the idea of being brainwashed bimbo to be used by someone else so weirdly hot! I’d never actually do it of course, I mean I
 watch the ‘usual’ videos and listen to the files before bed, but I don’t think anyone I know in the ‘real world’ would ever want any part of this…



He re-read the post at least twice. His cock growing hard in his pants. Every post in her history was similar. Her fantasising openly about being hypnotised, brainwashed, mind controlled. Turned into a mindless maid or a submissive servant. Her most frequent fantasy seemed to be about becoming a dumb, horny bimbo. She had also watched a lot of ‘recommended’ videos and had described masturbating to them in great detail. A level of detail that had David’s cock straining even more against his pants.



He quickly installed a simple file that would allow him more access to her laptop without her knowing. He knew it was wrong but he was far too curious to restrain himself.



After reading about one file she listened to in full ‘every night’ though she began to head back inside. He swiftly deleted any trace of what he had been looking at and then hurriedly restarted her laptop. Hoping that would be enough to solve her problem.



“Should be fine once it’s restarted. Probably just an update” He lied as she re-entered the room.



“Aww thanks! Well if you ever need any help from me just let me know” Mrs Wilson smiled kindly as she took the laptop back.



David returned home, his mind in a spin. He never would have expected such kinky fantasies from his normally quite reserved nature. Apparently her conservative way of dressing, in terms of covering up her chest at least, wasn’t any indication of her inner desires.



As he got back to his computer though one thought was clearer in his mind than all the others.



Could this be the way to fulfil all my fantasies?
 He thought.



David had spent the next hour rapidly completing all his work tasks and then went straight back to the sites he had seen Mrs Wilson visiting. The deeper down the rabbit hole he went the more he found. His mind suddenly open to a world of possibilities.



There were groups, files and videos of all kinds devoted to many different types of hypnosis or fetish. Stories of men and women being helplessly hypnotised to obey. Transformed into their new controllers fantasy. The number of people who seemed to be
 willing
 to be put under that level of control was shocking to him.



There reasons varied based on what he had seen. Some were just bored or horny and found it a fun kink. Others were more ‘lifestyle’ types, eager for the chance to be changed forever into their perfect self and serve a man or woman 24/7.



Then there were those like Mrs Wilson who did it to relax or get off. Switching their brains off for a while and enjoying the fantasy.



David had already decided he had to at least try to do something with this information. So he logged in remotely to her laptop to discover she was watching one of the videos at that very moment!



The video was some sort of ‘bimbofication video’ and he found a comment of hers from a few weeks ago below it. Talking about how she just
 loved
 being able to turn off her brain and not have to think about anything for a while. Just do as she was told and obey. How much fun it was to be a giggly horny bimbo…



I think I might actually be able to use this…
 David realised.



Now that he knew what worked on her he could do a few simple adjustments to a video and then change her bookmarks so she would start listening to
 his
 version.



It was easy for someone with a little editing experience to add a special trigger phrase to the end of the video. As soon as she had ‘shut down’ on her end he had swapped out the video for his new one and made sure that the next time she watched it he would get a notification.



With that done there was nothing left to do so David finished his day, trying not to check his phone constantly, then went to bed. Hoping against all reason that his plan would work…


 



Chapter Two



David had woken up the next morning and eagerly checked his phone, only to be disappointed with no sign of her having watched the edited video. In fact all through the day there was no update saying she’d watched it. When he logged into her network again all it showed was her looking up gardening tips.



As the day passed he slowly lost hope in his plan and went to bed. It was a long shot after all. Just as he woke up the next morning though…



“Yes!” He said happily as his phone pinged up with a notification that she was watching the video.



He logged onto his own computer and waited. Knowing that if things had gone as intended than she would be making a certain comment below the video as soon as it was done.



The time passed slowly. He even refreshed the page a few times despite knowing it was an almost half an hour long video. He had no idea why she was watching it first thing in the morning but was too happy to care much. Especially when, right on time, the comment appeared.



I think of spirals all the time…



As soon as he saw it he got dressed quickly and headed over to her place. Trying to walk slowly so she wasn’t suspicious of his sudden eagerness. He was finding it hard to restrain himself though. He was one short phrase away from knowing whether his plan had worked or was another failed attempt.



“Morning David, can I help you?” Mrs Wilson asked with a yawn.



She seemed a little dazed. Normally he would have assumed it was simple tiredness but now he knew better. Plucking up his courage he braced himself for her response.



“Hi Mrs Wilson. I… Erm…
 Spirals take away your mind
 ?” He asked nervously.



He had a cover story for asking such an odd question. If she looked at him in confusion or annoyance he had a plan on what to do ready to go.



As he looked at her face as she heard those words though he realised his back up plan wouldn’t be necessary…



“I think of spirals all the time…” She answered him blankly.



Her pretty mouth had dropped open slightly. Her eyes becoming glassy and vacant. Her body slumping slightly as though she was hit with an invisible wave of drowsiness.



“Invite me in” He said a little more confidently, still staring in disbelief at the strength of her reaction.



“Please come in?” She mumbled dreamily before moving aside to allow him in.



He walked into her house and she followed meekly behind him. The sexy older woman seemingly unable to say or do anything other than respond to his words.



“How… How do you feel?” He asked.



“Blank, mindless, horny, obedient” Mrs Wilson reeled off, almost moaning slightly at the words.



Holy crap it’s worked. Either that or she’s willing to go a long way just to pull a joke on me
 David thought.



“Take… Take off your… Jacket” He told her.



This was maybe the biggest task. If she willingly removed her jacket that was a clear sign he was in control.



“Yes…” She agreed with a soft sigh of relaxation as she slipped out of the jacket and it fell to the floor.



Now only a thin nightshirt was between him and her naked body. Her eyes flickering slightly as she stood there awaiting his next command. He was tempted to have her get naked right away but he had one question for her first.



“Are you enjoying this? Do you… Want me to stop?” He asked her curiously.



“Don’t stop… Like this… Want this…” She moaned back.



Well I guess what she wrote on those forums is true then. She did want this bad!
 He thought.



A wide grin spread across his face as he moved over to her. His nerves and fears completely gone. Knowing he was in total control now.



“Take off the rest of your clothes” He ordered firmly.



“Yes…” She nodded slowly.



Stripping off her nightshirt was followed quickly by her bra and panties until finally her body was revealed to him. Her perky E cup breasts seeming to defy gravity as they stood out proudly from her chest. Her breathing so deep and heavy from her deep trance and the arousal it brought her.



“You’re so wet right now aren’t you?” He asked teasingly.



“Yessss…” She nodded again.



He slowly moved his hands to her chest. Part of him still expecting her to pull back. When she didn’t though he squeezed her ample tits eagerly. Another soft
 moan escaping her lips before he leaned down and took one of her nipples into his mouth.



She believes everything I tell her when she’s like this. Let’s see how far that goes
 He remembered as he sucked on her breast for a moment.



“Mrs Wilson… I am your Master” He told her experimentally.



“You are my Master” She accepted.



“You exist to serve and please me” He told her.



“I exist to serve and please you” She agreed.



His cock was so hard by that point he couldn’t keep it comfortably in his pants anymore. It seemed his control was absolute and so he gave in to his desires.



“On your knees and suck my cock” He ordered.



“Yesss…” She moaned eagerly.



She seemed just as happy about this as David was as she sank to her knees. Her mouth moving to his cock swiftly she swallowed as much of it as she could in one move. He felt the softness of her lips and the wetness of her mouth and gasped at how good it felt. Better than he could possibly have imagined.



“You- you love to suck my cock!” He moaned out, remembering to reinforce how she was feeling.



“Love… suck… Your cock…” She repeated back each time she moved her mouth back and forth over his cock.



He watched her go down on him so willingly. So happily. As though it was her new favourite thing in the world to do. The level of enthusiasm just making it feel even better for him. He hadn’t much experience in this area but he could safely say she likely had done this quite a few times. It wasn’t long before she had
 begun to start deepthroating his cock. Gagging slightly as his thick cock went in and out of her soft lips.



“Fuck!” David moaned, finding his cock already beginning to twitch in her mouth.



Not yet, there’s so much more I want to try!
 He thought.



Unwilling to cum down her throat just yet he removed his cock from her mouth, making her whimper in disappointment. She wouldn’t be sad for long though.



“Take me to your bedroom” He told her.



“Yes…” She agreed obediently before standing back up and leading him upstairs.



Following behind her David found himself bursting with ideas on how to enjoy her body now that she was finally his. The way her hips swayed as she moved up the stairs tempted him too. He wondered whether she would be willing to let him enjoy that big sexy ass she had as well as her mouth, tits and pussy…



“You want me to use you in every way possible” He told her once they reached her room.



“Yes… Every way possible” She nodded submissively.



He pulled her in for a deep kiss. Her full breasts pressed against his chest. His hard cock rubbing up against her as she moaned into his mouth. She moved her hand to his cock without instruction and gently stroked it. Even with her mind almost completely empty she couldn’t help but react to her own arousal.



Getting an idea on how to make use of the fantasy she had posting about he broke off the kiss and pushed her back onto the bed. She spread her legs absent-mindedly, clearly expecting him to take her right then and there.



Soon
 He thought as he got his first glimpse of her glistening wet pussy.



“Tell me your ultimate fantasy?” He asked her, just wanting to confirm he was right.



“To be a dumb horny bimbo… Not needing to think… Just being a submissive giggly slut…” Mrs Wilson moaned back.



One of her hands was slowly gliding down her body towards her pussy. Her other hand moving to one of her breasts and squeezing it. Her eyes still vacant and blank as she began to lose herself in the fantasy…



Oh yes. This will work perfectly
 He said before putting his plan into action.


 



Chapter Three



Mrs Wilson blinked herself awake and put her hands on her head. Suddenly feeling very groggy. Like she had been hit with a sudden hangover.



When she opened her eyes though she found she wasn’t alone.



“David!” She gasped as she looked down to see him standing over her naked.



“Hello” He said with a smile as she tried to cover up her nudity.



“What are- what are you doing here?” She asked him in shock.



She couldn’t remember anything. She remembered him knocking on her door and then… nothing. Her mind a total blank until waking up naked in her bed. She could feel herself soaking wet and part of her mind began to wonder if her ‘secret’ had been discovered. Before she could say anything else though David spoke again.



“I’m just helping you be a
 good giggly girl
 ” He explained calmly.



Good… Giggly… Girl…
 She thought.



It was like her mind had become a sink and he had pulled the plug. Her thoughts drained swiftly from her head. She let go of the covers she had been using in a vain attempt to cover her nudity and began to smile.



“Mmmm… Yes David. I like being a good giggly girl” She grinned before breaking out into a fit of giggles.



She saw his cock twitching as she giggled and her eyes lit up. Such a big hard cock for her to play with…



“And what do good giggly girls like to do?” He asked her.



“Suck, fuck and obey” She grinned as she sat back up in the bed.



Her lips went straight to his cock. Every moment without feeling his hard rod inside her felt like an eternity. She wanted his cock. She
 needed
 his cock. Her dumb horny brain could think only of his cock.



“Mmmmm fuck! Yes!” He moaned happily.



Cock feels so good in my mouth…
 She thought.



Her hands went up to her large breasts and as she felt her hard nipples she gasped in pleasure around his cock. It was as though her body had become ten times more sensitive since the last time she had touched herself. She began to squeeze and play with her tits and felt surging waves of pleasure flow through her body.



“That’s right! Feels good to be a dumb little bimbo fuckdoll doesn’t it?” He asked her teasingly as he watched her enjoy her new level of sensitivity.



“Uh huh!” She gasped out around his cock before taking it deeply back into her mouth.



My mouths for sucking not speaking…
 She thought, her mind recalling the mantra of one of her favourite hypnotic videos.



Everything seemed to click into place so easily for her. David’s simple little trigger addition had merely added to over a decade of self-programming. So many videos. So many late night conversations with various hypno-dom’s. So much time spent with her legs spread and her mind dumb and blank.



“That’s a good fuckdoll! Now Let me use those tits!” David moaned.



Her head snapped back as she responded instantly. Moving herself closer she squeezed her big soft tits around his cock and began to pump him up and down with them. The look of pleasure on his face making her even wetter.



I’m three holes and a pair of tits… three holes and a pair of tits… three holes and a pair of tits
 She thought, again her long time spent ‘exploring’ her interest taking effect.



“I love your cock Master! Please use my big bimbo titties!” She moaned out eagerly as she felt him start to thrust in and out of her tits.



“Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum!” He grunted as he tried hard to restrain himself.



Mrs Wilson had other ideas though. The mental image of him being unable to hold on was too enticing. The idea of feeling his cock cover her tits in his cum. Being able to lick it off her big breasts as he watched. She couldn’t resist.



“Please! Please cum over my tits Master!” She begged.



That was all it took for him to lose control. With a deep moan of pleasure his cock twitched and then shot his first load of cum over her. She felt some land in her open mouth and moaned at the taste. The next load landed across her chest and tits. Two more followed until finally his jets of cum had become a trickle. His softening cock slipping from between her tits as he sat back on the bed, finally having had his release.



“Mmmmm… Your cum tastes so good Master” She giggled as she began to lick and suck her tits clean of cum.



“Oh wow… That was… That was something else” He said with a happy moan, his eyes still glued to his neighbour turned bimbo licking her tits.



“Hehe I’m glad you liked it!” She said teasingly.



As her chest was now free of his cum she sank back down onto her knees on the floor beneath him. Her eyes focused on his cock she moved her lips to his shaft again. The taste of his cum bringing another moan from her lips as she sucked
 tightly around his cock. Eager to make him hard again. Eager to make him cum again. Eager to pleasure him in every way she could imagine.



“Touch your pussy for me” He told her.



Not needing any more encouragement to touch herself again she slipped two fingers easily into her wet pussy. She gasped around his cock as she discovered her heightened sensitivity applied to her needy pussy too. The feeling of his cock hardening in her mouth combined with her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy began to drive her closer and closer to the edge. Her pleasure mounting by the moment. Her eyes becoming unfocused. Her body shaking with need until finally…



“Cum for me!” He ordered firmly.



Her body exploded in pleasure. Her cries of ecstasy muffled only by his rapidly hardening cock in her mouth. Her pussy clenching and spasming around her fingers. Her mind reeling from the onslaught of pure joy.



“Fuuuuuck!” She gasped out as he removed his cock from her lips.



“Good little bimbo” He said with a smirk.



Wasting no time David pushed her back against the bed. Her breasts bouncing slightly before he mounted her. Raising her legs up into the air he moved his cock between her legs and she guided him inside.



“Yesss! Give me that dick! Give it to me Master! Fuck my dumb horny pussy!” She moaned.



Years of yoga had left her surprisingly flexible for someone as busty and curvy as she was. This was a great advantage in her present position because it enabled
 her feet to be drawn back almost level with her head. Exposing her pussy so completely that David’s entire cock could sink deep inside her with every thrust.



“Oh god! Your pussy feels so good on my cock! That’s right take it! Take you dumb little whore!” David told her roughly.



The dirty talk aroused her even more. She did feel like a ‘dumb little whore’ as she got fucked by her much younger neighbour. Being willing to do anything he asked was just so much better than her usual plethora of worries and insecurities. Life just seemed a lot simpler and more fun this way.



“Yes Master! Just a dumb fuckdoll here to please you!” She cried out before he met her lips with his, their tongue’s duelling as he continued to roughly fuck her pussy.



She moved position slightly and wrapped her shapely legs around him as he fucked her. Desperately thrusting her hips up and down to meet his cock each time. Determined to have as much of his hard rod buried in her wet hole as she could. Every inch bringing her more pleasure than anything ever had before.



“Ride my cock. I want to see those big tits bounce!” He ordered as he withdrew his cock.



She whimpered a little in need as he removed his cock, a sudden feeling of emptiness washing over her as his cock left her body. It didn’t last for long though as he laid back on the bed and she mounted him quickly. Every moment without his cock inside her feeling like an eternity until she sank back onto his rod with a loud moan.



“Oh yes! Yes Master! I’ll make my tits bounce for you!” She gasped.



She rose up on his cock and came back down roughly. Her tits bouncing just as he wanted. Each time she rose up and sank back down on his cock they moaned
 in unison. Their shared pleasure encouraging her to go faster and faster until his cock began to twitch and pulse once again.



“Fuck! I’m gonna cum again!” He gasped out.



She didn’t stop. She was so close to another orgasm of her own that she wasn’t capable of slowing down or resisting. She began to grind a little against him with every bounce, her clit so sensitive that every brief brush against his body sent shockwaves through her.



“Me too Master! Please cum inside me! Fill your slut with cum!” She begged him, desiring his cum deep inside her more than anything.



With a final loud moan they came together. The pulsing and jerking of his cock within her combining with her final moments grinding her clit against him, the movement pushing her over the edge alongside him. Her hands moving up to her tits and squeezing her nipples to heighten the sensation even further as they gasped and squirmed in pleasure.



Finally she rolled off him. His cock leaving her pussy leaking with cum and her mind completely blissfully empty and satisfied. Her whole world revolving around his cock. She was about to roll back over to him and suck it clean when she saw him getting dressed again.



“Awwww! Why are you leaving! You haven’t even fucked my ass yet!” She pouted.



“I have work to get back to but believe me, I’ll take you up on that soon” He said with a smirk.



“Fuck me now Master! I’m so wet for you!” She pleaded as she slipped two fingers back into her pussy, now dripping with his cum.



“
 Spirals bring back your mind
 ” David told her swiftly.



Her hand stopped dead as did her mind. Her mouth dropping open into a small ‘o’ shape as the trigger did its work.



Her eyes closed for a few moments and then she blinked herself awake.



“Oh wow. That must have been a hell of a video” She chuckled to herself as she noticed her laptop on in the corner.



She didn’t hear David quietly returning home but as he did she was still horny enough to go back to the video that had apparently inspired so much pleasure. She was amazed that she remembered literally
 nothing
 from her last session. Usually she at least had some flashes…



“Oh well” She shrugged before hitting ‘replay’ and sliding her fingers back into her soaked pussy, completely unaware that it was David’s cum mixed in there with her juices.



Meanwhile in the back of her mind was her bimbo persona happily watching along. Her long buried desires finally fulfilled, even as her conscious mind didn’t realise. Her new life was just beginning and Mrs Wilson would be keeping herself aroused and wet as David finished his work. Ready to be used again as soon as he was free.



After all he hadn’t gotten a chance to fuck her ass just yet and her bimbo alter-ego wasn’t going to let that hole go unfilled for too much longer…
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