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Something wasn’t right. Katie had been... well, she had been acting really strange lately. Ever since she had gone to visit Dr. Matthews’ office, she had been acting different.

I guess I should backtrack and tell you the whole story. My friend Katie had this awful professor of hers, Dr. Matthews, that she was doing her PhD with. I don’t even remember what their project was- psychology something or other- but the perv had decided that he wanted to make the moves on a girl half his age. I remember she came to me nearly crying her eyes out after he came on to her one day during a session. They had no contact for awhile, like a week, I think- then suddenly he asked her to meet. She wasn’t sure what to do- but I was.

I told her to go, get in there, and tell that dirty old bastard off. He had absolutely no business trying to get in the pants of any of his female students, especially considering he was married! The nerve of the man, trying to take advantage of Katie like that. She was already shy and nervous- I was proud of her for standing up to him and saying no, and I hoped she’d show the same resolve when she went to meet him and tell him what she really thought of him and their work hours.

And she did... well, I thought she did. She came back from their meeting happy, like a weight had been lifted off her shoulders. Something seemed... off, though. She didn’t deal well with confrontation, not at all, and I’d have expected her to be a little more stressed out after a tense stand off with a pervy professor.

“How’d it go, Kate?” I said, probing her gently. “Did you tell that scumbag off?”

“Sort of.” Kate said, giggling. She twirled her hair. “I went in there to tell him how awful he’d been, but he asked me to hear him out, and I did. As it turns out, the whole thing was a big misunderstanding.”

“A... a big misunderstanding?” I said, gaping. “The guy tried to grab your tits while you were in an office meeting with him!”

“Yeah, but I was sending mixed signals, and, well, we worked it out.” She said. “I’m going to continue my studies with him, and he promised that he won’t do anything like that again without my express consent.”

“Without your...” I said, flabbergasted. “Katie, he’s MARRIED! He’s a pervert! He should never do it again ever, let alone even consider the notion!”

“Look, Andrea.” She said, gazing straight into my eyes. “I know what you’re thinking, and I know what this must look like, but we heard each other out and I’m very, very happy with this arrangement. So let it go.”

She shocked me into silence with that- you could hear a pin drop in the moments after she let that one slip. Or rather, you could hear my jaw drop- I’d never known Katie to show a backbone. Not to me, not to that stuffy doctor, not ever. And yet here she was, standing up to me, defending HIM of all people- the creepy dude who tried to grope her tits!

It was then and there, at that moment, that I decided I would stand up for her. Clearly this son of a bitch was taking advantage of her again. He was probably exploiting the fact that she was too timid to stand up for herself, making it seem as though it was just the easier course of action to go along with whatever he wanted. Well, there was one friend- namely me- who was not going to stand for that. I knew that he had office hours every week with her at 3 PM. I was going to go there earlier and meet him for some one on one time and let him know just what I thought how despicable it was what he was doing!

Katie left the apartment around 2 that day to get some errands done before her meeting. Almost as soon as she left, I beelined for the psych building on campus to get to the bottom of all this. I had never been in the building myself, being an English major, but I found the directory easily enough. There he was, the creep- Dr. Michael Matthews, room 321. Time to put an end to his schemes on Kate. I walked up to the door, knocking on it.

“Come in!” A voice said on the other side. I pushed open the door, and there he was, grading some papers.

“Dr. Matthews.” I said, coldly. He looked back at me, raising his eyebrows. I was sure he did not miss the tone of my voice.

“I fear you have me at a disadvantage.” He said. “You know my name, but I’ve not got yours.”

“It’s Andrea. Andrea Benson.” I said. “I’m a friend of Kate’s.”

“Ah, Kate. Wonderful girl.” He said. He smiled devilishly. “A... very wonderful girl. Any friend of hers is a friend of mine, I’m sure.”

I seethed inwardly at the way he said wonderful. Here he was, this pig of a man, talking about Kate like an object. I couldn’t believe someone like this could be retained by the university, much less in such lush, lavish quarters- beautiful wood paneling, a solid, ornate oak desk, and a beautiful window pattern that shimmered onto the room in the most amazing, mesmerizing pattern.

“I’ll be blunt, Doctor.” I said. “I am Kate’s friend, and I’m here because of her. I’m worried about her.”

“Oh?” he said. “What are you worried about? She’s a lovely girl, I’d hate to think anything bad was happening to her.”

“She’s... she’s been different.” I said, lamely. I rolled my eyes at myself inwardly. I was being a ditz today- here I was confronting a manipulative bastard and I couldn’t take my eyes off the pretty pattern his window decoration was making in the room.

“Different? Different how?” he said. “I haven’t noticed anything different about her.”

“She’s been... ah...” I said. I shook my head. Someone should really tell him that those spiral patterns made it hard for whoever sat across from him to concentrate. “You know, different. I think you’re doing something to her. Making her different.”

“Oh, that!” The doctor said, laughing casually. “That’s right, I forgot about that. Yes, I brainwashed her into being my own personal sex slave. Friday last, I believe.”

“You... you what?” I said, nearly shrieking.

“Oh, you know. A bit of reprogramming.” The doctor said. “Making her want to serve me, that sort of thing.”

“That’s... that’s sick!” I said. “I’m going to report you!”

“Are you?” he said. “And tell me, my dear, who will believe you? Especially since Kate is... well, in no position to want to expose me, let’s say.”

“That’s...” I said. “Doesn’t matter. I’ll... uh...”

“Well, it’s a moot point at any rate.” He said, waving at me dismissively. “I’m going to take control of your mind as well shortly, and you’ll have no wish to expose me at all then.”

I realized, in that horrible moment, what he was doing. He was doing it to me! He was... brainwashing me, or reprogramming me, or whatever it was. I knew it was linked to the spirals on the desk, that pattern. I had to look away. But they were so beautiful, so pretty... I just wanted to look at them a little longer.

“Yes, good girl, Andrea.” The doctor said, smiling evilly at me. “Just stare at the pretty spirals a bit longer, let them sink into your mind...”

“I... uh...” I said. My mind was racing. Such beautiful shapes, so pretty... the spirals going round and round, boring into my mind. It would be so easy, so nice to keep looking at them...

“You’re a very beautiful girl, Andrea.” The doctor said. “Those beautiful eyes. They’ll be wonderful looking up at me, on your knees, begging to suck my cock.”

“I... NO!” I said. Through sheer force of will, I broke away from the spirals, looking in the other direction. I turned, darting towards the door. I had to get away, had to go somewhere, tell someone, anyone! I made a break for the door, moving to open it- but it opened from the other side.

“Kate!” I said, gasping. I hadn’t realized I had been here so long. She must be here for her appointment. “We have to go, now! He’s done something to your mind! He’s... he’s reprogrammed it, or something, I-“

“I know.” Kate said, dreamily. I looked with horror at her, at her eyes- they were glazed over, and she was smiling happily. “Master has shown me how good it feels to submit. It’s so wonderful, Andrea.”

“What? No!” I said. “Kate, snap out of it, please, I-“

“You should serve Master.” Kate said, mechanically, dreamily. “It feels so good to submit, Andrea. It feels good to please Master. He shows you a world of pleasure you’ve never seen before.”

She lifted a piece of paper, and with a creeping horror I realized that on the paper was the same pattern as the sun. My eyes locked on it even as I knew they shouldn’t, but I had used all my will to break away the last time. This time was hopeless. With the pattern behind me and before me, I could do nothing but stare at it, stare at the pretty patterns.

“Ohhh no...” I said, moaning, as the pretty spirals began to dance in front of my eyes, back and forth, back and forth.

“Wonderful.” Dr. Matthews said. “The perks of having someone on your side. Kate, would you be so kind as to close and lock the door, please?”

“Yes, Master.” Kate said. She turned me around to face the spirals on the desk. I offered no resistance, allowing her to turn my body, and I heard her close the door.

“You don’t need to know the specifics, Andrea, but Kate and I have been very busy.” Dr. Matthews said. “As it turns out, I used to have an animated computer program, but- the spirals can be embedded anywhere. Any image, any picture, can be turned into reprogramming device. Isn’t that interesting?”

“Uh... nuh... no...” I said. I wasn’t even able to think. I could feel myself disappearing, feel myself being swallowed up by the spirals, the wonderful beautiful spirals that swung back and forth, back and forth, owning me, taking up my vision.

“We’ve also... made them a bit more efficient.” The doctor said. “Andrea, you’ve always wanted Kate, haven’t you? Always wanted to feel her hands sliding up and down your body, inside you, feeling you.”

As soon as he said it, I realized it was true... it hadn’t been true, but now it was. I felt a deep, insatiable longing for Kate, needed her. I could feel myself getting wet just thinking about her long, beautiful fingers moving into me.

“Oh... yes...” I said.

“So if I tell Kate to bring her pretty little mouth down towards you, I’d be doing you a favor, wouldn’t I?” he said.

“I... uh... yes...?” I said, confused. I guess so. Weird, I had come in here to tell him off, but he was doing me a favor.  If he could get Kate to go down on me, that would be amazing.

“Wonderful.” He said. “Kate, get under Andrea and start sucking her slutty little clit, if you would.”

“Of course, Master!” Kate chirped, bubbly as ever. She grabbed me, and I felt her hands gently ease me onto the chair in the office as she slid my panties off me. She stroked me seductively, at first- her hands playing, running over my tits and stroking them, running down, down, beneath my skirt, until they reached my inner thighs. She knelt in front of me, supporting herself with her hands, bringing her mouth closer and closer to my aching clit.

“Oh god... please...” I said, an unadulterated lust slamming into my brain. A part of me cried out that this was wrong, that he was hypnotizing me, that I should resist- but I couldn’t resist, I wanted this, I loved the spirals playing in my eyes and I wanted Kate to suck me, take my clit in her mouth. Oh god, I wanted it so badly, I needed it, it blocked out everything else, including that silly little voice that was worried about all this.

I was losing myself to the spirals- oh god, it was so good. I was falling, disappearing, I could feel my willpower slipping away like individual grains of sand through a crack, being replaced, molded, reconfigured by the spirals. It felt so good, good like Kate’s hands on my thighs. And then she went in.

She ran her tongue along my slit, and I shuddered at the pleasure as it came, unbidden, unexpected. I had my boyfriends go down on me before, but not with pleasure like this. Never like with such pleasure. Her tongue felt like a conduit, sending shocks through my pussy, into my slit and up my spine.

“ohyes...” I said, gasping, writhing in the chair. “Ohyes, Kate, please... yes...”

She didn’t respond, instead continuing her exploration. She was exquisite at it, like nothing I’d ever felt before. She ran her tongue up and down my slit, darting it inside my pussy to taste my juices, then running back out to rub it up my clit, along the sides, slowly, tantalizingly. It was driving me insane with lust.

“As you can see, the programming is quite effective.” Dr. Matthews said. He had moved in front of the desk, and I noticed that he had his cock out, stroking it slowly. “I find that sexual stimulation helps the programming set in.”

I didn’t even care what he was saying anymore. I just wanted Kate to keep sucking me. She moved in, her tongue lapping up my juices, and she gently took my clit in her mouth, eagerly sucking it, nibbling it. The lust was unbearable. It was threatening to overwhelm me, shatter my senses.

“It’s also quite easy to redirect the lust.” Dr. Matthews said. He chuckled. “We’ve made such progress in the last week. So much better than the crude spiral I enslaved Katie with.”

“uh... yes...” I said, my moans and groans incoherent. There were no more words, no more feelings. It felt as though my world was burning away. All I wanted, all I needed was-

“Andrea, you want my cock. More than anything in the world, you want me to fuck you.”

His HUGE cock slamming into my pussy! Oh god, Kate was just warming me up. I couldn’t stop thinking about that big cock, slamming into me, taking me, filling me deeply and completely.

“You’d do anything for this cock to be inside you, wouldn’t you, Andrea?” Dr. Matthews said. I looked at it deeply, hungrily, eagerly.

“Oh god, yes.” I said, nodding eagerly. “Please, fuck me with that big cock of yours!”

“Oh, I will.” He said, smiling. “But first, suck my cock, slut.”

I wasn’t going to argue. I got off my chair, kneeling in front of his cock. I brought my hand up to it, using it to massage him, to stroke his shaft gently. I rubbed him, the tip, stroking, playing. I was rewarded with a deep, masculine groan. I smiled. If I could just get him hot enough, he’d fuck me for sure! I brought my other hand over to him, pumping his cock while I rubbed his balls. I stroked them, cupping them while I ran my hand up and down his rock-hard cock. I brought my mouth closer and closer to it, blowing on it teasingly, licking it up and down with my tongue.

And then I took it all in my mouth, one long, slow, smooth stroke. He shuddered as I took him in, moaning and grasping my head with his hands. He reacted instinctively, bucking his hips towards my mouth, pressing his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth as I sucked him off. He took my mouth over and over again, bucking his hips, getting deep into my mouth as his hands tangled in my hair, controlling my head and the speed as he fucked my mouth. 

“Oh, yes.” He said. “That’s good. You’re an amazing cocksucker, Andrea. I always knew you would be. Let’s see if you’re a good fuck as well.”

He pulled my head off his cock with a pop, my saliva glistening and mixing with his pre-cum. I knelt before him, excited. He was going to fuck me. That was all I wanted, all I needed. I needed his cock so desperately, I could feel it tingling, thrumming deep through me.

“Andrea, listen carefully.” He said. He sat down on the chair. “You’re a horny slut who wants my cock bad. Know this: You can walk away, if you want to. But then you’ll be horny forever, always wanting, lusting after this cock, the perfect cock, the cock you’ll never have again.”

“But you can come over here, and slide that hot little pussy down on it.” He continued. “If you do, however, you surrender yourself to me- you give yourself to me, body and mind, forevermore my obedient sex slave. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” I whimpered.

“So.” He said. He wagged his cock at me, invitingly. “What’s it going to be?”

“I...” I said. I bit my lip. Some small part of me was screaming, screaming for me to leave, but it wasn’t loud enough to hear over the lust, over the torrenting, gushing waterfall of lust that was crashing down upon me. I wanted cock, needed cock. I took a step towards him. And another. And another, until I was standing over him.

“Good girl.” He said. “You’ve made the right choice. Now just slide him in and experience true pleasure. Be mine, give yourself to me.”

I started to lower myself down, straddling his hips. I felt him go in, felt him start to enter, and I felt myself begin to slip away as he slid into me. My thoughts, my emotions, my feelings, my will- all slipping falling, leaking away through the cracks as his cock entered me, filling me with new purpose. By the time his cock fully entered me, I was his.

“Ohgod, MASTER!” I said as he entered me, as his cock filled me fully and completely. It felt good, it felt right to say that to my master. How could I have been so stupid before, not seeing how good this felt? “Oh god!”

“You were so wet, my dirty slut.” He said, grinning. “You really wanted this cock in you!”

“ogod, yes!” I said. Moaning in pleasure. I moved up and down, sliding his cock in and out of my wet pussy- I heard him, felt him sliding in and out of me. I bucked my hips unconsciously, gyrating them on him. He slapped my ass, and I could feel it reverberate up me, the pain mixing with pleasure. He was going deeper than I ever thought possible, filling me, controlling me, stirring up my lusts in a way I never could have even imagined. I continued to bounce on his cock, the deep thrusts and strokes rapidly filling me, taking over my consciousness. I could no longer think- my master had taken me, and my response now was completely physical. I was overwhelmed by the sensation, by the pleasure, by the feeling of being completely filled by his cock, completely controlled by his cock. It was almost more than I could handle, and I didn’t believe that it could get any better.

Oh, but it could. As I mindlessly pumped myself up and down on master’s cock, I felt Katie slide her hands on my back. They stroked me, tantalizing me, moving down my back, giving a smooth, casual sensation compared to the animalistic bucking as I ground myself into master’s rock-hard cock as it filled my aching, dripping pussy. Katie’s hands moved over to my breasts, stroking them, rubbing my nipples as she moved her head closer to mine.

“Shh, baby, don’t resist.” She cooed, whispering breathily into my ear. “The first time is so good. Let go, let master please you, become his. It feels so good, Andrea. It feels so very, very good...”

It did. I was letting go, surrendering myself completely to my master with every single thrust. There was nothing with us, nothing in all the cosmos; just me and my master. He was my everything, my world, my only desire to please him. I was his slave, a mindless fuck toy, bouncing on his cock, desperate, aching, needing to come. I was a pure being of lust, wanting nothing more than to please my master, every other thought burned away by the beautiful spirals and my aching lust.

My master... oh god, master. He was in control. He controlled my rhythm, gently. He held me back from going too fast, sped me up until I was on the brink of insatiable, wild-eyed lust. He spanked me when I went too fast, controlling me, withdrawing, pushing, withdrawing again, until I knew nothing save the pleasure he fucked into me. I groaned, writhing, my body melting into his, my hands moving up and up, embedding themselves in his hair.

“When I come inside you,” he said suddenly, “you shall come with me. And you shall be mine.”

Finally, he started fucking me with wild abandon, driving his rock-hard shaft into me faster and faster. He thrust into me, and I bounced up and down his cock until I heard his strong, low groan of pleasure as he shot his seed deep into me- and I came. I came harder than I ever remember coming, wave upon wave of the orgasm rocking me with all the force of a tidal wave slamming the shore. I was defenseless against it, the ripping orgasm that tore its way through my defenses, overwhelming me, and fully ,finally, completely washing away any lingering thoughts I might have had.

“Good girl.” He said, stroking me. “Now get off my cock.”

I obeyed immediately. There was no resistance now, not anymore. I was wholly and completely my master’s slave, to do with as he pleased. Katie and I stood there, unmoving.

“I’m building quite a little harem, aren’t I?” he said, chuckling. “Kneel, slaves.”

“Yes, master.” We said in unison. We kneeled before our master, wanting nothing more than to serve him wholly and completely.

“Very good.” He said. “Now that I’ve got the two of you, I’m ready to have a bit more fun. My wife comes home from vacation soon, so we’ll have to enthrall her and make her part of the harem. And I think that Delilah Sanders needs to know just how much she wants to please me, and make me head of the department.”

He laughed, a deep laugh. Katie and I remained motionless, looking up at our master. I knew she felt what I felt, felt the same wonderful, deep love for our master. God, he was so perfect. Katie had been right! How silly I had been, to try and stop this. I was so glad he had decided to make me his slave.

“Ah, right.” He said, looking at us. “The two of you need commands, don’t you? Well then. Start sucking my cock, slaves.”

“Yes, master!” we both chirped in unison. As our mouths descended on his cock, he groaned in pleasure.

“Good girls.” He said, breathing deep. “Such good girls...”

We sucked him with abandon, our only goal in life to please him. Mrs. Matthews was a lucky woman, to have married Master. I was suddenly glad for her that she would learn what a pleasure it was to truly serve him as well...
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