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Prologue

Breakfast was tantalizingly nearby. I could smell bacon and eggs close at hand, along with French toast that was still being finished up. I could hear the inviting, maddening click-clack of a spoon against a coffee mug, and almost picture the milk being stirred in. I hadn’t had anything to eat since last night, and my body was aching for caffeine even more than food.

All of it was so close, yet so far. I was right there, but still in my own little world. The linoleum was cold beneath my bare knees, and the tablecloth dipped just low enough to keep the sunlight streaming in through the kitchen window out of my eyes. Fortunately, it still hit the rest of my bare skin, keeping me from freezing where I was.

“Do you know what’s taking Nina so long, Harry?” my friend Brooke asked from the stove, “She never misses French toast, and we’re going to run late if she isn’t here soon.” I could only see the lower half of her skirt, but it was clear that she’d already gotten dressed.

We were supposed to be hitting my ten year high school reunion pretty soon. Brooke still lived not twenty minutes from the old dump, so we’d spent the night in her guest room.

Brooke was normally punctual to a fault, but whatever she was thinking right now, we were on Harry’s schedule today. He was clearly in a mood to take charge, had been since we’d rolled into town.

I thought maybe he was showing off for me.

He answered playfully, “I’m sure she’s just a little under the table.”

That nearly made me bang my head on it, of course. No matter what he’d made me do, somehow I was always surprised by how brazen he could be. Of course, I supposed I would be too, in his shoes.

Brooke half-turned from the stove and asked, like she hadn’t quite heard him, “What was that, Harry?”

“Oh,” he said, tone much more firm than it had been a moment ago, “I said she’s probably still in the shower. She’ll be around any minute.”

Still in the shower.

Listening to him insist that he’d said that made my vision blur a moment. Quite suddenly, I had two sets of memories: one where he’d said I was under the table, and another where he’d said I was in the shower. Of course, I knew Harry well enough to be sure which one was fake.

Plus, I hadn’t really been the focus of his attention that time.

Brooke agreed with a familiar brainless perkiness, “In the shower. Around any minute now.”

“Finish up some French toast for her,” Harry said, “She’ll be hungry.”

Hungry.

That was certainly true, order or not.

“Yes, finish up,” Brooke agreed dully. She turned around and went back to dipping and cooking bread.

I leaned down and kissed the top of his slipper-clad foot for that one.

Harry asked playfully, “You know what we could talk about in the meantime?”

“Hm?” Brooke was sounding more alert already. She had a pretty decent tolerance for Harry’s gift.

“Did I ever tell you how I met Nina?” Harry asked.

“No,” Brooke said, “Nina was pretty coy about that actually. Why, is it a good story? Had a real meet-cute, maybe?”

My eyes widened. Brooke wasn’t exactly a prude, but nothing about my boyfriend was normal, especially not our first couple of days together.

If he wanted to share, there was nothing I could do to stop him though. I rested my cheek against the top of his foot and listened.

Maybe he’d remember a detail I had forgotten… or let slip one that he’d told me to forget.

Harry began to talk.


Chapter One

I was in the very back of the #7 bus, so wet from the rain that it felt like I’d sat in a puddle. The downpour beyond my foggy window was torrential, casting the entire world in shades of gray even though it was still early. My thin coat wasn’t close to enough.

Worse, I hated working nights. Having the sun come up as I was finishing up just highlighted how tired I was, how much I was supposed to be waking up instead of going to sleep. My only consolation was that my route was always very clear. It was too early for a bus full of school children, or even for morning commuters. I could sit in peace, stretch my legs and enjoy the sound of the rain drumming on the roof of the bus. On those rare days when things got loud, I had my iPod too. The only nice thing about nights was the solitude, and I wanted as much of that as I could get.

That’s why I was both surprised and disappointed when the bus pulled to a stop just two blocks from where I’d gotten on. A man stepped inside, just as unprepared for the deluge as I had been. He looked to be in his late twenties, just a little older than I was, and he had a windbreaker too. He pulled the hood down, revealing short cropped brown hair that was completely ruined from both the moisture and being tucked beneath the hood of his jacket. Despite that, he was smiling broadly. He waved a pale hand in front of the bus driver’s face like in Star Wars and said, “I’ve got a monthly pass, bro.”

The bus driver agreed, “Monthly pass, yes.” He closed the doors to the bus and pulled away from the curb.

I blinked in surprise. Maybe I’d just missed him actually showing the pass. I was exhausted.

The new guy grabbed the overhead railing and turned, his smile only getting wider and toothier when he saw me. He made his way toward me as the bus pulled onto the street again. He had big brown eyes and a confident gait. He slid onto the seats right before mine, sitting sideways so he could face me and said, “Nah, you saw it right. Good eye. Good eyes, really. That’s what I noticed about you first, beautiful.”

I stiffened and asked, “Excuse me?” I eyed him warily now, wondering just what sort of creep he was.

He shook his head in amusement and said, “I’m not a creep. I was supposed to meet you after work. We met when I came into the Circle K for a beer. I’m sure,” his expression grew a little more serious, “That you remember me.”

Remember me.

My vision blurred, a wave of dizziness washing over me so intense that it almost made me nauseous. I squeezed my eyes shut and gripped the railing beside me tightly. Still images from my earlier shift sprang into my mind’s eye, flipping in front of me like pages turning in a book. I saw the floor as I swept it. Nothing had spilled tonight, so the job had been fast and easy. I saw an older man holding out his credit card to pay for gas, the image so crisp and clear that I could read the number right off of it.

A moment later, I saw the young man. At least, I saw him from behind: I recognized his jacket as he looked into an open liquor case at far end of the store. The first thing I could remember about him was that I liked his ass. The image shifted to him at the counter, a smile on his face and a roll of bills in his hand. The image skipped to me handing him the bottle in a brown paper bag, then began to move. He asked, “So, when do you get off?”

“Half an hour,” I heard myself say. I could feel my cheeks burning, and remembered that I was still thinking about his ass, even though I normally wouldn’t have even noticed. I was always professional at work, even if what I was doing wasn’t glamorous.

“See you then,” he said with a confident smile.

Quite suddenly, I was in my seat on the bus again, still blushing furiously. I realized I really had forgotten. I stammered, “I’m, uh, I’m sorry I forgot. I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“Stood someone up?” the handsome young man asked lightly, with a knowing smirk.

He was teasing, but my blush deepened anyway. I said, “Made a date at work. I, uh, I guess I just forgot because I needed out of the rain. I’m sorry. You didn’t have to run, did you, uh…?”

I realized, to my even deeper embarrassment, that I had made a date without even asking for his name.

“Harry,” he smiled and said, “And I did run, but I’m sure you can make it up to me. I mean, I do something for you, you do something for me, right?”

Do something for me.

I blinked heavily. Ten hours on my feet was telling more than usual: while I suddenly wanted to be spending time with him, I also wanted to go straight to bed. I fought the urge to yawn and replied sleepily, “Do something for you. Yeah.”

He slid off his seat and onto the seat directly beside me, suddenly tantalizingly close. He leaned in and breathed in my ear, “Kiss me.”

Kiss me.

A wave of drowsiness washed over me, and all I could think about was making out with Harry right on the bus. I watched him pull back, and then leaned forward and kissed him, open-mouthed and sloppy. He put an arm around me and pulled me closer, holding the kiss until I was short of breath.

When he finally let me up for air, I gulped it down greedily, heart pounding. I had no idea why I’d agreed to go out with some random guy buying beer in the middle of the night, but I was suddenly very grateful for my impulsive streak.

He brushed a stray lock of hair away from my cheek and said, “I don’t think I can wait for your place. Let’s take a walk.” Before I could reply, he tugged the cord for a stop.

Still feeling woolly-headed, I looked out the window, then at the bright ‘Stop Requested’ sign that lit up at the front of the bus. I blinked dully at him and asked, “What?”

Harry was already up though. The bus came to a stop, kicking up a huge wave of water as it pulled alongside the curb. He was halfway to the exit by the time the doors opened.

I hesitated. I really hated getting wet… but he wasn’t even looking back, and that kiss had been amazing. The doors opened and he stepped out into the rain. I hurriedly followed, sliding my purse onto my shoulder and stepping into the icy rain.

He took my hand and said, “C’mon!” He tugged me away from the curb in time to miss getting splashed by the bus, then down the street.

The cold and the wet were perking me back up, leaving me very confused. Neither of us had a car, and we were miles from my house. It was early enough that almost nothing was open, either.

Harry didn’t seem to care. He didn’t even pull up his hood, letting the torrential rain fall on him. Rather than worrying about that, he headed for the one building on the street that was open, a grimy looking local gas station with a picture of a roadrunner above the doors.

Grateful as I was to be out of the rain, the inside didn’t look any more promising than the outside. It looked a lot like where I worked, only less well-kept. There were rows of donuts to one side of us, beer to the other. The hot food section was down to a few corn dogs and some sad looking burritos.

A gaunt young man looked up at us from behind the counter and said, “Good morning.” He sounded more bored and tired than helpful.

“Good morning!” Harry’s response was sincerely cheerful. He sounded delighted with himself. He gave my hand a fond squeeze before letting go of it, then headed straight for the chocolate covered pretzels. The Flipz, not the off-brand stuff. They were my favorite, but we’d known each other all of five minutes. I wondered dully if he’d been stalking me or something, but I couldn’t work up any energy to be properly alarmed about it. I just stood by the door, feeling completely drained.

Harry didn’t pay that any mind. He obviously knew I wasn’t going anywhere already. He grabbed a bottle of skim milk from the cooler and a water, then stepped to the counter. He pulled out a familiar roll of bills and handed the clerk a fresh $100. He asked, “Is that your blue sedan parked out behind the station?”

We’d come through the front of the gas station, and hadn’t seen any such car. A chill ran down my spine, and I glanced at the door, but I couldn’t make my feet move.

The cashier nodded and said warily, “Yeah.” He rang up Harry’s stuff and tucked it into a bag, then reached for the change.

Harry raised a hand and said, “I don’t need the change. What I do need is to borrow your car for a little bit. My girlfriend and I are feeling adventurous this morning, if you know what I mean.”

Adventurous.

He wanted to have sex in some stranger’s car, where the only things between us and being busted for indecent exposure would be the early hour and heavy rain. I knew it was time to bolt for the door and just walk home, but I couldn’t move. All I could do was turn that single word over in my head, again and again. What he wanted really did sound adventurous.

The cashier blinked in surprise, then his suspicious expression softened. His eyes went wide and glassy, a vacant smile spreading across his sunken cheeks. He nodded and said, “Uh huh.”

He sounded stoned out of his mind.

“Gimme the keys,” Harry said, “Keep the change. Oh, and you can jerk off thinking about it later. She’s hot.”

Hot.

I shivered, my rush for the door forgotten. He thought I was hot. A tiny voice in the corner of my mind insisted that wasn’t news: he’d just said he wanted to have sex with me. All the same, my heart beat faster, and I was a little weak in the knees.

I was hot.

“Thanks, bro,” the cashier’s expression regained some focus, his smile turning into a leer as he looked me up and down. It was clear that he agreed with Harry about me. He reached into his pocket and dropped his keys into Harry’s open palm, then handed over the junk food. He added, “I’m not off for hours. Take your time.”

Harry chuckled and said, “Absolutely, bro.” He took the plastic bag and turned back my way. He nodded at the rear exit to the gas station and said, “C’mon, babe.”

Come on.

I felt a nearly physical tug in his direction, something tight around my neck that left me short of breath until I moved his way. I didn’t fight it. I just followed Harry out of the gas station without a word. The sedan was parked beneath an awning, shielded from the downpour.

Harry unlocked the passenger door first and held it open, a strangely chivalric gesture under the circumstances. I slid in, and watched him head for the driver’s side. The inside of the sedan was messy, but not dirty: there was a pile of unopened mail in the back, but bottles and cans were confined to a trash bag. If he was a smoker, he didn’t do it in the car.

The pressure around my neck faded, as did the buzz I’d felt moments ago from being complimented. The reality of my situation set in again. I was really in a car with a guy I’d met tonight, and it didn’t even belong to him. As Harry slid into the car, I found my voice. I managed to ask, “… what’s going on? Are you friends with that guy?”

“Never seen him before in my life,” he shook his head and laughed, “Guess again, Nina.”

I was sure I’d never told him my name. I asked hesitantly, “Have you been following me?” I didn’t know why I felt so meek.

“Poor Nina,” Harry shook his head and said. He reached out and stroked my cheek, his fingertips brushing against my skin lightly. He fixed me with his beautiful eyes and added, “Relax. Everything is just fine.”

Relax.

Just fine.

The tension drained out of my body so fast I felt like I was melting into the passenger seat. His words echoed in my mind again though, and I knew he was in my head somehow. I still managed to ask, “What’re you… doing… to me?”

“Nothing,” Harry’s fingers wandered along the side of my face, until he had two fingers touching the center of my forehead. He pressed them firmly against me and said, “I’m not in your head at all. In fact, there is absolutely no such thing as mind control. The very idea is incredibly silly. So silly that it makes you giggle, Nina.”

No such thing as mind control.

So silly.

I closed my eyes and images unfolded in my mind’s eye of girls staring at swinging watches and spinning spirals, their expressions vacant. The very idea was ludicrous. Harry couldn’t control my mind. Nobody could do that. He was so funny, just bringing it up out of left field like that. I giggled brainlessly and agreed, “So silly!”

“People just really like doing stuff for me,” Harry’s tone was steely as he insisted, “Everybody loves helping me. It’s just so nice of everyone.” His fingers pressed harder against my skull, almost painful now.

Everyone loves helping me.

The images of hypnotized girls were replaced with images of people doing improbably helpful things for Harry. I saw someone giving him a free meal. Letting him stay in their guest bedroom. Giving him money. Tears welled up in my eyes at how kind people were to him. It was wonderful. I wanted to be that way too.

“That’s right,” Harry agreed with my unspoken thought, “You like helping me more than anyone. Don’t you, Nina?”

Helping me.

My eyes flicked open involuntarily, and I felt an intense head rush. His eyes seeming to expand. I could see little flecks of gold in them, feel his gaze piercing me. He relaxed his fingers against my forehead, and returned to stroking my cheek. His soft touch raised goosebumps on my skin, and my heart sped up again. He was almost unbearably handsome. Of course I liked helping him. I agreed happily, “Uh huh.”

“Right now,” he sounded tired all of the sudden, “What I’d really like is some head, Nina. You have the prettiest lips I’ve seen. I bet they’ll feel wonderful.”

Head.

For a moment, it seemed like I didn’t really like giving head, but before I could focus on that, my eyes snapped shut again. All I could picture was a big, veiny cock in front of my face.

I wanted it. I parroted dully, “… wonderful.”

Harry pulled his hand away from mine, and there was something like a shock of static electricity as we broke contact. I felt literally jolted awake, down to a momentary stinging sensation in the middle of my forehead. All the same, my head was still full of the things we’d been talking about. I wanted his cock out right now.

Harry reached for his fly, unzipping it and producing his semi-erect member. It also looked incredibly inviting. I never would’ve described someone’s manhood that way before, but it was all I could think. I wanted it, all my earlier feelings about blowjobs forgotten.

I leaned forward without any further prompting and took him into my mouth. He tasted clean, as though he were fresh from the shower rather than a lot of late night walking. I appreciated both that and the way he stiffened immediately at my attention. I could feel his pulse race as he throbbed between my lips.

Harry put a hand on the back of my neck, and I felt a wave of immediate calm. My vague and confused thoughts about the entire situation melted, instantly forgotten. Bobbing my head up and down was suddenly very soothing. I closed my eyes, rested my head on his lap and bobbed my head languidly. Between the nearly hypnotic sensation of sucking him and the rain, I felt like I could almost fall asleep with his dick in my mouth. He stroked my neck lightly, sending little thrills of pleasure down my spine.

It was amazing, and that’s why I nearly jumped out of my skin when someone knocked heavily on the window. I opened my eyes and saw a surly looking man in a police uniform staring down at us, flashlight in hand. Suddenly, I was very awake. I blushed furiously and tried to pull off of Harry’s cock, but he gently held my head down. Being interrupted wasn’t turning him off, either. His cock stayed rock-hard between my lips.

He just rolled the window down and said, “Evening, officer. Something I can do for you?” I could hear his smile as he continued, “We were just enjoying the morning. I’m sure there’s nothing wrong with that.”

Nothing wrong with that.

My head swam like it had on the bus, maybe harder. I felt momentary vertigo, like I might have been hanging upside down. I could’ve sworn Harry was doing something to me, but the very idea of mind control was so silly. It was even sillier than the idea of worrying about two consenting adults having some fun in a car. Quite suddenly, I knew that the officer had to listen to Harry. Harry was simply Right. Besides, as long as the cop didn’t see my face or ID, this was just a harmless story he could tell his friends, rather than something that could ruin me.

The cop replied dully, “I…” He sounded absolutely befuddled rather than upset by Harry’s flippant tone. I could imagine gears turning in his head, stuck or slowed down by his deep desire to be reasonable. Finally, he managed, “I just can’t let you do that here.”

“No?” Harry asked, pretending badly to sound puzzled, “Why not? It’s the most natural thing in the world.”

Natural.

I was floating, head so sluggish, but I knew Harry was so right. I couldn’t imagine a better use for my mouth than pleasing him. It was more natural than eating or speaking, maybe even breathing. I was made for this. I took him deeper down and ran my tongue along the base of his shaft, positively cooing that he allowed me to do this. My pussy tingled, and I no longer cared that the cop could see me do it.

The policeman couldn’t possibly have a better idea for our morning anyway.

When he spoke, the cop seemed to be on the same page. He protested weakly, “That’s certainly true, but it’s still against the law to do that where just anybody could see it.” He sounded as sleepy as I felt, far more sluggish than he had a moment ago. He started to add, “It’s indecent exp… exposure.”

“Oh, is that all, officer?” Harry was sounding tired too, but he was still cheerful as he replied, “Well, I could take her indoors, but then you wouldn’t be able to watch. That would be horrible.”

Horrible.

Harry was so right. We were giving him a free show. He should really be grateful. I decided that he might be if I just made it a little more entertaining. I began to bob my head up and down again, slow and languid, making the loudest slurping noises I could. The cop was staring at the back of my head now, I was sure of that.

After a pause, he agreed, “… horrible.”

“Tell you what,” Harry went on cheerfully, “She’s a little new to be sharing her mouth, but in a minute, you’re going to hop in the back seat. She’ll put her ass up so you can play with it. Spank her. Finger her. Anything you like while she finishes me up. Bet you’d love that, helping us out.”

Love that.

Helping us out.

I moaned, feeling completely weightless now. My stomach flipped and my pussy tingled. I couldn’t believe how good Harry was being to me, letting me have a little harmless fun while I took care of him. I got off his cock, keeping my lips pursed so there was an audible little ‘pop’ as he fell loose a moment, then I shifted on the passenger seat. I raised my rear end up preemptively and wiggled it in invitation before going back down on Harry.

“… helping…” the cop agreed dazedly. The flashlight clicked off and he stepped away. Harry rolled the window up, then the rear door opened. The police officer slid in, his weight shifting the car. The motion was probably tiny, but to my addled head, it felt like we were in a rocking boat. Finally, he reached up and fondled my ass through my soaked jeans.

Harry wriggled a hand underneath me and undid my fly with practiced ease, then tugged my jeans open. He pushed them down awkwardly, and I wriggled to help him get them down. The cop reached beneath the waistband from behind, his clammy fingers against my backside, and pulled them down around my thighs. The cold night air kissed my sopping pussy.

Teamwork for the win.

The police officer gave my ass a playful swat, his movements more animated now. The light blow gave me a tiny jolt of pain and a wave of tingling thrills up and down my spine. I wriggled again, trying to goad him into more.

He began to smack my ass in earnest. He cupped his hand, which made the sounds a lot meatier and more satisfying, but the impacts were a little less than I wanted. Still, it felt good. The mix of pleasure and pain woke me up again, brought my floating head back down to Earth.

After twenty or thirty strokes, the officer rubbed my warm cheeks, then slid a finger inside me. His hand had been warm enough against my behind, but inside my inner passage, he felt almost icy cold.

I began to pull away, when the cop hooked his finger inside me, stretching me. He began to thrust, his hand moving fast and hard. The stimulation was wonderful… but I could tell that it wouldn’t be enough to finish me off. Not even close. I moaned helplessly around Harry’s cock, wishing I could beg.

Harry’s cock twitched in my mouth, the sound stimulating him even more. Despite the added pleasure, he still seemed to read my mind. He reached up and thumbed my sopping clit roughly while the officer rammed my pussy with his cold finger.

Then Harry pushed my head down on his stiff cock with his free hand, cutting off my breath, and said, “Cum!”

Cum.

I felt a split second of panic when I realized I couldn’t breathe, then pleasure crashed over me, almost painful in both its intensity and brevity. I clenched tightly around the cop’s finger, but he didn’t slow down.

The whole thing was short and sharp and sudden, and then it was replaced with fading tingles. I felt very sensitive. The policeman was kind enough to pull his hand away without being asked, though he didn’t bother to pull up my pants.

Harry let me get my head up, almost off of him, and then he came right in my mouth, hot and sticky. He tasted salty, but I swallowed reflexively. Then Harry turned to the officer and said, “Lick your fingers clean, then go find a donut, officer. I need to take my girl to bed. She’s sleepy.”

Sleepy.

The day caught up with me in a heartbeat. I flopped like a rag doll in Harry’s lap, out before I could hear the cop leave.


Chapter Two

Waking up in the evening gave me a sensation of perpetual night, like I was a vampire without any of the perks. Waking up without having taken a shower before going to bed made me feel even worse, like one of those wrinkly vampires from the really old vampire movies. I sat up in my bed with no real recollection of how I’d gotten there, or why I was simply naked instead of wearing some warm pajamas. All I did remember was a crazy dream about a threesome in a stranger’s car. I rubbed my eyes and tried to concentrate.

My apartment was what people liked to refer to as ‘cozy.’ The closet was laughable, the bathroom only sported a shower stall rather than a tub, and the single narrow window in my bedroom offered a lovely view of a dark alley, complete with a dumpster two stories below. The walls were thin and the owners were lazy, so I’d taken to making a little chalk mark on the wall every time my neighbors had a fight rather than complain.

It was all I could afford, my hunt for a real job slowly petering out to ‘my acceptance of working crappy graveyard shifts for life.’ The only thing that made the whole deal bearable was that I lived alone. No roommates. No chore wheel. Nada.

That was why the sound of my refrigerator door thudding shut, clearly audible through the open door of my bedroom, nearly gave me a heart attack. I tugged my blankets up to my shoulders, suddenly completely alert but unable to move any further. The first thought in my head was to wonder who on earth would steal my leftovers, and the second was simply that I hoped they hadn’t found my pint of ice cream. It was caramel cone.

Before my sleep-addled brain could work my way up to ‘maybe my home invader was just grabbing a snack before coming to murder me,’ Harry stepped to the doorway with my jug of milk in hand, dressed only in a pair of black boxers. The half-gallon had been unopened yesterday. Now, it was already half empty.

Harry gave me a broad grin and said, “Hey, babe. Sorry about your ice cream. I would’ve gotten my own, but I wanted to be here when you woke up. We’ll go get you thirty one flavors in a little bit.” Then, he took a deep swig straight from the plastic container.

I remembered dimly that he had picked up milk last night too, which led immediately to wondering how much of last night had actually happened. Maybe I’d been dreaming, or drugged, or…

“None of the above,” Harry lowered the jug and responded to my unspoken thought, “No drugs, no dream, and definitely nothing up my sleeve.” He nodded at his bare arms before adding, “Oh, and it totally happened. I was right about that mouth.”

I blushed fiercely and stammered, “… how did you…?” I didn’t even know which part to ask about first, so I just trailed off.

He finished off the half-gallon like it was water and dropped it in the garbage can beside the door, then stepped a little closer. He seemed taller today, less gawky. He fixed me with his soft brown eyes and said, “Mind control, obviously.”

No such thing as mind control.

So silly.

The thoughts bubbled to the surface of my mind unbidden, accompanied by a flash of images of girls looking into goofy looking spirals and pendants. Harry was so silly, and it was certainly a deflection, but it still made me less nervous. I giggled, feeling a little lightheaded, and said, “Harry! C’mon. Seriously, what even happened last night? When we made that date, I didn’t think I’d signed up for…” I suddenly wasn’t sure how to describe what had happened, but I settled on, “… that.”

“Sorry,” he chuckled, “You know me: always a kidder.”

Know me.

That felt true too. We’d only met last night, and we had hardly actually spoken, but I did feel like I’d known him for awhile already. I nodded and agreed, “That’s true, and it’s okay. But I still… I’m confused.” I added a little plaintively, “Help me out?” There was absolutely no such thing as mind control, but I didn’t really know how else to explain what was going on.

“Actually,” he sat at the foot of the bed and paused before saying, “This would be a lot easier for me if you’d lose the blanket.”

Lose the blanket.

My vision blurred a little and my head felt light, but he had a point. It would probably be easier to talk if I wasn’t acting like he was a robber or Dracula or something. I let the blanket drop, exposing my bare chest. I said dully, “… okay.”

“Good,” he gave me an appraising look and said, “You really have great tits.”

Great tits.

I wasn’t so sure, but hearing him say it, it was hard to disagree. My nipples went stiff at his intense gaze, and I shivered a little. I smiled and said, “Thanks.” It took me a second to remember what we’d been talking about, but I managed to prompt, “… but?”

“Oh,” Harry shook his head and said, “What I meant was that I was kidding about there being no such thing as mind control.” He fixed me with his gaze and said, “It’s totally real, and it’s totally awesome.”

Real.

Awesome.

Visions of people with slack, vacant expressions danced in my mind’s eye. My heart beat faster and my breath caught in my throat. Harry could make people do things. He could make me do things. Arousal warred with worry: a part of me knew that he was probably making me happy about this, but the idea just felt too good to fight. As I blinked away the dreamlike images, I breathed softly, “… wow. How?”

“Nope,” he shook his head and said, “Not on the agenda for today. Today’s just about ‘are you in?’” He reached forward and cupped my left breast, fondling it lightly.

I looked down at his hand, his swarthy complexion striking against mine in the dim light and asked, “Why are you asking? Can’t you just make me do anything you want?”

“Short term,” Harry gave my breast a fond squeeze and said, “I could make you do pretty much anything. I mean, you never would’ve done what you did last night without help.” He made eye contact and said, “You would’ve missed out on all that fun.”

Fun.

I squirmed on my mattress and nodded, eyes wide. He was right: I couldn’t remember ever doing anything that much fun in my life.

“But,” Harry switched breasts, tweaking my right nipple lightly between two fingers, “That takes a lot out of me. Long term, I don’t think I want to be with someone who needs too much pushing. Seems like I’d be wasting it all on one person, rather than spreading it around to have more fun. What I really want is someone who’ll understand my point of view.” He closed his eyes and asked, “What do you say?”

I froze for a moment, uncertain what to say. On the one hand, a complete stranger was pawing my breast. On the other… I had enjoyed last night, and the idea of what he could do was awesome. I simply couldn’t get away from that. To his credit, Harry just waited patiently for once. He didn’t seem to be trying to influence me, at least not beyond his warm hand on my breast. Finally, I replied, “I’d like to know more. Without,” I glanced down, “Being forced?”

“Oh,” he laughed, “That wasn’t really for you. Those just looked great. Besides,” he added, “A certain amount of this is just instinctive. I can’t help it if a little leaks.”

Can’t help it.

I nodded, head feeling a little foggy. It made sense. I couldn’t control every muscle in my body either. I agreed, “Small leaks are fine.”

He pulled his hand off my breast and said, “Apart from that, sure. The only thing is, I don’t want to do all this here. No offense, but your apartment really sucks.”

“I can’t really afford anything better,” I protested. Now that he wasn’t pushing me so hard, I could feel a difference. My head was beginning to clear, and the overall weirdness of the situation was beginning to sink in. I realized suddenly, “And I won’t even be able to afford this if I skip work.”

“No,” Harry shook his head and said, “If you decide you’d be better off without everything I have to offer, you can go back to living large here. I’ll have a chat with your manager and they’ll be so, so sorry about your dead aunt Gertrude or something. Probably so sorry they give you a raise. No, the only thing at stake tonight is, ‘will you stay?’ Deal?”

“Deal,” I held out my hand for him to shake.

Harry reached forward… then past my hand, and groped my boob again. He squeezed it firmly and said cheerfully, “Great!”

I sighed and said, “I can’t go outside without getting dressed, and I can’t get dressed with you doing that. Also, I want a shower before I do anything. I can’t think anything’s sexy while I’m this grimy.”

Harry nodded and said, “Do your thing. I’m going to eat that box of Cocoa Puffs in your cupboard. Dry, since some jerk drank all the milk.” I opened my mouth to protest, but he held up a hand and said, “So, the first thing here is that I gotta eat like a horse to keep the mojo coming. It’s high calorie. And no, I don’t know why. I just know that if you make me force the issue, it just means I’ll raid your larder harder. Second thing, I already left some money on your table to cover this. Now, go get naked and wet, so you’re all set to go someplace else and get naked and wet.” He made a shooing motion.

Go.

I felt the gentlest nudge. It was weak enough that I thought perhaps I could resist if I wanted to, but he had a point. I didn’t know if I wanted to stay with Harry yet, but I had to see what he would do and it really would be more fun out. I slid out of bed, trying not to be too self-conscious about the nudity, and padded to my shower. On the way, I saw a pizza box in the trash and knew my dinner was as gone as my breakfast.

Whatever Harry had planned, I hoped it included some food.

~~~

One shower and faked sick call to work later, and I felt positively normal. It was still too gloomy out to dress in anything pretty really, but Harry didn’t comment on my t-shirt and jeans. For his part, well, all he had were the clothes he’d worn when we met. He was dressed by the time I got ready, though his hair was still a mess.

He caught my look and said, “Sorry. I wasn’t planning on spending the night. You really did just catch my eye. Well, my third eye.” He stepped out into the hallway of my apartment building with me, acting like this was all the most normal situation in the world.

I supposed it was, for him. I locked my door, then asked, “Third eye?”

Harry shrugged and said, “I dunno how else to put it. I just have a sense about people. I thought there’d be someone who got it on your bus. It was just you and the driver, so that narrowed it down.” He led the way, heading for the stairwell rather than my building’s rickety elevator.

We stepped into the dusty stairwell and I asked, “So, uh, you always been this way?”

“Hell no,” he laughed, “You don’t think I’d spend a whole lot of time like this without a girlfriend, do you?” He hopped down the stairs lightly.

I followed at more of a trudge. I didn’t feel like I’d slept particularly well, despite him clearly wearing me out. I thought about it for a moment before allowing, “I guess not, no. You might just not have wanted one.”

“Nah,” he shook his head and said, “Showing off is only fun if there’s someone to show off for. It’s right there in the term itself: you’re trying to ‘show’ something.” He rounded the corner, then slid down the banister on the final flight of stairs before the door.

I just walked, but I nodded down to him and said, “That makes sense.” I waited until I was halfway down before asking, “Why can you do it?”

“Does it matter?” Harry held the door to the lobby open for me, then followed me out into it.

“Kinda,” I looked outside and saw that it was either still raining, or raining again. When he was quiet, I added, “I mean, could I learn how? Is a secret society price fixing light bulbs and cookies? Are you radioactive?”

Harry laughed and held the door to my building open. He followed me out into the light rain and said, “’No,’ ‘maybe’ and ‘no more than anyone else,’ to answer your questions.” He added firmly, “That’s not what you want to know right now.”

Not what you want to know.

I blinked, head feeling muddy. Harry was right. I had better questions, I was sure of it, even if I couldn’t articulate them. I floundered for a moment before asking, “… what do I want to know?”

“What I can do,” Harry took my hand as we walked through the rain, giving it a gentle squeeze. He explained patiently, “You want to know what I can do.”

What I can do.

My head felt even muddier, but that clicked. That was definitely what I wanted to know about, not whatever silly questions I’d had before. I nodded and agreed dully, “Yeah. Please tell me that.”

“Well,” Harry explained as he stepped to the street and waved at a nearby cab, “When I concentrate, people just listen to what I tell them. The more I concentrate, the better it works, but the more they get disoriented while their brain is processing it.”

The cab pulled over, an older man behind the wheel with horn-rimmed glasses and a mop of unruly black hair beneath his cap. Harry opened the door for me again, then got around the other side. He slid into the seat beside me and said, “I’ll show you.”

“Where to?” the cabbie asked.

“Sit here a minute,” Harry said, “Then take us to the Marriot. Oh, and don’t pay attention to anything we say or do over the ride unless I address you directly. For this one ride, the back of the cab has absolute privacy.”

Absolute privacy.

I blinked, feeling a little dizzy myself. Harry was right, of course. I could almost imagine we were in the back of a limo with a privacy window, instead of a yellow cab. I knew it wasn’t true, but Harry telling the cabbie to ignore us was just as good.

The cabbie nodded and said, “Yes, Sir.” He sounded a little distracted. He turned forward again, not turning the meter on yet.

Harry turned back to me and said, “So we can talk about pretty much anything, and our friend here will ignore us. For emphasis, I’m going to need you to unzip my fly and jack me off a bit while we talk. Not enough to get me off, just keep me kinda on edge. It’ll help you appreciate just what I can get away with.”

Jack me off.

Get away with.

I shivered in pleasure and agreed happily, “Good point.” I reached over and unzipped Harry’s jeans, then gently freed his cock. He was already semi-erect. I began to pump it gently and realized how much fun it was to feel and watch him stiffen right out in the open. I blushed when I realized that I was sort of hoping for a cop to notice us again, after what had happened last night.

“So,” Harry relaxed in his seat, “It doesn’t work over, like, the telephone. Gotta be face-to-face, gotta talk. Oh, and it spills a little - anybody close by is going to get some in the face, not just who I’m aiming at. On the plus side, that means you’d be exposed a lot even though I want you along for the ride willingly.”

I took that all in, just letting it sink in a minute. It was strange thinking about him accidentally controlling me a lot. One more time, I tried to muster some upset about that - in theory it seemed like it should bother me. All I could think was that it was pretty awesome that he would be doing that routinely. After mulling that over for a moment, I realized he’d put the idea in my head and asked, “… how long do these ideas last?”

“Kinda depends,” Harry replied, “Making people ignore or forget stuff works indefinitely because if they weren’t listening in the first place, there’s nothing to remember. Things like what I did to you yesterday? Couple days at first, although repetitive suggestions seem to cement them. If we part company, you’ll stop thinking this is awesome after a few days, a week. Whatever. If we don’t, this is your life.” His member stiffened in my hand talking about it.

Thinking about controlling me was turning him on, and knowing that turned me on too, which made me ask the very next thing on my mind, “Why not go bang your favorite celebrity?”

He smiled and said, “The last thing I want to deal with is fame. I’d need to put Little Debbie out of business to keep the press off of me. Besides,” he gave me an appreciative look, “Supermodels aren’t any hotter or more fuckable than regular girls, they just have better prep before going outside. And before you ask, that’s not speculation. It was the first thing I thought of too. No, I’m happier here: someone like you offers every single positive thing they could, with absolutely none of the hassle.”

I smiled back and said, “Thanks. That’s… actually weirdly sweet.”

He winked, then reached over to stroke my cheek gently and said, “That’s me babe, ‘weirdly sweet.’ Now, go on, ask anything else that’s on your mind right now. Can’t promise I’ll be as interested in playing when we can stop again.”

“I guess the main thing I’m wondering besides all that is just,” I asked, “What’s the plan? I don’t just mean today, I mean… what are you asking me to sign up for? Besides this?” I looked down at his stiff cock and pumped it a little faster for emphasis, then added, “I’m starting to think you have a car fetish, and that doesn’t sound like fun. Little cramped to keep doing stuff in these things.”

Harry blinked in surprise, and I was pleased to finally take him aback instead of the other way around. After a long pause, he laughed and said, “Car fetish! Oh, you are a keeper.” He shook his head and said, “No, I don’t give a shit about cars in particular. I like…” he trailed off in thought for a moment before finally settling on, “Getting to be impulsive. I never could’ve done anything like this before, so now I gotta. Every day is a bucket list day, but because I’m awesome instead of because someone is dying. You know?”

“Yeah,” I nodded and agreed, “I could see that. So we’re going to get away with stuff somewhere else, next time?”

“Sure,” Harry still seemed very amused as he promised, “We will absolutely do this somewhere else next time, and I’m not even messing with you to include a truck or a motorcycle or some other crap.”

“Good,” I rubbed the underside of his cock with my thumb and laughed, “I can’t imagine either of us keeping our balance on a bike.”

“Every problem like that has the same solution,” Harry chuckled, “Practice! Now,” he gently tugged my hand off his cock. As he tucked himself back into his jeans, he explained, “I don’t want to jizz over our host’s seats, and I don’t want your head down there while the vehicle’s in motion, so I think the rest of this had better wait until we’re elsewhere. All right, babe?”

“Yeah,” I nodded and smiled.

Weird as this was, I’d had a lot worse in the way of first dates.


Chapter Three

When we arrived at the hotel and got out of the cab, Harry pulled out his roll of bills and handed the cabbie a fresh $100 bill, just like he had done when borrowing the car last night. It was a little more than triple our actual fare. He said, “Keep the change, my good man.”

The cabbie smiled brightly and said, “Thank you, Sir.”

As the cab pulled away from the curb, I said, “That was really sweet of you, especially since you could just make people do stuff for you.”

“Eh,” Harry shrugged, “Not those guys. I mean sure,” he walked with me into the clean, enormous hotel lobby, “I could wind them up and make them do whatever I wanted. But there’s a paper trail for stuff like cab uses and beer at corner stores.”

“You’d be caught?” I looked around, grateful to be indoors again.

“They’d be fired,” Harry explained, “And I’d feel pretty bad about it, especially when I could spread the good cheer a little. It’s not like it costs me anything.”

“Do you go to banks and get yourself a ‘loan?’” I asked, genuinely puzzled as we made our way to the front desk, staffed by several people even at this hour.

“No,” Harry shook his head and explained, “Same problem. Banks are even more picky about who their guys just hand stacks of cash to. No, if you want to skim, you need to pick stuff that won’t be missed too much. C’mon.” He stepped to the front desk, right in front of a perky blond girl who looked to be about my age and said, “Good evening!”

She smiled back and replied, “Good evening, Sir. How can I help you tonight?”

He said confidently, “I seem to have misplaced my card key. I need one for the penthouse suite.”

Misplaced my card key.

I felt a wave of dizziness, and watched all three people behind the desk twitch in exactly the same way at the same time. A part of me was dimly aware that Harry was probably doing something, but I couldn’t imagine what. Maybe he’d tell me after they replaced his key card.

The girl typed and asked, “Which suite is that, Sir?”

“Oh, pardon me,” Harry said, “I seem to have forgotten. Who’s staying in which penthouse suite? You can trust me.”

Trust me.

That was true. They shouldn’t worry about Harry. He was handing out money when he didn’t even have to. I smiled widely at the exchange.

“… trust you…” the blond girl looked dazed for a moment while she agreed. She paused a moment, looking uncertain about what to do, before her expression got more alert again. She typed, rapid-fire, and said, “We have a Mr. Konrad’s party, and a Ms. Pierce.”

“Right,” Harry nodded, stroking his stubbly chin thoughtfully and said, “Silly me. We’re with Mr. Konrad’s party, of course. We’ll just take a key to that suite. Oh, and this is so embarrassing: just forget the whole thing after.”

Forget after.

~~~

I blinked awake in a bright, clean hotel elevator with Harry, not entirely sure how we’d gotten from the curb all the way inside. My body was a little heavy and tingly, all pins and needles. A dim little voice in the corner of my mind wondered softly if he was cheating - I wouldn’t be able to make an informed decision to be his… whatever he wanted me to be if he kept making me zone out during the demonstration.

All the same, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I should just trust him.

“Yeah,” Harry nodded and said, “You just got splashed when I was talking to the employees at the front desk. It was nothing to worry about. I was barely controlling your mind even though it’s awesome. You just missed me scamming a key card - couldn’t have employees remembering giving one to me.”

Nothing to worry about.

Barely controlling.

My head swam and I realized he was absolutely right: it wasn’t his fault if I got caught in the wake of directions he had to give other people. Truthfully, I was a little sorry I’d asked him not to zap my brain today too. Mind control really was awesome. As my head cleared, I realized how much I was looking forward to seeing him do it to more people.

I looked at him and asked dully, “You got us a nice room, right?”

“We’re going to be crashing someone’s party,” Harry said brightly, “But they won’t mind. And you’ll get to see how I bankroll my fun without stepping on the little guys.”

“Right,” I nodded, starting to feel a little more awake. I paused a moment, then realization hit. I asked, “Do you rob from the rich and tip to the poor? Like a sort of half-assed Robin Hood?”

“Ya got me,” he laughed again and admitted, “And in my defense, you never go the full Robin Hood. I could never pull off the tights, and the last time I held a bow and arrow I was lucky to figure out which way the pointy stick-thing went.” He patted my backside affectionately and added, “I’m impressed you’re that clever that fast, by the way. Not bad at all.”

“Thanks,” I blushed.

We exited the elevator and came to a door. No one else was in the hallway. He turned to me and said, “So, this will call for a lot more mojo than what I pulled at the front desk. I won’t just be sneaking into a room I don’t belong in, I’ll be talking big piles of cash out of people who don’t want to give it up. That’ll leave everybody in the room pretty fried, maybe even drooling by the time I’m done. I can inoculate you a bit first, but only by ordering you to pay attention. Like, a pre-dose of my power to keep you awake during the splashing.”

I nodded and asked, “So… you’re telling me because this is the point of no return on this date? Like, if I step in there, I’m in for the duration?”

“Yep,” Harry nodded and said, “This is the very last decision you get to make tonight, which is why I’m not messing with your brain. This once. What’ll it be?”

The gesture was strangely touching. Harry could obviously do whatever he wanted and I would never know the difference, but he was asking anyway. I looked up into his beautiful brown eyes and replied, “How often am I going to get to see whatever crazy bullshit you have in mind? I’m in. I was in since the cop last night. You’re a sweetheart to offer me an out though. Huge bonus points.” I braced myself and said, “Now… hit me. If I just wake up on the floor with no idea how I got there, I will be disappointed.”

“All right,” he nodded and said, “Then I want you to look into my eyes and relax. Open your mind.”

Relax.

Open your mind.

The world slipped away.

~~~

In my dreams, I floated naked on my back in cool water, tiny waves lapping at my bare skin. The blue sky above sunny and bright, the same as I felt inside. Strands of fluffy white clouds drifted slowly overhead, and I felt like they looked: weightless and free. I could smell the salty sea air. Apart from the distant crash of the surf, the only sound in the world was a familiar male voice.

He was whispering to me, repeating over and over, “Orders are for you if I say your name, you will obey if I say your name, you will ignore it if I do not. Orders are for you if I say your name…”

I heard him as though he were whispering right next to me, but it was more than that: my bare body hummed with their rhythm, and I could feel them deep in my brain.

~~~

The most confusing part about waking up was simply that I was standing up. It wasn’t without help: Harry had his hands on my shoulders, and I was leaning against the wall, but I couldn’t remember ever waking up standing before.

I also felt incredibly weird to be clothed and relatively dry. It took a long moment to realize that my vivid daydream about floating in an ocean or lake hadn’t been real - its bright colors felt more vivid and crystal clear than the hotel I was standing in.

I rubbed my eyes and straightened up, head feeling like it was full of cotton.

Harry asked, “Doing okay?”

“Mm,” I nodded weakly and said, “Just a little… like, I think there’s a version of ‘hung over’ for your magic trick, handsome.”

“So I’ve been told,” he nodded and said, “We can take a minute if you need to.”

I shook my head and said, “I’m good. C’mon, let’s see this.”

“Right.” Harry headed for a door down the hall, pulling out a key card. He swept it and the door unlocked. The people on the other side had been talking, nothing I could make out, but as soon as Harry pushed the door open that all went silent.

The suite was huge, with a wonderful view of the city. There were two men at a table with laptops and a sheaf of papers, and a third man at the mini bar with a little bottle of vodka. They were all older, forties or fifties. None of them were anything to write home about, but they were all right - in decent shape. All of them were dressed in business casual, polo shirts in neutral colors.

All three were staring at us with varying levels of confusion and stern dismay. The one at the bar asked, “Who the hell are you?”

Harry led me inside, the door clicking locked again behind us, then he offered them his usual megawatt smile. He said, with absolute conviction, “We’re your entertainment.”

Entertainment.

The word had the force of a thunderbolt. I had to clutch the door frame behind me to keep my feet, and for a moment my vision blurred. At the same time, I felt a deep certainty that the sensation was not meant for me.

My head cleared almost immediately, though I was still feeling some physical effects from it. My heart was pounding and my breathing was ragged. Still, I was doing better than Harry’s intended audience: they all looked absolutely dazed. Their mouths hung open and their bodies were a little slack. The two men who were sitting down had slumped, leaning on the table for support. The one holding a drink nearly dropped it.

All of them were staring at Harry, eyes wide and glassy.

“Now that I have your attention,” Harry pulled a deck of playing cards out of his jacket pocket, bound by a rubber band. He snapped it off of them and deftly shuffled the cards, “We’re going to be playing some poker tonight. That will be more fun than your work. You want to do it. Don’t you?”

More fun.

Want to.

My head spun. I knew I wasn’t supposed to react to Harry’s orders unless he told me to, but it was hard not to get excited. I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting out of him - maybe just having them empty their valuables into a bag with a dollar sign on it, or making me sleep with them, or… well, whatever. I did know that I had not been expecting a dollar pack of playing cards and an impromptu high stakes poker game that he would inevitably cheat at.

It really did sound like fun. I wanted them to do it.

Both the men at the table nodded, offering weak little affirmations. The one at the bar was evidently their alpha male, as he managed to reply audibly, “We do.”

“Put those computers and papers away and get some cash on the table,” Harry began to shuffle the cards, “You can’t wait to get started.”

Both laptops got snapped shut immediately, whatever work was on them going unsaved and unnoticed. The papers got unceremoniously swept into someone’s briefcase, and suddenly the table was clear. It didn’t stay that way long, though: the man with the drink sat down too, and suddenly all three of them had their wallets out, money piling up in front of each of them.

Harry smiled and said, “Of course, I’m offering a better stake than money. Nina, strip.”

Better stake.

Strip.

Hearing my name was like having a switch thrown in my brain: my jacket was on the floor before I even realized I was taking my clothes off. I only really noticed as I pulled my t-shirt over my head, only to drop it in front of the jacket.

Meanwhile, Harry was explaining to the rapt businessmen, “Instead of cash, I’m going to be wagering favors. If I win, you only pay me money. If any of you win, Nina will be very nice to you. You want that more. Nina wants that more. Don’t you, Nina?”

Will be very nice.

Wants that.

I shivered as I dropped my jeans, already damp at the thought of being used as Harry’s stake in a bet. I wondered what he would make me do, but anything that started with me naked sounded like fun. All three of the men seemed to be on the same page: their slacks were tented with erections already.

I purred happily, “Oh, yess.”

“Do we have a deal, gentlemen?” Harry looked squarely at their leader, his expression one of intense concentration.

Deal.

The word echoed in my brain, making my heart beat even faster. I was so excited by what Harry was offering that I wanted to do a cheer routine or talk it up or something.

The man in charge nodded and said dazedly, “Deal the cards.”

Harry turned to me and said, “Nina, start bringing them drinks. Can’t have a card game without drinks.”

Drinks.

Suddenly, I was far more interested in the mini bar than the game. I moved to pass out tiny little bottles of vodka while Harry passed out cards and began to make small talk, the businessmen starting to wake up a bit now that Harry’s insane premise was properly cemented in their helpless brains.

~~~

Some time later, I’d learned a couple of things. The first was that the businessmen were named Gary, Norman and Alan. Gary liked screwdrivers, Norman had very expensive taste in Scotch, and Alan - their leader - was surprisingly equal opportunity for anything with ‘alcohol content higher than beer.’

It seemed to me that was just the sort of flexibility that a good boss needed.

The second most important lesson, I had simply inferred. By rights, Harry… well, he didn’t need to be playing poker to take their money. He could just tell them to fork it over. Even assuming he wanted to give them a good story to believe later, he didn’t just control minds, he could read them. He could win absolutely every hand if he wanted to. Harry seemed to actually like playing cards though, well enough that he preferred not to cheat.

I was sure of that because, while Harry was certainly taking the men around the table for thousands of dollars, he didn’t win every round. That was why Norman’s pants were open and briefs were out of my way, so that I could give him a slow, sloppy blowjob. Thankfully, his member wasn’t as big as Harry’s. None of theirs were - that made getting them down easier.

I could fit Norman’s entire length in my mouth without choking. I just bobbed my head up and down real slowly and felt him throbbing against my tongue and lips. I had never been a fan of giving head before, but last night with Harry had changed my mind. Feeling how stimulated it made each of them was delicious torture, getting me worked up. When I finally did get some release, I had a feeling it was going to be amazing.

From behind me, Gary asked, “Any cards for you?”

“I’ll take,” Norman paused, trying to keep his voice level as I took the opportunity to lavish the underside of his cock with attention, “… two. Please.” For his part, the lucky winner was obviously enjoying trying to keep from letting on how distracting I was.

Somehow, that was fun too. I hoped Harry would want to give that a try later, and a little sad there was no excuse to give him a turn until after the game.

Norman put one hand on the back of my head, running his fingers lightly through the back of my hair. I tuned out the game above me and redoubled my efforts, focusing completely on him. Everything else was still there, it just didn’t seem important. It didn’t take long to finish him off: he stifled a noise as he filled my mouth with his hot, sticky seed.

“So,” Alan said with clear satisfaction above and behind me, “Full boat, tens over aces. Read ‘em and weep.”

I pulled off of Norman’s cock, my task completed anyway, and watched the man stiffen in his slacks as he set down his hand. He leaned forward to collect the pot in the center, and I lowered myself to my hands and knees so that I could crawl in front of him to offer my ‘share’ of his winnings.

“Not so fast,” Harry countered from beside Gary, “I may not have gotten a card higher than a seven, but I did get all the sevens.”

Alan groaned and protested, “That’s only funny when I’m doing it.” The complaint sounded good natured. He did add, “I’m tapped though. This was fun, but I’m not in a position to lose another dollar.”

“Yeah,” Gary agreed, “Me too. Plus, it’s getting pretty late, and we skipped a lot of paperwork for this. It was worth it, but we’re going to need to finish it out before lunch tomorrow.”

I crawled out from underneath the table, still buck naked, and went for my clothes.

Norman said, “Hate to admit it, but they’ve got a point. Big stuff going on tomorrow.” He sounded genuinely disappointed. I patted his leg gently.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to impose,” Harry said, “Or interfere with your work. I’m just glad everyone had a good time, especially Nina.”

Good time.

For the first time since we’d started, I felt the full force of his power. My vision blurred, and half-formed images danced in brain like afterimages from staring too long at bright lights.

I shook it off, grateful I was already on my hands and knees. It was much easier to keep my balance that way. Harry was right too, of course. I couldn’t imagine a better evening than being the stakes at a poker game. My real worry was more that he wouldn’t be able to top it now.

Looking up at all three men gave me a tingle. Their faces were slack and vacant, bodies rigid. Their cocks were all erect again in their slacks. I loved knowing that I looked a bit like that when Harry did his magic to me. Maybe I could get him to tape me under sometimes so I could see myself.

Mind control really was awesome.

All three men nodded dully.

Harry added, “Also, Nina’s been such a good sport, and she hasn’t had a chance to finish. I’d like to use one of your beds just long enough to help her with that. You’re all welcome to watch, of course. Nina would love it. It would be so strange to do it right here and have you all just looking at your laptops.”

Love it.

Strange.

I smiled, glad he was forcing the issue. It’d be weird to fuck in their room without them even paying attention. I looked up at them and licked my lips.

“So,” Harry said, “Join us. I’ll fuck her good, you can get an eyeful. Jerk off if you like. We’ll borrow your shower, then leave you to your work. You agree.”

Agree.

All three men nodded, and Harry relaxed visibly. Their expressions grew more alert as he relaxed.

Harry offered me a hand up. He looked tired, but very pleased with himself. As he helped me to my feet, he asked, “Having fun, pretty girl?”

I rose unsteadily, grateful for his hand. My body was much more sensitive than I was used to. I wasn’t sure if it was because of his power, or maybe from being left aroused and unsatisfied for so long. I wasn’t used to either thing, really. Still, the truth was that I really was enjoying myself. I said, “Yes, thank you.”

The penthouse suite was less like hotel rooms I’d ever been in, where maybe there were two beds but they were side by side, than renting a whole small house. The suite had three separate ‘bedroom’ areas that all had their own interior doors. The largest of them had a wonderful view of the city, presently glittering beneath us.

Naturally, Harry led me to that one. He patted my bare rear end and said, “Assume the position, Nina.”

The position.

I found myself on my hands and knees on the bed before I even knew that I was moving, facing the city below. I guessed, as I blinked at the night sky outside, that this was ‘the position.’ It certainly had the attention of everyone else in the room: I could feel the eyes of all three businessmen on me as I waited for Harry to strip. I wasn’t sure if I was imagining it, but it felt real enough.

Moments later, Harry slid onto the bed behind me. The mattress was big enough to probably accommodate all five of us, but I was grateful it was just him. He put one hand on my left hip to steady himself and splayed me open with the other, then guided the head of his cock against my slick nether lips.

The friction was incredible. Just feeling him rubbing against me felt better than being penetrated. I moaned and rocked my hips back, trying to impale myself on him. Harry pulled back for a moment, and the loss of sensation was such a sudden drop that it was almost painful.

I am not in charge.

The thought pulsed in my brain, as powerful as it was obvious. I didn’t get to decide when Harry gave it to me. That was up to him. I mewled helplessly, suddenly unable to find my voice to apologize, but I was still cogent enough to try and show him that I understood. I bent forward, pressing my face to the pillow and raised my ass up for him. I wriggled a little to get my legs as far apart as they would go, and I waited.

After what felt like an eternity, Harry’s cock was back where it belonged, rubbing against my sopping folds. I panted and moaned, but I held still, and this time I was rewarded.

Harry began to penetrate me in one single, slow stroke. The sensation was incredible, a feeling of heat and tightness I never would’ve imagined before. Little electric shocks of pleasure radiated from the core of my being even at such simple contact. I panted helplessly as he buried himself inside me.

Then, Harry reached down and grabbed a fistful of my hair, tugging my head back up forcefully. I gasped at the sudden pain, then moaned as he started thrusting. The pleasure was incredible, so intense it almost hurt. I squeezed my eyes shut a moment to close out everything but the feel of him sliding in and out of me.

The next time I opened my eyes, all three businessmen were between the suite’s bay window and my side of the bed. Their expressions were rapt, mesmerized. Their cocks were in hand, all rock-hard and all pointed at me. I watched, wide-eyed, as they began to jerk off right at my face.

We went on like that for some time, Harry pumping me from behind, his fingers twined in my hair, the three other men stroking themselves brainlessly. Time lost any meaning it might have had, pleasure washing over me. Even the pain from Harry’s tight grip on my hair felt good.

Finally, I could tell Harry was close. He didn’t change his rhythm or anything, I just knew. Behind me, he said through gritted teeth, “Cum!”

Cum.

He hadn’t said it loudly. Indeed, it had been hard to hear over the sound of my own moaning. All the same, the single thought was completely overwhelming, filling my helpless brain. From that moment on, everything seemed to be happening in slow motion. Waves of pleasure exploded from the core of my being, washing white-hot from where his cock was and rolling up my spine, down my legs. My head swam and I let out a strangled cry.

At the same time, all three of the men in front of me twitched in unison, expressions completely identical as they climaxed. Their eyes went wide, mouths open as their cocks spurted at the same time. I managed to close my eyes just in time. Their hot, sticky seed splattered my face, getting on my eyelids and in my open mouth. It ran down my cheeks and chin.

The contact set off a wave of aftershocks, tingling joy surging through me.

Harry came a moment later, and the pleasure was unbelievable, focused completely in my sopping inner passage.

The backs of my eyelids swam with stars as the pleasure erased every thought in my head.


Epilogue

“And the rest,” Harry said, “Was history.”

Listening to him say that was like a spell being broken. I blinked awake, eyes bleary. I could still picture that first ‘date’ with such crystal clarity that I was briefly uncertain of where I was. I could still taste cum too, but that much had apparently happened this morning. Harry’s dick was semi-erect and glistening with my saliva. At some point during the story, I had clearly sucked him off for real.

As I got my bearings, the next thing that I realized was that Brooke wasn’t by the stove anymore. It was off. I looked around and saw that she was sitting down at the table now opposite Harry, her pretty black skirt hiked up. She was rubbing herself through her plain white panties, and from the wet spot on them, she had been at it for awhile.

Brooke asked thickly, “History?” She sounded like I felt: barely awake.

I realized that Harry had given her the full surround-sound on the memory too, put her in my shoes for the duration. It was such a Harry thing to do.

“Mm,” he said cheerfully, “Nina saw that being with me was going to be fun, way more fun than her dead end job. So she said ‘yes’ of her own free will, and we’ve been together… oh, goodness. Six months now? Yeah, six.”

Hearing that surprised me. I had to sort of count it out in my head to double check. If someone else had asked, I just would’ve said ‘forever,’ or maybe gone with ‘years.’ When I actually went over it though, he was right.

Six months of this, and my old life was practically someone else’s already.

Brooke seemed surprised too. She breathed, “Six months…?” Her hand slipped underneath her panties, a single finger working inside her. She added, as she wriggled that digit from side to side, “All… just like that?”

“Yep,” Harry paused before correcting himself, “Well, no. Sometimes, we had some real excitement.” He sounded a bit smug, but that wasn’t out of line. I leaned forward and nuzzled the inside of his thigh, getting his manhood to stir in response. He patted the top of my head and said, “That’s the plan for today, of course. Have some real fun. I was thinking of pairing up all the unrequited crushes in your class reunion today, getting them to fuck on the dance floor. See if everybody’s still hot for the same people ten years after high school.”

Fuck on the dance floor.

Visions of naked bodies intertwined in my mind’s eye, and I kissed Harry’s knee before turning back to Brooke.

“… real… fun…” Brooke agreed, her finger speeding up, “… fuck… ohh… fuck…”

Harry looked down at me and said, with a tone of theatrical surprise, “Oh my! That’s where you’ve been all this time! You’d better come out of there, you naughty girl!”

For once, he didn’t bother using his gift to make me obey. I complied anyway, crawling out from underneath the table.

Brooke’s expression was one of dull surprise, like Harry had done a real magic trick. She was still jilling off beneath the table, but she was staring right at me, mouth hanging slightly open.

Seeing her so zoned out reminded me of how awesome mind control was. I gave Harry a backward glance, wondering what he wanted from me next.

Instead of answering verbally, the answer unfolded in my mind: me, bent over the table for a spanking. Before I could respond, he tugged my hair and jerked me roughly to my feet, then pushed me down onto the dining room table. I could see that his dishes were empty. If he was planning something big, he’d probably carbo loaded all through story time.

Before I could think about that any further, Harry began to smack my ass hard and fast. By the third stroke, all I could do was stare up into my best friend’s face and feel the heady mix of pleasure and pain on my bare ass.

Harry was so good to me.

###
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Rear in the Window

Excerpt:

I stared out the window of a small classroom on campus. My mind was on my vivid dreams, rather than Russian literature. It was my last class of the day, and all I really wanted to do was go home.

At this rate, I was going to run my apartment building out of cold water.

“And that,” Professor Martin said, “Is all the time we have for Nikolai Gogol’s wandering nose today.”

That got a giggle from some of the class, but I just flipped my notebook shut and slid it into my bag, not a single note actually taken today. I rose and headed out of the classroom, a couple of steps behind everyone else.

“Miss Baker?” the professor asked, “Is everything all right? I noticed that you seemed… distracted.”

That was certainly an understatement.

I blushed and turned to the professor. He was only maybe ten years older than me and with his easy smile and casual dress, he wouldn’t have looked out of place sitting at a desk with the class, rather than behind the podium giving the lecture. Between that and his enthusiasm for teaching, I figured this was probably his first rodeo. I replied, “Um, great. Just haven’t been sleeping well. You know how it is. Nerves about graduation.”

And the way my chronic inability to get laid is now actually driving me insane, I managed not to add.

“Well, I remember what that was like,” he gathered up his own materials, putting them in his briefcase, and said, “If you ever need to talk, you know where my office is.” He paused and asked, “You do know where my office is, right? I know you’ve never needed an extension or anything before.”

I smiled and said, “I’m sure I can figure it out if I need to. Thanks, Professor.”

“Happy to,” he said, smiling back.

I stepped out into the hallway and headed out of the building. My campus was only a short walk from home. The whole neighborhood was residential, and mostly student housing by default.

The sky above was bright and clear, perfect blue. Normally I would’ve been tempted to grab some lunch and eat it at the park, but all I could think about today was how long it would be until 9 PM, when the neighbors would inevitably be at the window again.
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