
        
            
                
            
        

    
Emma Johnson took a deep breath. She mentally prepared herself for what was coming, standing outside the solid oak door before she knocked the large, cast iron knocker that was in front of her.

She had to mentally prepare herself for the rejection she knew was coming. She absolutely hated being a door-to-door salesman. It was something she knew that she would never be good at, something she knew she would hate doing. She hated rejection. She couldn’t stand it. And in fact, in her previous job as a secretary at a high-paying corporate law office, she never had to deal with rejection at all. Peaceably did as she was told, and that was that.

But then the law firm went bust. Her nice, cushy secretarial job disintegrated beneath her and she discovered that she had nowhere else to turn to. Her skill set was not impressive, and she found herself being turned away by job after job after job. Finally, desperate as she saw her bank account dwindling, she turned to a door-to-door salesman scheme that one of her friends promised her would work out.

And it was working out. That much she had to admit to herself. That’s not to say, however, that it was a walk in the park. Far, far more people decided not to buy from her than decided to buy from her. And she suppose that she was making good enough money, though wasn’t at all anything compared to what she was making before. Still, it was a living.

Except this month. This month had been a horror. Her numbers were tumbling, and she seemed unable to sell anything that her bosses told her to sell. Everyone seemed to open doors to her, but just as quickly, before she could even get her pitch out of the way, they slammed that selfsame door in her face. She had a hard time with that. She does part of the job, people saying no, but still… It got hard to have people say no to you over and over again, often doing so rudely.

So she took a moment to collect herself. The previous house had been one of the rude ones, and she found herself more shaken up, more dejected than she should have been. Thus the deep breaths. She knew rejection was coming once more, and she knew that she had to be ready for it.

And then she knocked, grabbing the cast iron knocker and knocking it gently against the solid oak door, hearing the knocks rumbling, thundering through the house.

At first, no one answered. She was a bit dismayed by that, because the house looked like the inhabitants might be very rich, indeed. Especially in this part of town, this kind of house at this size had to be worth in the millions at least. But then, just as she was about to walk back down the driveway and try the next house, she heard footsteps approaching the door.

“Can I help you?” The woman said when she answered the door. Emma was momentarily struck by how beautiful the woman was. She had long, curly blonde hair that fell to about her waist, and her proportions would make any woman in the room with her instantly jealous. Her makeup was impeccable as well, and Emma almost didn’t notice that she was wearing any at all. Emma also noticed that her dress was a very expensive, very nice brand. She certainly had money, indeed.

“Hi, yes, you can!” Emma said excitedly. She began to launch into her spiel. “Please allow me to introduce myself. My name is Emma Johnson, and I represent –“

“Oh, that’s quite all right.” The woman said serenely. “I’m Victoria. Please, come inside. It will be much nicer for you to give me your sales pitch if you’re sitting down with a nice cup of coffee, wouldn’t it? Oh, where my manners? You do drink coffee don’t you?”

“Er… Yes, I do.” Emma said, momentarily thrown off guard by the fact that she was interrupted right at the beginning of her speech.

“Wonderful!” Victoria said. “Come then, follow me. I’ll have someone bring coffee and you can tell me all about whatever it is you’re selling!”

She motioned for Emma to walk inside, and Emma followed her. The house on the inside was just as nice as it was me outside. There was marble, hardwood, and what looked to be some greenish stone she’d never seen before. She was surprised at how receptive the woman had been, even though she hadn’t started her sales pitch yet. With any luck, this could be the big sale that would bring her month back from the brink, back from the terrible month she’d been having and the dismal sales numbers that stared at her from her Excel spreadsheet every day.

“Just in here, please.” Victoria said, smiling, motioning into the room. Emma followed her lead, walking into the room and taking a seat at one of the nice, soft, leather bound chairs that were around in equally impressive, solid oak table.

“I’ve already rung for the coffee.” Victoria said. “It should be here in a second. Now, why don’t you tell me all about whatever it is you’re selling, and I’ll let you know if it’s something I’d like to buy!”

“Ah, yes. Thank you. Now, as I was saying, the new Beach Robotics all-in-one sound system is exactly the sound system unique to have quality, consistent sound quality throughout your entire home. With new features, such as a memory feature that enables the system to follow you around no matter what room in the house you happen to be in, the Beach Robotics sound system is –“

“Ah, just a moment! The coffee’s arrived.” Victoria said, smiling, throwing Emma off once again. Emma heard the door opened behind her, and she heard someone come in carrying a tray that clinked with the sound of fine china.

“Thank you.” Emma said, trying to be noncommittal. This woman was… Well, strange. That was the politest word Emma could ascribe to her. There was something… Almost not quite right about her, something behind those strange, strikingly green eyes. It was a bit unsettling. She took another deep breath. She grabbed a cup that was offered to her, thanking the person who gave it to her.

And then she almost spit it right out. The woman who had served her was completely naked! She was beautiful as well, much as Victoria was, and her outfit (or rather, the lack of it) left nothing to the imagination. Her beautiful long red hair came down to her waist, much like Victoria’s did, and her big, perky breasts were matched only by her perfectly shaped ass.

“You were saying?” Victoria said, sipping her coffee nonchalantly. Emma looked at her, unable to believe what was happening. Had a naked woman really just walked into the room, and Victoria was acting as if nothing happened? It was insane! Emma decided she had been right about her previous assessment of Victoria. There were definitely some screws loose in the woman’s brain, no matter how wealthy she might be.

“I… er, that woman was naked.” Emma said, unsure of what else to say.

“Oh yes, she was.” Victoria said. She sipped her coffee again. “She’s a new one. All of Master’s new slaves are naked.”

“Master’s…” Emma said. She trailed off. “Run that by me one more time?”

“All of Master’s new slaves are naked.” Victoria said, sipping her coffee again, nonchalantly. “In case he wants to have them.”

You love being naked for Master

“In case he…” Emma said. She shook her head. What a weird thought to have. “Okay, look, you know what? This is getting to be a bit… erm, a bit out of my comfort zone.”

“What do you mean?” Victoria said. “Seeing naked people bothers you?”

You love pleasing Master

“No, it’s not that, exactly. It’s just that…” Emma said. She wasn’t even sure herself what it was. She got up. “Thank you for the coffee, but, uh, I think I should go.”

“Alright!” Victoria said cheerily. “Sorry to see you go. Good bye!”

“Yeah, uh… good bye!” Emma said. She left the room, wandering the massive house, looking for an exit. She was sure she knew where it was, but the house seemed huge. The matter which turned she seemed to take, she seemed unable to get to the door she knew was the exit door.

It feels so good to please your Master

She was feeling quite disoriented. Not just disoriented, either: she was nervous, anxious, unsure of what was going on. Victoria was acting so strange, and that naked lady… And she stumbled into some kind of weird sex cult? And what was with the weird phrases that were rising to her mind, unbidden? Something was seriously, seriously wrong here.

You love to feel Master touch you

She finally found what she thought was the exit. She thought she recognized the solid oak door, the door that would lead her to freedom and away from the strange place she found herself in. She reached for the door handle, twisting it, opening the door to what was surely her salvation from this place.

The smiling, bright, happy face of Victoria was waiting for her on the other side of that door.

“What…” Emma said, shocked. It was the exact same room she had been in before, the exact same room where Victoria had served her coffee. How was that even possible? She was sure that had been the exit. She had been so sure!

“Oh, hello again!” Victoria said. “I see you’ve come back. Would you like to sell me whatever it is you were selling me? You didn’t even finish your coffee.”

You love taking Master’s cock in your mouth

“No, something’s…” Emma said. She shook her head. “Something’s wrong here. Something’s… something’s not right.”

“Oh, don’t worry!” Victoria chirped. “Everyone says that at first. But then they listen to the headphones, and it’s all fine after that!”

“Listen to the headphones? What are you-“ Emma said. Whatever she was going to say was cut short by headphones appearing in her ears, two unseen hands behind her pressing them into her ears. She cried out in shock at first, but as the headphones began to do their work she stopped, her eyes slowly glazing over, her face taking on a dull, glassy look.

“N… no…” she said dully, robotically, her eyes unfocused and staring at nothing, as the headphone programming began to take control.

“You’re right. She is quite pretty.” A man’s voice said, looking over Emma, at her frozen, blank, vacant expression. “She’ll make an excellent addition to the harem.”

“H… harem…?” Emma said, her mind barely working, her voice struggling to make itself realized over the torrent of programming rushing through the wires of the headphones into her brain.

“That’s right, my dear.” He said. “Here, hold this for me.”

He placed the MP3 player into her hand, and she grasped it as he commanded, holding the instrument of her own brainwashing, powerless to stop it.

“Prepare her for me.” He commanded. Victoria obeyed, summoning the serving girl.

“Cindy, we’re to prepare her for Master.” Victoria said.

“As Master commands.” Cindy said, bowing her head. She began to help Victoria take off Emma’s clothes. They started with Emma’s button-down shirt, slowly unbuttoning it as their Master watched lazily, letting it fall to the floor, forgotten.

“N… no…” Emma said dully, with great effort, as though through a fog. But she made no move to resist her captors as they unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor, exposing her erect, firm nipples. 

He smiled. The programming was so efficient now. He reached over, feeling her breasts, grasping and groping them in his hands.

“God, she is beautiful. What firm tits.” He said. He smiled. “I congratulate you again on your wonderful choice, Victoria.”

“Thank you, Master!” She said. She and Cindy continued to undress Emma. They stood her up, and she didn’t resist, rising to her feet still clutching the MP3 player in her hands, her blank, vacant expression staring forward. They started unzipping her skirt, tossing it aside, and pulled her panties off as well. She stood completely naked in front of her Master, her eyes still unfocussed and glossy.

“N… no… not…” she said, the words coming thickly out of her mouth. “Compliant…”

“Perfect.” He said. “Now get her on all fours. I want to take that nice tight pussy from behind.”

“Yes, Master.” Victoria and Cindy chimed in unison. They began to bend her over.

“Compliant… Obedient…” she said, allowing herself to be bent over on the floor, pliant and unresisting. Victoria and Cindy put her on all fours, placing the MP3 player next to her, the headphones still pumping their programming into her brain. She stayed there, motionless, her cute little ass cocked into the air, exposing her pussy for her Master.

“Now bend over next to her.” He said, motioning to them.

“Yes, Master!” they chimed in unison, getting on all fours next to Emma. He loved the sight of them doing it, the sight of his obedient slaves following his every command. They wore happy, excited smiles on their faces as they thought about pleasing their Master, as they thought about their Master sliding his big, hard cock into their eager, waiting pussies.

Emma’s face was still dull, blank, a hint of confusion still tinging her words- at least, the words she was able to get out.

“Compliant… Obedient…?” she said as her Master got behind her, as he placed his cock at the entrance to her now wet pussy.

“Oh yes.” He said. He slapped her ass, watching her ass cheeks jiggle and ripple under the blow of his hand, though she made no movement, not even reacting to his swat on her nice, firm ass. “Compliant and obedient.”

He slid into her, easily, lazily, without a care in the world. His cock slid into her wholly, completely, plunging in all the way to the hilt, as deep as it could go. He began to thrust into her slowly, long, deep strokes that brought himself deep into her before coming out again and sliding back into her, her wet, dripping pussy offering no resistance to his cock.

“Obedient… fuck doll…” she said, her body rocking softly, slightly as he thrust into her from behind over and over again, the headphones still locked into her ears. He pulled out of her, positioning himself behind Victoria, sliding into Victoria easily, smoothly.

“Ooooh yes, Master!” she moaned softly, his cock sliding into her bringing her worlds of pleasure, as it always did. He thrust into her a few times before sliding his cock into Cindy, then returning to Emma again. He fucked his harem girls lazily, almost at random, choosing whatever pussy struck his fancy at the moment. None of them complained.

“Compliant… love slave…” Emma said as his cock slid into her, as his cock filled her pussy. Then, suddenly, the dull, blank look on her face began to disappear, beginning to be replaced by a dreamy, drunken smile. “Master’s… compliant… love slave...”

“oooh yes, Master! I think your newest slave is ready!” Cindy squealed in delight. He leaned over, taking the headphones out of her ears, her smile ever broadening, creeping up her face.

“I…” she said, her body still rocking from the soft thrusts of her Master’s cock into her. “I understand now. I’m Master’s fuck slave. His love toy.”

“That’s right, slave.” He said. He slapped her ass again as he fucked her from behind, and this time she reacted- a little girlish giggle of surprise and glee as her Master smacked her ass.

“Oh Master, I love your cock inside me!” she said gleefully. 

“That’s right, slut.” He said. “You’re my slave now.”

“Oh yes, Master! I love being your slut!” she said happily, her brain now incapable of thinking of anything else. Her previous thoughts seemed to float away, seemed to be just out of her reach, replaced by a serene, unbreakable tranquility and happiness. She loved having Master’s cock in her pussy. It pleased him, and that was all that mattered, pleasing her Master.

His strokes started to get longer and deeper. He would pull his cock all the way out, until just the head of it pressed on the entrance of her pussy. She would moan dreamily; he would slide it in, her sopping wet pussy offering no resistance, inviting him in, all the way in. She moaned in pleasure as he buried his cock deep in her, all the way to the hilt, even as he did it again, over and over, ramming his cock deep into her.

Her body rocked and jiggled with every single thrust of his cock into her pussy. She was bent over, her free tits jiggling as her body rocked from his deep, long thrusts, her little moans of orgasmic delight 

He was close to orgasm now as well, and she felt him start to give way to his baser urges. He started to thrust into her even harder, even deeper, his breath ragged, his grunts deep, animalistic. Emma smiled brightly. She wanted his cock to come inside her. That would be good.

“I’m getting close.” He said, continuing to pound his cock into her. “I’m going to come inside you, slave.”

“Oh god yes, Master!” She said, her body now rocking, her tits jiggling from the force of his primal, animal thrusts. 

She felt him start to thrust more, felt him start to thrust harder, felt him begin to slam into her pussy harder, deeper than she thought possible. Finally he grunted, tensing up, and came deep inside her: she followed almost instantly after, the feel of his seed spurting deep inside her the catalyst for yet another orgasm. 

“Oh god, that…” she said. She breathed deep, heavy breaths as he pulled out of her pussy. Unbidden, knowing their Master’s wishes, Victoria and Cindy crawled over to him, taking him in their mouths, cleaning him with their mouths. “That was amazing, Master, thank you for fucking me.”

“My pleasure.” He said. He swatted her ass again playfully. “Now help your sister slaves clean me with your mouth.”

“As you command, Master.” She said. She turned around, helping her fellow slaves clean her Master.

She loved obeying her Master.

***

Emma heard the knocker thud.

“Just a moment!” she said, moving towards the door to get it. She opened the door to a petite, cute brunette with a pamphlet. She smiled. A perfect little slave for Master.

“Hi, I’m here to explain to you how Jesus Christ our Lord and-“ she started, but Emma cut her off. 

“Of course!” Emma said. “Why don’t you come inside and we’ll talk about it in here? Much more comfortable.”

“Oh, uh… okay.” The woman said, caught off-guard. Emma smiled, closing the large, solid oak door behind her.

She loved brainwashing new slaves into the harem for Master…
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