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HYPNO STUD

It seemed ridiculous, but the dusty book claimed the mind control method worked. I was incredibly skeptical of anything like that. But I couldn't stop myself from trying for shits and giggles. This research project on pseudo-scientific theories was proving more entertaining than I might have thought.

I walked up to the library counter thinking Bridgette would be a good test case. She had always been a bitch about my late fees. It was a shame, because I always had the hots for the quiet, bookish type. “Only one today.”

She squinted behind those oversized glasses. “But you still owe over twenty bucks, Trent.”

“Well, shit.” I took a deep breath and recalled the technique. A hard glare right in the subjects eyes, lean forward, and whistle a C note. I recited in my head Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. I tried not to laugh at myself as I held the stare. 

The tone drifted through the lobby. Bridgette's eye's shot open as she asked, “What is it you need?”

I almost fell over when I realized what was going on. I stammered for a moment and asked, “Will you waive the fines?”

“Do you command it?”

I glanced to see if the other two library assistants noticed anything out of the ordinary. Both had their faces deep in books. “Yeah. Waive the late fees if you can.” 

Bridgette clacked on the keyboard, looked up, and said, “Done.”

“And I want you to check this book out for me.”

She took the mind control book that apparently wasn't full of shit. A quick scan and she handed it back to me. “Is there anything else you'd like me to do?”

Why the fuck not? I jotted down my address on a blank card and handed it to her. “Meet me here at seven.” 

Bridgette smiled and said, “Yes sir.”


I waited, wondering if Bridgette was just playing along to make me look like an idiot. At seven on the dot, I heard a knock on the door. Now what the hell am I gonna do with her? 

Checking through the peephole, I saw Bridgette still in the sweater and plaid skirt she was in earlier that afternoon. She looked straight ahead like a toy soldier, arms straight against her sides. Her posture creeped me out a bit.

I unlocked the deadbolt and eased the door open. Before she could open her mouth I ordered, “Come in.”

Bridgette smiled and walked past me, stopping in the middle of the room in the same stance. I walked around her and took a once-over. Her body seemed rigid as a board.

“You can relax now,” I said as I tried to figure out exactly what I had done to the poor girl.

“Is that an order?”

“Yes, for fuck's sake, relax on the couch over there!”

Bridgette complied, walking over to the old sofa I had pulled from the curb of a dormitory on campus. She plopped herself down and crossed her legs. Her eyes remained locked on me.

“Bridgette, what can I ask you to do?”

She tilted her head to the side a bit and said, “Anything you desire.”

Anything, huh? “Is there anything you won't do if I command it?” 

Bridgette shook her head. “No sir.”

It was time to test whether she was pulling a gag too far. “I order you to take your sweater off.”

She took right to it, pulling the heavy yarn over her head and tossing it aside. I didn't expect her breasts to be so large and shapely, but Bridgette did keep them well-hidden. It certainly was a complete reversal of her character.

“Now, take that skirt off.”

“Yes Trent.” It slid down her thighs, revealing a garter belt under the conservative plaid that had covered her knees. My jaw dropped as I noticed exactly how cute she really was underneath her man-repellent outfit.

I struggled to think of what to order her to do next. Sex immediately sprang to mind, but I wanted to have some fun first. “Do ten jumping-jacks.”

Bridgette stood and flailed her limbs out with each jump. I marveled at the bounce of her tits inside her bra. I couldn't wait to get my hands on them.

She stopped after the tenth and stood at attention. “Now, dance around a little for me.”

“What kind of dance, Trent?”

A polka, the stankyleg, a fucking waltz? I don't know. “Something sexy like you see on TV.” 

Bridgette took right to writhing herself about, moving in a rhythm that accentuated her curves. I felt my pants get tighter as I watched. She turned to show off her ass, and that was all it took.

I stepped over to take a seat next to where she had been sitting. I pulled my shoes off and kicked off my jeans for a final test. “Now I want a lap dance.”

She straddled my crotch and lowered herself down. I felt the mound underneath her panties rub against the silk of my boxers. Within seconds, I was on the receiving end of a slow, sensual dry hump.

Bridgette shoved her breasts in my face. I couldn't help giving them a quick motorboat. Her C cups buzzed against my face. Apparently part of the order included an unspoken, “And fucking enjoy it too.”

I felt her hands push my face even harder into her chest. Her hair fell over my head in soft strands. By the time Bridgette had worked me up to full hardness, I had to back off to get some air.

“Bridgette, how in the hell did you learn to do this?”

She looked confused. “I only date older men, and they teach you a thing or two.”

“Then show me what else you know.”

Bridgette slid down my body and into the floor. I felt her soft fingers enter my boxers, taking a light hold on my dick. She stroked at the pace of a glacier, grinning like a fox the entire time.

A draft hit my manhood as Bridgette pulled it out of the underwear. She leaned forward as I felt her warm breath meet my cock. The first delicate lick sent pinpricks up my spine.

Bridgette's lips closed around the head. Her thick plume of brunette covered my lap as the rest of my length disappeared into her mouth. I sent both hands down to applaud the efforts with a gentle push. The suggestion prodded Bridgette onward as she held me in a tight vacuum.

Her tongue joined the effort, taking swift little strokes at the head and incredibly sensitive underside. I groaned my approval as her fingers closed around my sack.

I still had enough sense to throw another order at Bridgette. “Start fingering yourself and come when I tell you to.”

The vibrations from her throat rattled my cock as she joined me in getting worked up. I was ready to start driving myself balls-deep into her pussy when her dam broke only seconds later. Bridgette kept sucking, even as her body shook my own with the sudden climax.

“Don't stop.” Bridgette's slim body felt electric as she pushed beyond the normal limits of what a woman would do to herself. Her voice rattled around my girth like the bead in a whistle.

As Bridgette's skin turned red, I decided on a bit of mercy. “Come for me.”

Indeed she did. Her body went flaccid, forcing me to bend over to hold her up. I pulled her into my lap and let her shake out what I had put her through. The fingers on her right hand were sopping wet.

I took a quick survey of her body as Bridgette regained her senses. I was ready to see how far I could take this whole hypnosis trick. “Get on all fours.”

Bridgette shivered as she crawled into position. She looked back at me as I took a quick swat at her ass. It left a mark like a red hand painted on porcelain. Bridgette flinched and asked, “Like this, Trent?”

I smiled and said, “Just like that.” Her ass presented itself like an inviting home. I propped myself up to my knees and pulled her panties aside.

The slim, tight folds of her pussy dripped with her excitement. I dipped a finger into her opening just to test the waters. Warm, and wet to the point of hearing it.

I slid my tip up and down her valley before I decided the panties had to go. I unhooked the garter, letting the black lace slide down her thighs. The stockings remained for now.

“I want you to come on my dick this time.”

Bridgette looked back through her glasses. Her inability to fulfill the order while I was still outside of her looked painful. With a whimper in her voice she begged, “Please fuck me sir.”

I granted her wish, sliding myself in without a hint of resistance from her tight walls. The utmost warmth swallowed me as I sank further inside. Bridgette kept looking back, an expression of pure satisfaction covering her face.

The wetness in her pussy leaked out around my shaft as I hit the furthest point. Bridgette pushed herself into me, trying to pull me even deeper inside. I pulled back and sank back in, giving her the benefit of a moan straight from the scrambled channels.

Bridgette rocked herself back and forth. I allowed her to take her pleasures, sliding my entire length in and out of herself. As her breathing picked up, a sadistic streak came over me.

I pulled out and ordered Bridgette, “Follow me.” The want in her eyes was almost heartbreaking, but I knew I had to see how far I could take this. I made my way to room in the back of the house where I stored quite a bit of junk.

Rummaging through a box as Bridgette stood helpless, I pulled out a few lengths of nylon rope. I walked past her and said, “Follow me in here.” My bedroom seemed like the best place to push the boundaries of what my least favorite bookworm could handle. 

Once inside, I guided Bridgette to my bed and sat her down on the mattress. “Hands behind your back.” She complied like a soldier on drill. I lashed the rope around each wrist and pulled the knot tight.

Pushing her back, I spread Bridgette's legs and gave her a merciful game of in-and-out. I smiled and back away again, seeing the disappointment and slight pain in her face. “Please fuck me, sir.”

I forced Bridgette onto her stomach and wrapped the cord around the fabric of her stockings.  I pulled the knot even tighter. Standing up I asked, “How badly do you need it right now?”

“More than anything.”

“Do you deserve it?”

“That's up to you, sir.”

I sat down beside her face, pulling her head into my lap. Bridgette went back to taking her tongue to my cock. I rewarded my new pet with a middle finger in her pussy. “That's all you get for now, but I want you to fuck me all night.”

The new order couldn't have been obeyed in her current position. Harsh discomfort came over Bridgette as her glasses fell to the floor. She tried her damnedest to wiggle into position on my lap.

“You having a hard time?”

“I can't do it, Trent.”

I grinned to myself as I ran a hand underneath her bra. “And why not?”

“You're not letting me.”

I pushed her out of my lap and stood up. Bridgette looked almost heartbroken. I attached one more length of rope to the bedpost, giving her five foot lead to wiggle around on. “You'll stay here for a while. I'll wear you out when I get back.”

Bridgette whined and sent tears coursing down her cheeks. “Have I been bad?” 

No, but I need to get my camera back from Doug, now. “Very.” I slammed the door behind me. 

I returned to find Bridgette waiting impatiently for my return. She had squirmed her way to the foot of the bed, pouting at my absence. I smiled and turned the camera on.

Bridgette fidgeted and begged as I snapped photo after photo. If the hypnosis was only temporary, I'd be glad to look at the photos any time she yelled about my late fees in the future. Either way, I had my proof that the technique worked.

Without skipping a beat, I picked up where I had left off an hour ago. "Bridgette, get back on the bed." The camera's shutter snapped constantly as she struggled to worm her way back onto the mattress.

She finally made it up as I swapped out the memory card. Her face begged for the fulfillment of her earlier order to fuck my brains out. I got closer and took a few close-ups.

Bridgette finally broke her silence, begging, "Please."

"I order you to stay like that all night."

She looked like I had just shattered her greatest dreams. "But I can't follow your other order like this."

The camera kept popping off. "Well, you'll have to figure out how to do both."

I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"

She nodded her head. "Yes sir." 

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.”

She smiled around my finger. I slipped the middle in as well. Bridgette took right to both, giving it an effort that would please any man.

“But you might not like it.” Her smile deepened around both digits. “I want to come inside you.” 

The idea drove her to further feats of oral talent. I had to wonder how long I could last before losing myself once I started fucking Bridgette again. Whether it was a few seconds or an hour, I knew I wanted to push the boundaries of sanity with her.

I pulled my fingers away. Bridgette finally responded, “Would you do that for me?”

A response eluded me. A load dropped in her pussy was my idea of a college girl's nightmare. The very mention of it drove my pet wild.

Bridgette wrapped a leg around my, trying to draw me back in. “You're so kind to me.”

I reached around to loosen her wrists. The indentation of the rope on her skin held the fibers in place until I gave them a slight tug with my fingers. Bridgette slid her hands out of the coils.

Before I could react, she was already on top of me, viciously grinding herself in an attempt to put me back inside. Bridgette found the magic spot, impaling herself on my rod with a deep moan of bliss. My earlier order turning her into a sex-fiend for the night took it's full effect.

Bridgette twisted and popped her hips, knocking my cock against every surface inside her pussy. Every movement exaggerated itself, forcing my eyes to roll back. Even the wetness inside her muff couldn't contain itself, leaking down my inner thighs and onto the bed.

Her hands grabbed onto my chest hair, giving her extra leverage. I tried to cry out in pain, but the pleasure was just too great to be overwhelmed. By the time the sheets below were saturated with Bridgette's personal supply of wetness, she was near another climax.

She dove into full hysteria, letting one had drift down to her pearl. The other hand shifted to the comforter just above my shoulder as I ordered, “Keep going, don't come yet.”

Bridgette complied, clenching her walls around me. The pressure started to make each swish of her hips provide more and more friction. When I felt myself trapped within her depths, I whispered, “You can come now.”

And come she did. Bridgette collapsed into my shoulder as she released her bean from the relentless assault. She cried out, ringing my ear with a high note almost beyond the human range of hearing. Her pink softness pulsed with each racing heartbeat.

I let her ride the mentally induced orgasm out. The feeling of her walls caressing my shaft surpassed her admirable job of shaking those hips. By the time she was finished, I felt the precum announce my own approaching climax. 

Bridgette shivered in my arms. I held her tight and whispered, “That's a good girl. You earned your reward.”

She barely had the sense to say, “Thank you, sir.”

The final aftershocks wore off. I rolled Bridgette off of me and pulled her face-down to the edge of the bed. I stood and admired the black void my cock had left in her.

I admired her flexibility as I stretched her legs apart, wedging my hips between her thighs and pulling her ass up. My cock slid against her opening as I teased just a bit more. Bridgette held herself steady with her arms, preparing herself for her ultimate duty for the night.

She screamed when I poked my way back in, filling her tunnel deeper than before thanks to the position. I grabbed hold of her ass, pulling her into me as hard as possible. At that point, it was easy to bend my knees or wave my hips to get a marvelous reaction out of her.

Bridgette whimpered with each jostling motion I gave to her tiny ass. She gripped the comforter, pulling a large part of it with her as she contracted her arms. I tried to keep myself under control, despite feeling a surge in my scrotum.

I careened toward blowing my load when a thought occurred to me: Reward her. Encourage this. My cock whipped out of her wet pussy and I flipped her over in one motion. Before she could react, I had my face shoved inside Bridgette's womanhood. 

Like moist cake, I couldn't get enough of her taste. Her fingers curled in my hair with each run from opening to clit. I felt her legs tense as I yelled a muffled command. “Come dammit!”

I felt the roots of a few hair follicles pull out of my scalp. Bridgette's body lost all motor control as I kept going, letting two fingers join my tongue in the pleasure. I felt her G-spot pulsate as the torture of her pulling became too much to handle.

I broke free and sat up. Bridgette had wrapped her arms around her chest, just under her tits enough to push her cleavage together. As I tried to reenter, her climaxing pussy attempted to reject me.

Forcing my way in, I struggled to break through to the deepest point. Bridgette unleashed a heart-stopping scream. My fingers played with her man in the pink canoe before she could shiver herself out.

The world felt like a dream as my own orgasm rushed onto the stage. I released her clit and clasped my hands around her waist. Pumping with the ferocity of a pissed honey badger, I let out my own chorus of moans. 

Bridgette regained the ability to form words, screaming, “Yes! Yes! Fucking come inside me sir! Yes!” Her arms and legs wrapped tight around me, still jittery from the afterglow.

Each burst left my sack feeling hollow. I tried to savor the moment. Each spurt drained my vitality even further, crashing me into Bridgette as my endurance gave out. 

I tried to force more of myself out. I barely managed one more explosion, petering out as I felt the gift surround my shrinking pole. Bridgette caressed my shoulders and nuzzled my cheek, slipping me into a near-vegetative state. 


I awoke nude the next morning, somehow curled up under the covers with Bridgette. I felt that her panties had returned and the stockings were gone. I stirred to get up and slip to the bathroom without her noticing. 

Before I could even get my body off of hers, she woke and reached for the glasses on my nightstand. The fear of her no longer being under my control and accusing me of slipping her a roofie sent liquid nitrogen down my spine. She donned the glasses and asked, “Do you want anything, Trent?”

The oversized specs made her cute without the spinster outfit. “Not right now.”

“I see.” Bridgette grabbed my wrist as I tried to get up. “Thank you for being so kind last night, sir.”

I stood and let her keep hold of me. “Don't you have class this morning?” It was already a quarter 'til eight.

Bridgette let go and propped herself on her elbows. Her tits were still amazing. “An eight-thirty lecture. Why?”

I sighed and rubbed my eyes, noticing the smell of her womanhood lingering on my fingers. “Shouldn't you be going to that?”

She smiled and cocked her head. “If you want me to.”

“Yeah, go to your classes, ace your tests, and show up like normal at the library. You've still got a life of your own.” The little incantation worked far better than I would have expected, even after having my mind blown already.

“Should I come back after I'm done?” 

I could feel a chub coming on already. “Tonight at nine. Until then, live your life like you normally would.”

Even if life did have to go on as normal during the day, the hated library assistant was my pet after dark. 


HYPNO STUD 2:

STEALING DAWN 

It took a little getting used to, but my control of Bridgette had kept me entertained at night for just over a month. I ordered her to learn a few new tricks while I was at it. During the whole ordeal, I far preferred to fuck her with the glasses on. But like all good lays, you eventually get tired of a nightly routine. 

As soon as Bridgette's gimmick lost its magic, I went hunting. I decided to keep her under my control in case the urge hit for some fun with the nerdy library assistant. However, I had a college campus full of candidates. Why limit myself to one good fuck when there were potentially thousands walking about?

I continued my experiments with the mind control trick at the same time. My grades shot up, but not from studying harder. I even managed to snag a few cases of beer for the low, low price of free. But complimentary booze and a better GPA weren't my endgame.  

My last class of the day had let out a few minutes early that afternoon. I was walking back to my house near campus when I noticed a nice ass trotting along in yoga pants. Her back was turned to me and she moved quickly. I jogged to catch up. 

I came up from behind and asked, “Can you tell me what time it is?”

A vision of sweetness turned and pulled her phone out. “Five o’clock.”

Jogging backwards, I put myself directly in her path and stopped her with my hands on her shoulders. I stared her in the eyes as she recoiled. I leaned forward and whistled the C note before she could turn away. 

Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. The girl's eyes went dull as she asked, “Is there anything else you need?” 

I put myself back in a normal posture and let her shoulders go. “Your name, first of all.”

“Dawn Sommers.”

“Could we go somewhere more private?”

Her eyes took on a normal shine again. “That's up to you.” 

“Follow me.”

We made our way to the closest building, the fine arts center for the campus. We ducked into a side hallway with no lights on. Dawn obediently stopped when I did and faced me.

“Dawn, could you do something for me tonight?” I tore the corner off of my notes from class and began scribbling my address.

“Anything. Just name it.”

I had to call Bridgette and get her away from my place. I knew I had control, but jealousy between pets was a boundary I wasn't ready to test. I finished the note and passed it to Dawn. “Knock on the front door of this house in about an hour.”

“And then what?”

It was hard not to start fucking her in the hallway, but I had to refrain. “I'll tell you when you get there.”


Bridgette was gone by the time I made it home. The first night at her place in more than a month might have done her some good. I grabbed a quick bite to eat and watched the clock tick down to five after six, exactly one hour after giving Dawn the instructions. 

I went out on the porch a minute early and tried to greet Dawn. She acted as if I didn't exist, walking straight past me and giving the door a knock. The mindlessness of those under my control wasn't new to me at that point, but I didn't know it was so powerful until then.

Dawn turned to me and asked, “So what should I do now?”

“Step inside, and my name's Trent.”

Once in the living room, I placed a hand on Dawn's back and guided her to the bathroom. I turned the shower on and waited for the steam to begin rising from behind the curtain. She tapped on my shoulder. “Should I step out now?”

“No. It's for both of us. Take your clothes off and get in.”

We stripped on the spot. Everything about Dawn checked out in spades, except for her pubic hair. I had always been partial to a full shave, or at least a neat trim. Dawn, however, had a bird's nest.

I grabbed my razor, clippers, and shaving cream as she stepped in. When I followed, Dawn had already started wetting her hair. I let her lather it up and rinse it out before saying, “Stop and let me help.” 

She stood before me, her luxurious breasts staring at me through the mist. I took hold of the girly-scented body wash I had gotten for Bridgette. The generous amount I squeezed out dripped off of the loofah.

“Let's switch sides.” Dawn let her entire full-frontal nudity slide against my body as she made her way to the back of the tub. I gently pressed her shoulders against the wall. The first streams of lather trickled down her body. 

I took the opportunity to do a full exploration of my new territory. Before I conquered it, I had to know the terrain, at least. The only obstacle left to full domination was the removal of that jungle.

Dawn's body tried to slip away from me as I pressed into her, guiding her lips into mine with a finger on her chin. She knew what I wanted already, taking hold of my shaft. But first, we had a bit of landscaping to do.

I stepped back, reached down, and buzzed the clippers to life. Lush clumps of bush fell to the bottom of the tub. I knew better than to try shaving it at full length. Even I wasn't that cruel and demeaning, whether the girl was my mind slave or not. 

“Spread 'em,” I ordered. Dawn propped one foot on the edge of the tub, giving me free access as I knelt down and peeled away the first strip down the center of her mound. The rest of her triangle slid away in just a few more strokes. 

The hair around her pussy itself proved a bit more tricky. I got a damn good view of every feature as I trimmed my way through, taking care to get every single hair. Within minutes, I had her muff bare as the desert and slicker than a glass marble. 

I had already done my sexy shower session with Bridgette that morning, but I was up for another fun scrubbing. I rinsed the loofah and put a modest amount of my body wash on it. I handed it to Dawn and said, “Now it's your turn. Do me.” 

Dawn pressed her breasts into my back, running both hands on a full circuit of the front of my body. She didn't take extra time between my legs, having not been ordered to. When she made her way to my back, she turned me around, letting my cock slip in the small, open triangle between her thighs and pussy.

I let her motions slip her skin against my dick, feeling almost as good as sex itself. When Dawn finished, I pressed her against the wall once more. “You look like you need a good fucking.” 

Her blue eyes relaxed as she draped her arms over my shoulders. “You're right. I do.”

“And you need a hard one at that.”

Dawn tried to position herself so I could enter. “You'd do that for me?”

I propped my tip against her entrance. Dawn smiled as soon as she felt it. I pulled back, only to be met with a pout.

“Let's get out and dry off,” I said, trying my hardest not to start fucking her anyway.

Dawn's lack of formality compared to Bridgette clued me in to the role of the subject's personality in her response. She exited without saying a word, wrapping a towel around herself and bundling her hair in another. She glanced over at me as I wrapped my own body. “That was mean, Trent.” 

I liked the change in attitude the new pet brought with her. “If I wanted to be mean, I wouldn't have sex with you at all tonight.”

“But I thought that's what you wanted to do.” Dawn stepped closer and looked up at my face. “Why else would you shave my pussy?”

I caressed her on the arm and said, “I guess that's for you to figure out.”

As I walked past, I heard her slam the door behind me and shout, “Meanie!”


As the night wore on, I found myself with a subject in need of discipline. Unlike Bridgette's subservient attitude, Dawn took her own interpretation of my orders. By the time her hair had dried completely and I had ordered her to put her underwear back on, my hand was raw from the fun rounds of spankings for her slight signs of rebellion. 

It started off with her taking a seat on the floor when I commanded her to sit. She proceeded to take my first spanking, which she followed up by asking for another. By the time her inability to follow anything but detailed orders started to wear on me, my palms and her ass cheeks were red. 

“Dawn, you've got to think about what I want when I give you an order.”

“But you told me to do that.” I tried to be easy as I pushed her off of me. I had to wonder if I was dealing with a ditz, or if Dawn was actually trying to resist. 

“When I said sit a little closer, I didn't mean sit in my lap.”

She smiled as her ass hit the cushions. “You should have been more specific.” 

Another spanking seemed too painful for myself at that point. “From now on, follow any orders I give you like a normal person. Don't assume I mean 'do that, right there' or take things too literally. Got it?” I expected any order for her to play with my dick to involve dolls or sock puppets.

Dawn got down on all fours, leaning her face into my shoulder. “Are you that disappointed with me, Trent? I'm trying to do what you tell me.”

“Then prove it.”

She couldn't have looked more confused if she tried. “How?”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

I caught a small glimmer of regret in Dawn's eyes for a brief moment. “Yeah. Clay's always been happy with me.”

It wasn't my intention to steal another guy's girl, but it did have its appeal. “Then show me a better time than you've ever shown him.”

“You mean by having sex, right?”

I nodded. The question of whether she wanted to defy me or if she was just an airhead still hovered in the air.

Dawn inched forward, letting a hand rest between my legs. She rolled over and asked, “Do you want to get right down to it, or fool around first?”

A little foreplay had its merits, but stealing Dawn from some douche named Clay had me rearing up and ready to go. I grabbed her by the hand and ordered, “Follow me.”

We rushed to the tiny bed. I couldn’t tell if she was wanting it that badly or just in a hurry, but I didn’t care one way or the other. I lost my breath as Dawn flung me by the arm into the comforter, and then gasped in amazement as she straddled my crotch.

Her fingers immediately went to work on my boxers, tearing the button open and ripping them down with enough force to give me a friction burn. I snatched the straps of her bra and sat up, pulling them off her shoulders. I flipped the three clasps behind her back and pushed Dawn’s arms, sending her into mattress on the other end of the bed. 

I had her pinned, and I couldn’t help but stare at the bounty underneath me. I fought to get a verbal idea across, finally saying. “I didn't think you'd be so eager.”

Dawn tilted her head and cupped a breast. I loosened my hold on her and as a silky hand grabbed onto my staff. “Am I still messing up?”

I couldn't lie to the poor girl. Dawn was meeting every expectation then. I leaned down to mouth her neck, stopping long enough to say, “No, just keep doing what you're doing.”

Her fingers tightened around my dick, pulling it closer to the ultimate goal. I could feel Dawn move her other hand and lift her ass up to push the panties down her thighs. I slipped my own underwear down, kicking them free to land who knows where. 

I caught my breath and took a second look at the newly-shaved pussy that seemed ready to go. Just the heat of it sparked a reaction in my head. As I moved in for the kill, Dawn forced me back into the bed once more. 

She looked down with an ear-to-ear smile, caressed my dick and gave it a lingering stroke. I felt the soft cushion of her lips as they wrapped around the head. She eased herself back to lie on her stomach and took my entire length in one fluid motion.

I was near Elysium, savoring the feeling of Dawn’s tongue. It massaged the entire plane of my cock on her way down. She had taken more than she could manage to hold in. I felt her fight a gag reflex, following her orders to go above and beyond with gusto. 

Dawn pulled her head up, curling her fingers around my shaft. “You’re longer than my boyfriend. Doing that to him was never a problem.”

My hands sifted through her hair in approval. I lowered her head ever so slightly, trying to encourage another round of that wonderful madness. “There's not a man on earth who wouldn't feel good hearing that.” 

“Really?” She grinned and took my member back in another oral embrace, shifting her shoulders and neck with each new blow. I rubbed the back of her neck with a couple of fingers, trying to slow Dawn's efforts before she could finish me off too early.

Dawn pulled herself up, letting her hands run up my torso until they rested on my shoulders. “Do you want to see what else I do for Clay?” She pulled her hands down to cup her breasts and push them into me. “I promise he likes it.” 

“What happens if I appreciate it more?” 

She turned her body around and fell into the mattress. It was all I could do not to faint when I saw that perfect ass arch up as she bounced. Her hands snaked down her sides as she asked, “Are you fucking me, or should I go back to him?”

I stood on the floor and grabbed her thighs, pulling her pussy just beyond the edge of the mattress. The wetness of it was beyond capacity already. I spat on my palm, mixing my spit with hers in a final preparation.

Dawn latched on to the bed when I used my tip to knock on the door to Heaven. The way her back arched sent the blood surging for that extra little bit of hardness. Not wanting to keep my new conquest waiting, I leaned in, sliding myself into her supple passage.

Dawn wrapped her legs and planted her feet into my back. It urged me deeper inside as she whimpered in the utmost delight. I pressed a hand on her back for a bit of extra control.

I pulled myself out a bit, but Dawn tightened her calves. The soles of her feet pushed hard against the middle of my back, drawing me back in. Her eyes closed and she said, “I think you like me after all.” I overpowered her attempt to hold me captive inside her pussy, then pushed back in like the fist of an angry god. “Oh fuck, yes! Keep going.”

My dick threatened to go off already. The urge to just let go and come already gnawed at my head, but I wasn't ready to give in yet.. I grabbed Dawn's thigh, turning her on her side for clear access to the swelling nub between her lower lips.

Rooted deep within Dawn’s throbbing walls, I gave myself a break to work her magic button. I couldn't tell if she was trying to finish me off as soon as possible, but she was doing a damn fine job of it. 

Dawn’s body quivered with each tap of her clit. She curled her torso, grabbing my waist to pull me even deeper. I gave her pearl the full effort, feeling her pussy tremble around my length. 

Her voice cracked out. “I’m gonna come, fuck!”

I gave her clit a light slap as she tensed up in preparation. Dawn's entire body contracted, her screams trying to escape through clenched teeth. I kept going as her voice grew higher. 

Dawn's orgasm crashed through her entire body. She writhed as I pulled myself out, her throat whimpering with each shock. I fell into the bed beside her and lightly gripped her throat.

She hadn't quite come to her senses yet when I asked, “Does your boyfriend do that for you?”

Dawn’s lips curled in a smile after a few seconds. She opened her eyes and caught her breath before kissing me. Pulling her mouth away and snuggling up, she said, “He used to, but it's been a while.” 

“Maybe I could convince you to do this again. I have that effect on people.” I wrapped an arm around her back and straddled myself between her legs, tightening the vice on her throat. Her pussy was already begging for another spin. 

I pushed back in, gripping her neck a slight bit harder as I felt her vocal cords vibrate. Dawn forced me deeper with a shift of her hips. I rolled over on top of her and said, “You have to come in a minute, otherwise, you won't get to a second time.” 

The order took hold as I felt a hand running down between her legs. “How hard do you want me to come?” 

“Fucking hard.” My cock drove into her slit repeatedly. Dawn's screaming picked up the pace as the wetness made her pussy lose all resistance. 

She tensed up again. Her pussy's wetness spilled out as I plundered what belonged to another man. She arched up and bit my ear, then between groans managed to whisper, “Will you come with me next time?” I pushed in again, trying my hardest to split her like firewood. “Please?” 

I didn't bother responding, battering her with my engorged shaft. Dawn tried to say something else, never getting it out. With a hard drive deep into her territory, I forced her over the edge again, causing her to part the clouds with a blast of screams.

Dawn came hard, giving me the chance to slip away and lie down on my back. She shook as she tried to crawl on top of me. I pulled her up by the shoulder, the look on her face all smiles.

She paused as soon as I felt her hole swallow my tip. She stared down at me, smirking like a jackal as she wiggled her hips, slowly riding her way down my length. “Did I do what you asked?” 

I saw her hand reaching back down, her fingers working away at the hood over her clit. I grinned and took a firm hold of the legs to each side of my own. “Can you make me come that hard?” 

She answered by pushing her weight back, crashing my dick into her G-spot. Dawn seemed to notice the bead of precum leaking out of me, dancing herself even harder as I tried to maintain control. “Do you want me to come with you?” A rhetorical question if I'd ever heard one. 

Dawn's fingers ground hard into herself, and I knew she was racing to catch up. I was powerless to control when I would blow my top. The end-result was inevitable, and it was only a question of how intense my new toy could make the experience. 

Dawn switched her movements, grinding herself from front to back into my hips. She tossed  herself around like a salt shaker, ripping out a moan that filled the house. Her valiant effort at coming again pulled even more desire out of me. 

She stopped drawing the climax out of herself, grabbing my wrists and forcing them next to my head. The look on her face bordered between madness and bliss. She lifted herself up a bit, forcing even more of her pink softness against the head of my cock as it pistoned in and out.

Dawn had my full attention again. Pressing her weight down, she took as much of my cock into her as our anatomies would allow. My head crashed against her cervix, making her let loose with raspy moans.

Between outbursts, Dawn got out, “How good does it feel?”

“In-fucking-credible.”

She ground herself harder into my dick. She bent down further, pressing her cheek against mine. I locked my lips around Dawn’s. Her moaning continued through the Frenching.

I struggled to hold back the orgasm that was announcing its approach from my sack. Just hearing the scene would have been enough to drive a man wild. I relaxed every muscle, buying myself a few more seconds.

Dawn whimpered as I circled the rim of climax, both of us still connected at the tongue. I definitely wanted her to come right along with me, and she seemed to be well on the way. 

I acted on impulse, breaking the kiss and wrapping my left arm around her back. I hammered away from underneath her. I could barely make it out over the crash of our bodies when she screamed, “Right there, right fucking there!” Every bump and ridge inside of her electric shock as it rushed by on my skin.

Dawn’s legs shivered as she cried out, “Yes, yes, yes!” Her voice ignited a storm in my loins as I felt the rush of semen well up inside. The full blow of her involuntary contractions took hold as her face buried itself in my neck. 

Her orgasm carried me through, giving me enough drive and energy to keep pounding away at her throbbing pussy. Dawn's walls clamped down tight on my entire length. I couldn't move anymore, but it no longer mattered.

My entire body felt like it had turned to mush as I felt my first jet of semen coat the inside of her flower. Time, responsibility, and life outside of her no longer existed. The screaming and shivering goddess collapsed into my chest, shoving those plush breasts into me. 

Her pussy's grip continued to tighten around my cock as her body tried to milk every last drop. I worked to force out one last spurt of come as Dawn relaxed. Her passage continued to shudder as I felt the warmth of my juices mixing with her own. I closed my eyes as I went flaccid inside of her.

Dawn crumpled down onto the mattress beside me, draping an arm over my shoulders and neck. I waited until her breathing calmed down, burying my face in her hair as I said, “That was fucking amazing.” 

I mustered the energy to sit up after a few minutes, seeing exactly how much of a gusher I had unleashed. Semen dripped out from between her pussy lips, a thick run making its way down. I knew I'd be changing the sheets on the bed in short order. 

Dawn reopened her eyes and looked up. “Running away already?” 

I extended a hand to her. She accepted and pulled herself up with my help. “You can stay as long as you want, and I'm not going anywhere tonight without you.” 

The warmth in her smile took my by surprise. “Clay doesn't stick around after sex these days.” 

I honestly felt a bit sorry for her. The boyfriend I'd snatched her from was seeming more and  more like a grade-A asshole. “You shouldn't have to sleep alone when you've got someone in your life.”

Dawn pushed herself into me and pecked me on the cheek. “You're sweet, Trent. Have I told you that yet?”

I hugged her tight, enjoying the feel of her naked body against mine. “Let's get cleaned up.”

She giggled and followed me back to the shower. She was finally wrapped tight around my little finger, just as I had planned it all along. 


HYPNO STUD 3:

FILLING MARIA 

I still kept Bridgette and Dawn apart. Even as the semester wound to a close, I knew I'd miss the both of them when they went home for the six week break. I had to find someone else to be in my company, and fast. Finals were only a few days away.

The bars near campus were full of new recruits I could pick up, but I would have the same problem of them going away for a while. I decided on the nightclubs closer to downtown, well out of walking distance of where all my classmates were living. Before I wasted my time on another coed, I had to get a local pet.

I took a cab, having no intention of ending up at my own place that night. Arriving at The Red Room, it was already hopping, just like any other Saturday night. I could tell the women going inside were closer to thirty than twenty. 

Standing in line, I knew the bouncer might start turning people away soon. The standard creeps and obvious troublemakers left disappointed, but when he turned back sure bets for getting in, I knew the place was at capacity. As the line inched forward, I prepared myself for using my powers more than once that night. 

The tall, bald pinhead towered over me as I walked up to him. “Club's packed, go somewhere else,” he said.

I whistled my C note and held a stare. Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. “I think you can fit me in.” 

His eyelids drooped as he said, “Step right in, sir.” Easy enough. 

The warmth of the club and the flashing lights shocked my body. The cold darkness outside had worn me down, but my brain went into overload as I tried to scout out my next target. The place was packed with opportunities, but I knew I could afford to be picky.

I parted my way through the crowd of dancing half-drunks, taking a good measure of each woman I passed. Too tall. I couldn't make out who had spilled half a mixed drink on me. She's a damn nice looker, but I'm not in the mood for a redhead. As the song changed, the crowd calmed down and I closed the last few feet to the bar. 

The bartender, an amazing girl who looked at least half-Latina, came over and pointed to take my drink order. She was tempting, but I had to get at least one helping of liquor in me before I made my choice. 

“Three Wise Men, on the rocks.” I let my C note fly, putting more volume in it than usual to break past the background noise. Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. She got lost in my eyes as I added, “And make it heavy on the Scotch.” 

I measured up her ass as she bent over for the bottles. Not too big, but enough to give me something to hold on to. The curve of her waist would have given an hourglass a run for its money.

She sat the snifter down in front of me and bent over to pour the Scotch, Bourbon, and Tennessee Whiskey. The deep cleavage peeking out of her tank top made the decision for me. “What time are you outta here tonight?”

Her voice came out as sultry as what her top and jeans hid. “Eleven. I got the early part of the night.”

Only one hour to go. “Find me after you're done working. I'll be around somewhere.”

She winked and moved on to the next thirsty drunk. I spent the next sixty minutes chatting up other candidates, pulling in four others with phone numbers I planned to keep on retainer for a later fuck.


I strolled out of the bathroom after relieving myself of the three beers I threw on top of the whiskey concoction. My bartender subject was checking the crowd across the room. I started making my way over, ready to get the hell out of there for the real fun of the night. 

She met my eyes between the heads of two lounge lizards trying to chat her up. I cocked my head to motion her over, disappointing the pair of old bachelors. I was pleasantly surprised when she turned and ground her rump against me, matching the bass line of the song blasting through the club.

“Let's go to your place!” I could barely hear myself over the music.

The girl whose name I hadn't even gotten yet pulled me by the belt loop toward the back of the room. I followed, package first, getting a few stray elbows to my ribs as she forced her way between people. She turned to face me when the red exit sign was right above our heads.

“I'm Maria,” she said, finally in a place where the speakers didn't rattle my organs.

The alcohol did a bit of the talking for me. “I'm Trent. Let's fuck!”

Maria pushed her breasts together and pulled closer to me. She got down on her knees before I could figure out my mistake. My zipper started creeping down before I caught her by the shoulders and pulled Maria back up.

“At your place, not here.”

The refusal to let the order stand unfulfilled spurred her on. Maria pulled me through the rear door by the open fly. The sound of the raging party inside softened to a dim drum line as soon as the door slammed shut.

“You're the first customer I've taken home with me. You're a lucky man.” Maria didn't try to hide her intentions, slipping the hand deeper inside my zipper. The small crowd standing at the opening of the alleyway turned their heads to watch.

“We'll take your car. I'll drive.” I had my reason.

“Right around the corner. Let's go.”

We rounded the brick building, making our way to the Mazda parked under the streetlight. The headlights flashed and the car chirped. I got in the driver's seat, Maria taking the other side. She handed me the keys and dipped her head in my lap, taking advantage of the open zipper I never bothered to pull back up. 


I followed the muffled directions to her place, just a few miles and minutes of road head away from the nightclub. I caressed the volume of hair covering my lap and asked, “We're here, right?”

Maria eased up and said, “Park in front of the second house down on the right.”

I eased the car between two others on the curb. It wasn't much bigger than my place, but a hell of a lot nicer than the student slum I called my playhouse. “Bartending must be a decent way to make a living.”

She smiled and opened the door. I got out and looked at her over the hood. She opened her hand to catch the keys. I tossed them over the car as she said, “It is. Now hurry up.”

“What's the rush?” I followed, watching her ass as she walked to the front door.

“I put that much effort into getting you hard after a glass of whiskey. I'm not doing it again.”

Whiskey dick. I wasn't a stranger to it. “If I don't stay hard, just do it again.” Another blowjob was beyond welcome in my mind. 

Maria slowed down a bit, picking the door key out and jamming it in the lock. She eased the slab of wood open and stepped in. I hesitated for a second, trying to decide exactly what I wanted to do to her.

As I closed the door behind us, I knew Maria already had a plan. She turned to me popped the button on her jeans. “Have you ever fucked a girl on a washing machine, Trent?”

“No, but I'm always up for something new.” The corner of her mouth went up as she turned, guiding me through the living room and kitchen. A nice front-loader sat waiting.

“Take your clothes off too,” she said. “It's a good enough excuse to turn it on.”

I was getting the idea. My clothes flew off of me in record time, barely beating Maria to fully nude. She met every expectation, right down to the tiny, neat landing strip I figured she would have.

She wasted no time, emptying the pockets of our jeans, opening the door, and shoveling the clothes inside. She didn't bother adding detergent, flipping the door shut with her foot and turning the dial to spin cycle. She pressed the start button and hopped on top. 

The machine whirred to life, gradually speeding up as I closed in on those amazing tits. Vibrations jarred the floor underneath me, making Maria's body buzz with the reverberations as I put my hands on her. It finally reached a crescendo, feeling like an earthquake set to fast-forward.

Maria hummed in tune with the machine, already feeling the effects of the stimulation. I had to dig in, pressing my mouth against a nipple and feeling the puffy lips of her vibrating pussy with my hand. I pressed two fingers between the shaking metal and her folds. Maria was already leaking out, her mouth whimpering as the speed of the washer kept up.

My cock touched the side of the machine and I found out what she was getting so worked up about. It was almost too much for me to handle. I parted her walls with my fingers, taking in the warmth and wetness.

Maria started moaning when I found a spot that pleased her. I turned my attention to the other breast. The second nub was already pointing out, ready for the care. “God, Trent. Don't stop.”

Her hands pulled me tighter to her mounds. I pushed a third finger in and took her clit between my thumb and pinky. My entire hand buzzed with the machine, driving her into a head-shaking fit.

I heard the water stop flowing through the machine. It beeped and sped up even more. I knew I'd have to make an investment for my own house instead of going to the laundromat from then on. The miracle of becoming a human sybian was worth the price. 

Maria's whimpering started to shift pitch, giving way to screams of pleasure. I pushed the back of my hand into the buzzing sheet metal as hard as I could. Within seconds, she buried her mouth in the top of my head, shouting into my skull. 

I took the nipple between my front teeth and gave it a playful nibble. Maria's screams picked up. She wrapped her arms around my neck.

The weight of her upper body fell in on my shoulders as she came. I spread the three fingers in her pussy, moving them a bit to keep feeding her the sensory overload. Her shouts drifted into pain, and I knew she'd had enough.

I pulled the hand away and held Maria tight. The washing machine kept pumping waves of orgasm into body. The climax boiled over as she cocked her head back, opening her mouth as wide as possible and belting out a scream straight out of a murder.

Maria's body had taken too much. I lifted her off of washer, letting her collapse into the linoleum floor. I had no intention of letting her come this hard. Her knees buckled as the orgasm finally broke. I put myself under her, letting her fall on me as I caressed any part of her body that seemed tempting.

Maria pulled through like a champ, wrapping a hand around my cock. I brushed the hair out of her face and said, “That's the best damn orgasm I've ever seen.”

She chuckled and gave me a slow stroke. Her chin rested on my sternum as she asked, “You've never heard of the washing machine trick?”

“Never.”

“It's one of the joys of womanhood, if you ask me.”

My hands drifted to the perfect orbs she called ass cheeks. I tried to pull Maria up, ready for penetration. Her grip tightened around my shaft.

“Why hurry, Trent? We don't have to start screwing on the floor.”

“What did you have in mind?”

Maria released my dick and pulled herself up. I rose along with her, wrapping my arms around her from behind. My cock was growing impatient.

Her hands snaked back, rubbing the sides of my thighs. I took the opportunity to push Maria into the dryer, pinning her upper body against the top. “Dirty boy,” she said, spreading her legs ever so slightly. 

I took my time with her, burying my face in her pussy from behind. It tasted like nectar from Heaven, already dripping with more than I could lap up. Maria gasped with each lick, slowly raising her body as I kissed her headlong into more pleasure.

Maria's ass gave me the perfect grip to pull my tongue even further into her. I broke past her entrance and tasted her essence at the source. She began moaning as she lifted her legs in the air, resting her thighs on my shoulders.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck baby!” Her voice echoed through the tiny room, passing through the thighs pressed tight against my ears. I felt Maria's body quiver with the first tremors. 

Not content to let her come yet, I pulled her down by the shoulders. Her legs whipped down, planting her feet back on the floor. I dipped my fingers back in to keep the stimulation going.

Maria's incoming orgasm plateaued at nearly-there. I reached a hand around to get to her bean and pulled my fingers out. I pressed the wet hand into her back, forcing her breasts against the cold steel.

I was beyond ready when I pressed my cock against her pussy. My torture of her clit slowed down as I eased my way in. Maria whimpered harder with each additional inch.

The slow progress ended with my dick buried to the hilt. I pulled Maria's head back by the hair and grabbed onto her shoulder. If she was coming again, I was going to make sure it was on my terms.

My body shifted back as she pleaded, “Hard! Fuck me hard!”

“You can't come until I say you can.”

I thrust in fast and deep. Maria screamed with each hammering blow. “Harder!” 

My hand moved from her shoulder to the small of her back. I picked up what steam I had, using my entire body's leverage. Her cries of ecstasy rang out, bouncing straight off of the wall a foot in front of her face.

I pushed her right leg up on the dryer and said, “You're a good little slut, you know that?” The spread of her legs let me go even deeper and faster.

Maria half stated and half screamed from the fucking, “Yes, yes, yes!”

The machine rocked with each thrust, pulling the legs up and crashing them down in a rowdy commotion. I couldn't help teasing her, asking, “Do you want to come already?”  

I could feel her labored breathing as Maria's hands gripped tight on the control panel up top. “Please let me come!”

Maria's lifted leg curled around me. I couldn't pull all the way out anymore, so I took advantage of her weakness. The bone-shattering thrusts gave way to a quick burst of shorter, faster pumps.

With a quick bob of my hips up and down, Maria reached her limit. “Ah... Fuck! Please Trent!”

I forced her leg back down. I did a quick set of hard slams into her and pulled out, dropping a hand to get back to work on her clit. Her voice turned into a primal scream.

“Now come hard for me.” I dove right back in with my shaft before taking my fingers away. I had to stay deep inside her confines, fighting back against the walls of her pussy which were desperately trying to eject me. 

Maria's pussy clenched in waves passing from her cervix to her entrance, then back in again. My cock felt ready to blow already. As the pulses died down, I ripped myself out of her and commanded, “Blowjob. Now.”

She tried her best to slide down and into position, crumpling in the floor. I pulled her up by the shoulders and forced myself into her waiting mouth. I grabbed onto a handful of hair and pulled her head back and forth. Coming too hard was no excuse for one of my toys to give out.

Maria wrapped her hands around my ass, trying to push her head away. I pulled hard, knocking the back of her throat with my full length. “Give in. You can't say no.”

Her throat tried to relax. I felt her sputter through my shaft, unable to take the whole thing, even with a direct order. I knew not to push the bounds of what she could physically handle. Choking her to death on my cock wasn't my goal.

I pulled myself out of her mouth and gently guided her up by the roots of her hair. Maria tried to resist, refusing to disobey my order for a good blow. “Stand up,” I said, trying to prevent her sexual suicide.

“Yes sir.” Maria stood and wiped the spittle from her lips. She looked like a scolded puppy, sticking her lower lip out and bowing her head. 

I lifted her chin and said, “You did well for your master. Don't be afraid.”

Maria's face lit up. “So what can I do for you now?”

I had to think for a second. The possibilities for how I could defile my senorita of a bartender were damn near endless. Then inspiration struck.

Maria's legs lifted in the air as I picked her up. She clamped her arms around my shoulders and asked, “Are you gonna surprise me?”

I started walking with her in my arms, carrying Maria into the kitchen. Like any decent bartender, she had a small bar complete with spouted bottles in the middle of the room. I sat her down on the tender-side counter, pressing her knees into her breasts.

Her tight little pussy invited me back in, hovering just over the edge of the counter at the perfect height. The bottom of my cock rubbed against the lowest section of her little entrance as I made my way back in, the tip finally hitting her roof.

Maria jerked and moaned, pulling my body closer around her legs. “That's it baby, you got it,” she said, letting her head roll to the side for a good look at my shaft as it vanished inside her. 

I braced her shoulders with my arms, letting her eyes get an even better view. She rested her head on a knee as I asked, “You like watching, don't you?”

My strokes eased in and out. I withdrew completely and pushed back in. Maria's lips smiled as she took witness.

“Someday, Trent, you'll have to fuck me on the bar at work.” I did another complete reentry. “Oh shit, that's good.”

I rewarded her eagerness by stroking her cheek. “Such a good little whore.”

Maria's big brown eyes looked up at me. “Am I really your good little whore, or are you just-,” I gave her a hard thrust. “-ah! Telling me that?”

“You're fucking perfect.” I leaned in and locked my lips with hers, feeling the soft cushion of them as I took another deep swing.

Maria whimpered into my mouth as I picked up the pace. She slipped her tongue into my mouth and explored like a woman devoted. I pulled my face away and let her look again.

She reached a hand down, making a ring with her index finger and thumb to slow me down. “Easy baby, you'll finish too early like that. I never let a guy come inside me.”

“But I will.” It had its risks and subsequent thrills.

Maria looked back up and released the ring. She ran the hand up my torso and rested her palm on the side of my neck. “For you, anything.”

I jammed myself in deep and fast for a few seconds, making the point clear. “That drives you wild, doesn't it?”

“You fucking me like an animal, or filling me with come?” Another hard jab. Maria's whole body jumped as she yelped. “It's fucking both.”

The wet velvet of her pussy turned the waterworks higher. Even with her tightness, my dick met no resistance at all. “That's my good slut.”

Maria squealed with bliss when I pushed the fucking into full-throttle. The bottles clanked in their holders, the eighty proof contents sloshing behind glass. I traced a line down the neat strip of trimmed hair between her legs, teasing her clit at the bottom.

I spotted the bottle of peppermint schnapps and picked it up. I poured the liquor across her tits. Maria shivered as the heat and cold blended, running down her torso until I felt it on my cock. It worked its way inside her, burning and freezing our joined body parts at the same time.

It was all Maria could do to push her thighs further into her breasts and take the pounding. She tried to bury her forehead in my shoulder to keep looking, never quite making it. I kept rolling her clit between my fingers, forcing her to throw her head back and scream at the ceiling.

“Oh god, yes! Fuck!” Her pussy began dripping into the floor. I pushed her clit harder, driving more shouts out of her like a megaphone.

My bomb was preparing to drop. My shaft hardened up to its limit. I pulled my fingers off of her bean and grabbed the curtain of soft, black hair falling behind her back. “Fucking come for me. Right on my dick.”

Maria tightened up, both in her tunnel and her limbs. The screaming ball of tension exploded, darting her head forward as I pulled out and held her in place. The entire bar shook like a tremor, her tortured moaning modulating with the vibrations of her body.

I pulled Maria down to the tile floor mid-climax. Her body sprawled next to the bar, tits down, pussy out. I put my feet down on each side of her waist and angled my cock down.

Maria jolted at my return, her fingers trying to grip the edge of the ceramic squares. “Oh fuck, oh, ah shit!” I wrapped my hands around her neck and bent her head back, plunging myself into her with the strength of my arms.

“Don't stop coming dammit!” Her body struggled to comply. I could feel her toes curling against my back, tightening harder with every brutal thrust.

Just when I thought she couldn't handle any more, I poured the last of my energy into it. Maria's voice seethed with the sensory overload, the groans buzzing through her teeth. Her hole was mine to lay waste to, and her body knew it far better than her frazzled mind.

My tip swelled with orgasmic blood flow, filling her inner reaches to capacity. Maria's voice cracked out, straining to even have meaning. “Gah, gah... Gawd!”

It tipped me over the point of no return. Maria's head began to shift to each side. I pumped in, stealing the breath from my lungs as I ran blindly into a state of nirvana.

Maria kept screeching as my first load shot into the deepest sanctum of her pussy. I grunted, trying my hardest to drive myself as deep as humanly possible. I felt the second burst scatter against her back wall. 

The viscous mixture inside thickened with each explosion. I tried to ease myself down, blowing my mind out with the slight friction as my shaft rubbed against her walls. My knees shook as I lowered myself, gripping her hands in mine. 

Maria sighed and panted for air as I nuzzled my face into hers. The force and heat of her breath hit me as my final drops squeezed out.  I opened my eyes to see her pearly white teeth, my new pet trying to smile, despite it all.

I let myself rest inside her. As I shrank, the contour of her ass and my worn out state slid me out. I rolled over on my back and tried to catch some wind. Maria pulled herself on top of my chest and collapsed.

Her voice was weak. “Your come's nice and warm inside me.”

I couldn't respond.

“I didn't know it would feel so good.”

My chest heaved, pushing Maria's body up with each breath.

“Stay here. We can do this again in the morning.”

We never bothered drying the clothes that night. 


The dryer buzzed as Maria and I climaxed together. The yellow light of the morning didn't seem real. My payload wasn't quite as big as the first, but it pleased the two of us well enough.

Maria paid no attention to the mess running down the side of her thigh and into the sheets. She pulled the white cotton over her breasts and let her head rest on my shoulder. I felt her finger circle around my chest. 

“Trent, will I see you again after this?”

I smiled the best I could after such a workout and cradled her in my arms. “I was thinking about doing this again tonight.”

Maria's eyebrows shot up. “I was thinking we could do it at the club, on the bar like I said last night. They're closed on Sundays, you know.”

The warmth of her body did far more than the thin sheets to keep me comfortable. “It's a deal.”

Later, the place never knew what hit it. Even the pool tables downstairs wound up with stains they still haven't been able to get off. 


HYPNO STUD 4:

CELEBRITY SNOW BUNNY 

Winter break had me bored as all hell. Two weeks in and four weeks to go. I was already restless. Maria did her job well enough, giving me a new way to wear her out every night, but I was ready for something else again.

As I walked around the corner from my house for coffee it hit me: Why not hit the slopes for a one night/week stand? I had the extra money from selling my textbooks from the previous semester, and I had nothing to lose but my dignity trying to ski. I could pull some fun with a tail or two, no matter how many times I fell on my ass.

So I had it booked. One week in the motel just below Apoli Peaks, only a step above the roach level accommodations. Not that I planned on sleeping in my room many nights. There were plenty of snow bunnies spending daddy's money on cabins and nice rooms.

I made sure to cram plenty of ice packs in my bag. I didn't plan on busting my rump on the slopes, but chafing was a foreseeable issue.


I arrived early in the afternoon. The roads were mostly passable, but the incoming snow later that night would keep everyone from coming or going. The rolling hills blinded you on sight with not a cloud in the sky. My cheap aviators did jackshit-all to keep me from having day blindness out there.

The lodge was full of rich college girls from other places in all directions. I took my time renting my skis, knowing every turn through the lower corridors might net me a dream girl to bring under my control for a while. When I finally got my gear and headed to the upper floor, the grand fireplace called my name with a huddle of coeds trying to dry their fleece around the burning coals.

Plenty of girls I'd draft in a heartbeat if I were bored and heading home from classes, but the average quality had me hopeful. Big tits and tight asses abounded. When the floor on selection bottoms out with filet mignon, you don't order the first cut that trots your way. You bide your time, hoping to find the juiciest piece around.

I spent my time hitting the slopes and embarrassing myself. I had been skiing before, but stopping was never my strong suit. After a good amount of snow made its way down my pants to freeze my ass, I decided on my priorities: Blonde, a good figure, and smart enough to hold a conversation over the next week.

That's when I noticed a small crowd forming at the top of the bunny slope. I took the rope lift back up to check it out for myself. That's when I recognized her.

Veronica Schmidt. She had gone from small-time model to making a name for herself with a swimsuit spread in Axiom Magazine earlier in the year. Why she bothered to come to such an obscure ski resort I couldn't figure out, but she looked just as amazing in her down jacket and tight ski pants. I decided to aim high, knowing another shot like this likely wouldn't happen along in my lifetime.

I decided not to try getting into it with the semicircle behind her. I made my way down the bunny slopes and waited. Veronica slid down, slow and unsteady as any virgin to skiing.

As I made my way over, I thought I had her. She stared down the trail of the easiest green circle and set off before I could close the distance. I wasn't ready to let this kind of opportunity slide downhill and out of reach.

I followed, going only slightly faster than Veronica. The first turn took my breath away as I saw her go wide, barely missing the wooden fence at the edge. When she came to the second, tighter turn, I knew I had to close.

The noise from my skis picked up as I pointed them straight ahead, pulling my body down to gain speed. The bruise on my arm reminded me that a hidden bump was just ahead, my target closing fast on its position. I slowed myself as Veronica got right upon it.

A small cloud of powder erupted as I watched one of the most graceful figures on Earth face plant in the snow. It may sound dishonest coming from me, but my first thought was to see if she was alright. Veronica wasn't moving, and my mind raced straight for the worst possibilities.

I pulled off my usual stopping maneuver of falling on my ass. After getting my bearings I heard laughter coming from her still body. Looking just behind me, I could see her beautiful face covered in the fresh powder, giggling away at my misfortune.

Her voice drifted through the snow like a chorus of angels. “It looks like it got both of us.”

My heart skipped a beat. I had gotten used to approaching women and ordering them to let me do unspeakable things to them, but this was different. Veronica wasn't just a random coed with a nice ass. Her picture was spank material for men the world over.

I tried to come up with words as I picked myself up. They failed to materialize. I slid my skis to close the ten feet between us and offered Veronica a hand.

She put her glove in mine and dropped onto her bottom. Her skis rested several feet away, knocked clear from her boots. “Thanks. I guess we both need some practice.”

Veronica's large breasts pushed in and out as she breathed, giving her jacket a wonderful form. I turned my eyes back to her face before she could look directly at me. A deer in headlights would have been downright mobile compared to myself.

She grabbed a handful of snow and let the solid mist fly in front of her. “So what's your name?”

“T-Trent.” I wanted to kill myself for the stutter as soon as it got out.

“Veronica.”

My body wouldn't move. My eyes flashed over to the skis missing from her feet. It took every ounce of determination to shift my feet to turn in their direction.

I finally got my legs to work, angling the skis for the small run downhill. I stopped with a quick turn, painfully slow as I was going being the only speed at which I could stop. The clips on my boots popped as I flipped them open, figuring it would be easier to pull off my trick crouching at her level.

The awkward gait of ski boots made me feel undignified, if not a straight jackass. I used all four skis for support as I bent down and sat the skis beside us. She had already wiped the snow from her face, revealing how she didn't even need makeup to have such a glowing complexion. But swimsuit shoots in Acapulco and Jamaica can do that to a person.

“You're the first person I've met here who hasn't irritated the piss out of me,” she said. For a brief second, I hoped the smile came from attraction, but the warmth of appreciation came through to dash that dream.

“So what was the big crowd up there all about?” I sat down next to Veronica, not quite ready to enslave her yet.

She patted the hand resting on my thigh. “Like I said, you're not pointing, asking for an autograph, or trying to hit on me. I like that in a guy your age.”

Sunnuvabitch she touched me! My jitters calmed a bit. “I know who you are, but you looked like you needed help more than an entourage.” 

A few skiers flew past, turning their heads at the guest celebrity. “I came out here to get away from people who recognize me. I figured I'd have better luck in flyover country than in Aspen. I fucking blew it, didn't I, Trent?”

“It's winter break for colleges. You should have come during finals week.”

Veronica leaned back on her hands, taking in the blinding, but cold, sun. I couldn't help noticing the priceless mounds present themselves even further. “I'll keep it in mind next year if I do this again.” I leaned forward, trying not to look the part of a creeper. “So what about you?”

“What about me? There's not much to tell.”

Again with the contact, she patted me on the back and leaned up to speak at my level. “You act like you know about me. What's your bullshit article nobody reads?”

I never bothered reading the articles in her spreads myself. “I'm a junior in college, I hate my major, and life's alright.”

“So no plans for the future?”

I really didn't have any, other than seeing how far the hynosis could get me. Including down her pants. “Not really. I might change majors soon. Electrical engineering is boring the hell out of me.”

Veronica chuckled and laid her legs flat. She didn't seem to be in a hurry to leave. “I majored in math. They said it would get me a good job. It worked out, but not the way my adviser said it would.”

Trotting around a beach almost naked and looking that hot wasn't a skill? It was news to me. “I'm thinking about doing literature or philosophy. Something useless, but interesting.” When every interview I could weasel my way into meant a chance to control someone into hiring me, I wasn't worried about my future.

“An intellectual? I like that in a man.”

I'm not really all that smart. I just hate being bored. “That's one hell of a compliment.”

“You mean—coming from me?”

Yes. “No, from anyone.” 

Veronica rose up and offered me a hand. “I'll race you to the bottom.”

Do I win or lose? Which'll get me a better shot? I wasn't really thinking like a college student who could hypnotize any woman into sleeping with him at that point. “You're on.” 

We clipped our skis back on, taking the slope at an easy pace. Neither of us seemed in any hurry, gliding past onlookers. Grown men stared, but not at me.

Approaching the end, we stayed even with one another. The question of winning or losing gnawed at my brain. I thanked my lucky stars or what-the-fuck-ever for being able to stay upright all the way. Unable to make up my mind, I let it end in a tie.

We made our way to the ski lift, the attendant making me flash my pass as Veronica passed him without a hitch. I figured I had lost my chance as she got ahead, the next chair turning around the bend. Clocking the guy for pushing his minimum-wage authority seemed appropriate, given the opportunity he was blowing for me.

Veronica waited, letting the open seats pass until I could catch up. She planted both poles in the snow and asked, “You coming?”

Who was I to deny her my company? “Yeah, I just had to deal with being treated like a crook.” I made sure the guy could hear me, if only because he knew who my partner was.

We readied our asses for the next chair, doing the goofy sit-down maneuver that felt like taking the throne on a moving commode. Within seconds, we were a couple of stories up in the air.

The thought of bringing Veronica under my control struck again. I knew getting her to look me in both eyes would be difficult at best. I finally got up the nerve to ask, “So, how long are you here?”

“Are you asking me out?”

Sort of. “Just curious.” 

At the very least, she didn't scoot away. “The next two weeks. I'm from some podunk town in northern Montana, so I kind of miss the snow after so many beaches this year.”

White girl problems, the definition. “I'm sure it gets to you.” 

Her voice took on a sentimental tone. “Yeah. I hate going to all these places, just to do my job and never enjoy the scenery. Fields and cold weather are kind of what I'm at home in.”

I knew better than to scoff at her disliking a paid visit to every vacation destination known to man. “I can understand that.”

“And how long are you here, Trent?”

Two weeks instead of one at this point. “I leave tonight.” 

“With that big snowstorm coming in? You're insane.”

Fucking hell. Playing the man card almost seemed tempting, but doing the opposite seemed to be working. “Is it gonna get that bad?” 

The end of the lift was approaching. “Ten inches tonight. What the hell are you thinking?” I caught Veronica staring right at me out of the corner of my eye. Opportunity presented itself.

It was now or never. I turned my head and whistled my C note. Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. Veronica's famous hazel eyes went blank. “Where are you staying?” 

Her eyes gradually returned to normal as she answered, “A cabin, just downhill from the lodge.”

“Do you want me to stay there with you?” A pang of guilt struck me. She really was proving to be a sweetheart, despite how high and mighty she could have acted. I knew I'd have to be kind to my new pet if I wanted to live with myself after going back home.

“Of course. I can't let you try driving in all of that.” Our skis made contact with the ground as we slid off the lift platform. We pulled off to the side of the exit trail.

“So should I get my things from my room and get to moving them to your place?” I'd had enough of skiing, given the plans for later.

Veronica gave me a playful jab in the arm. “It won't be dark for another few hours. We've still got some slopes to go down.”

What were a few hours compared to my new timeframe of two weeks?


The first torrent of snow was just beginning as I pulled my car up to the cabin. It was one of those snazzy A-frame places, full of glass in the front. Just looking at the wood construction and amber light through the windows warmed me up in the freezing wind.

I pulled my one suitcase out of the backseat and crunched my way through the drifts. I could already see Veronica, lounging on a chaise and taking in a book. The tank top, panties, and leg warmers rivaled any swimsuit I'd seen her wearing in a magazine.

The door was unlocked. The warmth enveloped me as I slung the case over the doorstop. It felt just right for getting out of all three layers, and staying out of them for the next fourteen days.

Veronica sat her book down and said, “Just sit it down there. We'll figure out what to do with it after you warm up.”

I took the open invitation she may or may not have given. The toboggan and coat fell from my body as I made my way over. The lack of a flame in that big, stone fireplace in the center of the room seemed a downright shame.

I knelt next to the lounger holding my prize catch and asked, “Care if I get a fire going?” My ass was next to frozen, even if the central heat was doing its job.

Veronica sat up and pulled her knees into her breasts. “I was about to ask you to start one. I couldn't do it myself.”

I bent down for to see what the problem was. Cords of wood were piled in the middle, a few burnt out matches littering the ashes. I got to pull my man card after all. “There's no kindling or tinder in there. You'd never light one of those logs with a match.”

The soft patter of her socks against the hardwood stopped right behind me. “But you can get it, right?”

“Yeah. Just a second.” I pulled out my pocketknife and grabbed the skinniest piece of cedar in the wood bin. I put the end of the stick on the stone hearth and peeled tiny shavings off. I let them get progressively larger until I had gone through about half of my piece of softwood.

My little pile seemed ready. It had been a few years, but my time camping as a teenager had left me handy enough with fire. Veronica's hands rested on my shoulders. “Trent, is that all it takes?”

“Not quite.” I pulled my receipt from filling my car up out of my pocket. “If it's small and not very dense, it burns easily. You need that stuff to light first. Then your logs will catch after you work your way up.”

I grabbed another piece of cedar and made some nicks on the corners. “And what's up with this piece?”

“Once this catches, it should get your bigger logs going.”

I stood up, Veronica's hands never leaving my shoulders. My heart almost stopped when I felt her tits rest against my back. “I'll have to thank you after you get the fire going.”

The girl knew how to get me to do her bidding, and I was the one with the powers of mind control. “Stand back a little. I've gotta restack this wood. There's too much, and it'll have a hard time catching like this.”

I put most of the pile back in the bin. I knew we'd need more if we wanted a fire past tonight, but that was a problem to deal with in the morning. Veronica took her seat on the chaise lounger again as I stacked the smallest pieces in a pyramid around the paper and cedar shavings. I knew it would burn faster than I'd ever allow a campfire to, but I was going for speed over efficiency.

One match is all it took. The little flame steadily grew until the smallest logs caught. I tossed the first of the fuel logs on and got back to stripping redundant layers of clothing. I piled it all on top of my suitcase and walked back over to Veronica.

She patted the lounger right beside where she sat with legs folded up Indian style, not bothering to scoot over to clear some room. “I guess you're wondering why I'd invite a stranger to stay with me for the whole trip.”

It was my order. “It's a bit of a mystery.”

Her eyes looked frustrated, if not bitter about the world. “I wanted to get away from people. It might sound awful, but I hate having people point and stare wherever I go.”

I went ahead and pulled my sweater off. The fire had already overpowered the furnace. “You had a big crowd today. I'm sure it gets old pretty quick.”

Veronica leaned my way a bit. The creamy silk of her thigh rested against my bare arm, igniting the holy shit response in my brain. “You're the only person who didn't treat me like a sideshow or a goddess today, so I decided I'd let you stay instead of driving through this weather.” I looked back at the window, noticing the snow whiting out even the view of my car. “Plus, I knew I'd get lonely out here in two weeks.” 

“And a random college student was your first choice?” I kept staring, half believing my lie about leaving Apoli that night. Driving would have been suicidal.

Veronica smiled as I turned back around. “You were the only choice.”

I had to know more. “I'm sure you've got friends you could have brought along.”

“Agents and other models aren't good company. The men just try to get in your panties, and the women are the cattiest people around.”

I had my goal of seeing those white panties hit the floor, but my head was swelling about five sizes at that point. “You're not what I expected by a long shot.”

Veronica giggled and leaned closer. “You mean, you expected me to be a mega-bitch, right?”

“Stuck up is what I was assuming,” I took the daring move of placing a hand on her calf, just above the top of her leg warmer, “but I'm glad I was wrong.”

“You're not so bad yourself, Trent.” She put her hand on top of mine. My testicles felt ready to explode.

I had forgotten about the mind control I'd put Veronica under. I tried to pull a flirtatious, “So let's sleep together to celebrate.” Whether she would have or not under normal circumstances, I'll never know.

Veronica let her hand slip away and lied back, putting a leg on each side of the lounger to give me a good view. “Alright. Show me a good time.”

My brain seized up like a hot motor with no oil until I remembered the hypnosis. It's time to one-up my dad next time he brags about mom being Homecoming Queen. I took a good look as I turned my body, almost puzzled as if celebrities did sex differently. Where to start was indeed the question. 

“Trent, what are you waiting for?”

“Nothing. Nothing at all,” I said as I bent over and ran my hands over her thighs. Victoria Schmidt suddenly went from a girl I fantasized about at the newsstand, to the unexplored body I'd be surveying that night. And for the next half-month.

My fingers worked up to the waist of her panties as I pulled myself even further. The perfume of her sex was intoxication defined. I had to resist pulling the cotton right down her legs before working her up a bit.

Her stomach felt just as toned as I had remembered it looking in photos, her trademark navel piercing being the only imperfection on the plane flatter than Kansas. The soft give of Veronica's breasts jiggled her tank top, and I felt like I had just stepped past The Pearly Gates. But now it was time to start getting all that white off the angel underneath me.

Veronica pulled up at the bottoms of my shirt and long johns. I let her finish their removal and I held myself up above her. I noticed the brown of her eyes fading to green at the edge of her iris.

Resting my palms just above her shoulders, I leaned down and asked, “Do you pick up random guys like this very often?”

She frowned and said, “Do you think I'm some kind of slut or something?”

“For the next two weeks, you're the slut at my feet.”

Veronica's smile came back. “And a dirty slut at that.”

At that point, I knew my powers were a waste on college girls and random bar floozies. I could aim higher and wind up with, well, a swimsuit model wanting to fuck my brains out by the fire. I let myself down to put my weight on one elbow.

Grabbing hold of one of those breasts dreams are made of, I asked, “How long has it been since anyone's been this lucky?”

Veronica went ahead and blew my mind with the quick removal of her tank top. A nipple I had only imagined before graced the hand I quickly put back in place. She blew my mind when she answered, “Six months.”

Oh god, the tightness. “Then let's make up for lost time.” I leaned down and pressed my lips into hers. Veronica was more than eager, wrapping her arms around my neck and moaning softly into my mouth. 

My hand slipped down to her panties on instinct. The mound of her pussy felt hot to the touch through the fabric. I pressed my fingers against her womanhood, bringing the volume of her moans up a bit. She was more than ready for me to dive right in.

I moved my hand up and beneath the waistband. Not a hair to be felt, the smooth texture left by a full Brazilian driving the nerves of my fingertips into overdrive. I found my way to her slit and gave the place a good survey. Symmetrical and tiny as I liked it.

Veronica broke her mouth away as I slipped my middle finger inside. She whimpered at her first penetration in half a year. I let it go deeper, feeling the intense wetness and heat.

“You need it, bad, don't you?”

Veronica bit her lower lip and tilted her head down before nodding her head. “Mm-hmm.”

I drifted my index finger inside to join. She squirmed underneath me as I asked, “You like that?”

A quick jolt from my thumb on her clit made her perk up. Veronica gripped the sides of the chaise, preferring to answer by arching her back. I was on the verge of losing my mind in a fantasy come to life.

I dug my fingers in to the deepest point I could, rubbing her clit the whole way. I pulled myself up and placed her head and shoulders in my lap. Stroking her hair, I asked, “How about we worry more about doing this than skiing while we're here?”

Veronica buried her face in my crotch and groaned out. I felt like a was scratching an itch for her that had been out of reach and getting worse in those months. The fire started to die down, so I knew I had to tease her a bit.

My hand pulled out of her panties and I got up without explanation. The look of disappointment on Veronica's face was almost enough to melt me on the spot. “Why did you stop?”

“Fire.” I knew how to play the denial game by this point. Bridgette became putty in my fingers any time I played that card, and Veronica was proving just as vulnerable.

I tossed a few of the thicker logs on top and dusted my hands off. By the time I had turned around, her panties were in the floor. Veronica sat up and spread her legs, putting her palms down in front of the much-fantasized-about passage.

I just couldn't take anymore denial. I let my body move like my cock was iron, her pussy an industrial magnet. I got close and pushed her shoulders down into the chaise and eased onto my knees. There it was, presented between her spread thighs like an open buffet.

My finger slid back inside as I bent over for my first taste. Magnificent would have been an understatement. I rolled her clit with my tongue, feeling her body tense up with each lick.

Veronica propped her thighs on my shoulders. I pulled her hips closer to me and set to pleasing her entire valley after pulling my finger out. Every bit burned and dripped with eagerness.

Her voice floated through the open rafters above. My old trick of spelling my name or anything else that came to mind with my tongue pushed Veronica closer to the edge. By the time I was reciting silent song lyrics against her pussy, Veronica's moans almost sounded musical.

One slow dip of my tongue down to her opening cracked her shell. Veronica pulled my hair, taking a few strands out by the roots. Before I could figure it out, her pussy shuddered. The force  of her climax joined a rough-edged scream loud enough to scare me back a bit.

Veronica's grip on my hair relaxed. I broke free and stood up, taking in the panting and exhausted dream girl below. I'm gonna be pissed if I wake up back home. 

She pulled out of her shivering lock and propped herself up by the elbows. “It's been a while since that's happened to me.”

Slightly awkward was not the quality I expected out of Veronica. But when you're making a model come, judging her isn't anywhere near your priority list. I unbuttoned my pants and slid them down with my thermal bottoms as I said, “I've been wondering something.”

Veronica seemed intrigued. “About what?”

“You.” I bent down to peel off both pairs of socks. There's no dignity in a man fucking in socks.

“What about me?”

I pushed one knee into the lounger and nudged Veronica into lying back. The question still lingered in her face as I pulled on top of her. My dick begged to go inside, feeling the warmth of her pussy from just inches away.

Veronica's face tilted, posing her question again. I replied by pushing myself forward, barely splitting her opening with my tip. I pushed in a bit and saw the pain in her eyes.

“I was wondering if I might hurt you a little. Now I know.”

She grabbed onto my hips and said through clenched teeth, “It's fine. Just be gentle for a minute.” Her hands pulled me closer. The tightness eased as I slipped further inside.

I stopped midway in. Veronica's eyes were clasped shut, her cheeks blushing with pain and pleasure. I fully intended on loosening her back up over the coming days.

“Keep going,” she pleaded.

I pulled out. “It's too much.”

“Trent, please.”

My tip eased back in. The resistance of her walls gave a little as her expression eased up. I let my chest lie against her bountiful mounds and pushed deeper. Veronica pulled her legs up, letting my slide all the way in.

I stopped, taking in the full wonder of the incredible luck the night had brought me. Veronica's eyes opened, her cherry red lips parted. This is a story I'll have to tell the grandsons about, assuming I ever have any and they're old enough. I know my brain would fry if my grandpa told me about a time he fucked Marilyn Monroe. 

Veronica grabbed on to my shoulders with both hands. “I think I'm fine now.”

I eased back and drifted down again. The note of her moan changed. The wool of her leg warmers scratched against the back of my legs as I gave her a tentative thrust. She was ready, but not for what I planned on doing to her by the end of the night.

An easy rocking motion in my hips set Veronica off. She whimpered into my ear with each movement. I couldn't help thinking this can't be fucking real the whole time. Nobody was going to believe me, and I had a hard time with it myself. 

Veronica snapped me back to reality. She opened those puffy lips and begged, “Faster.”

Her voice picked up with my intensity. I tried to gauge how long I might last, but it was too early to tell. Her pussy got even wetter, letting me glide in and out her tiny passage with far less effort than before.

She bit my earlobe and whispered, “It feels amazing.”

“You sound like you want it even harder.” I kept thrusting, giving her a hard jolt for punctuation.

Veronica looked me in the eyes as she gasped. Her hands ran down to my chest as enthusiasm came through her voice. “Just like that!”

I kept going at her, pulling a chain of screams out of Veronica that could have bothered the dead. When her legs wrapped tight against mine, I knew she was entering the borderlands. I tore my cock from between her walls and said, “Get up.”

She couldn't refuse, but Veronica didn't look excited about our fuck being cut short. “Is that all I get?” Her long legs stood beneath her as I let myself back down.

I lied back, giving her the rough idea. “I can't let you come that early, now can I?”

Veronica grinned and pulled herself over me. Those tits in my face, those tits in my face! Dear god! I took a mouthful, trying to take one of those famous cantaloupes all the way in. 

She caressed the side of my face and asked, “Did you wonder what the rest of them looked like?”

I didn't bother separating my face from her cleavage. She already knew most men wanted to find out. I just happened to be so lucky.

Veronica giggled when I took a playful bite. “Easy. These are insured for almost a million each.” I believed it. Not a single bit of them felt fake.

I felt the utmost disappointment when Veronica leaned back. Boundless joy took its place as I felt her pussy swallow my cock whole. She closed her eyes and gasped, taking a second to feel her emptiness fill up again.

She rocked her hips back and forth. The build-up for her climax stuck around through the break, letting her pick up not far behind where we had left off. My newest subject riding my dick, moaning the whole way, was a thing of pure beauty.

Veronica lurched forward and propped herself up with her hands. Every millimeter of her pussy felt purpose-built for giving my shaft the maximum contact. It was having the desired effect on both of us.

With a suddenness that could rival a massive heart attack, Veronica's orgasm bubbled  up, threatening to send her into blind hysterics. I put my hands on her waist and bobbed her up and down. It only took seconds for her entire body to lock, sending her crashing into me in a squalling mess.

I wrapped my arms around the small of her back and kept hammering away. She wailed into the cushion just beyond my shoulder. Within just a few thrusts, her pussy was already tightening, almost painfully against my swollen member.

The friction between us came to a head when Veronica went limp and yelped, “Fuck!” I gave it a rest, feeling her pussy convulse around me. She breathed like she had just run a mile, straight up a mountain road.

My hands circled around her ass as she got her wits about her. She kissed me on the neck and asked, “Can you make me do that again?”

“Do you care if I join the second time?”

Veronica pushed herself up enough to look me in the face. “Inside me? That's pretty bold for someone I just met.”

“It's up to you.” It wasn't.

“Only if you let me come first. I like to see the look on a man's face when he does.”

I felt my head tilt involuntarily. “You're the first woman I've ever heard say that.”

Veronica blushed. “It's just something I like, alright?”

I grabbed onto her waist and gave her a quick pump. “Men coming inside you, or the face itself?”

She smiled and said, “It's a fetish, alright? Just let me come again, and then you can fill me up.”

I certainly didn't remember reading about that. Her most intimate detail I had seen was about her liking hot stone massages from hunky men. “But the question is, how hard do you want to come?”

Veronica put her face in mine, rubbing our cheeks together as she whispered, “Hard enough that I won't forget any part of tonight.”

I knew what had to be done. It was like an order from the Pope to a catholic. When Veronica Schmidt asked you to make her come hard, you damn well didn't disappoint the lady if you had any sliver of straight male inside you.

Veronica slid off of me. I stood up and forced her shoulders down against the lounger. She pulled her legs up, presenting her ass in all its glory. The slit of her pussy held at the perfect height as I positioned myself behind her.

The slick warmth of reentry filled my consciousness, getting back in there with no effort at all. Veronica had gotten used to having me inside her already, and I knew I had a job to do. Without hesitating, I reared myself back and threw my full weight into fucking her senseless.

Veronica went right back to screaming her lungs out. I could feel the weight of her tits, jerking her whole body as they finished their shift from front to back with each thrust. I planted a hand on top of Veronica's ass and grabbed her foot with the other, giving her the full benefit of my length and strength.

The sound of our bodies colliding echoed through the room. Veronica's body dropped as her arms gave out, but I didn't let it stop me. I dove in as deep as I could, and then let the motions of my hips take over.

I could tell she was enjoying the deep rooting. Veronica's voice made sense again as she yelled, “Just like that, don't you fucking stop!” I pulled myself tighter to her, forcing an earth-splitting moan out of her mouth.

The cold leather against my knees started to wear on my skin as I pressed harder, driving Veronica even further along the road to her requested climax. I sat on the verge of giving in to my own orgasm, feeling the precum's oily lubrication against my skin. My thighs flexed to give my hips a bounce, pushing Veronica to the very precipice.

She came like a force of nature, curling her calves and feet up just beyond my body. I barely held on to my own limit, trying my damnedest not to blow my load before she allowed it. I thought I was the one giving orders in this relationship. 

Veronica shivered in front of me, gasping for each breath as I pulled out. The head of my cock was swollen, ready to perform its duty with the slightest bit of further stimulation. The few seconds of respite from her amazing walls and screams as Veronica turned over turned out to be a godsend.

She lied on her back, blushing harder than a cherry in red dye. She spread her legs before me and said, “Come inside me.”

I pulled one of her legs between mine and shifted her onto her side. The other leg ran up my torso, sticking her foot above my head. I plunged back in.

Veronica smiled and asked, “Do you think I'm on birth control right now?”

I gasped and drove myself back and deep inside again. “Do I look like I give a shit?” I really didn't.

“What if I said I'm not?”

I kept thrusting away. Veronica pushed her hands into the chaise and whimpered. The question didn't even register as a problem. “What if I said I don't care if you are or not?” Hell, at that point, I was willing to knock up a woman any man would call a perfect specimen. Biology does have its call we can't deny.

Veronica looked back at me as I was in mid-plow. She chirped a quick noise before responding, “Good boy.” 

Now we're getting to the part my friends laughed at until I showed them the videos from later in that trip. Veronica wrapped her arms underneath her breasts. I tried to keep control of myself for a few more precious seconds. Suddenly she burst out with, “God, Trent! Knock me up!”

That's all it took. Veronica grabbed one of her tits and gave me a look that would drive men to war or end a bloody feud, depending on how she wanted to use it. The tingle in my groin blew up into sensory overload.

She grinned from ear to ear as I felt the first jet of semen erupt. Veronica mewled out, justifying all of the swimmers I had sent down the shower drain as I thought of her during the past year. At that point, waking up and realizing it was all a dream would be cause for hanging myself.

My body exhausted itself within seconds. I could feel the slip of her walls increase with each delivery. I let her leg fall by the wayside as I collapsed on top of her, barely catching enough breath to avoid asphyxiation.

“I feel it inside me, Trent.” It forced out a final spurt I never knew I had. It finally dawned on me that Veronica was downright dangerous. Even under my control, she knew how to play me like a guitar in the middle of a solo.

My body gave out as I drifted between the desire for sleep and wanting to see the aftermath. I caught my wind as I felt her hand rest on my stomach. I couldn't help gasping out, “Are you a woman, or a fucking demon?”

Veronica hovered her face above mine and kissed me on the lips. “I might be both.”

Either way, she made a personal fantasy I couldn't dream of fulfilling as real as the snow piling up outside. “I'd ask for another round, but I need a few hours.”

She smiled and said, “Don't worry. I've had my fill of skiing.” Her breasts rested against my face as she shifted her body to cradle my own. “I think we'll both enjoy the next two weeks.”


And indeed we did enjoy them. I still guard the videos I ordered Veronica to agree to like priceless works of art. The real question in my mind the entire trip was, “Have I knocked her up or not?”

Whether she was bluffing or not was a question I didn't care too much about. There were worse fates than being able to pull out a famous swimsuit session in a magazine, then saying, “Yeah, I came in that about twenty times over winter break. So how did you spend your vacation, bud?” 


HYPNO STUD 5:

FANTASY OF A STRANGER 

Veronica's hospitality went far beyond anything I could have imagined. Her body was just as open to me as the vacation home, and I took full advantage throughout the first week. Skiing was about the last thing on my mind, even if the powder was deep and fresh. 

I woke up on Monday morning knowing the trip was half over. Veronica's had curled up next to me, barely moving from the position she'd fallen asleep in. The best part about the mornings was the healing of the chafing I'd been skirting around for the entire stay.

Her eyes opened as I started to get up. “Trent, let's try something different this morning.” My heart sank. The usual was having Veronica's long legs wrapped around my back.

“Like what?”

She leaned up, letting the covers fall below her naked breasts. “There's a fantasy I always wanted to try, but I never had the guts to ask someone.”

I was intrigued. “Shoot.”

Veronica blushed harder than a ripe tomato. “I don't know if I should. You'd probably think less of me.”

You're a famous swimsuit model who lets me fuck her like an animal. If you murdered my family, I'd still bow at your feet and worship. I forced a smile and said, “We'll never know until you ask.” I sat on the edge of the bed and turned my back. I knew she'd never tell me while I was looking her in the face. 

“It's not slapping puppies or anything.” She paused for a moment and took a deep breath. “Have you ever had a fantasy you can't tell anyone about?”

I'm living that kind of dream now. “Sure.” 

“Is it weird that I want to be taken against my will?”

“Would you judge me if I told you that sounds fun?”

Veronica put a hand on my back and let it slide down. “Not at all.”

But how in the hell would we do that, and keep it at just role play? “Should we get started then?” 

“It's a little hard to imagine that's what's happening if we just woke up together.”

Inspiration struck as I turned around. I whistled and looked Veronica in the eyes. Do as I will it be, for it is service I call you to. “Go take a shower. Forget who I am until I tell you to remember me.” The hypnosis ritual might not have been necessary, but I wasn't taking any chances. 

The luster disappeared from her eyes. “A stranger, waiting for me to get out of the shower to have his way with me?” She grinned and cocked her head. “I like it.” The shine in her irises gradually came back. 

Whether that would be true or not, I had to find out for myself.


I got dressed and let her start the shower. The door to the master bathroom opened into the bedroom within feet of the bed, so I knew where to hide. With the sound of the glass door latching shut, I knew time was limited.

My car had barely moved since I started staying there. I had some nylon rope in the trunk. When I got back to the bedroom with all fifty feet, I cut it into ten foot sections and hung them off of my belt loop. I decided not to put on my ski mask.

My dick got harder with each second I spent listening for the water to turn off. The pipes went silent after a couple of minutes. Supposedly, Veronica forgot I even existed at that very moment.

I went ahead and pulled my zipper down. The muffled sound of Veronica drying herself off gradually moved closer. The door creaked open.

Veronica came out from behind it, a white towel wrapped around her torso. She didn't get a chance to see me as she walked just beyond the door. It was a trap of her own making, and she had strolled right into it.

I stepped just behind her, giving her a split second to jump at the sound. Before she could turn around, I sealed off her mouth with the palm of my hand and took one of her arms behind her back. Her body was still warm and wet, steaming wherever her skin was exposed. 

Veronica struggled to break free. I forced her face down into the bed. Her legs kicked and she screamed as I broke a hand away to grab a section of rope.

I sat myself across the small of her back. She struggled to get her wrists out of my grip. The volume of her shrieking meant the isolation of the cabin probably kept me out of jail that morning.

The balls of her feet crashed against my back as I secured a hitch around the first wrist. I quickly wrapped the cord around both and secured the lashing. A quick test of the knot made me glad to be a former Boy Scout.

Veronica stopped screaming and kicking. I could feel her body shaking underneath me. “Please, just don't hurt me,” she pleaded.

I didn't respond, getting up and taking her ankles in hand. I bound them in the same way as her wrists. I looped another strip of rope between the two bindings, pulling it tight to force her arms and legs back.

Veronica rolled onto her side and got her second look at me as a total stranger. “What are you gonna do to me?” The fear in her eyes was as obvious as my raging eagerness. 

“Exactly what you want me to do,” I said, pushing her head up by the cheek.

The first tear ran down her face, running into my fingers. “I don't know what you mean.”

She did as soon as I pulled the towel skirt loose. Veronica buried her face in the comforter. I grabbed hold of her tits and bent down. She sobbed uncontrollably as I took a nipple into my mouth. 

It only took a few seconds for it to swell up against my tongue. My hand snaked its way down her stomach. I felt her thighs clench shut.

I made Veronica learn first-hand the lesson of being careful about what you wish for. I sat up and rolled her onto her back. Taking her jaw in hand, I forced her to look up at me as I said, “You're gonna fucking watch.”

Veronica opened her eyes, letting a fresh batch of tears streak down. The look on her face betrayed her struggle between fear and arousal. My fingers were just above her pussy and wriggling closer. “Please, don't.”

I grabbed two of the pillows and forced them under the back of her head. “Spread 'em!” Veronica tightened her legs further. I took a generous pinch on her inner thigh, using the ticklishness I'd discovered days before against her. She jerked, trying to resist. I squeezed and released in quick succession while shouting, “Now!”

The will to fight back left her as she opened her legs. I felt her clit, already swelling from her darkest fantasy coming true. Her pussy was soaked, saturating the skin of her inner thighs faster than I had ever seen her pull off.

I pushed two fingers inside, going straight for her g-spot. Veronica gasped, writhing inside the bindings. The wetness inside her was already sloshing around, bringing a look of sheer defeat to her beautiful face.

Veronica moaned, trying her best not to look like she was enjoying it. As soon as a smile graced her lips, I knew it was time to take a darker turn. “I've been watching you all week. Did you know that?”

My fingers slipped out as she asked, “You mean, you've been stalking me just to do this?”

“Not exactly.” I stood up and pulled her legs to the edge of the bed. The peach between her thighs just peeked out between her uppermost reaches of her thighs. 

Veronica's worry came back. “So you know who I am.”

“No.”

I didn't have time or concern enough to keep looking at her face. I pulled my pants and boxers off in seconds. My cock lifted, almost like it had its own pulse.

Veronica gave escape one more try. She twisted and squirmed, trying to slip out of the knots in vain. I propped my shaft against the opening I had been enjoying so thoroughly.

“If you do this, they'll come looking for you.” The desperation in her voice was palpable. But it wasn't enough to convince me that this wasn't how she saw her fantasy playing out.

I pressed inside, gliding straight through her passage. Veronica buried her face again as I pulled my shirt off. I tossed it over her head. “Like they wouldn't if I stopped now.”

Her moans picked up their tempo with my speed. Once her voice edged on screaming, I pulled the shirt off of her face. Veronica quickly turned her smile into a frown.

“You were enjoying that. Just admit it.”

A blush of shame consumed her. “If a strange man forces himself on me, don't I have a right to try and make the best of it?” 

“Or you might just be a slut.” I plunged hard, forcing a shout out of her.

Her eyes went dark. “It's better than sneaking in on women and having your way with them against their will.”

Is she trying to make it worse? Or is that just what she wants? “Bad choice of words.” I forced a look of rage and hammered away at her pussy, the crack of our hips meeting echoing through the open ceiling. 

Veronica curled her torso and whimpered. I felt her walls tighten against me. Before she could come, I pulled out.

She almost looked furious. “What? Is it too much for you?”

I bent down and pulled the pocketknife out of my pants. Veronica's eyebrows went up when I held it in front of her. Luckily for her, all I did was cut the rope around her ankles.

Veronica stretched her legs and sat on the edge of the mattress. It was time to find out if she was willing to prove her enjoyment. I lied down on the bed and ordered her, “On top. Now.” I knew her moves in that position well enough to tell.

She followed the command dutifully. Veronica straddled my hips and avoided looking me in the face. She went for a dry hump, sliding the lips of her pussy along my shaft.

Patience wasn't my greatest quality. I shifted myself down as she began sliding back, letting the movement of her body push me inside. Veronica whimpered and flung her head back.

I grabbed on to her breasts, wondering how rough I could be with the pair before the insurance policy on them took effect. Her nipples were hard as stone. Veronica gyrated her hips, giving me the slow ride to happiness I had come to expect every morning.

She finally looked down at me and bent closer. “You know, you could have just asked.” I squeezed her mounds and pulled her even further into my face.

“You didn't look like you wanted it that way, trotting around a cabin by yourself like that.”

She smiled and nuzzled my cheek. “If you untie my hands, I promise I won't run away.”

I pulled her into me and grabbed her wrists. “Do you think I'm that fucking stupid?” The coils of rope gave me a good handle. I pulled her back by the arms and hammered away from below. 

Veronica wailed with each burst of thrusts. The silky texture and warmth racing against the skin of my cock outdid her body's responses from before. There was no doubt she was having the time of her life, but couldn't admit to it.

I never let up. As I felt my borderline case of chafing flare up with the furious reaming, Veronica locked her muscles. Any sense of mercy left me as I kept on, not even stopping as she leaned her head painfully into my shoulder.

My endurance finally gave out nearly a minute later. My lungs struggled for breath only slightly less than Veronica's. Her body rumbled with the hard fit of climax.

I pushed her off of me. She fell, seized like a rusted bolt into the mattress. I bent over the edge of the bed and grabbed the three bits of rope still attached to my pants in the floor.

Veronica slowly became aware of the outside world again as I tied a rope around her ankle. I moved to lash it around the foot board as she gave a weak attempt at resistance. I put a hand around her foot, pinning against the bed as I finished the knot with one hand.

She gave in as I secured her other foot. “So, Mr. Stranger, what now?”

I knew better than to untie her hands without making sure she couldn't reach her ankles first. I made a slipknot and put it around her neck. Beads of sweat cropped up on her forehead as I tied it to the posts of the head board. I made sure to leave plenty of slack. Keeping her still was all I had in mind.

Veronica shivered in renewed fear. I straddled her with my legs and reached under her back. The wrist lashing had pulled tight against her struggle. It took a minute, but I had fun seeing the shame and arousal mix together for a look worth remembering.

I freed her arms and pulled one of them up. Her skin had conformed to the braid of the rope in a red and pink pattern. “I've got something special I want to do to you.” 

The lust instantly left her face. I knew she was thinking the worst. She jerked up, tightening the loop around her neck.

I pushed her shoulders back and pulled the knot a bit looser. “Easy,” I said, “you'll live.”

Veronica let her arm go limp as I pulled it toward the corner of the mattress. I made several loops on her upper arm, just above the elbow. My time with Bridgette and her love of being tied up left me enough experience to avoid marks that lasted more than a few hours.

I secured both arms, pulling the slipknot from her neck to secure the last limb. Her body was outstretched and wide open to any sort of pleasure, or punishment, I cared to dish out. I leaned into Veronica's ear and whispered, “I know about the toy in your suitcase.”

“So that's how close you've been watching me.” She grinned and carried on. “I'm sure you had fun hiding in the bushes.” 

I got up and left the room without saying a word. The duct tape the cabin's owners kept in the utility drawer was all I needed. When I came back through the door, I kept the roll behind my back and opened her bag in the corner of the room.

The blue “massager” had already gone through a set of D-cells since we met. The previous night required a change, and I knew her toy was ready for a long round. I buzzed it to life, feeling my entire arm go numb with the vibrations.

I walked back to the bed, presenting the necessary tools to her view. Veronica's eyes shot wide open. She knew her first orgasm was enough to drive her to the brink of consciousness, and this took climaxing to another level. 

Tossing the wand next to her, I smiled and asked, “How long do you think you can last?”

Veronica started to answer as I pulled several inches of tape out. “You're insane! I can't last more than a minu-” I pressed the start of the roll against her mouth and cut her off.

I let the tape rest against her face as I grabbed my knife from the other side of the bed. I cut the roll off and pressed the tag against her cheek. Veronica tried to complain through the duct tape, coming up with gibberish I couldn't translate.

The toy whirred to life again in my hands. I tagged her clit with it a few times, letting her think I wasn't that creative. When I grabbed the tape again, I made sure to look her in the eyes as I pulled more out.

Another tear leaked out. I cut the toy off and sliced away a few feet of silver ribbon. The ball of the wand rested firmly against her pearl as I secured it firmly onto her most sensitive spot. A few more bands for reinforcement made sure it wouldn't move further than one of the nonexistent hairs on her muff.

I set it to full speed as Veronica tried to scream. Her pupils shrunk, revealing all the hazel of her eyes as I bent over her face. “I'll be back to check up on you after while.”

Her head shook violently. I stroked her cheek down to the jaw and got up. By the time I had reached the door, Veronica's back had already arched off of the mattress.


I let my dick cool off for a while. A few more minutes in that room would have finished me, whether I was inside Veronica or not. I could hear the agony and overwhelming ecstasy through the doorway.

After a couple of minutes, the only sound I could make out was the buzz of her wand. I peeked back in to see Veronica trying to curl herself into a ball, never getting beyond a few centimeters closer to the shape from the restraints. I knew it was time to end the treatment.

Veronica's body shivered with tension as I started untying her from the left side. The toy kept overdosing her with the forced orgasm, still held tight by the duct tape. I could hear a faint attempt at a whimper that pulsed every few seconds.

Her body still attempt to curl. As I undid her second arm, the loops broke free as her body contracted. I got the last restraint off. Her body crumpled in on itself, exposing her pussy as she quivered on her side.

My cock was already chomping at the bit for another go. I neglected to pull the massager away as I readied myself for the second round. Veronica pulled even further into herself with each passing second.

Had she been able to, I'm positive she would have tried pulling off the improvised torture device. But when you can't react to a damn thing, it's impossible to have any control over your body, unbearable stimulation or not.

I went ahead and poked myself back in. The vibrations through her flesh felt like a stun gun to the primed and sensitive skin of my shaft. I twisted the butt of the toy's handle and ripped the tape away, giving her a discount Brazilian that had no hair to pull.

Veronica's body shook like the San Andreas. I pulled out and let her roll onto her back. Her legs bent, presenting the tight fold of her pussy as a shaking target I couldn't quite get a bead on. I pressed my body into the back of her thighs, forcing my way through the waves of tightness fighting back against my intrusion.

Finally feeling the gentle landing of my tip against her back wall, I gave Veronica the mercy of a short break. Her body matched the intensity of the blue device that had caused all this madness. I tried to hold onto myself, knowing it would be a waste if I finished without Veronica regaining her senses.

I enjoyed the contractions deep inside her body as I waited. When her eyes finally cracked open I asked, “How fun was that?” 

Her voice was shaky. “I never came so hard in my life, you bastard.” The hint of a smile on Veronica's face betrayed her appreciation.

I made a gentle thrust and stayed deep. “Good, then you'll always,” I stopped as she wrapped her arms and legs around my body, “remember me.”

The flash of recognition struck her face and quickly melted into confusion. “Up until now, I didn't know it was you, Trent.”

“Crazy. I was here the whole time.” I started to fuck her abused pussy, taking it slow and gentle with her for the first time since we had met.

Veronica smiled. “That was amazing. I was afraid, but I'd never been more turned on in my life.” I took a quick, hard thrust to mix things up. She gasped and continued, “And that fucking orgasm.”

“Care to have another round of that?” I picked up the pace, giving her bounce underneath me.

Her breathing picked up with her voice. “It was too much. I'm up for later. Just finish.”

It worked for me. I knew the first severe chafing would mean a few days of missing out. With only a week left, I wasn't willing to let my own personal model go to any amount of waste. The whole scene had me at the point of precoming to begin with.

I slowed my thrusting, giving the extra effort into force. Veronica already knew which buttons to push. She rested the soles of her feet against the back of my calves, pulled me into her breasts, and slowly wiggled her hips.

“I'm close,” I gasped, trying to soak in the entire feeling of my shaft.

Veronica buried her face in my neck and whispered, “Come inside me baby.” The way she said it had a magical quality, almost like a spell for ordering a male orgasm on command. Or like my own powers.

The pipes opened in my sack. The rush of feeling peaked as my cock hardened to it's limit. The skin on my swollen head struck her deepest reach.

Without being able to move, I tossed my first load out. My entire body gave out with the second. I couldn't help groaning, feeling Veronica's hands trace down my back in encouragement and appreciation.

She pulled me closer by my ass. “All of it.” My eyes slammed shut with the third and fourth. “Does it feel nice, coming in my pussy? I know you wanted to as soon as we met.” Even before then. The woman had a way of stating the truth.

My sack gradually emptied. My entire body felt hollow as I let out the last. Veronica knew she had total control of me, at least when it came to my climax. 

The goddess of the male orgasm held me tight as I caught my breath and my bearings. She put her lips on my ear and whispered, “That was incredible.”

I panted and didn't attempt getting up. I barely choked out, “I knew you were enjoying it.”

Veronica moaned in agreement. “But why didn't I know it was you?”

Could I ever tell her? “I thought you were just a good actress. I wouldn't have been so rough if I thought you didn't know.” A lie balder than her muffin.

I leaned up and watched the sincerity in her face as she said, “No, I'm not joking, Trent. I really thought you were some random stranger.”

“Did it scare you?”

“The couple of times I thought you might kill me in the end, yeah.”

I rolled the two of us over on our sides, finally breaking my flaccid dick free. I caressed Veronica's face for a bit of insincere coddling. “The poor thing. Afraid some man had broken in, but incredibly turned on once he put his cock in her.”

“I told you it was my fantasy. I've just got a thing for being taken.”

I cast a shit-eating grin. “And ravaged like a piece of meat. Don't forget that.”

Veronica broke the mood with a sudden realization. “And we'll need to change the sheets.”

I sat up to investigate. Sure enough, the copious amounts of pearly white leaking from her pussy had made its way onto the comforter. I'd made two laundromat runs for the bed in the past week already. It was a common problem with us.

A quick slap at her ass made Veronica jerk. I never could help joking around after sex. “So, what's up for this afternoon? Skiing with a friend, or more rough sex with a stranger?”


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM 

HYPNOSIS RESOURCES DEPARTMENT 

Ben leaned forward, relaxing his shoulders in a way that threw Kristina for a loop. “Can you look me in the eyes and tell me that with a straight face?”

What's the harm? You're still shitcanned. “Alright.” Kristina focused on Ben's pupils. 

“Listen to me,” Kristina felt a vague pressure behind her forehead, “and don't look away.”

Kristina's eyelids felt like they were tied to the ceiling. What's this moron doing?

“You're losing control, and that's alright. Do you understand?”

No. Kristina's head nodded on its own. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Ben stood and walked around to her side of the desk. Kristina held up her end of the mutual stare. He looked down and said, “Find my file, cancel the termination order, and then look back at me.”

Kristina's body fought against her mind in a one-sided battle. Why can't I control myself? Is this how he got Don in accounting to stop drinking all of a sudden? She pulled Ben's personnel records up on the computer. With the click of a mouse, he was reinstated as HR Counselor II.

“I'm glad my appeal went well.” Kristina swiveled her chair and looked back up. “Now, can we discuss promotions and salaries?” 

Why do I think this might be a good idea? With a quick nod, Kristina asked, “Are you still wanting the Assistant Human Resources Director position?” 

Ben reached down to tip Kristina’s chin up with an index finger. “No.”

His confidence and control swayed Kristina’s body into relaxing. “Then what position are you after, Ben?”

His hand moved onto her shoulder as he walked around the office chair. “Yours.”

Do you have any idea how hard I had to work, how many people I had to destroy, just to get here?  Her body took control, forcing her to say, “Just ask and I’ll do it.”

“First, I want that dress off your shoulders.”

Kristina leaned forward, undoing the clasp on the back of her neck. Why can't I say no? The straps fell. 

“Now, take off the rest of it.” Ben stepped away as Kristina stood up. He locked the door and returned, staring straight into the core of her being as she let the blue fabric slide down her thighs. 

A flush of warmth in Kristina’s face turned to outright blushing. Her helplessness as she stood in only panties and heels flipped switches Kristina never knew she had. “I’m sorry Ben,” she uttered as he started to loosen his tie. 

“About what?”

“For firing you. It's obvious you can handle this position better than I can.” What the fuck? No. No! 

Ben grabbed her wrists, pulling them behind her back. Kristina felt the cool silk of his tie bind her hands. “You’re going to make that little stunt up to me. Understand?”

“Yes, but how?” Fear and powerlessness had always driven Kristina to succeed in life, especially at the expense of others. Now, Ben had her deepest strings in hand, pulling them according to his will. 

A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Kristina felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt so helpless, knowing Ben wielded the same power she had over him moments ago. And then some. 

She noticed a glint of knowledge in his eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right nipple shuddered through Kristina. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Ben repeated with the left breast. Ben stepped between her thighs, cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands. He parted his legs, forcing Kristina’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”

For a brief second, Kristina's deep resistance manifested through Ben's control. “You can't do this to someone like me.”

Ben’s voice was surprisingly calm and collected. “Why not? Would you rather I go straight to punishment instead of letting you make up for what you did? You can be honest now.”

At that point, the fog in Kristina's mind had already obscured what her original offense even was. Still, she knew arguing the point wouldn't end in her favor. Her tone was flavored with defeat as she asked, “What do you plan on doing to me?”

Ben refused to answer as he disappeared from Kristina’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes and the usual relief of their removal. Ben’s rose back up. He gripped Kristina’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you helpless slut.” She obeyed.

Ben grabbed Kristina's silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. She felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. Ben stepped back and took a good look. He’s eying me like I’m a new toy. Property. 

Ben spotted the tinge of hatred Kristina had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed the signature smile that came from humiliating another person for your own amusement. A smile she had mastered herself. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping your gifts to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”

Gifts my ass. I clawed my way up the ladder, and I made this body busting my ass in the gym. Go fuck yourself. Kristina could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air she preferred for her office made her shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Ben approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness came over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.

Ben took a step forward, letting his fingers glide over Kristina's nude body. “Working in Human Resources is about trust. Did you know that?”

“Right now, I don’t trust you.”

“But you’ll know you can trust me after we’re done here.”

Kristina had no way of denying the fact that, by default, she had to trust Ben. It felt as unnatural as a nun cursing divinity. “You could just force me to resign and be done with it. Why aren’t you doing that right now?”

The smile full of bravado from earlier came back. “Because that was never my intent.”

“So what do you want?”

Ben locked his gaze on Kristina's eyes. “I don't want to destroy you. It's how I know I'm better suited for your position. Be glad I'm letting you have another chance to be a decent person.”

“Behave. That’s all I have to do?”

“That’s it, but you’ve done a terrible job of it until now.”

Kristina tried to hold herself steady as Ben wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. “You'll regret this.” 

His tone took on a darker shade. “No. You'll obey.” 
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