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The Lesbian Factory

Adelaide and I have been friends for a long time. She's very beautiful, and of course very rich, but I'm perfectly straight. I've never looked at any woman like that. I thought she was joking around when she talked about how she was done with men, and how pretty she thought I was. But when she had me kidnapped and hypnotized into becoming a lesbian, it didn't seem so funny anymore!


I'm tired of men," Adelaide said, twirling the scarlet lipstick-stained wine glass in her fingers.

I nodded patiently, waiting for my friend to get it all out. I had heard it all before. Every time she had her heart broken by one man or another, she would go off on the same rant. She hated men; she was sick of them; she was going to date women from now on.

It was hard to understand what was wrong with the men who rejected her. She was gorgeous, with long dark hair and a perfect body. And she was filthy rich, the daughter of wealthy parents who had herself expanded her fortune with good investments. She was really the complete package.

But time and again, she came back to me cursing the latest man to have hurt her.

"So it's over for good?" I asked. I took a sip of my own wine and leaned in closer to her.

She scoffed. "For good, forever! And good riddance to him. I'm done with all men now, Sofia. I mean it."

I didn't say anything, but my expression must have given away my amusement.

"Don't look at me like that," Adelaide said. "I'm serious. Maybe I've said it before, but I'm serious this time! I only want women from now on."

"But you're not interested in women."

She poured more red wine into her glass. "I wouldn't be so sure! More?"

"No, thanks." I couldn't afford to split the bill with her. As usual, she would be paying both our tabs. So I tried to drink responsibly instead of getting smashed the way I might with one of my other friends.

If I hadn't met Adelaide when I was too young to know what "rich" and "poor" meant, I doubted we would ever have become friends. I hadn't been intimidated by her wealth when we were kids. Now, I couldn't really say the same.

Then what she had said hit me. "You mean you do like women?"

"Of course. Why do you think I always talk about them?" She gave me a curious look.

I couldn't quite tell if she was being serious or not. "I thought you were joking."

Her scarlet lips curved into a smile. "Of course not."

"You've been with women?"

"Oh, yes." Her smile widened, showing off her gleaming white teeth. "But they can be as bad as men. The right ones never go for me."

What did she mean by the right ones? I wasn't sure if I knew what she was saying.

"How about you?" she asked, glancing over my body in the small black dress I wore. "Would you ever be with a woman?"

I blushed. "Oh, no. I don't think so." The way she was looking at me now made me want to cover myself. I had never noticed her looking at my cleavage before, but now it was as though she could hardly take her eyes off it.

"Never? Not under any circumstances? You're so pretty, you know, Sofia."

"I don't swing that way." Adelaide knew that perfectly well. Of course, I had thought I knew perfectly well that she didn't, either.

"But if you did?" she asked softly, leaning closer.

The question made no sense. "Well, in that case of course I would."

"I see..." she said, still looking at me in that strange new way. Even though it was still early I made my excuses shortly afterwards and left the bar, my head spinning.

By the next day, the conversation was still on my mind. I couldn't help picturing Adelaide with other women, naked and thrashing in bed together. It was obvious; why hadn't I seen it before? She was so intelligent, so dominant. It was no wonder men couldn't live up to her expectations.

But I had to just about push the new information to the back of my mind for the sake of my job. It was a busy day, and my boss, Evan, wouldn't get off my back.

In our daily review meeting in his office, he tapped his fingers on his desk impatiently. "It's not enough," he said. "You're not selling enough."

I sighed. His demands were so unrealistic. "I'm selling as much as anyone else in the department. That's what you told me at my annual review, anyway."

He didn't look amused as he answered. "I did, but you can sell more. You've got something the other salespeople don't have. Get out there and use your looks to your advantage."

"What are you implying?"

Evan crossed his arms. "You're a beautiful young woman. Play it up. I don't know, wear a push-up bra when you meet with clients. These things work, so I expect more from you than I expect from the others."

I stared at him in shock. "I don't think that's appropriate," I said. Standing up, I left his office without waiting for a response. My heels clacked on the ground as I walked quickly down the hall and out the front door. I knew that even if I looked a bit young for people to take me seriously, my suit and neat brown bun ensured that I looked the perfect image of the classy young professional. I wasn't about to wear a push-up bra for the sake of sales.

I sped up as I walked down the sidewalk to the garage where I had parked my car earlier. It would be a pain in the ass if traffic was bad on the way home. Maybe I could wear a bit more make-up. It would still be professional, but it could only help my sales. Then again, did I really want to give in to Evan's sexism?

A black car sat idly by the side of the road, the back door open. It was a bit strange, but I ignored it, deep in thought.

Then two men jumped out of the front, running to stop me in my path. In suits, ties, and dark glasses, they looked deadly serious. I was preparing to step around them until one said my name. "Sofia?"

"Yes," I said. My heart was pounding now.

"Come with us," the first man said.

"What?" I asked, nearly choking out the word. "Come where?"

"You'll find out," the other man said firmly. "Now get in the car."

I didn't have time to react. With his strong hand still holding my wrist tightly, I couldn't resist as he shoved me into the open back door of the black car.

"What are you doing?" I demanded, banging on the glass divider that kept me from the front section.

The men ignored me.

I didn't recognize either of them. Who could they be? Was I being kidnapped?

My heart was pounding, but I tried to calm myself down as the black car moved rapidly down the street, taking turn after sharp turn. What was going on?

Despite my dry throat, I kept telling myself that it would be okay. If I really was being kidnapped, my family would pay for my ransom. No, they couldn't afford anything. Adelaide could, though.

Adelaide! This had something to do with her. Only she had the money to hire a car and creepy men like this. This had something to do with our conversation last night!

She was having me kidnapped? No, it couldn't be. That didn't make any sense at all. Why would she do such a thing? But then, what else could it be?

Just as I started to panic, the car came to a stop. A moment later, my door opened. "Get out," one of the men said.

With no other choices, I did as he said. The car drove away, leaving me and the man alone in front of a large gray building.

It had no sign, nothing to indicate what kind of building it was. With its industrial-looking exterior, it seemed more like a factory than a government building or a jail. We were in the middle of nowhere, nothing else in sight but fields of grass.

"Follow me," the man said. "No funny business."

I followed him as he opened the door and walked down the hall to a reception area where another man sat behind a glass window. Like the first two men, he was in a suit, with short-cropped hair and dark eyes.

"This is Sofia," the man who had brought me in said.

The man in the booth nodded. "Good. I'll add her to the system."

"I'll bring her to the holding room," the first man said. "Then you can take it from there."

"Of course."

I looked around wildly. If I could run away, now would be the time. But where would I go? Even if I could outrun the suited men, I was in some rural area with no way to know where I was. I had no options but to do as they said, and hope my good behavior would make them take it easier on me.

Without another word to me, the first man walked down the hall. I followed him to a room filled with other young women. Half of them were naked, half clothed in all sorts of outfits. They looked like they had been pulled suddenly away from their daily lives.

The first thing that I noticed about them was that, although they were all different races and sizes, all of them were what I would call attractive.

The second was that they all sat there listlessly, a dull look in their eyes.

I tried to make eye contact with one of them, any of them, as the man pointed me toward a seat. But I couldn't. Their eyes were open, but they just didn't look up.

As I sat down, the man took a bottle of pills and a glass of water from a small table at the side of the room. "Take these," the man said, handing me a handful of the pills and the glass.

I stared at them. They were small and white, with no markings on them at all. I hadn't expected to be drugged. "What are they?"

"I'm not at liberty to tell you that."

"What if I don't take them?"

For a second, I could see the glint of his eyes through his dark glasses. "You won't like what will happen."

I put the pills in my mouth and hid them under my tongue, swallowing a large sip of water. Looking up at him, I tried to see if my ploy had worked.

"Swallow," he said with some anger. His strong hands came down on my jaw, holding it shut. He was forcing me to take the pills the way you would force a dog.

I choked, trying to open my mouth. But it was of no use. As much as I tried not to let the small white capsules go down my throat, I couldn't prevent them for long. My throat opened and the pills slid in.

"Good," the man said as my eyes closed.

The next part was a blur of sights and sounds. I was only vaguely aware of being walked to another room, a tiny cell with white walls where a man read me a script and asked me questions over and over. I couldn't understand anything he was saying. Nothing seemed to make sense.

Bright lights flashed in my eyes, then there was darkness. Images of naked women flashed before my eyes and metal instruments probed at my vagina. Female legs spread in front of me, pussy just inches from my face before vanishing.

Music played, then it was silent.

Through it all, the man was there, talking to me, telling me things I couldn't seem to figure out the meaning of. At times, he didn't even seem to be speaking English.

Yet through it all, the only emotion I felt was a vague confusion. I wasn't afraid, angry, or sad. I just didn't know what was going on.

Sometimes I sat, other women around me, and sometimes I was alone with the man. At one point I became aware that my clothes were no longer there. But I felt no shame, no modesty. There was no reason for me to be ashamed.

I came back to some kind of consciousness in another small white room. My eyes opened and I knew that I was there and that I existed. That was more than I had known before.

The man in a suit sitting across from me held up his hand. "How many fingers?" he asked.

I blinked. "Three."

"Good. Now?"

"Five."

He nodded, seeming to approve even though I couldn't tell what his expression was behind his dark glasses. "Did you know that you're naked?" he asked.

I looked down at myself, taking everything in. It was true that my whole body was exposed, including my breasts. "I didn't know."

"Do you care?"

I thought about it. There was no reason for me to care. "No."

"Are you a heterosexual?" he asked calmly.

This time I didn't need to think about it. "No," I said. "I am a lesbian."

I thought I saw a smile on his expressionless lips, but I couldn't be sure. "Very good," he said. "Come with me."

I followed him, walking down the hall to a reception area where a man sat behind a glass window. The place looked familiar, but I couldn't remember anything about it. The man spoke in hushed tones to the man behind the glass for a few minutes. I couldn't hear anything they said, but it didn't bother me. Patiently, I waited for them to finish talking.

The air was chilly on my nude body, but I didn't shiver. It felt perfectly normal to be standing there without clothes. When the man came back, gesturing to me to follow him again, he didn't give my nudity a second glance.

We walked silently through the halls of the building. Behind the doors that we passed, I saw lights heard loud music playing, as well as men's voices speaking loudly about things I didn't understand. It didn't occur to me to question what was going on. Questions no longer existed for me.

The man stopped in a large dark room where a conveyor belt ran slowly around, carrying a line of women through a curtain of black flaps into what seemed to be another room. Like me, the women were naked. They stood on the conveyor belt without any movement or emotion. The sight of their breasts and bodies sent a twinge through my body. I liked looking at them.

The belt ran around, displaying woman after woman. The man waited until there was a space between two women, and then he pointed to it. "Get on," he said.

Unflinchingly, I climbed onto the moving belt. I stood still, my eyes fixed on the round, curvy ass of the woman in front of me. It was just a normal ass, but it was mesmerizing. When the conveyor belt moved me past the black flaps into the other room, I saw my surroundings in my peripheral vision but didn't pay attention to them.

I knew the room was large and cold, with a door that led to the outside letting in chilly air. I could see a man in a suit and dark glasses standing next to a good-looking young woman, but I didn't think about these things.

The conveyor belt moved me along, one in a line-up of other naked young women. It rolled slowly but deliberately, unstoppingly.

"That's her," a familiar voice said.

And then the conveyor belt stopped.

Still staring at the woman's ass, I didn't respond until the suited man touched me on the shoulder. "Step off," he said.

I climbed down without surprise, my bare feet not even cold on the chilly cement floor. A beautiful young woman in a revealing outfit was the one who had spoken. I could hardly take my eyes off her.

"Turn around," the man said.

A beep came from behind me, and the suited man entered numbers on a credit card terminal.

When I turned back, the young woman in the little black dress was passing a credit card to the suited man. Swiping it, the man handed it back to her for her to enter her password.

"She looks great," the woman said, looking me up and down. "I knew she had a hot body."

"Well, we had nothing to do with that part," the man said with a small laugh.

"You've done your job well, though. I can tell just from the way she's looking at me," the woman said, clutching her purse tightly. "I've waited a long time to see her look at me like that."

I frowned. I didn't remember having even seen this woman before. And how was I looking at her?

"Go ahead, try her out," the man said.

The woman turned to face me directly. "Hi," she said. "I'm Adelaide."

"Hello, Adelaide," I said.

"How are you?"

"I'm well."

She smiled at me, her scarlet lips curving pleasantly. "Are you interested in women?" she asked.

"Of course."

"Would you like to come home with me and make love to me?"

My pussy tingled. "I would love to."

"Go ahead," the man said. "Give her a little kiss."

Adelaide approached me, her small, cool hand touching my bare shoulder. I let her put her lips to mine. They were as soft and sweet as they looked.

Inside my chest, something felt funny. I almost wondered what it was.

"Perfect," Adelaide said to the man.

He nodded. "She's all yours," the suited man said. "Let me put her in a box for you. You don't need a naked woman sitting in the front of your car."

"Oh," Adelaide said. "I didn't think about that. It's okay, I don't want her sitting in a box. I've got a blanket in the trunk - I'll just wrap her up in that."

"Up to you," the man said. "Enjoy!"

"I sure will," Adelaide said.

Adelaide led me out of the door to a parking garage. I was still completely naked, but again the chilly air had no effect on me. When we reached her small gray car, I allowed Adelaide to wrap me in a soft brown blanket she pulled out of his trunk.

She drove along long roads through the countryside. After a while, the area around us looked more and more like a city. "It's nice to meet you," she said after a long silence.

I had been staring ahead unthinkingly, but her voice didn't startle me. "You too," I said.

"You don't remember ever meeting me before?" she asked.

"No. Have we met before?"

She looked at me briefly. "Of course not." She went silent for a few more minutes, turning onto another road and then another. "I had a friend who looked just like you," she said quietly. "I always wanted her. Always. But she didn't like women."

"That's a shame," I said. "I don't know how anyone could not like women."

"You and me both," she sighed. "I'd like to call you by her name, if that's okay. Sofia."

"Sofia sounds fine," I said.

Pulling into another underground garage, she parked the car in a spot near the door. "So you do understand that we're going to have sex, right?"

"I don't understand anything."

She laughed a little bit. "Well, when we go inside, we're going to get naked. That is, I'm going to get naked, you're already naked. Then we're going to kiss and touch and lick each other all over."

"Okay."

Looked at me carefully, she asked, "Does that turn you on?"

"Yes." My pussy was already throbbing just thinking about being with her sexually.

There was a strange look on her face, but I didn't know how to interpret it. "Let's go!"

Holding the brown blanket around me, I followed her into a small room with an elevator that we took to the thirty-sixth floor. A robotic voice announced when the elevator got to our floor, the top floor. "We're here," Adelaide said.

We stepped out of the elevator directly into the luxurious living room of a penthouse. A large window showed an expansive view of the city below us. There was something familiar about the place, but I couldn't put my finger on what.

As soon as we passed through the elevator door, she stopped being so fidgety.

"This is it," she said. "Your new home."

"Okay."

"Do you have any questions? You want to know what room you're going to stay in, or anything?"

"No." My chest still felt funny, and so did my pussy.

One of her eyebrows raised. "Okay. I guess there's no use bothering to romance you. Let's go to the bedroom."

"Okay," I said.

Again, I followed her, this time going into a room with a desk spread with papers and a large bed. She pulled the blanket off the bed and sat down on its edge, looking intently at me. "Why don't you drop the blanket?" she asked.

"Okay." I let go of the soft fabric, letting the blanket fall around me to the floor. I was naked again, and Adelaide's expression changed as she looked at my body. It was impossible for me to understand what she felt or what she wanted.

"You're beautiful," she said quietly. "Your body is perfect, absolutely perfect. Do you know that?"

"No."

She ignored my answer. "Come closer. Let me touch you."

Stepping out of the blanket's folds, I moved closer to the bed. I stood between Adelaide's spread legs and waited patiently as she touched my shoulders and my hair. "I've waited so long to touch you," she said.

I said nothing. How could she have waited when we had just met?

"Is it okay if I touch your tits?" she asked.

There was no reason for her not to. "Yes."

She put both her hands on my breasts, cupping them in her hands and feeling their full weight. She jiggled them, letting them bounce against her palm, and ran her fingers over the nipples. "Does that feel good?"

"Yes. But I'd rather make you feel good."

That made her give me a lascivious smile. "You're just here for my pleasure, aren't you?"

"Yes."

She caressed my breasts some more. "You're going to do anything I tell you to, aren't you?"

"Yes."

Nodding, she said, "That works. Now, go ahead and unzip my dress."

Finding a zipper at the back, I pulled it down over her slim back. She had nothing on underneath. Her body was pale and toned, and even with the dress still half-on I could see that she had an incredible figure.

When I reached her waist, I looked up at her for instructions.

"Keep going," she said, standing.

I pulled the zipper down the rest of the way. It hung off her front, the perfect body underneath only a scrap of fabric away.

"Now take it off."

I slid the fabric along her firm body, pausing to gape at the large, smooth breasts revealed as I took off the dress. The female body was a thing of such beauty. I was happy to have a smooth, soft body myself, but Adelaide's put mine to shame. She was gorgeous, clothed or naked. But without her dress, the only word for her was "divine."

"Now, the rest of the way..."

The fabric slid easily over her slim hips and down her legs. Now she was as naked as I was, her body completely exposed to me.

I held the dress in my hands, not knowing what to do with it. "Just throw it anywhere. The maid will pick it up later," she said breathily.

"Get on your knees," she said. "In front of me."

I knelt down in front of her as she lay down on the bed. She spread her legs wide expectantly, but even though I knew what I wanted, I waited for her to tell me what to do.

"Touch it..." She groaned as I followed her instructions. "Rub it..."

Even though I had never done this before, somehow I felt like I knew what to do. With sure fingers, I stroked her clit with gentle circular motions. I wasn't completely confident, but it felt natural to do this.

"God, you're good at that, Sofia," she said. "That lesbian factory trained you well."

Something about that bothered me in a vague way, but I couldn't have said what. The thought disappeared, quickly buried like any other emotion that came up. I was a lesbian.

Adelaide was dripping with desire. I dipped my fingers lower, getting them wet with her juices. She smelled as good as she looked, and I wondered what she would taste like.

"You want to lick me?" she asked.

"Of course." I had been waiting for her to ask. Still stroking her clit because she hadn't told me to stop, I put my tongue on her clit and waited.

"Do you know how to go down on a woman?" she asked. "Did they teach you that?"

I did know how, but it wasn't because the men in suits had taught me. I didn't know if I was supposed to say yes or no. "I don't know," I said with my mouth still pressed up close to her wet pussy.

She sighed. Was I disappointing her? I had to do better. "Well, just lick it a little bit," she said. "Move your tongue back and forth."

I didn't know how to tell her that she didn't need to teach me. I just did as she told me, moving my tongue back and forth on her clit as I eased two fingers into her wetness. After a moment, my mouth found the same rhythm as my hand. She moaned out loud and laid back on the bed.

I didn't understand why she had done that. "Should I stop?" I asked.

"No, no! Keep going!" she said. She put her hands behind her head, lifting it up and watching me. "God damn, that's everything I've always wanted. You don't know how much I've wanted this..."

Her pussy got even wetter as I moved my tongue. I let the wetness wash over my fingers as I moved them inside her.

"Look at me while you do that, Sofia," she groaned.

Keeping my eyes open, I stared at her as I moved my tongue and my hand up and down. I held eye contact with her, licking her hard clit up and down over and over.

"I can't believe you're finally going down on me," she moaned, stroking the back of my head. "You're everything I always hoped you would be."

I didn't know what she meant, but my attention was focused on getting her off. After a few moments, She began to moan louder. She writhed on the bed below me, her slim body thrashing against the sheets.

With my free hand, I touched her breasts and played with her nipples. Touching them made me get even wetter. I loved touching women.

As I caressed Adelaide's breasts, still licking and fingering her, her body shook. "I'm going to come," she gasped. "Don't stop."

I didn't stop.

A second later, she was screaming out wildly. She screamed my name - or the name of the friend she had named me after. Then she was quiet.

I climbed up onto the bed next to her, wanting to touch her breasts more. "You're fantastic," she said as I caressed her all over. "Are you ready?"

I frowned. I didn't understand - ready for what? There was a new funny feeling in my own clit. I hadn't felt anything like that since I could remember - that is, since I woke up in the lesbian factory.

But whatever she wanted, I was ready for it. Squeezing one nipple between my thumb and index finger, I said, "Yes."

"Then lie on your back."

I did as she said, lying down on the bed with my head on her fluffy pillow. She sat up beside me and reached between my legs. I shivered she touched me down there. "You're wet," she said.

"I guess so."

"I'm telling you you are," she said. Raising her hand, she showed me how it was slick with liquid. "I think you're horny. Spread your legs for me."

I opened my legs wide and she knelt in between them. "Is it okay if I kiss you?" she asked hesitantly.

"Yes."

She leaned forward to give me a short kiss on the lips. "I have to have you," she breathed into my ear. "I want to have you writhe under me. I want to see you come."

My pussy ached for her. I didn't care what she wanted to do to me, as long as it involved me having an orgasm.

"I want to fuck you," she said. "Can I fuck you?"

"Yes..."

She touched my pussy again and I closed my eyes as she pushed two fingers into me, deep inside me. With long, slow strokes, she began to fuck me.

I lay there without moving, my legs spread wide open for her as she fucked me harder and harder. She held onto my hips with the other hand, pulling my body back and forth against the bedsheets. My body moved however she wanted it to; I was completely under her control.

"Look at me," she said again.

I opened my eyes, looking at her beautiful face as she thrust her fingers into me. My pussy was wet with my fluids, moist and juicy for her. She growled and her face flushed with exertion as she plunged into me.

I didn't move as she fucked me, only responding to her movements. All I did was lie there and allow her to have her way with me. She wanted me so badly - because I looked like her friend. I was nothing but a toy to her, a toy she had bought at a lesbian factory. I wished I could actually be the friend she wanted.

"That's good," she groaned. Her face looked strained as she sped up her pace. Her breathing was ragged as she pounded her fingers into me over and over. "Wrap your legs around me."

I put my legs around her back, drawing her hand deeper into me. Still looking her in the eyes and moaning, I embraced her. She was owning me totally, taking me completely. I was all hers.

As I continued to moan for her, my pussy and my clit felt did different from how they had before. I was getting closer. She was going to make me come.

She pulled her fingers out of me, leaving me with a feeling of emptiness. I wanted it back inside me. "Turn over," she said. Her fingers glistened, slick with my juices.

I turned over, getting onto my knees and allowing her to slide her fingers back into my willing pussy from behind. They filled me, filling the emptiness I had just experienced.

She stroked my hair as she slid her fingers into me with long, gentle thrusts. "Does that feel good for you?" she asked.

"Yes."

She thrust into me harder. "I'm going to make it feel good for you," she said. "You're so perfect... You're everything I've wanted..."

I moaned for her as she ravaged me, pounding into me harder and faster. I would never have imagined that fingers could feel that good inside me.

That wasn't how it was supposed to be. She had bought me from the lesbian factory for her own pleasure. And yet I was about to come.

Her free hand clamped down on my hip as her rhythm sped up even more. "The sight of your ass..."

I moaned loudly. My moans were getting closer to screams at some points. My fingers contracted, clenching into fists.

"You like it, don't you?" she asked, fucking me harder. "My lesbian likes getting fucked."

"Yes," I moaned.

My pussy tightened around her fingers, and I grasped wildly at the bedsheets. I did like getting fucked, and I liked being Adelaide's lesbian.

When I reached my peak, it was her name that I screamed out.

Groaning, I lay down on the bed as she pulled her fingers slowly out of me. I didn't like to have my pussy empty. I wanted her fingers to be back inside me.

She lay down beside me and put her arm around me, caressing my back softly. That felt good, too.

"You make one amazing lesbian, Sofia," she said. "I can't believe that you're finally mine..."

There was something about her. Something from before the lesbian factory.

But that didn't make sense. There was nothing from before the lesbian factory. I had been there, and now I was here.

Here, there was only me and her. And this would be my life from now on.

"I'm happy to be your lesbian," I told her.


Queen Bee

Beatriz Weaver likes science. She loves women. And she really loves to be in control. That's why she built a mechanical bee that turns the woman it stings into a mindless drone to be used for her own pleasure. Beatriz has been stinging a lot of pretty girls lately, and her hive of lesbian fucksluts is about to swarm the queen bee!


The bee sat in my hand, light enough that I could barely feel it. Its tiny legs and antennae sat unmoving for the moment, while its nearly-translucent wings buzzed with frenetic energy. Yellow and black stripes encircled its slender body.

To someone who wasn’t looking closely, the miniscule machine would have been indistinguishable from an actual bee.

I had spent years on this creation. It might have looked like the humble insect that it was modelled so closely off, but to me it was a work of art. My masterpiece, in fact.

The mechanics of creating and putting together the tiny components were one thing. Although that part was hard, it was essentially standard engineering.

What I was truly proud of lay inside the little bee. It was under the unassuming stripes. Past the stinger. Inside the stomach sac, the most important divergence from the body of a real bee.

Yes, it was the liquid that lay inside that sac. The liquid that changed women into mindless drones dedicated to one sole purpose.

With one sting, the bee injected the liquid into the woman’s veins. Once the liquid entered her circulatory system, she would change from a normal person with her own thoughts, dreams, and desires into a worker bee concentrated on only one thing.

That thing was me, Beatriz Weaver. And my pleasure.

“Go, little bee,” I said softly to the mechanical insect in my hand. “Fly for me.”

As it took off and I watched its progression on the large TV screens in front of me, I became aware of Ella buzzing at my side. She had been my first experiment, and an extremely successful one. Unlike the other women I planned to sting and seduce, I had known her before the bee brought her to me.

She was a grad student in my engineering program when I was finishing my Ph.D. With her long red hair and thick glasses, she made me and all of the male students think of repressed sexuality. The guys used to joke about how they’d like to get that white lab coat off her and slam her right on the laboratory counters.

It was easy to befriend her. She was so alone, so confused. I remember how she confessed in whispers to having slept with half the men in the school. She didn’t know how to say no. Every time another one of them used her in secret and then dumped her, she would come crying to me. Like a wounded animal, she was wary of men.

Once we became friends, she clung to me as well. She couldn’t go a day without talking to me. The sadness in her eyes was visible to everyone but her.

I did her a favor when I invited her over to my apartment for drinks that night and made my bee sting her. These days, Ella’s brilliant mind may have been reduced to following my orders and ensuring my pleasure. But she would never again be without someone who cared about her.

On the night I stung her, the pleasure was doubled by the fact that I wasn’t sure if the procedure would work or not. I had run experiments, yes, but it was impossible to be a hundred percent certain that a small dose of poison would be able to dominate a human woman’s mind and mold her to my wishes.

It had succeeded, though – more than in my wildest dreams. Everything was new for me that night. I had never even kissed a woman before. That night I had one of the most enchanting women I had ever seen nude in front of me, doing every last thing I asked her to do.

It was easily the most miraculous night of my life up to that point. But it was only to be surpassed by better and better ones.

The redheaded young woman in her yellow and black lingerie was my first worker drone. As I continued to build my hive, she would be an important one. My second in command.

“What is it, Ella?” I asked now, putting my arm around her bare shoulders. The strapless yellow and black bra she wore pushed her breasts nearly up to her chin, and I drank in the sight of them as I caressed her arm.

Of course, she didn’t respond. The low buzz in her throat may have been the only speech she was capable of now, but she could use that tongue for other things.

“Do you want to watch the bee with me?” I said, stroking her lightly. “It’s going to bring a new girl home soon. Someone to keep you company.”

The look she gave me reminded me of the way she had so often looked before. Questioning, as if she was wondering why I would need another woman when I already had her. It was so realistic, I almost wondered if some shadow of her former mind had stayed with her.

It wasn’t supposed to work like that. The women the bee stung were supposed to have only one purpose in life. So far, Ella had seemed to be a perfect specimen of that attitude. She did whatever I told her to, including eating my pussy until I came every time I asked her to. She would have done it ten times a day if I wanted her to.

Sometimes my requests weren’t far off from that. She never complained, just brought me to orgasm after screaming orgasm on the tip of her tongue.

I hadn’t given her any reason to be jealous since I stung her. It had just been the two of us for this last little while as I put the finishing touches on my little bee, working in my lab all day and riding her face at night. I hadn’t told her what I was doing.

In any case, I sat down on the plush couch in front of the TV screens that, between them, displayed every angle the bee could see. Positioning Ella on my lap, I stroked the pale skin on her thigh and watched the bee’s journey.

“See how it’s flying through the city, past all the buildings and trees?” I said to Ella. “It’s waiting for me to give it instructions. When I see a pretty girl, I’ll tell it to sting her.”

Ella sat quietly, but I explained further anyway.

“Yes, when it stings a girl, she’ll come right away. She won’t know what she’s doing. She’ll just feel this uncontrollable desire to follow the bee right back here. And she’ll feel this overwhelming need to pleasure me and make sure I’m satisfied.” I laughed, putting one hand inside Ella’s yellow and black bra and squeezing her hard little nipple. “Just like you do.”

The bee buzzed through the city. Time wore on and the early evening progressed into night. It was passing plenty of attractive women, but I wanted someone really special. The next girl would have to be special to compete with Ella.

Perhaps it was greedy of me to not stop at controlling one woman-drone. Ella could have been good enough for me. But I wanted more.

I was the third of five sisters. In my family, that meant I was forgotten. With my plain face and mousy hair, other people could never tell me apart from my sisters. I was called by their names more often than I was called Beatriz.

As I got older, my quietness and studiousness made sure that people continued to not notice me. There was a brief commotion when I came out of the closet, but since no woman ever looked at me twice, people ended up forgetting I was even gay.

I spent my time wrapped up in engineering and science books. Dreaming up the things I wanted to do to the women who had overlooked me. Planning exactly how I was going to do them.

And the time for my revenge on the female species was now.

On the screen, the bee flew into a late-night clubbing crowd. All three girls in the group were stumbling on the arms of men who looked just as drunk as they did. Although all the girls wore tight dresses that their curves were falling out of and stiletto heels that I couldn’t imagine walking in, there was only one of them that took my breath away.

“Her,” I breathed.

The bee stopped immediately. The six young people stopped too, seeing the artificial insect in their midst.

“A bee!” one girl cried. She swatted at it, but my little creation was far too fast for her alcohol-slowed hands.

“It’s a wasp,” one of the guys slurred.

“Like it matters? Kill it!” the second girl exclaimed.

Shoving Ella to the side, I jumped to my knees before the screens. The first girl or the second girl would have been fine, but it was the third that I wanted.

There was nothing wrong with the two brunettes. But the third girl, the blonde, had the most perfect body I had seen in my life. In the gold sequined dress so tight it seemed to be molded onto her curves, she could have been a supermodel.

Her image became larger as the bee flew towards her. On the screen, every little detail of her face showed up in high definition – still flawless, still the pure image of beauty.

“It’s going to sting me!” she yelled.

The bee flew closer, closer, and then its stinger jutted out and thrust into the skin of her unblemished neck. Time seemed to slow, and all I could hear was the beautiful woman’s gasp of pain.

I could envision exactly what the bee was doing right then. I had programmed it to eject the liquid from its sac into the female’s bloodstream. From there, the poison would travel rapidly down her veins and up her arteries, making its way to her brain within a few short seconds.

By the time the blonde’s last word had finished, the bee had already pulled out of her neck. The screens showed her face close up as her eyes glazed over. Her mouth dropped slackly open and her feet took a hesitant step forward.

“What’s with Rina?” asked the guy whose arm she had been on.

So her name was Rina. She was already walking away, her steps less hesitant and more purposeful as she followed the bee. Her friends’ voices faded away into nothing. Soon she would be here with me in my lair.

Finally remembering Ella on the floor, I took her hand and brought her to her feet. The expression in her eyes that resembled was back. But she still buzzed calmly, just the way the blonde in the gold dress was doing on the screen.

Rina kept me entertained for some time. With her and Ella around turning me on in their yellow and black lingerie, my clit was always hard. And having two women to cater to my every desire, there was no reason for me to not indulge in debauchery all day and all night if I wanted to.

Sometimes the haughty attitude she had with her friends seemed to show up again on her face. But she couldn’t speak. She could only buzz like a little worker bee, and take the orders that I gave her.

The curvy blonde didn’t know how to use her tongue at first. When I ordered her to suck my pussy, it was clear that she had never pleasured a woman before. It really didn’t feel that good. I thought at first that I would have to bring Ella in to finish the job.

But she took her orders as well as Ella did, I realized. I just needed to tell her exactly what to do.

“Suck my labia into your mouth,” I might say. “Nibble them a little bit.”

Or I might tell her, “Wrap your lips around my clit. Suck it like you would suck a dick.”

Another time, I could say, “Put two fingers inside me. Three. Now four.”

Whatever the order, she would do just what I said. No questions asked.

After a while, though, two women weren’t enough. I had a redhead and a blonde buzzing around me, but I wanted a little of everything.

So one night, I took my bee into my hands again and told it what I wanted it to do. “Go out and fly,” I said. “Don’t stop until I tell you to.”

Flanked by Ella on my right and Rina on my left, I watched what the mechanical bee saw as it flew away. Not wanting to go into the club scene again and risk bringing attention to my plot, I sent it into the busy downtown core late at night.

Again, I didn’t command the bee to sting until I saw someone who truly took my breath away. This time, it was a young Japanese woman with shiny black hair that reached her tiny waist. She was so petite she could have blown away in the wind, but her cleavage was plump and juicy in the fitted top she wore as she strolled downtown.

Her name was Yukiko, I learned, and she was as obedient as the other two. Those breasts felt just as good as they looked, and I filled my hands with them constantly. I spent days sitting with her, pretending to be her personal bra. Eventually their appeal wore off a little bit, enough that I put her in the a yellow and black underwear set that matched what the others wore and sent my bee out into the night again.

It brought back a black woman named Steph, whose huge ass was barely packed into tiny shorts and whose gold tooth glinted every time she opened her mouth. When the bee stung her, the cigarette dropped out of her mouth and she abandoned the hip-hop club where she had been fawning all over the new star, Big D. Those thick lips were put to better use when she arrived at my place.

Another time, my bee managed to sting a pair of twins. Cindy and Mindy were impossible to tell apart with their pixie-cut brown hair and their four identical D-cup breasts. The only difference I could find was that Cindy’s tongue was longer and could reach further inside my pussy when she ate me out.

I brought woman after woman back to my lair, turning all of them into buzzing, mindless bees. While I exercised caution at first, I became bolder as time went on. I would send the bee out during the day, inducing a businesswoman in a fitted skirt suit drop everything in the middle of her power lunch and come back to my lair where I would train her to eat my pussy for hours.

There were so many of the women that I stopped bothering to learn all of their names. I knew Ella, Rina, Steph, and the Brazilian girl with tanned skin, blonde highlights, and fake tits the size of watermelons. The rest became interchangeable.

They were all aroused, all the time, but they did nothing but obey my commands. My assignments for them weren’t just sex. All of the women needed to be fed and maintained, too. Each had their assigned tasks, which I had Ella keep track of.

As the hive grew, the work that needed to be done grew exponentially as well. All of the work served one purpose, though: it was all for the grander cause of pleasuring my clit.

I had gone from being the forgotten girl, the one who nobody knew, to the queen of them all.

On an average night I would lie in my bed, legs spread and ready. Ella stood outside my door at all times, even sleeping in a cot I set up for her just over the threshold in case I woke up horny in the middle of the night. “Bring me Brunette Number Eight,” I might command her. Or, “Fetch me Redhead Number Eleven.”

With an obedient buzz, she would disappear, reappearing minutes later with a sleepy, sexy woman ready to satisfy all my desires.

The women slept in rows, categorized by hair color and body type. In their matching bee lingerie, they all looked rather alike. Sometimes I was in the mood for a curvy woman, and sometimes a skinny one fit my needs just fine. Sometimes I wanted the feeling of big tits hefted in my hands, and other times I cared more about the size of the ass I would cup in my hands as the woman I chose fingered me to orgasm.

I did less of my own work as time went on. My bee was operating perfectly and needed no changes. I was surrounded by gorgeous women who catered to my every wish. There was no reason for me to waste time on work when I could be in bed, enjoying the caress of another one’s tongue on my clit.

Normally I brought one at a time to my bed. As time went on and more and more women joined my hive, it became more common for me to have two of them put on a show for me, going down on each other on the floor in front of me while a third lay between my legs on the bed and licked my own clit.

Other times, I would have a woman like Steph go down on me until I came. Like many of the women, she seemed to have retained a slight shred of her own personality. In her case, it was a trashy yet glamorous attitude that aroused me beyond reason.

She would look up at me with her big ebony tits hanging under her and her gold tooth shining, and the sight would get me so worked up I would immediately call for Ella again. “Bring me another!” I would yell. Steph would stand in the corner watching senselessly while the next girl licked me.

Ella was the perfect second-in-command. Like the other girls, she did everything I asked her to. But she stood out from them somehow, too. She was always there, buzzing around me even when I hadn’t asked her to. She clung to me as if she was in love with me. She had never done that before the bee stung her, or at least I hadn’t noticed.

The kind of jealousy she seemed to have when she saw me with other women didn’t change. Since she did see me with the others constantly, I made sure to let her have more than her fair share of my pussy to make it up to her. I didn’t mind. She was still one of the sexiest girls there, with her red hair and awesome body.

One night I took her into my bed with me and lay with my arms around her, feeling my clit harden between my legs at sensation of her skin on mine. I had been thinking of doing something special for a while now, and this seemed like as good a time as any to try it out.

Although Ella couldn’t speak, I answered a question I pretended she had asked me.

“No, we’re not stinging any new girls tonight,” I told her. I put one hand down her panties and felt her pussy, which was wet at all times. “I think I’m just going to enjoy the ones I have.”

She buzzed, looking at me with something resembling curiosity. I was sure I could see a hint of the pureness and sweetness left over from her former personality.

“Not like a normal night, no,” I said. “I’m going to enjoy all the ones I have. Every last one.”

I stroked her clit some more, enjoying the wetness. Even if she didn’t care if she got off or not, her only goal being to get me off, I was getting turned on by the way her body was turned on.

“Get up,” I said when I got tired of her. “I want you to wake up the girls. All of them. Get them in a line outside my door.”

Ella stood up and went. A few minutes later, a soft buzzing started outside my door. It grew louder as Ella woke more women up and brought them around. The women in their matching lingerie stood in a line that stretched down the hall.

I walked around the hall, appraising them. The row of beautiful women already reached the end of the hall, but I knew how many more needed to be lined up. “Ella, take these two with you and have them help you,” I said. She and her new helpers immediately disappeared, returning with more and more women who joined the line.

The underwear-clad women fidgeted in line. They may not have known it consciously, but they could sense that I was about to make use of their reason for being. They knew that I wanted them, and since pleasing me was their only goal, they were anxious to get closer to me.

They squirmed, knees bending and thighs clenching together. I knew their pussies were getting wet and their clits were getting hard. The thought of touching me was turning them on. That was the way I had programmed them.

It was impossible to keep from feeling slightly smug. As I walked down the hall, passing girl after girl, each one sexier than the last, I had to compliment myself on my excellent taste in women.

The line stretched through the whole house. The expanses of smooth skin displayed before me had me feeling more aroused than I had ever been in my life. When I had finally had enough of surveying my little bees, I returned to my bedroom and lay down on my bed.

“I’m ready, Ella,” I said. “I want one lick from each. Just one, and when it’s done they can go to the back of the line.”

She looked at me anxiously, and I smiled.

“Yes, of course you can go first.”

I spread my legs wide, waiting for the touch of her skilled tongue on my pounding clit. My eyes closed in delight as I felt the expected brush of warm, wet skin.

Unlike usual, though, the initial stroke wasn’t followed by another. Her lips didn’t clamp down around my clit and suck me, and her fingers didn’t enter my dripping pussy. As I had asked, she had only licked me once. Now she was walking away, going to the back of the line that stretched throughout my house.

I stared hungrily at her gorgeous ass. Maybe this idea had been a mistake. There was nothing wrong with our normal routine of her, or one of the other girls, licking me to orgasm.

But my thoughts were cut off when I felt a second warm tongue land between my still-open thighs. It only lasted for a moment, and then I opened my eyes to see the gorgeous Asian, Yukiko, walking away as well.

Rina, the haughty blonde with the amazing body, was next. This time I watched as she dropped to her knees in front of my bed. I watched as her tongue stroked my clit lovingly, just for the briefest second. And then the next girl behind her was already there.

As if they shared one mind, the girls found a rhythm. One after another, they came up and licked me. Soon there was no more than a second between licks. They crowded into the room, not pushing and shoving but just getting closer to my bed so that they could get to my clit faster when it was their turn.

“You and you,” I said, gasping for breath as I pointed to the next two girls in line. They were both gloriously beautiful, curvy brunettes. I thought I remembered one of them being the one who walked out of her business lunch, but I couldn’t be sure. “Come here. You suck my right nipple, you take the left one.”

The two brunettes eagerly took my nipples into their sexy mouths. Maybe they were disappointed that they wouldn’t have the chance to go down on me themselves. But getting to suck my tits must have made it up to them.

Even if none of the girls weren’t able to say it, their lust for me was apparent in the way they came toward me with hunger in their eyes. Blonde, brunette, Asian, black – they came, one after the other, to pleasure my throbbing clit. Some thin, some curvy. Some tall, some short. Some femme, some butch. All of them sexy as fuck and all of them wanted nothing in the world but to lick me.

And I was letting them. Oh, I was letting them! I lay back with my legs wide open, letting them please me for a second at a time. They were down to a split second between licks now, one standing up to leave just as the next bent in front of me. I was panting, partly from the pleasure itself and partly from the fact that there was a line-up of women just waiting go down on me.

The two girls sucking my nipples were doing an amazing job. The extra stimulation was making me sigh with pleasure, and I couldn’t stop my hips from shaking a little as one gorgeous woman after another came forward and licked me.

And it was a new woman every time. Even though I had told them to go back to the end of the line when they finished, I hadn’t seen a repeat yet. I wondered how long I could go on like this at a lick a second before reaching the end of the line. Thirty minutes, an hour? I was too turned on to last that long.

“Spend a little longer on my clit,” I said huskily to the next woman, a light-skinned black goddess. “Two or three licks.”

A buzzing went down the line, and I assumed the women were communicating the order somehow. Excitement hummed in the air. The women liked that. They wanted to spend longer licking me.

The black girl stroked my clit three times with her tongue. That alone could have sent me over the edge if I had let it. But I wasn’t quite ready for that yet.

The next girl, a tall one whose massive breasts spilled over the cups of her yellow and black bra, plied my clit with her tongue for long seconds. “Switch with her,” I ordered one of the girls who was licking my nipple. The feeling was so good I could hardly contain myself.

But I had to. I didn’t want to miss anything. The women kept coming. One after another, there were always more of them. They just kept coming.

When a familiar head of sleek red hair returned to the front of the line and bent between my legs, I was already on the brink of coming. Ella placed both hands on my thighs, holding me down as if she knew I was about to order her to stay longer than three licks. Yes, she would be the one to have the honor of finishing me off, I decided.

“Make me come,” I groaned.

The women around us, the ones who never did anything I didn’t tell them to do, swarmed around the bed. As many of them as could fit in the room stood in a huge throng, watching intently as my red-headed worker bee sent me over the edge.

The two women sucking my tits bit lightly on my nipples, and more women around them rushed onto me and nibbled my neck and earlobes.

My body tensed. Sparks of heat shot through me.

And the most incredible orgasm I had ever had in my life flooded over me, pleasure crashing over and through my body in a torrent of pure delight.

For a while, I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even think. Eventually, though, the loud buzzing around me dragged me out of my stupor. It sounded different than usual.

When I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was Ella looking up at me adoringly from between my legs. I patted her head, wanting to show my affection, but I was concerned at the sight I was seeing around me.

Something had gone wrong with the women. First they had swarmed into my room, not disobeying orders but not following them either. They had been supposed to stand in their line in the hall patiently, waiting for their next turn to lick me.

Now, it was even worse. They buzzed frantically in pairs and small clumps that had formed around the room and in the hall. Some kissed and groped each other, while others had already shed some of their underwear and were straight-out going down on or fingering each other.

I looked around in shock. This wasn’t supposed to have happened at all. With the lesbianism the poison had also caused, the girls were hot for each other. Maybe their proximity to each other tonight had set them off. Whatever it was, the small bits of personality that my bee’s poison had left them must have allowed them to form attractions and couple off together.

In the whole room, there wasn’t a single girl by herself. As I stood and walked into the hallway, the same still held true. Every last woman that I had found and stung was engaged in one way or another in this massive lesbian orgy.

My stomach churned. After all my work, I was alone again. Forgotten. Overlooked.

Everything I had done had been for nothing.

A soft hand touched my shoulder, and I spun around to see who it was. After the split second of realization, my heart overflowed with relief.

It wasn’t true that I was all alone. One girl had been trailing behind me, following at my heels. One girl had still had eyes for only me, even in the middle of this scene of lesbian debauchery.

Ella was still there for me. She still had that look in her eyes that I had started to notice after transforming her. It wasn’t hurt, I saw now. It was need – her need for me. And it had been there since before she was bitten by a mechanical bee.

Ignoring the masses of naked flesh surrounding us, I put my arm around Ella and did something I had never done before: kissed her on her full red lips. The other women might come back to me or they might not. I didn’t need revenge on all women. I only needed one woman who wanted me for me.

For Ella, I had never been forgettable.


Hypnotizing the Homophobe

Constance is a strait-laced, conservative politician. Her hobbies include being a good American, yelling at her staff, and fighting gay rights. Her new intern is shocked at the congresswoman's blatant homophobia. And she isn't going to put up with it for long. See, not only is the new intern a lesbian, but she's also an expert hypnotist. It's all too easy for her to turn Constance into a lesbian bimbo!


The new intern sits quietly during the meeting. She doesn’t make a sound as the rest of us talk heatedly, arguing about how best to counter the gay agenda.

She’s a young girl, seemingly fresh out of university. Smart enough to know that she should keep her mouth shut when her betters are talking, but I don’t know if she’s capable of much else.

It’s possible that Peter, my head staffer, hired her for her looks. With her long blonde hair and wide green eyes, I have no doubt that his head was at least a little bit turned. She’s a very attractive girl; it would be impossible to deny that.

Right now isn’t the time to worry about her suitableness for this position, though. “They’re taking over America,” I tell the group of ten staff members and volunteers seated around the long table. “We can’t let it go on. Homosexuals getting married. Throwing parades. If we let this legislation pass, they’ll be destroying all of our good American families.”

My supporters hang onto my every word, as enthusiastic and passionate about the issues as I am. I know that in my expensive brown pantsuit and with my cropped dark hair, I’m the image of a successful woman. My staff worship me, one and all.

“You’re quite right,” Peter says, agreeing with me as usual. “We have to oppose this legislation. The homosexuals can’t be allowed to do things like this. Things that are only for married couples to do.”

I nod emphatically, leaning an elbow on the table. The sleeve of my tailored jacket slips down my arm and I catch a glimpse of my gold watch. It looks like the meeting has been going on for an hour longer than we expected and my staff should have gone home thirty minutes ago. We’ve just all been so caught up in this discussion.

“I think we’re all agreed on that,” I say.

The new intern coughs quietly. It’s as if she’s trying to get our attention. But she couldn’t have anything to say. Impossible that she could disagree with us at this point.

She wouldn’t be here if she did. Not here with Constance Ward, United States congresswoman. The things we’re talking about are a key part of my platform, and she’s supposed to be here to support me.

“Yes?” I bark at her.

“Well, Ms. Ward, I’ve been listening carefully and I’m just not sure about what you’re saying,” she says, sounding far more confident than a new intern should when interrupting an in-progress meeting.

“Oh? Do you think there’s a better way to oppose the homosexual agenda?” I’m trying to give her the benefit of the doubt, although my patience is wearing thin. As a brand-new intern, she shouldn’t be speaking at all, much less trying to contradict me in the middle of a meeting that’s already running overlong. Even if I don’t have a family to go home to, I’d like to get my staff and volunteers back to theirs before suppertime.

The girl bites her naturally pink lip, looking more fresh-faced and innocent than any paid member of my staff ever should. “Actually, Ms. Ward, I don’t think we need to oppose the homosexual agenda. The only agenda homosexuals have is a better life for themselves and their families.”

The room goes dead silent. There’s no room to give her the benefit of the doubt anymore. The girl is challenging me, plain and simple. Every last person on my team is staring at the girl, doubtless wondering if she’s some sort of liberal or just mentally retarded. Then in unison, all eyes turn to me. Tension in the room builds as the group waits for me to explode in one of my legendary fits of anger.

“You think these homosexuals should be allowed to – to – ” I can barely get the words out when I’m this upset. “They should be allowed to visit each other in the hospital?”

“Yes,” the girl says simply.

It takes me a moment to decide how to react. I’m breathing raggedly, sucking air in through my nose and gazing at the girl who dared to challenge me.

“Get out,” I growl.

The girl stands up, gathering her things hurriedly. She gives me a reproachful look that I ignore. “Not you,” I say. “Everyone else!”

Silent, the others begin to move. They must be wondering what I’m going to do. No doubt some of them are regretting that they’re going to miss this girl’s beat-down. They would have loved to be able to gossip about it tonight instead of having to wait until tomorrow.

“Go home,” I continue. “We’ll pick up where we left off first thing in the morning.”

In my peripheral vision I can see my ten team members filing out the door, their whispers already starting. But I’m focused on the green-eyed girl.

Now that I’m looking at her more carefully, she seems more irritating than I thought. Her blonde hair is swept up in a messy bun. It’s not even the kind you labor over for hours to get just right, which still wouldn’t have been acceptable. It looks like a bun that was genuinely put up in about three seconds.

Compare her messy bun to my sleek coiffure, every strand gelled neatly into place. Compare her too-short skirt and her blouse that looks as though she cut the arms off to my bespoke suit. A girl like that must be used to getting by on her good looks, but that won’t fly here, no matter what Peter thinks.

The girl doesn’t belong in my office.

“What was your name again?” I ask, holding myself back from barking at her.

“Hadley, ma’am.”

A ridiculous name, typical for a child like her. “And you recently finished your studies, correct? What was your major?”

“Women’s studies, ma’am.”

Now the pieces of the puzzle are falling into place. With the girl’s innocence and her weak mind, she’s been completely brainwashed by the left-wing academic complex. The only thing I don’t understand is how she got into my office. “What did Peter say about why he hired you?” I ask.

“He said he was working with me would be like a breath of fresh air. I assumed he meant he was looking forward to hearing my viewpoints.” The girl looks at me anxiously with her big green eyes. She’s figured out by now that what she assumed was wrong.

That lecherous old perv thought working with her would be like a breath of fresh air, all right. On his crotch. I’m going to have to have a long talk with him about his hiring practices.

After the last intern, who was equally young and pretty, left suddenly claiming she had been sexually harassed, I should have paid attention. It should have been clear that Peter was a problem. He’s always been such a good little boot-licker that I didn’t believe anything was really wrong. But hiring a little commie  just for having nice breasts is going too far.

I don’t know why he was so keen to hire this girl. It’s not like she would ever have sex with him anyway, and even if she did, I’ve never understood why sex is such a big deal to some people. Having to be naked, making undignified noises, enduring another person’s sweat and groping hands. I’ve never seen the appeal in having sex.

For the moment, though, I have to explain things to this little Hedley, or Hadley, or whatever her name was. “Look, girl, you have to understand you’re not in college anymore. Maybe the leftist pinkos have taught you to believe that homosexuality is okay. Maybe you even think they’re just like us. But you’re in the real world now, and gay is not okay!” I tell her.

She clutches her pencils. “I don’t agree with that.”

“If you’re going to work with me, you’d better agree. I know it may sound cruel after the brainwashing that you’ve had. But these homosexuals are sinning, condemning themselves to an eternity in hell. It’s for their own good that we oppose legislation like the one we were talking about today.” I’m trying to be patient with her, but it’s as if the girl doesn’t understand common sense.

She opens her mouth to say more, but I cut her off. “Now, go home and think hard about how we can stop those homosexuals. I want you to have some good ideas to share at our meeting tomorrow.”

Hedley or Hadley gets up to leave. Clenching her pencils in her hand, she opens her mouth and closes it, going out the door without a word.

“And one more thing!” I call after her. “Do something about your hair!”

Over the next weeks, the girl integrates well enough into our office. It’s a strange situation having one of the liberal pinkos living and working among us good Americans, but Hadley ends up being fairly capable at fetching coffee and formatting spreadsheets. And she manages to tie her hair back neatly, even if her clothing is still less than professional.

I’m sure Peter enjoys seeing her tight skirts and curve-hugging tops. I’ve yelled at him in private for hiring her, and he’s apologized, so there’s nothing more I can do about that. As for the girl, I just make a mental note to speak to her about the provocative outfits.

From time to time I ask her opinion, trying to get into the other side’s head. But she usually tries to spin it into a whole discussion, and I’m not interested in arguing with her. It’s not as though a dimwitted leftist would be able to change my mind about anything.

I’m still cursing Peter for hiring her. If I had my choice, I would dispose of her. But once she signed the papers to work for us, it would have been more trouble than it was worth to get rid of her. As long as we hold our meetings without her, it’s not too bad having her around.

The homosexual bill we were discussing in that first meeting is tabled. We don’t come back to it for a while. In the meantime, no other gay issues pass through the office. Hadley is clearly a leftist through and through, but nothing seems to inspire her passion like that homosexual bill did.

When the bill is brought back weeks later, my staffers and I hold an emergency meeting about it. It offends all of us personally, and our voices rise as we get emotional about how to prevent the homosexuals from visiting each other in the hospital. I even remove my suit jacket and conduct the meeting in my button-down white silk shirt. It’s still modest, of course, but I feel slightly exposed without my full power suit.

Hadley isn’t invited to the meeting, of course. But she’s still there on her computer when we emerge from the boardroom, tired and teary-eyed, two hours after the office was supposed to close.

My staff exit quietly, but I stay there to speak to her. “Listening in, were you?”

“I’m sorry, Constance.” At some point she stopped calling me “ma’am.” “You know I still don’t agree with your views on this issue. I wanted to hear what was going on.”

My mouth sets in a firm line. “Well, I’m sure you heard everything. You must understand our thinking by now. We’re trying to protect families and children.”

She looks up at me innocently. “Protect them from what?”

Leaning back against the wall, I cross my arms across my chest. If this girl thinks she’s going to shake me, she’s got another think coming. My convictions are solid. Nothing can change them. “From the homosexuals,” I say.

“Couldn’t it just be that gay people want to see their loved ones when they get sick, just like everybody else? How is that so wrong?”

I huff. “On its own, maybe it doesn’t sound so bad. But it’s a slippery slope! Straight people like you and me can’t be giving liberties to the homosexuals. You give them an inch, and they’ll take – ”

The girl has the nerve to cut me off. “Constance,” she says, “maybe you should know I’m gay myself.”

I start to laugh. Hadley is the picture of femininity, with her long blonde hair and fitted clothes. Nothing about her suggests a mannish lesbian.

But the girl isn’t laughing. She’s serious.

“You?” I gasp. “You chose to be gay?” I sink into a chair, taken aback at the thought. I was wrong about nothing shaking me. I can’t imagine a pretty girl like Hadley kissing another woman, going to bed with one, licking another woman’s vagina. It’s disgusting to even think about imagining it!

Of course, thinking of her with a man is just as disgusting. Touching a male body, sucking a penis, lying back with her legs spread – no, sex in general is just horrifying. I know it was bad enough the few times I tried it.

“I didn’t choose anything,” Hadley says. “I was born this way. And I’m happy with who I am.”

“Happy! How can you be happy when you have perverted desires like that?”

Hadley smiles at me, her pink lips curving upwards. “It’s not so bad. Maybe you should try it.”

“Try it?” Now I’m simply confused. “Are you coming on to me?”

Her gaze sweeps up and down my body, and I sit up to prevent the small display of cleavage at the neckline of my silk shirt. “Not now,” she says. “Not yet. You’re straight right now. It wouldn’t be much fun.”

There’s something about her, now that I know she’s a lesbian. Her smile looks different. Less simple, more seductive.

She’s still fresh-faced, but her innocence has disappeared. I’m not sure if it was ever there to begin with. Perhaps it was just an act that she was putting on to conceal her inner perversions.

She did well at it. I never in my wildest dreams suspected she was one of them. Even when she was leaping to the defense of the gays, she never dropped a hint that she was a rug-munching sicko herself.

I should be kicking her out of my office right now, but she’s being so mysterious that I have to ask what she means.

“First I have to turn you into a lesbian,” she says. “Then I’ll come on to you.”

She’s not making any sense at all. “You can’t turn me into a lesbian. I’m as heterosexual as they come.”

“Want to bet?” the girl smirks.

She has something up her sleeve, something I don’t understand at all. I know nothing in the world could make me attracted to women, though. I like men. I would never choose to be gay, like this confused young girl did.

“Just sit there, and I’ll make you gay,” she says. “I’ll make you my little lesbian bimbo.”

Standing up, she advances toward me. The look on her face sends shivers down my spine. I don’t know what she’s planning to do, but she’s completely serious about doing it.

“Stop!” I say, hurriedly getting up from my chair. “I didn’t say you could do anything.”

Her pink lips laugh at me cruelly, and I wonder again where her innocence went. This girl isn’t who I thought she was at all. “If you’re sure that you’re straight, then what are you scared of?” she asks. “If nothing could turn you gay, there’s no harm in letting me try.”

I’m stuck. This weak-minded young intern, has backed me, a powerful congresswoman, into a corner. I can’t say no now.

She’s right, though. I do know that nothing she can do will change my orientation.

I just wish I knew exactly what she was planning to do.

“Fine,” I huff, settling back into my chair. I sit on the edge this time, ready to jump up and run at a moment’s notice. “If you want to turn me into a lesbian, you’re only going to disappoint yourself.”

“Then close your eyes. This won’t hurt at all.”

I peek at her anxiously, but she’s just smirking again. Whatever she’s going to do, she’s pretty sure of herself.

“I’m a hypnotist,” she tells me when she sees I’m not closing my eyes. “I can do things you wouldn’t believe are possible. But you’ll see what I mean in a minute.”

I still want to back out, but all I can do is play along and hope I’m right about my sexuality. I close my eyes, darkness enfolding me before Hadley begins to speak. She tells me to relax first, her soothing voice draping layer after layer of sleepiness over me. I’m tense but as she goes on, almost against my will, I do find myself relaxing.

She counts down slowly from a high number, speaking softly and gently. After ten or twenty numbers, I lose count, unable to follow the progression. Soon I’m breathing deeply, my body limp against the hard-backed chair I’m sitting on. My head rolls forward, hitting my silk-clad chest.

Now Hadley’s words slip easily in and out of my mind. I try to hold onto them, to understand what she’s saying, but as soon as they’re there, they’re gone again. I hear something about women, though.

Something about vagina.

About setting myself free.

Releasing my inner desires…

Part of me wants to worry about what she’s saying, what she’s doing to me. But I’m so relaxed, I just let her words go.

I start to wake up again when I hear more numbers. Hadley is counting up this time. When she reaches ten, my eyes flicker open. It takes me a minute to remember who I am and where we are. Even my own name is hard to place. Then I know I’m Constance Ward, congresswoman.

Hadley watches me carefully. I’m distracted, though. Something is wrong. My mind is still foggy and I can’t think straight.

The first thing I need to fix is my clothes. My shirt is so ugly, even if the material is really soft. It’s covering up my curvy, sexy body. I unbutton several of the top buttons. Now it shows a deep line of cleavage, even exposing my lacy white bra.

But that’s not good enough. I pull out the tucked-in tails and fold them up, tying them tightly just under my tits. This is more like it. My pants are still hideous, but now I’m feeling a little bit sexy.

I look up at Hadley. “Feel better now?” she says.

“Much better. Why was I wearing those ugly things?”

“Oh, I don’t know. We’ll get you some new clothes, don’t worry. You really do have a gorgeous body. No one would know from the way you normally dress, though.”

“I normally dress like… like this?” I can’t remember much about what’s normal to me. I just know I don’t like what I was wearing at all.

“You do,” she says regretfully. “And you know what else?”

“What?”

“Normally, you really hate homosexuals.”

A confused frown furrows my forehead. “I do?” I have no idea if it’s true. It doesn’t make sense at all. After a moment of thinking about it, I laugh loudly. “I don’t! How could I? I’m as lesbian as the day is long!”

Hadley doesn’t laugh. “It’s true, Constance. You hate all lesbians.”

Now that I’m getting used to being awake, I notice that my body is burning with desire. Every inch of me is aching to be touched.

The worst is my pussy, which is painfully empty. I want it touched so badly it hurts. A close second is my breasts, which are swollen huge and are longing to be stroked and squeezed. My clit is throbbing so hard between my thighs, it’s driving me to distraction.

All I can think about is pussy. Well, breasts too, but mostly pussy.

Wet pussy. Delicious pussy.

Licking pussy. Getting my pussy licked.

I give Hadley a longing look. I know she has a pussy. It’s so close I can almost taste it. She’s keeping it from me, torturing me. I want her pussy to be sitting on my face right now.

There’s something weird about the way I’m feeling. I don’t think I felt like this yesterday, or even an hour ago. But I’m not sure.

“I don’t hate lesbians,” I tell her. “I love lesbians… I want lesbians!”

My clit pulses as I look at her. She’s so young, but so sexy. Her body is soft and curvy under the business casual outfit she’s wearing. I want to yank out the too-neat ponytail she’s wearing and mess it all up.

“And you’re a lesbian,” I tell Hadley. “I don’t hate you. I want you.”

“You want me, huh?” she says, seeming amused. “How long have you wanted me for?”

“A long time.” I can’t remember a time when I didn’t want Hadley. Thinking back to when she first came to my office, I wanted her back then. I just didn’t realize it until now.

She was always beautiful and sexy. I was distracted by her innocent looks. Now that she’s revealed her true colors, I can admit to myself just how much she turns me on.

Hadley stares at me, thinking who knows what. It’s hard enough for me to figure out what I’m thinking myself, when my mind is fogged by this voracious arousal. “You have?”

“Yes.”

“How long have you been a lesbian for?” she asks.

“Since always.”

She nods slowly and comes closer to me, perching on the desk beside me without touching me. I can see her desire for me, but she’s resisting for some reason. “Congresswoman Constance Ward,” she says.

“That’s me!” I chirp.

“Do you like your job?”

“Of course!” I say. I can’t quite remember what I do every day, though. My pussy’s wetness is too distracting, and I wish Hadley would keep talking about lesbians and pussy instead of politics.

“What do you like about it?” she asks.

I can’t think of anything about it. “I don’t know. I just want pussy.”

She laughs, chucking me under the chin. “You’re a little lesbian bimbo now, aren’t you?”

I think about it. “I guess so!”

“You like being a lesbian bimbo?” she asks.

“No, but I will once I get some pussy.”

Hadley smiles. “You know what, I think you’re right.”

She begins to take off her clothes. My eyes nearly pop out when I see her amazing body. She’s skinny, with big tits that I just want to suck and bite. I move toward them instinctively, putting them in my mouth and squeezing them with my hands. Sucking her breasts makes my pussy even wetter!

I put my head between her big tits and shake it back and forth, drowning my face in her cleavage. Her tits are so sexy and fun, I could just play with them all day. I wonder how she could have thought I wasn’t a lesbian. I’m more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life.

Hadley seems to like the way I hold onto her pointy little nipples and squeeze her tits. She’s moaning loudly, letting down her skirt at the same time.

Finally I’m going to get my hands on some pussy. I stick one hand down her underwear, the other one down my own. Like this, I can rub both of our clits at the same time. It feels so good to touch her down there, but even better to touch myself.

I bring one hand after the other to my mouth, tasting both of our juices. My pussy tastes good, but hers is delicious. I want more of it, so much more! Hadley looks at me and I can tell she knows what I want.

She pulls me off the chair to take my place in it, but shields her bare pussy with her hands. “Are you ready to lick some pussy, Constance?” she asks.

“Of course!” I’ve been longing for this moment for as long as I can remember.

“You’re ready to be my little lesbian?”

“Yes!”

With a smirk on her face, she takes her hands away from her pussy and I dive in eagerly. Still touching myself, I take a taste of her juicy goodness straight from the source. Her legs twitch as I go deeper into her pussy, then lick all around her hard clit.

“That’s a good girl,” Hadley tells me, stroking my hair. “Lick it like a lesbian.”

Her pussy is tantalizing and the way she’s reacting is even better. “Lick me, Congresswoman,” Hadley orders me. “Lick that lesbian pussy.”

Going down on her turns me on too much, and soon I’m close to making myself climax. It’s especially hard to keep from coming when I lick Hadley to a huge orgasm!

Before I can push myself over the edge, though, she takes me by the hand and makes me switch places with her again. Now I’m sitting on the swivel chair, my legs spread wide waiting for her.

Kneeling in front of me, she separates my legs and puts her hand between them. I cry out instantly at her touch. My body is so sensitive and I’ve been waiting so long to be touched by a hot lesbian. Hadley playing with my hard clit is sheer ecstasy.

It’s even better when she pushes my legs still further apart and plants kisses up and down my inner thighs. She’s torturing me, kissing and nipping at my thighs instead of at my clit. “Lick me,” I beg.

Her tongue finally extends out and meets my burning clitoris, sweeping it up and down with tender strokes. Every motion of her tongue brings me to greater heights of pleasure.

She licks in small circles, stroking my clit with her tongue. All I can see of her is her long blonde hair, as her head is lowered and she concentrates on her task.

My pleasure builds. I’m finally about to have the orgasm I’ve been craving for so long.

When one of her fingers pushes inside me, I can’t hold back anymore. “Oh! Oh! Oh, Hadley!” I scream out. “I’m coming!”

I flail wildly, my body jerking and twitching as the chair nearly rolls out of Hadley’s grip. She grabs it and steadies me and my orgasm goes on and on, Hadley’s tongue and finger driving me to one climax, then to another and another in immediate succession. I can’t stop the little mewing sounds I’m making as I finally finish, unable to come anymore.

Hadley stands up and dresses. “How was your first time getting licked by another woman?” she asks.

“I don’t think it was my first time. I’m a lesbian,” I remind her.

She smirks at me again. “I think it was. You’re Constance Ward, congresswoman, homophobe. Remember?”

My head fills with confusion. I don’t remember. And I don’t like the idea of being a homophobe.

“When I snap my fingers, you will return to your normal state. You will remember everything that just happened between us, but otherwise your hypnosis will have no lasting effects,” she says in a serious tone.

I watch her, not sure what she’s talking about.

“Three… two… one.” She snaps her fingers.

In the space of an instant I come back to my senses. I’m a congresswoman – a dignified, respected woman. And a straight woman!

This lesbian has performed some sort of trickery on me. Witchcraft. She used some evil sorcery to convince me to be one of them.

I cover myself rapidly, suppressing a scream. I can’t believe what this lowly intern did to me! If anyone ever finds out, I’ll be a laughingstock.

“How could you do this?” I demand. “You turned me into a lesbian!”

Hadley takes a step back, her fake innocent smile coming back. “I didn’t turn you into anything, actually,” she says. “Hypnosis can’t make you do anything you don’t want to do. It just gives your subconscious desires more freedom.”

I look at her blankly. “What are you saying?”

“You told me yourself. Don’t you remember? You said you were a lesbian, and I asked you how long you had been one.”

She can’t be saying what I think she’s saying. “It’s your fault,” I say, although I’m panting for breath. “You did this to me.”

Hadley walks to the door, laughing lightly at my reaction. “You’ve always been a big ol’ lezzie,” she says before she leaves. “One day, you’ll thank me for showing you that.”


Dr. Hypnodomme

Mia hasn't been feeling so hot lately. Since her boyfriend dumped her, her depression's been flaring up. She hopes the new doctor in town can prescribe her some pills to make her emotions go away. Dr. Rule isn't a normal doctor, though. She's a lesbian dominatrix, as well as a talented hypnotist. With the help of her sexy nurse, she's going to make Mia feel better without even needing any pills.


Iknew it was bad when I stopped wanting sex. Usually I wanted it all the time, every hour of every day. I couldn’t get enough of it.

And the sex I had with Ross was something special. Any sex is good sex, but with him it was just out of this world. No one before him had ever driven me to those heights of pleasure. Sometimes I came over and over for twenty minutes at a time, screaming and yelping like a wild animal in heat. We broke furniture every time we got together. I thought the incredible orgasms we both experienced meant it was true love.

Two weeks after he dumped me out of the blue, I was still having trouble getting out of bed. Still finding it hard to get my ass into the shower, put clean clothes on, and get to work every day.

But it was the fact that I still didn’t want sex that made me go to see the doctor.

I hadn’t been to one in years. I was pretty healthy; there was nothing wrong with me. I’d always been physically fit, even if I went through some depression when I was a teenager. They gave me pills for it at the time. The pills worked well enough, dulling my emotions until my sadness didn’t matter anymore. Back then I didn’t have much of a sex drive, either, but I didn’t miss it in my mildly sedated condition.

Now, instead of thinking about sex, all I was thinking about was why I didn’t want sex. It’s not that I minded. In fact, I wanted to stay that way. Not wanting sex would keep me out of any new relationships. And if I didn’t get into any more relationships, I wouldn’t be able to get hurt again. Staying away from sex could only protect me.

After so many years without seeing a family doctor, I didn’t even know who mine was anymore. Luckily, there was a walk-in clinic that had recently opened not too far from my house. For days, I drove by it after I got off work and debated on whether I should go in. I wasn’t that depressed, I told myself.

One month after Ross told me he had found somebody else, I stopped lying to myself. I was getting up a few minutes later every day. My waistline had found a couple of extra pounds. And my overly active sex drive was still dead in the water. I hadn’t had an orgasm since the last one he gave me, the one that rocked my world right before he shattered my heart.

When my boss said I could spend an afternoon outside of the office, I forced myself into the clinic. Drab and grey, it didn’t look like the kind of place where someone like me could get lifted out of depression. If there had been another walk-in clinic within a twenty-mile radius, I might have walked right out.

The nurse sitting at the reception desk with a hard little smile looked at my insurance card. “Mia?”

“Yes.”

Her sharp little teeth flashed as she spoke. I glanced at her name tag: “Ebner.” It was pinned carefully to the white jacket she wore, stretched tight over her generous chest. Her platinum blonde hair was pinned back, not a single strand out of place. If my emotions had been working normally, a twinge of jealousy might have run through me.

“What is the nature of your problem?” Nurse Ebner asked, starting to print my name on a file.

I lowered my voice and explained quietly. My problem might not have been too scandalous, but that didn’t mean I wanted the other three or four sad souls in the waiting room to hear about it.

“We don’t prescribe pills like that here. You’ll have to see your family doctor,” the nurse said. Her polished features became even harder as she began to throw out the file.

“Please, can I see the doctor? I took the afternoon off work.” My voice was betraying some desperation, but I could already guess nothing I could say would move a woman this cold and stony.

To my surprise, Nurse Ebner took the file back from the trash can. “You can see Dr. Rule, but I can’t promise what she’ll recommend.”

I took a seat among the others, wondering how I had managed to make the cruel nurse take pity on me. I wasn’t complaining, though. If I was going to be able to see Dr. Rule, I was sure I would be able to convince him to give me the pills I needed.

Convince her, that is. I forgot she was a woman. I had never met a female doctor before, and I wasn’t sure if I was going to like it. I believed in women pursuing their dreams and all, but doctors were important people. They held life and death in their hands. In this case, the doctor would be deciding the course of my depression.

If I had the choice, I would rather have gone to a man. I would’ve had more confidence that he knew what he was doing. But here I was, my only afternoon off from work already halfway over. The female doctor would be fine, I reassured myself.

The sound of my name broke through my thoughts. “Mia,” Nurse Ebner called, her lips set in a hard line.

Other patients were there before me, but none of them looked twice as I got up and followed the nurse into a little room. Other than the medical instruments, it didn’t bear much resemblance to the examination rooms I remembered from previous trips to doctors. There were no educational posters on the walls, no bowl of lollipops for children. Really, there was nothing welcoming at all.

The curvy blonde woman took my height and weight, then sat me down to ask me questions about my depression. “Do you feel tired?” she asked.

“Yes. All the time.”

Nurse Ebner made a note on a checklist, no response showing in her expression. “Hopeless?” she continued.

“Yes.”

“Do you feel so sad, it’s as though nothing could cheer you up?”

“Yes.”

“Anything else?”

“Yes,” I said again. It was embarrassing to talk about this with a stranger, especially one who so clearly had her own life in order. But honesty could only help me get the pills, so I forced the words out. “My sex drive. It’s disappeared completely since my break-up. It’s been a month, and I don’t want anything at all.”

Now I had the attractive nurse’s attention. She stopped writing on her pad as she asked, “A break-up with a man or a woman?”

It was a strange question, but I supposed it had to have some relevance. “A man.”

“I see,” she said, flipping her notepad shut. “The doctor will be with you shortly.” She left the examination room, her heels clicking gracefully on the floor as she went.

My nerves were on edge. I hadn’t explained the extent of my situation – the fact that I didn’t want my sex drive to come back – but I had opened up more than I was completely comfortable with.

Again, I considered just leaving. There was something about this place that I didn’t like. Whether it was the clinic itself or just the beautiful yet snooty nurse, I wasn’t sure.

I gazed around the little room once more. Instead of plastic anatomical models and colorful pamphlets on STDs, there were just rows and rows of medical instruments. From an assortment of different-sized forceps to a large dental mouth gag, the room gave me the impression that it wanted to chew me up and spit me out.

Hoping that it would calm my nerves, I clenched my legs tighter together. I would be done here soon, I reminded myself. I was here for a purpose. Once I got the pills I wanted, this unpleasant visit would be nothing but a distant memory. I would be able to embrace my lack of desire. My pesky sex drive would stay away for as long as I kept taking the pills. And I wouldn’t get hurt.

The door opened and a woman entered. With her dark hair tied back in a severe bun and her spotless white lab coat that muted all traces of femininity, I knew I was in the presence of Dr. Rule.

The only thing that didn’t seem to go with her image of the tasteful, professional female doctor was her boots. Made of some black shiny material, they began with high stiletto heels and hugged her slim calves up to where they were obscured by her tailored slacks. In the back of my mind, I wondered just how high the boots went. To her knees, maybe. Even to her thighs.

As Dr. Rule took a seat in front of me, the most unique part of her appearance became apparent. Her eyes were the darkest and most intense I had ever seen. I could have lost myself in their depths of black ink.

She was as attractive as the nurse, but in a different way. While Nurse Ebner was cold and haughty in her beauty, Dr. Rule possessed a presence so commanding it made you forget to even think about what she looked like. It was difficult to look at any part of her other than those mesmerizing eyes.

“Good afternoon,” she said, her clipped tone as severe as her bun. “I understand that you’re suffering from some depression.”

She hadn’t looked at Nurse Ebner’s notes yet, and I wondered how she had known that. “That’s right,” I answered. “I was hoping you could help me out with some pills. I used to take them a few years ago.”

The doctor looked at me intently, her dark eyes burning through me until I felt she was staring straight into my soul. I wouldn’t have lied to her for any money in the world. “Pills are a last resort,” she said. “I’d rather see you try some different options first.”

I took a moment too long to respond. Or maybe she just saw the disappointed look on my face.

“Pills aren’t as effective as other options,” she explained. “They also disturb the natural brain chemistry. And they can have unwanted side effects. That’s why we always recommend starting with other options.”

Her words made sense, but I wasn’t convinced. Although I hardly wanted to dispute what she was saying, I was sure the pills were right for me. There were no other options I had ever heard of that would help with depression the way that medication would. I had already gone to therapy, and had found it completely useless.

“With all due respect, doctor, I’ve taken the pills before. I was fine then, and I’ll be fine now.”

“You have your heart set on these pills,” she said. A statement, not a question.

“Yes.”

I didn’t expect my stubbornness to get me anywhere, not with a doctor so intimidating and authoritative. Like the nurse, though, she complied with my wishes. “I’ll prescribe you something, then. But I want you to come back in one week to tell me how it’s going. If things haven’t improved by then, you will try the other options.”

She was giving me what I wanted, but with a condition. Fine. I could handle that. If I didn’t feel better in a week, I would come back and see what else she could do for me. If she suggested therapy, I would just ignore it.

If I did feel better, I wouldn’t come at all. There was nothing binding me but my word.

Of course, I didn’t want to get on the doctor’s bad side. But if I felt better with the pills, I would just go to another clinic and get more of them. I would never have to see this fearsome doctor again if I didn’t want to.

“Okay,” I said.

Dr. Rule scribbled out a prescription. Although I couldn’t make out the words she had written, I took the paper and left, thanking her profusely.

It might have been my imagination, but it seemed like the pharmacist gave me a strange look when I had the prescription filled. I might have been mistaken when he seemed to slam the tiny bottle down on the counter. I was already out the door before I realized he hadn’t explained how they worked.

It wasn’t worth going back. The label told me what I needed to know. One pill, twice a day. It didn’t seem to be the same as the pills I had taken as a teenager. But I was confident Dr. Rule knew what she was doing. The prescription she had given me was bound to be as good as, or better than, what I had taken those few years ago.

In the morning, I struggled to get out of bed. I forced myself, sluggish and heavy of heart, into the shower. I pushed myself through my work day and collapsed into my bed at the end of it, exhausted despite my lack of effort.

Everything was the same as it had been before the pills. As the days passed, this didn’t change. I still hardly ate. I didn’t want to talk to anyone, whether coworkers or friends.

My sex drive still hadn’t returned. My clit stayed soft in its folds between my legs. Nothing inspired it to action, even at times when I normally would have gotten excited. Not even a twinge of desire ran through me. It was a small comfort to me, but I needed the pills to make sure it would stay this way. I couldn’t run the risk of being damaged again.

Ross was on my mind constantly. Every little thing reminded me of him. And everything that reminded me of him sent fresh sparks of sadness shooting through my body. The break-up had taken place a month and a week ago, but I still felt like it had happened yesterday.

As much as I didn’t want to go back, the best course of action seemed to be to return to Dr. Rule and her imposing nurse. They at least knew my situation and could help me with more pills – or whatever other options they had to offer.

So I found myself back at the drab, grey clinic again, waiting to be called in just as I had the week before. Again Nurse Ebner was on duty, looking icy and faultless. And again, she was the one to bring me into the examination room, seat me on the exam table, and ask me about my problems.

“How did the pills go?” she asked, her lips set firmly in their hard little smile.

“Not so good,” I said heavily. “Nothing seems to have changed.”

“And you’re open to other options?”

I had debated this question with myself, but with her asking me it now I felt like I was being put on the spot. “What other options do you have?” I asked, certain that there were no options that would do what pills could do.

Nurse Ebner avoided my question expertly. “You’ll have to ask the doctor about that.”

I couldn’t understand why she was being so mysterious about it. It could be that she simply didn’t know what Dr. Rule intended to do with me. But no, a woman so commanding and capable had to have full knowledge of the situation.

In any case, I was in no position to argue. “Fine,” I said.

“The doctor will see you in a few moments.”

Nurse Ebner disappeared, the sound of her heels clicking soon replaced by that of Dr. Rule’s own. The doctor closed the door firmly behind her and took a seat across from me. Her dark eyes were even more brilliant than I had remembered. All she had to do was look at me, and I was immediately off-balance.

“Hello, Mia,” she said. “How are you today?”

It was no idle chit-chat. Whatever else one could say about her, this doctor hadn’t mastered the art of bedside manner. She wasn’t asking how I was; she was asking how the pills were going for me.

“I’m okay,” I said. “Not great. The pills aren’t really working.”

When I was a teenager, the doctor would always ask me about the effects and side effects of the medication. Dr. Rule just nodded, but didn’t ask for any details about what had or hadn’t happened.

“So you’re open to other options,” she said.

It wasn’t really a question, but I answered it anyway. “I suppose so. What other options do you have?”

She inched her chair closer to where I sat on the exam table. Her black boots with the high stiletto heels clicked against the floor as she pulled herself towards me, looking me up and down.

The path her eyes traced along my body was tangible. I thought I could feel heat sparking on my face and chest along the line where she looked at me.

I trembled, wondering if I had made the right decision by coming here. Dr. Rule was making me feel strange feelings. Another clinic would have been better. They would have given me the pills I wanted or even given me the mysterious other options, without doing whatever Dr. Rule was doing to me now.

“For depression,” the doctor said, “one treatment in particular has been found to be very effective. Better than pills. Better than therapy.”

So it wasn’t therapy that she wanted me to do. I listened intently, unsure of what else her other option could be.

“Hypnosis,” she whispered, leaning forward and pinning me down with her eyes. “The control of your mind.”

I was unable to move, unable to speak. Dr. Rule seemed to see that, and she almost laughed as she continued to speak.

“Depression is a problem with the thoughts,” she said. “Having your thoughts controlled and changed to more beneficial ones solves the problem.”

My mouth hung slightly open, and I became conscious that I was breathing shallowly. Dr. Rule wanted to hypnotize me. If anyone could do it, I was sure that she could. The question was whether I wanted to put my subconscious into her terrifying hands.

“What do you think, Mia?” she asked. “Do you agree to be hypnotized?”

It took me a moment to find my voice again. “You’ll hypnotize me?”

The doctor nodded.

“Just you and me?” For some reason, I wasn’t sure about the idea of Dr. Rule hypnotizing me with nobody else around.

“Nurse Ebner will be present,” the doctor said calmly.

That wasn’t much comfort.

“So what do you say?” she asked. “Do you agree to be hypnotized?”

The door was already opening. Nurse Ebner was coming in, her manicured hands full of equipment I didn’t recognize. She bustled around the small examination room, arranging things and making preparations.

I sat silent, staring at her and the doctor. My mind didn’t seem to be working. There were thoughts flying through my mind that I couldn’t keep up with. On the verge of panic, I even forgot to reply until Dr. Rule addressed me again.

“Mia?”

“Yes,” I choked out. “Yes, you can hypnotize me.”

“Very good.”

Dr. Rule drew even closer to me, her chair squeaking forward on the floor until she was just inches away. Her dark eyes bored into my own, pulling me in. Quickly I lost my ability to turn my eyes away. I couldn’t see the room around us or Nurse Ebner standing off to one side, even though I knew she was there. All I could see was the black light of Dr. Rule’s eyes.

As I stared into them, I could have sworn that her irises, already dark, darkened still more until they were indistinguishable from her pupils. They faded into each other, the dark colors moving and swirling. Suddenly I couldn’t feel myself breathing.

The doctor’s dark eyes spiralled around their own depths. Black circled around almost-black, drawing me in further and further. I was fixed to my seat. I couldn’t even think of moving, but if I had, I would have been unable to actually do it.

She was doing something to me, something I didn’t understand. With the force of her eyes alone, she was hypnotizing me.

When I was already under her spell, she began to speak.

“Relax,” she told me. “Be calm. Let my voice put you into a deep, deep sleep. Let the sound of my speech soothe your very core, and let my words guide you to a place of blessed restfulness.”

I wouldn’t have thought a woman so frightening could actually relax me, but as she spoke to me I found myself breathing more deeply and slackening against the exam table. My eyelids felt so heavy that I couldn’t make the effort to keep them open. Without a chair to fall back against, my body slumped forward until my chin hit my chest. Dr. Rule didn’t say anything about it, but I thought I heard a hint of approval in her voice as she continued.

“You’ve come to me today because you’re in a terrible depression,” she said, her words slipping over and through me. I could hear what she was saying, could understand her, but what she said never really lodged in my head.

“This is normal,” she continued. “This is to be expected. But you want to dull the pain, you want the pain to be taken away. You want your sex drive to come back, or you want to forget about it altogether.”

My body stiffened as she mentioned sex. I hadn’t known she considered that to be a major part of my problem. I had never even told her about the sexual problem; I had only mentioned it briefly to Nurse Ebner. Then again, she had seemed to think it was significant.

Seeing my tension, Dr. Rule instructed me to relax once more. Slowly I returned to my state of repose, letting all the worry drain from my body.

When I was back on the right track, she picked up where she had left off. “You don’t need a cure for your depression,” she said, her soothing voice stroking my subconscious delicately. “Your pain doesn’t need to be taken away.”

If I had been able to think about what she was saying, I wouldn’t have understood. It didn’t make sense. As it was, though, I just let her words drift by me, affecting me however they would without being appreciated by my conscious mind.

“You need to embrace your pain,” she continued. “Enjoy your pain. Let your pain soothe and heal you.”

From the side, I heard a murmur of assent from Nurse Ebner.

“When you wake up from your trance, you will feel differently towards pain. Every feeling of hurt and suffering you experience will not cause you harm,” Dr. Rule went on. “In its place, you will feel only the greatest pleasure.”

Even though I wasn’t understanding what she was saying, or even trying to, something about it affected me, and my breathing grew deeper.

“When you wake up, pain will be a source of pleasure,” she said. “And physical pain, for you, will be a source of physical pleasure.” Her voice was so smooth, it was about to slide away from me completely. “Those who give you pain will be your mistresses. And you will obey their every command.”

That wasn’t all, but after that I couldn’t focus at all on what she was saying. The loose grip I had had on her words slipped away, and her voice simply washed over me in small, calming waves. What she was doing to me, I didn’t know.

I awoke in a daze, feeling like I was rising from a full night’s sleep. I could have been sleeping for days considering how tired I was. The doctor and the nurse looked at me with their usual coolness. Beneath the surface, though, I sensed an undercurrent of expectation.

Dr. Rule stood up and handed me a thin paper gown. “Put this on,” she said, leaving the room without any further explanation. Nurse Ebner followed at her heels.

I stared at the gown in my hands, wondering. But Dr. Rule was a doctor. Clearly she knew what she was doing, no matter how strange it might seem to me. I had thought I had heard some unusual things during my hypnosis, but I must have imagined them. Nurse Ebner was by her side the whole time, after all. She wouldn’t have let Dr. Rule do anything unprofessional.

So I stripped off my clothes, folded them into a neat pile on the floor, and tied the gown around my back. It left my back exposed, of course, but it was covered when I sat down on the exam table again, the long sheet of paper crunching under my ass.

At the sound of the paper, the two women came back in. “How do you feel, Mia?” Dr. Rule asked. She still wore her white doctor’s jacket and businesslike slacks, but something had clicked in my mind. Those high-heeled black boots that she wore weren’t for fashion. Those were dominatrix boots.

“I feel okay,” I said.

“No different?” She gave me a piercing glance, and I wondered if I really had imagined her irises swirling like that.

“Maybe a little bit,” I said.

She took a seat on the chair and leaned forward, her emotionless face showing as much excitement as I had ever seen it have. “Nurse Ebner will explain what we did just now.”

The nurse spoke without hesitation. “The doctor hypnotized you. Accessing your subconscious, she reprogrammed you to avoid depression.”

The word escaped from my lips before she had even finished speaking. “How?”

Nurse Ebner didn’t miss a beat. “By turning your pain into pleasure.”

So what I thought I heard had been correct. It wasn’t exactly what I had expected them to do, but it was true that I already felt a little bit different. Maybe the pills weren’t necessary after all, if this hypnosis thing really worked.

Dr. Rule spoke now, interrupting Nurse Ebner gently. “All that’s left now is to find out if it worked.”

She shot a glance at the nurse, who picked up a piece of equipment I couldn’t see, and instructed me to lie down.

This seemed so strange, but she was a doctor. I lay down, ready for whatever they were going to do to me.

The nurse stood above me, a pair of soft, padded cuffs in her hand. They looked almost similar to handcuffs, but I knew they were the type of limb restraints used for psychiatric patients.

“What are you doing?” I exclaimed, sitting up rapidly.

Nurse Ebner pushed me down again lightly, my back hitting the crunchy white paper before I could move very far. “It may seem nonstandard, but it’s necessary for this procedure. Patients sometimes react unpredictably, and it’s better for everyone if they’re bound.”

I had my doubts, but I couldn’t argue with a doctor and a nurse. “Okay,” I said, lifting my wrists for her to shackle them.

The cuffs were a little bit tight, but to my surprise, the pressure of the cool leather didn’t feel so bad. I almost wanted Nurse Ebner to tighten them more. Feeling the tautness against my wrists, I was inclined to stop arguing with the nurse. It felt so right that I was sure she and the doctor knew what they were doing.

“How does that feel?” the nurse asked.

“It feels good,” I admitted.

Dr. Rule was still the one calling the shots. “Turn her over and take it from there,” she instructed the nurse.

Nurse Ebner let my cuffed wrists fall to my waistline, then pushed my limbs into a position where she could easily roll me over on the exam table. My backside was exposed, my bare cheeks visible to both the women in the room with me. I reminded myself that they were medical professionals and had no personal interest in my ass.

“Now spank her,” Dr. Rule ordered.

I must have flinched, because Nurse Ebner moved in front of me so that I could see her smiling that hard little smile. “It’s a test to see your reaction,” she said. “Think of it as something similar to tapping your knee with a hammer.”

That made me feel slightly more comfortable, so I nodded slowly. Clasping my bound hands under my chest, I lowered my head and prepared for Nurse Ebner to do what she was going to do.

The first slap landed lightly on my ass, so soft I could barely feel it at all. “Harder,” Dr. Rule said, standing up to observe my spanking better. Nurse Ebner struck me again and again, the impact now sending frissons of pleasure through my body. This pleasure was what I hadn’t wanted, the reason that I had sought out pills. But I couldn’t argue with the sensations that were coursing through me.

“How does it feel?” Dr. Rule asked, leaning over my prone body.

“It feels really good, mistress.” The last word escaped me by accident, but neither the doctor or the nurse seemed to find it strange.

“Does it hurt?”

I considered the question. “No,” I said. “It doesn’t hurt at all.”

Nurse Ebner came down once more, a particularly violent strike. My ass had to be reddened by now, colored by the onslaught of her hands, but I hadn’t felt pain for a single moment.

Instead, as she slapped me over and over, I was getting turned on.

“Roll her back over,” Dr. Rule said, looking at me closely. “Try the Wartenburg wheel.”

I gasped in disappointment and relief as Nurse Ebner’s capable hands flipped me back over. It was inappropriate for me to be getting aroused here, in a doctor’s office. But everything she was doing to me just felt so good, I hated to have it stop.

“Put your feet in the stirrups,” the nurse told me.

“Yes, mistress.” The cold metal snapping around my ankles almost gave me pause, but I knew I had to obey the nurse. With my feet immobilized in the stirrups and my hands cuffed over my stomach, I was at the women’s mercy.

When the nurse pulled down the corner of my paper gown and brought a steel instrument to my skin, though, I soon forgot my worries. The chilly metal felt even better than the spanking had. The spiked tips of the Wartenburg wheel dug into my skin. The little pinwheel’s point rolled, one after another, across my collar and the tops of my breasts.

In another situation, the small, sharp points would have been used to test my nerve reactions. With the pressure the nurse was now applying, the points would even have hurt me. Now, though, they brought nothing but pleasure.

The nurse pulled my gown down further, revealing one hardened nipple. She ran the Wartenburg wheel across the sensitive areola, making my clit twinge pleasingly between my legs.

I wanted her to go on, but Dr. Rule had more in store for me. “The forceps,” she said.

The addictive sensation of the points running over my nipple disappeared as Nurse Ebner turned away for a moment. When she returned, though, she had something else in her hand.

Despite what I knew about what was happening, the sight of the two steel tips enclosing my nipple still struck me with fear. It was going to hurt me, I was sure of it. The forceps were so hard, and I knew that Nurse Ebner was going to clamp them so tight.

But when she did squeeze the handles together, pinching my nipple firmly in the forceps’ grasp, all I felt was a shock of ecstasy shooting through my entire body. The forceps clamping down on my nipple could almost have brought me to an orgasm on their own.

Nurse Rule started to move away, but I gasped out a “No.” Seeing what I wanted, my kind mistress materialized a second pair of forceps and clamped the hard metal around my other nipple.

I writhed on the table, the heat in my body becoming nearly unbearable. I should have been in so much pain from the way the forceps were maiming me. But all I felt was pleasure. And the harder Nurse Ebner squeezed, the better it felt.

It was all I could do to stop myself from hiking my gown up and playing with myself right then and there. My need for an orgasm was overwhelming. I struggled, the psychiatric cuffs cutting into my wrists and ankles. This was what they had bound me for, I realized.

“Does that hurt?” Dr. Rule asked me, bending down so that her face was at the same level as mine.

“Not at all,” I moaned.

“The treatment is working,” Nurse Ebner commented, abruptly letting go of my nipples. “She can go now. I’ll schedule her for a follow-up appointment.”

“No,” Dr. Rule said. “The speculum.”

Nurse Ebner looked at the doctor, seeming to hesitate for some reason. “Are you sure? We’ve already determined that the hypnosis has succeeded. The patient is quite clearly experiencing pain as pleasure. This will eliminate her depression without the need for real medication.”

“Quite so,” Dr. Rule said. “But I think she wants the speculum.”

The two of them looked at me, wordlessly asking for my opinion. The only problem was that I had no idea what I was being offered. All I knew was that my mistresses were disagreeing with each other. I didn’t quite understand what they had said about “real” medication, either.

I knew speculums, of course. They usually felt uncomfortable, even hurt as the metal slid inside my pussy. When the doctors didn’t bother to warm them first, it was especially unpleasant.

Now, though, pain had turned into its opposite. And with my wild craving for an orgasm, anything going into my pussy had to be better than the alternative. I couldn’t face driving home in this state of arousal.

I looked at the doctor. Her dark eyes blazed, burning their imprint into my retinas. “I want the speculum,” I gasped out.

“Give it to her,” Dr. Rule ordered.

Without further protest, Nurse Ebner picked up a phallus-shaped speculum. It was so large and intimidating that, another time, my body would have filled with dread. In this case, though, I could only try to spread my bound legs wider. I was wet and ready to accept the large metal instrument meant for investigating body orifices.

Standing between my legs, Nurse Ebner inserted the speculum slowly. It teased my opening with its chilly hardness, making my body buck and leap against my restraints. Then it filled me, giving me the deep penetration that I had been wanting.

The nurse moved the speculum inside me, rubbing it back and forth slowly inside my pussy. All the pain I would have felt from having my orifice probed was pleasure, and all the pleasure I would have experienced by being penetrated by a large object was also pleasure. With double the sensation, my body trembled in complete bliss.

All I wanted was more. It was impossible to hurt me. Any ache or sting would only serve to arouse me further. “Give me more,” I cried out. “More!”

The speculum angled up toward my G-spot, and the next thing I knew was the steel tips of the forceps clenching my clit as I quaked to the greatest orgasm I could ever have dreamed of.

When I was spent, my body lay limp on the exam table. The cuffs were removed from my hands and feet, and I sat up on the wet paper under me. Nurse Ebner was already starting to clean up the tools and equipment that lay scattered around the small room, but Dr. Rule still sat with an inscrutable expression, examining my half-naked body.

“Thank you,” I said. “I feel much better. I just know this is going to cure my depression forever.”

I was already imagining all the ways I could get over my ex. Spankings, bondage, masochism. With the doors of pain opened to me, life as a single woman was going to be incredible. There was no reason to want to live without a sex drive now that I couldn’t be hurt. In fact, I could already guess my libido would be twice what it had been. And I planned to explore my newfound kinky side with every man and woman who would take me.

“Hypnosis works where medication does not,” Dr. Rule told me. I wasn’t sure if I liked her condescending tone, but she was still my mistress.

“Where sugar pills don’t, at least,” Nurse Ebner added.

Dr. Rule waved off the comment. “The sugar pills were necessary to get Mia to accept the hypnosis. And now she certainly seems to be glad she did.”

I sat up on the exam table, unsure of how to feel about how I had been deceived. After a moment, I accepted that the doctor was right. “I am glad,” I said.

“And I’m glad the hypnosis seems to be working for you,” Dr. Rule said, gazing at me with her hypnotic eyes. “But you should know that the effects are never permanent. Don’t forget to schedule a follow-up appointment on your way out.”


Lick Me There

Zinnia and Maryam are the perfect couple. They share secrets, hold hands, and cuddle up together for hours. The only problem is, Maryam is straight and only sees Zinnia as a friend. Zinnia tries to date other girls, but she knows it will never work. She's in love with Maryam. The only solution is train as a hypnotist and bewitch her straight best friend into loving her!


Dani was beautiful. Fun. She was a pleasure to be around. A catch in every way.

She had lively blue eyes, a gorgeous smile, and a pair of tits that belonged in the Guinness Book of World Records.

Yet as our date moved into its second hour, I knew I wouldn’t care to see her again.

She was great, she was wonderful, she was everything I wanted in a woman – but she wasn’t Maryam. As much as I had liked Dani’s online dating profile, and as well as we appeared to be clicking on a surface level, I knew I would never feel anything for her. She had come into my life out of  nowhere, and she could go back wherever she came from.

When she gave me a flirty smile and scooched a little closer to me on the park bench we both sat on, I had had enough.

“I have to go,” I said, standing up abruptly.

“What? Already? I thought you were free all night. Did I do something wrong?”

I would have said no, but I was already halfway down the block.

There was nothing wrong with Dani, but she would never be Maryam. She would never have those expressive brown eyes that I loved, or the husky laugh that made me weak in the knees. I would never want her the way I wanted my best friend, no matter how many flirty smiles she gave me.

There was no sense in wasting my time and this girl’s when I knew she could never measure up to the woman I was actually in love with.

Making the online profile had been a mistake in the first place. My other lesbian friends had talked me into it. “Maryam is straight,” they told me. “We’ve talked about this a thousand times, and she’s told you so herself. You’ll never have her, so you need to meet other girls and get her off your mind.”

I gave it a shot. Over the past week, I had met a few women. All were attractive and nice enough, but each date had ended just as curtly as the one with Dani. I couldn’t imagine myself dating any of those girls or even having sex with them. I hadn’t contacted any of them afterwards, and they hadn’t contacted me.

It wasn’t their fault, but when they looked at me they just saw a pretty girl named Zinnia with long hair and big tits. I could imagine the checklists they went through in their minds. Gay, check. Single, check. Job, check; car, check.

They didn’t see me the way Maryam did. She knew me inside and out. I was a human being to her, not a series of checkmarks on a list. She didn’t care about my cup size or how much money I made. We told each other everything. We had cried on each other’s shoulders, and more than once had cuddled each other to sleep.

She had been in my life since we were little kids, and she loved me like a sister. I loved her back, but not like a sister.

We had seen each other through one relationship after another. Even my last ex-girlfriend, a brilliant woman I had spent a year and a half with, had seen that my heart wasn’t completely in our relationship. She was jealous of Maryam, and said that in so many words when she broke up with me. “You’ll never be mine,” she told me. “You’re always going to want Maryam.”

The night of my date with Dani, I deleted my online dating profile. I would never meet the girl of my dreams on there when she was already in my life. Since no one would measure up to Maryam, I needed to get Maryam. Going out with other girls trying to distract myself was just a waste of time.

When Maryam and I met for coffee the next day, I had already come up with my plan. It may have been strange, and it may have been crazy, but it was the best way I could find to make her mine.

We sat down at a small table in the corner of the cafe. Her hand reached automatically for mine, and her fingers curled around my own. For her it was a platonic gesture, but for me it was a sign that she wanted to be with me.

The touch of her small fingers shot fire into my belly. Every time they touched me, I imagined them roaming all over my body. I wanted her to pinch my nipples with them, then drive them deep inside me.

After a brief greeting, I dropped the bomb. “I quit my job.”

“What?” Her big brown eyes registered shock. I loved my job and she knew it.

“And I’m moving for a year, or a couple years,” I continued.

“Wait, what? Zinnia, where are you moving?” She was holding my fingers tightly now, grabbing them as if she didn’t want to let me go.

“Australia.”

It was a long way from our state. Knowing me as well as she did, she knew I had never had the slightest interest in the undomesticated country-continent before. Her confusion was obvious, and she didn’t hesitate to let it show.

“Australia? What’s in Australia?”

“A lot of things,” I said cagily. Even though the trip was for her benefit, I couldn’t give her any details about it.

She looked at me, her pretty mouth hanging slightly open. “Are you serious?  You’re going to Australia, and you’re not even going to tell me why? I thought we were better friends than that.”

“You know you’re my best friend, Maryam. Just trust me on this.” I tried to squeeze her hand, but she was pulling it away from me.

“You can’t leave me alone here. Who’s going to hang out with me every weekend? And paint my nails for me? And comfort me when I get dumped?” she asked, blinking in a way that I knew meant she was on the verge of crying.

“It’ll be okay,” I said. I couldn’t tell her this part, but I was leaving for a while so that we could be together after. And when I came back, she would never get dumped again.

One tear fell from her eye and trickled down her perfect cheekbone. She wiped at it furiously. “I don’t understand, Zinnia. I want what’s best for you, and if you have to go to Australia to get it, I support you. It’s just that this is so sudden and you haven’t told me anything about why you’re going.”

“When I come back, you’ll understand everything,” I promised. “Everything is going to be clear to you when I get back.”

She was still sniffling, but she stood up and gave me a hug. I rested my head on hers and patted her back reassuringly, her breasts pushing against the underside of mine.

“I’m just supposed to wait for you for a year?” she said. “Or a couple years? You don’t even know how long?”

I bit my lip, trying to hold back the tears that were threatening to spill for me as well. “I’ll do my best to make it quick,” I told her. “I’ll come back to you as soon as I can.”

One nineteen-hour flight later, I stepped off a plane into the hot Australian sun. The outskirts of Sydney weren’t my final destination, though. I still had a long drive to make into the Australian outback.

I rented a car and got behind the wheel. In another situation, I might have liked to tour Sydney and see what the city had to offer. But I had promised Maryam that I would get back to her as soon as I could. I had no time to spare.

The car was hot despite the air conditioning that I cranked up, and the road grew bumpy as I drove outside the city limits. I looked out the window, half hoping that I would see a kangaroo or a wallaby in the desolate landscape that surrounded me. I wasn’t there to sightsee, though.

Every few minutes I checked my map, careful not to get lost in the miles and miles of dusty road. I seemed to be on track, though, and at the end of several hours I reached the place I had crossed the ocean for.

It was a small house in the bush, its rundown state making me guess it was built in the nineteenth century. A woman emerged from the inside before I even made it to the door. With her messy blonde braid that reached the small of her back and her long plaid shirt that looked like she hadn’t washed it in a month, she looked the picture of a hippie.

“Zinnia!” she called, my name sounding strange in her thick Australian accent. “Come in. I’ve been expecting you.”

“Thank you,” I said, wiping my feet on the mat. “You must be Ember.”

“That’s me,” she smiled. “At your service.”

Ember had been hesitant when I had first reached out to her over email. The article written about her several years earlier just said that she was one of the best hypnotists in the world, but that she lived reclusively in the Australian outback. It had taken some sleuthing to find her email address, so it was no surprise that she wasn’t used to getting letters from strangers.

She had never taken an apprentice before, and she wasn’t sure if she could teach anyone her ways. They came to her naturally, although she had also studied hypnotism for many years under the greatest masters. Even when I offered her a generous salary to be my private tutor, she wasn’t sure. When she realized I lived in America and I would be travelling across the planet to learn from her, she was even more doubtful.

Then I played my trump card. The article mentioned that she was homosexual. I knew she would understand when I told her how badly I needed to be with my straight best friend.

“I’m so happy you agreed to take me on,” I told her, walking around her main floor and checking out the place that would be my new home. The long flight and car ride had tired me, but hadn’t taken away my enthusiasm. “I really want to learn everything you can teach me. I know you understand why.”

“Of course,” Ember said, following me. I was already starting to get used to her strong accent, although some words were still difficult to understand. “Please, take a seat. Let’s have a glass of iced tea and get to know each other a little bit.”

I spun around. “Thank you, but no thank you. I’m here to learn, not to chit-chat. Let’s get started right away.”

That statement marked the start of my training as a hypnotist. Under Ember’s guidance, I intended to learn everything she knew about how to take a mind into your hands and mold it like putty, bending it to do your will.

“Hypnotism isn’t a magic bullet,” she told me right off the bat. “You will never make someone do what they don’t want to do. If your friend truly doesn’t want you, all the hypnotist training in the world won’t make her yours.”

That gave me pause. I had known from the start that there was no magic method to making my heterosexual best friend love me, but hearing it from Ember’s own lips made it that much more real.. After all, she had every reason to keep me here as a student and profit from me. If she wasn’t trying to convince me that getting Maryam was possible, maybe it really wasn’t.

The one time Maryam and I had spoken of my love for her directly, she didn’t give me a clear response. It was a late night a few years earlier. Both of us were fresh out of relationships, and we were up watching movies and holding each other. Having her close to me was arousing, but it was my heart more than my clit that was feeling the impact.

I had run my fingers through her long hair as she nestled up to my breast. “I wish you could be with me,” I had told her, my voice so soft that at first I thought she didn’t hear me.

After a moment, she said, “I wish I could too. But I’m not like that.”

We were silent for a few minutes, and awkward around each other for a little while after. She even cut back on the physical affection she showed towards me. Then she started again, even more than before.

So my fears of Maryam being completely heterosexual weren’t strong enough to send me back to America. She did want me – I was sure of it. She just didn’t know it yet.

Now Ember and I studied every day from dawn to dusk. She showed me how to put a person in a trance-like state, making them susceptible to whatever you chose to suggest to them. Since there was no one else around, we practiced on each other. She hypnotized me in the morning, telling me to pay close attention to the methods she used. Then in the afternoon, I tried to hypnotize her.

At first it was difficult, so difficult it seemed impossible. When Ember did it to me, it seemed so easy. Her soft voice lulled me into a trance. I could hear every word she said to me, all the instructions she gave me. And I could remember them when I woke up.

But doing it myself wasn’t easy at all. Ember didn’t sleep when I told her to sleep. Then, when after several weeks of trying I managed to get her into a trance, she didn’t take the suggestions I attempted to implant in her mind.

They were easy suggestions to start off with. Raise one hand. That was the first one I was supposed to get her to do. Just raise one hand. But every time I got her eyes shut and her head slumped onto her chest, her hands remained stubbornly at her sides.

“Your mind is not powerful enough,” she told me one day, both of us seated on cushions on her living room floor. She spoke with her habitual coolness and confidence, not seeming to care how I felt about what she was saying. “You’re too unsure of yourself. You can’t control someone else until you control yourself.”

“Couldn’t it just be that you’re not hypnotizable? You have so much experience with hypnosis that it could be making you invulnerable to my attempts.” It didn’t seem to be fair that I should have to start off hypnotizing an expert hypnotist.

Ember nodded. Her blonde braid fell over her shoulder, her plaid shirt as ratty as ever. “That’s part of it. It’s not the fact that I’m experienced with hypnotism, but rather that some people are more hypnotizable than others. I won’t lie to you – I’m one of the more difficult ones. That just means when you’re able to hypnotize me successfully, you’ll be able to hypnotize anyone.”

Her words weren’t much comfort. I only needed to be able to control one person’s mind – Maryam’s. It was the image of her in my mind that kept me going when, time after time, I made mistakes or wasn’t strong enough to do what Ember asked of me. The thought of her made me continue trying even when I was sure I would never succeed.

I didn’t know how hard she would be to hypnotize, though. If she proved to be one of the more difficult cases, it would be worth going through all the lessons Ember had planned for me, no matter how hard they were. I thought of the way Maryam held my hand even in public, and of the feeling of her small body nestled close to mine in bed.  She was worth whatever effort it could possibly take to get her.

I often wondered what she was doing and how she was feeling. I hadn’t been in touch since leaving America. Maybe she hated me for taking off on her the way I had. She would understand once I got back, though. When I got back and hypnotized her and explained things, she would understand everything.

She had to. I missed her; I craved her. When I was despairing in my bed alone at night, the image of her face was constantly in my mind. I would slide my hands into my panties, feeling how wet I was at the thought of my best friend. I was doing this for her. All the months of loneliness would be worth it if I could kiss her once.

Night after night, I rubbed my clit furiously thinking of her. Her face and her smile alone got me aroused beyond reason. The thought of taking her clothes off got me close to the edge. The sight of her small body naked before me in real life would probably make me come.

In my imagination, though, I could kiss and lick every inch of her. I could suck her nipples, small and pert in my mind’s eye, and taste the sweet juices that flowed below. In my mind’s eye, her body trembled under me as I pleasured her for hours. I brought her to orgasm with my fingers, watching her full lips shape into a O of ecstasy, and with my tongue, lapping at the juices that flooded from her well.

In my vision of us together, I would even lie down on my back and guide her between my own thighs. “Lick me,” I told Maryam in my imagination. “Lick me there.” Under my hypnotic spell, she did exactly what I told her.

These thoughts brought me to my peak every single time.

When dusk fell each day, Ember and I cooked and ate together, sitting quietly in her small kitchen. The Australian air was stiflingly hot in the evenings, and after a day full of training for me and frustration for both of us, we didn’t usually feel much like talking. Even after months had passed, I didn’t know anything about Ember’s personal life.

Although I initially hadn’t thought much about it, my curiosity about her way of life grew. She was essentially a hermit with little interaction with the outside world. Once a week she would go grocery shopping, and that was about it. She seemed to have no friends, no family. Yet she never complained of loneliness.

For my part, I stayed at the house, studying every day and reading books about hypnotism when Ember was busy. Occasionally I would take a walk through the arid landscape that lay outside the front door, wondering at the salt plains and strange flora to be found. It was too hot and dry for my tastes, though, and I had no real interest in anything that would delay my return to Maryam.

“What brought you here?” I asked at dinner one quiet night, breaking the comfortable silence that was our routine. “Why do you live alone?”

Ember’s back straightened and she looked at me with a vulnerability I hadn’t seen in her eyes before. Her usual cool attitude seemed to be showing a crack. “I was wondering when you would ask that,” she said quietly in her strong accent.

“I didn’t want to intrude,” I said, hoping I hadn’t already done just that.

She continued as if I hadn’t spoken. “You read the article about me. You know I was successful. People all over the world knew about me and my hypnotic abilities.” Her voice was steady, although her words seemed almost boastful.

“That’s why I came here.”

She shrugged. “It went wrong, though,” she said. “I hypnotized the wrong person. I pushed her too far.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“My best friend,” she said, looking down at her plate. The vulnerability was showing clearly now, and I was wondering if I would regret having gone down this line of questioning. “Lauren. I was in love with her. Always had been, since I was a little girl.”

Just like me and Maryam. But Ember had never offered this story before.

“Lauren agreed to be my subject,” the blonde woman went on. She seemed reluctant, but now that she had started talking she didn’t seem like she was going to stop. “I hypnotized her. I tried to make her love me.”

“And?” I asked, afraid of the response.

“And I failed,” Ember said. “Lauren heard every word I said. When she knew how I really felt about her, she hated me. Never wanted to speak to me again. After that, I just wanted to be alone.”

So that was why she lived like this, hidden away in the Australian bush. She came here because of a broken heart.

We were alike, she and I. Both victims of our unrequited love for straight women. Both desperately lonely and longing for a connection with the women we desired. I still had hope, but her story was truly tragic.

Ember was an attractive woman, not much older than me or Maryam. Although she didn’t often wash the plaid shirt she always wore, her intelligence and confidence had their own attraction. But she had holed up here in the middle of nowhere, with no one to care for and no one who cared for her. I wondered what she had been like before a broken heart had sent her out here to live all by herself.

“Your talents, though,” I said. “All your training in hypnosis, all the effort you put in – it’s all going to waste with you hiding out here.”

Ember’s lips tightened. “I didn’t care about any of that if I couldn’t have Lauren,” she said. “I still don’t.” She paused, the mood in the kitchen growing suddenly dark. Then she smiled and the atmosphere lightened. “Now I have you, though. Training you means my skills will live on. If you work hard and study, nothing will have gone to waste.”

The rest of the dinner was quiet.

One day, a few weeks later, I was able to put Ember to sleep on my first try. Her head fell to her chest and her breathing slowed to a few lungfuls a minute. Her nearly waist-length braid touched the floor, and when she didn’t pick it back up again I knew she was really out.

This was when she was supposed to be in my control. But every time we had gotten to this point, she hadn’t done what I had asked her to. Today it felt different, though. Maybe it was that I had done it on the first try, or just that she seemed to be sleeping more soundly than before. Whatever it was, there was new confidence in my voice when I told her to raise one hand.

She didn’t move at first. She just sat there on her cushion, breathing deeply.

Then one arm stirred.

“Raise one hand,” I said again.

And I watched as slowly but determinedly, her right hand rose from the floor and went into the air.

She held it there, not moving or shaking it, but simply waiting for my next instructions. I couldn’t think of any more, though. I just stared at her, this woman who was now completely under my control.

I couldn’t take it. “Wake up, Ember! I did it!”

Her eyes opened and she saw her arm hanging in midair. “You did it? You did it! Oh, Zinnia!” She jumped to her feet and threw both arms around me with rare enthusiasm. “You did it!”

But my training was far from over. Making a woman’s arm raise was a far cry from converting a straight woman to love me, another female. Even if Maryam was halfway there already, it would take a lot more than one simple suggestion to make her my girlfriend or, eventually, my wife.

I had to do better with her than Ember had done with her friend, Lauren. If I went back to America and failed at hypnotizing her, I might just become a hermit as well.

Ember continued to teach me and practice with me, morning after morning. She hypnotized me and put false memories into my mind. Or she conditioned me to react a certain way to specific words or actions. Other times, she would plant a suggestion that I was supposed to continue to take even after I came out of the hypnosis. This was the hardest one to do, but the most important if I wanted Maryam to be mine.

Afternoon after afternoon, we would switch roles. I would be the hypnotist and her, the hypnotizee. It was still difficult, but I could see the progress I was making. From my first attempts where I couldn’t even put her to sleep, I was now able to make her clap her hands every time she heard the number three, for example.

My hypnosis sessions were getting more intense as the days went on. Initially I had been able to hear and remember everything Ember would say when she put me under. Now I was only able to remember the first few minutes. It seemed like Ember was bringing me to a deeper level of my subconscious. That, or she was instructing my unconscious mind not to remember what she was saying to me.

When I awakened from our sessions, I felt as if I had been in a deep sleep. I was refreshed, but uneasy. Sometimes there was a taste on my tongue, one that seemed familiar but that I couldn’t place. Ember always seemed happy when I came out of my trances. Tired or flushed in the face, maybe, but happy.

I didn’t dare ask her why I didn’t remember everything that was happening during the trances. It had to be something I was doing wrong, or else something I wasn’t understanding. I trusted her with my subconscious. She wouldn’t steer me wrong.

We continued to train, day after day, week after week, month after month. I was getting better. Ember said so herself after I awoke her from a session one day. “You’re coming along, Zinnia. You’re really an exceptional student. It took me years to get to your level.”

“I’m motivated,” I said with a smile, knowing she would understand what I meant. If there was anyone in the world who knew how it felt to be so deeply in love with a straight girl that you would do anything for her, it would be her.

As more months passed, I thought of Maryam even more often. As my hypnotic skill grew, I started to wonder when I would be able to return to her.

I was hypnotizing Ember every day, and my results were consistent. She did what I told her to. My mind was no longer weak. I had control of myself and, when she was under, I had control of her as well.

“That was perfect,” Ember said one day when I woke her up from her trance. She said it without happiness or pride, but the lack of emotion was normal for her. And it was the tenth day in a row that she had said that.

I couldn’t get the image of Maryam’s brown eyes out of my mind. If I was doing so well on such a reliable basis, maybe it was time. I longed to see her again, even just as a friend if that was the way she wanted it to be. My cravings for her were so bad that I thought if I could just put my arms around her and hug her tightly, maybe I could forget about making her my woman.

“I think I’m ready,” I told Ember.

She went cold, the smile freezing on her face. “You’re not ready yet, Zinnia.” She got up from her cushion and went into the kitchen, bustling around getting things on the table even though it wasn’t yet time for dinner.

“When will I be ready?” I asked quietly from behind her.

She stopped what she was doing and sank into a chair. I stood in front of her, waiting to hear what she had to say. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be good news.

“You’ll never be ready,” she told me. “Your friend will never love you. She’s straight, and nothing can change that.”

Her words were like a punch in the stomach. Everything I had hoped, everything I had been working toward for the past months, relied on what she said not being true. Still, I didn’t have to believe it. “You don’t know that,” I said.

“It happened to me,” she said hoarsely. “Why would you be any different?”

“Maryam loves me,” I said. I had to be stubborn, because otherwise I would have no reason to keep going.

“She’ll never love you the way you want her to. Don’t you see? Hypnotizing someone can’t change their orientation. It can only make someone do what they were already willing to do,” Ember said. There was sadness in her thickly accented voice, but I could see she believed what she was saying completely.

I stood in front of my teacher, my hands shaking. “Just because that happened for you doesn’t mean it’ll happen for me. Maryam isn’t Lauren. They’re two different people.”

“If you go back, you’ll just have your heart broken,” Ember said, her eyes burning. “If you stay with me, you’ll never be hurt. You’ll be by my side and live with me.”

I didn’t understand what she was saying. “Live with you?”

“Stay with me here. And come with me on the road.” She was gesturing now, one hand on her heart. “We’ll travel together. Hypnotize together. Two expert hypnotists are better than one, and what a pair we would make. Partners in business. And partners in life.”

“Are you asking me out?” I said, unsure of what was happening. All this time, I had never suspected this. Ever since Ember told me about the friend she had been in love with, she had seemed as hopelessly in love with her as I was with Maryam. I had seen us as two of a kind, two heartbroken women.

But I still had the chance to get the woman I wanted, even if Ember didn’t. And I thought Ember was invested in helping me toward that goal.

“We were meant to be together,” Ember breathed. She rose from her chair, her long braid swinging across the shoulder of her plaid shirt. “That’s how you ended up here. That’s why I took you in when I hadn’t even had a conversation with another human in years.”

For a moment I saw things the way she saw them. We were two of a kind, heartbroken. If neither of us had a chance with the woman we really wanted, we could take refuge in each other. We could comfort each other, satisfy each other.

Back in society and on the road together, we would be an unbeatable team. We could hypnotize people all over both Australia and America, helping them quit smoking or lose weight, or just entertaining them for profit. The international lesbian hypnotist couple would be a worldwide sensation.

Ember’s eyes were crazed as she came toward me, still speaking. “We’ve already done so many things while you were under. Don’t tell me you don’t remember pressing your soft lips against mine. Or licking me until I came again and again.”

I took a step back, gasping. She couldn’t be serious. There was no way she had had sex with me while I was in a trance.

It made sense, though. That could explain why she had been tired and flushed. The taste on my tongue when I woke up – I didn’t even want to think about what it was.

Ember clapped her hands once. Twice. Snapped her fingers.

At what must have been the cue she gave me while I was hypnotized, the memories came flooding back to me. All the times she had put me through our normal hypnosis routine, then told me not to remember the minutes that followed. One instance after another came into my mind. We had kissed, her passionately and me in a dreamlike state. We had touched. She had taken her fill of my body, and then she had told me to do things to her.

She had stripped herself naked and lay down on the cushions on the floor that we always sat on. Half-asleep and unremembering, I had touched her breasts and put my head between her legs. She had ordered me to satisfy her again and again, then had put her clothes back on and pretended nothing had happened when she brought me out of the trance.

The memories were repulsive. I liked Ember, as a mentor and a teacher, but I wasn’t into her in that way. She knew fully well my heart was with someone else. And she knew I never would have consented to do those things if I had been conscious.

She had always said hypnosis couldn’t make you do what you weren’t willing to do. Well, I was a lesbian. I was willing to eat pussy. But despite her being reasonably attractive, I never wanted to eat her pussy. I didn’t want anyone but Maryam, and she tricked me into doing it anyway. I had trusted her, and she had betrayed me completely.

“How could you?” I whispered.

“I told you,” she said, smiling. “Hypnosis can only make a person do what she’s willing to do, anyway. That’s why it worked on you. And why it won’t work on your friend Maryam.”

My heart pounding, I ran for the door. Ember had hired someone to take the car I had rented so many months ago back to Sydney, so I had no means of transport.

Except her own car. It sat in the driveway, keys in the ignition.

“Zinnia!” Ember called from the door as I climbed behind the wheel of her car. “Zinnia, come back! I love you!”

I didn’t hesitate for a moment. Ember didn’t have my best interests in mind. She just wanted me for herself. The only positive thing I could think was that at least she hadn’t tricked me into loving her. Maybe she had tried, but since hypnosis couldn’t work magic, it hadn’t succeeded.

Although I hadn’t planned to leave quite so soon, it was better like this. I had felt ready anyway, and perhaps I had been ready for a while. Who knows how much time I had missed with Maryam while Ember kept me by her side, keeping me at her feet and making me eat her out when I was hypnotized to not remember it?

The drive back to Sydney was a blur. Ember would have chased me, I was sure, if she had had any way to do it. As it stood, I got to the airport in her car and booked a ticket on the next flight home. If I was reported a thief in Australia, that was no problem for me. I intended to never return to the country again.

After the transcontinental flight, I thanked the stars that my wallet had been in my pocket when I ran out of Ember’s house. I had enough American cash left to spend the night in a hotel and collect myself, but the idea was distasteful to me. I didn’t want to be alone. I had already wasted too much time trying to make things perfect for my reunion with Maryam.

I was on the same continent as her, the love of my life. There was no more time to spare. I couldn’t spend a minute thinking about my betrayal by a woman I had trusted. I had to see Maryam as soon as possible.

Stepping outside the airport, I gave a taxi driver Maryam’s address. In the darkness of the late evening hour, he sped through the streets of the city.

What I was going to do, what I was going to say, I didn’t know. I rehearsed one opening after another, but nothing sounded right. “I’m sorry for taking off without an explanation”? “I’m madly in love with you and I don’t want to wait anymore”? “I need to hypnotize you right now and make you love me”?

None of it sounded quite right.

When the driver let me off in front of her apartment building, I paid and got out with my hands still trembling. She was inside, just feet away.

Now that I was so close to her, approaching her door, I began to doubt myself even more. She probably hated me now. No, she probably had a new boyfriend and had forgotten about me. This was so stupid, showing up at her door late in the evening when I was jet-lagged and exhausted. Making a first re-impression like this was going to undo all the work I had put into taking our relationship to the next level.

I was about to turn around and go to a hotel, but my finger had already pressed the buzzer code.

The door unlocked and my feet took me inside before I could talk myself out of going in. I walked through the familiar building, making my way through the twisting halls I knew so well from all my visits to Maryam before I left for Australia. Soon I was off the elevator, knocking on her door.

The door opened just a crack, the chain attached, and the big brown eyes I had missed so dearly peered out.

“Zinnia!” It was the husky voice I loved, the one I had dreamed of for all those months in the outback. I was already melting just at the sound of it.

The door closed, and for a moment I thought she was closing me out of her life. It had been too long, or I had left her too suddenly, and now she despised me.

Then it opened again, without the chain this time.

“Zinnia,” Maryam said again. She looked to be fresh out of the shower, her long hair streaked with wetness and her small body covered only by a silky black robe that reached her mid-thigh.

My planning had been for nothing. Pure instinct took over me. The first words out of my mouth were the only ones I possibly could say: “You look beautiful.”

“You’re here,” she said. I could read her like a book, and it was painfully clear that my sudden reappearance had taken her off balance. She was going to be putty in my hands, just the way I had imagined it.

I took her by the arm and led her into her bedroom. She sat down on the bed where we had laid together before and talked all night, where we had occasionally held each other close and she had made me fall in love with her.

Now was my moment. Now was the time to demonstrate the abilities I had been putting my heart and soul into for the past months. It was time to either get the woman I wanted, or fail and become a miserable hermit like Ember.

“Zinnia, talk to me,” she said with a slight tremor in her voice. My strange attitude was scaring her. Her silky robe was ready to slip off her shoulders, and in her sitting position it hiked up to her upper thighs. I looked at her with open lust now that I was no longer hiding how I felt about her. “What happened? Why did you go to Australia, and why are you back?”

“I had to,” I said, standing before her with my shoulders thrown back and my head high. “I was in love with you.”

She blushed and looked down. “We’ve been through this…”

“I wasn’t satisfied with the answer.” I took her hand and held it tightly. “I love you, Maryam. Only you. I’ll never feel the same about anyone else.”

Her hand trembled. “I’m straight, though. If I could feel the same way about you, I would.”

“I think you can,” I said, bending lower to look in her brown eyes as I steadied her hand in mine. “I went to Australia to learn hypnosis. If you’re willing, I’ll hypnotize you. It won’t make you do anything you’re not willing to do. But there’s a chance it could open your mind to what you can’t see right now.”

Maryam, the love of my life, looked up at me and shook her head. “It’s not possible, Zinnia. Even if it were, I’ve been seeing this really great guy lately. We’re not official yet, but I really like him. You’d get along with him. I even told him all about you, and he was sad he didn’t get to meet you.”

The thought of someone else touching my woman made me burn, but I kept my anger concealed. “Does he know you like I do? Does he understand you?”

She trembled more. “It’s not a fair comparison,” she said. “We’ve been friends for so long…”

I nodded, hoping I was making progress.

“But he’s been here for me these past few weeks. He’s been at my side when I needed him. He never left me with a moment’s notice and ran off to the other side of the world, not even talking to me for months on end,” she said in one rapid stream of words.

I dropped her hand and wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly feeling shaky myself. I did have a lot to feel guilty for. But… “I did it for you,” I said. “From the very first day, every moment I spent there was for you. Everything I did, everything I went through…” I thought of Ember taking advantage of me in the memories she had made me forget until recently. “It was all for you.”

Her beautiful face was creased with thought.

“I want to hypnotize you because if it works, it will be the best possible thing for both of us,” I said. A tinge of desperation was making its way into my voice. I was speaking straight from my heart now, saying nothing but how I really felt. “Imagine being with someone who knows you inside and out. Who loves you unconditionally. Who you love just as much.”

She pursed her full lips. “I don’t know.”

“Let me try it,” I said. “Hypnosis can’t make you do anything you’re unwilling to do. It can be abused, of course.” Again I thought of Ember. “But this is me. Zinnia. Your best friend. I won’t play any tricks on you, and you’ll be able to remember every word I say to you while you’re under if you want to. You can trust me.”

A long moment passed. I searched her face, looking for a clue to her answer in her confused eyes or her tight lips. I knew her well enough to guess what she was thinking, but her hesitation made me unsure of what she would decide.

Finally, those perfect lips parted again and let two syllables out, the most welcome two syllables I had ever heard in my life. “Okay,” she said.

I wanted to explode in exuberance. She said yes! She said yes! I had a chance!

But again, I controlled my emotions. I didn’t have her yet. The next few minutes would be the time to succeed or fail.

I instructed Maryam to sit quietly, close her eyes, and breathe deeply. With her eyes shut, her expression still spoke of worry. It would take some doing before she could truly relax.

“Think of a calm place,” I told her. “Like the beach we went to when we were in sophomore year. It was so quiet. We were all alone, and the waves rocked peacefully onto the shore. Hear the waves. Smell the ocean.”

Her face lost some of its tightness.

“I’m going to count down from one hundred. You will get sleepier and sleepier with each number. And when I reach one, you will be in a state of complete calm and relaxation. Your mind will be empty, and your body will be loose. You will give me an honest answer to every question I ask you, and you will listen to every suggestion I give you. Do you understand?”

Her eyes closed and her chin hanging on her chest, she whispered a “yes.”

“And you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

I counted down, taking my time as I said each number from one hundred all the way down to one. Speaking slowly and in a soft, calm voice, the countdown took several minutes. My anxiety was high; I had practiced so many times with Ember, but this was the real thing. At least I had practiced enough that my fears didn’t show in my voice.

With each number that I counted, Maryam’s breathing grew slower. Her robe slipped a little further off her shoulders, revealing a little more of her smooth skin.

“Maryam,” I said when the countdown was finished. “Are you relaxed?”

Her mouth barely opened as she breathed, “Yes.”

I knelt in front of her, looking at her face. Her soft, creamy thighs threatened to distract me with their closeness, but I forced myself to concentrate on the vitally important task at hand. “I love you, Maryam. Do you know that?”

She breathed deeply, her head lolling on her chest. “Yes.”

“And do you love me?”

Her eyes opened sleepily. She was still in her trance, but she was looking straight at me in a way that was now throwing me off balance. This had never happened with Ember. “Yes,” she said.

“Do you love me like a friend? Or like something more?”

“I’m not attracted to women,” she whispered.

My words were getting as soft as hers. It was difficult to speak as I said, “You didn’t answer my question.”

“I love you like a friend,” she said groggily. The simple statement coming from the familiar husky voice that I adored was like a knife through my heart. If I hadn’t been on my knees, I would have staggered back. After all the time I had spent, she could undo it all with six simple words.

In her trance, she could only tell the truth. If she really loved me as just a friend, there was nothing I could do about it.

But she wasn’t finished. “I would love you like more than that if I could.”

I clutched the carpet in my fingers, trying to make sense of what she was saying. “What do you mean, Maryam? Do you want me to turn you into a lesbian?”

Now there was no hesitation. “Yes,” she said, still in her groggy tone. “Change me so I can love you, and I’ll be all yours.”

I kneaded strands of carpet between my fingers. She wanted me – or wanted to want me – but it wasn’t possible to change someone’s orientation with hypnosis. My skills, although powerful, could only make her do what she was willing to do. Unlike Ember, I had promised not to play any tricks on her.

“I’ll do my best,” I said. “But I can’t promise anything.”

“That’s all I ask…” Her words trailed off and she let her head fall forward again, sleeping with her chin on the creamy skin her falling robe had left bare.

I wanted her, needed her so badly. If it was possible, at all possible, to make her mine, I would do it. I was meant to be hers. She was meant to be mine.

Using the phrasing Ember had taught me to implant suggestions, I talked to her about the female body. Starting with the toes, I told her about the beauty of every part of a woman’s form.

“The hips have a gentle curve,” I murmured, holding both of her hands in mine. “It’s subtle, but when you see it, it’s difficult to take your eyes off them. From now on, you won’t be able to look away from them. From mine.”

Her hands were steady. Now it was mine that were shaking as I guided her up the female body.

“The fingers are an underrated erotic zone,” I went on. “Whether they’re small or long and slim or chubby, they suggest the things that can be done with them. As a lesbian, the sight of a pair of clean, smooth, well-manicured hands will drive you to distraction. As my lover, the sight of mine will get you wet.”

Maryam’s head twitched against her chest. I wondered if the words were taking root, if the seed would spread through her mind and remain there for the rest of her life the way I hoped desperately that it would. I kept talking, making my way up past the calves, the waist, and the breasts to the face and the hair.

“The lips,” I said finally. “The lips may be the most important of all. Not only are they the part of your partner’s body that you will often touch with your own, they will give you pleasure beyond belief when they run along your body, kissing you everywhere. Even more important than that, they are the source of your partner’s words. They are where you will find out your lover’s thoughts and emotions. The lips are where you will truly connect with your partner.”

I squeezed her hands gently. “Open your eyes,” I said.

They opened at once, if sleepily.

“How do you feel?”

“Good.” She licked her lips, getting them wet. Seeing her pink tongue between them made my desire burn even harder.

“And?” I whispered.

Knowing what I was asking, she looked at me. Her expression was different, and I could tell she was looking at me with new eyes. “You look good, Zinnia. You’re really beautiful.”

It had worked – for the moment at least. It was too soon to say for sure. I didn’t want to try anything with her while she was under, before she could give me her full consent. “I’m going to take you out of your trance now,” I said. “We can find out if I succeeded in turning you into a lesbian.”

“No!” she exclaimed, startling me with her sudden alertness. “Not yet.” Her voice returned to its sleepy tone. “I want to try to be a lesbian now. While it lasts. Just in case I don’t keep feeling like this afterwards.”

“You really want to?” If she was asking me for it, not just agreeing to it, that had to mean that she really wanted it. At least now, in this moment, she really did.

“I do,” she breathed. “I know how bad you’ve wanted me. I want to make you happy. And, Zinnia…” Her eyes raked me up and down. “You’re really turning me on.”

In that moment, she wanted me as badly as I wanted her. With a pounding heart and a dull ache between my legs, I leaned forward to take my first taste of the lips I had been wanting for so long.

They were sweet like honey and indescribably soft. The ache between my thighs turned to a throb as we kissed for long moments, our breath coming quickly and our hands running through each other’s hair.

“The part of you I’ll touch the most often with my own lips,” she murmured between two kisses.

“The source of your words,” I said, holding her cheek with one hand. “Where I find out your thoughts and emotions. The part of you that I fell in love with.”

We kissed again, taking even more joy in each other’s soft lips. “Pleasure beyond belief,” I said softly. I didn’t want to push her at all, but my need for her begged to at least be expressed.

Her eyes glowed and she kissed me again, even more fervently now as she lowered her hand to the neckline of my shirt and gently pulled it off.

I let her strip me, knowing that my best friend and the love of my life was here with me in this moment. I hoped this would be the start of a lifelong bond, but I also knew it could be my only time with her. Every feeling had to be treasured; every moment had to be savored.

“The breasts,” she said huskily. “How did I never know before how beautiful they were?”

She cupped them in her hands, weighing them carefully. I gazed at her with lust, unable to believe that I was truly seeing and feeling her, Maryam, fondling my chest.

“You know now,” I said. “And I’m hoping against hope that you won’t forget after this.”

She shook her head. “I don’t think I’m going to forget.”

The words sent heat to my groin, getting my throbbing clit even more excited. I wanted to touch her everywhere, to do everything to her. I wanted to strip her naked and ravish her.

And that’s exactly what I did. With shaky hands I reached out and undid her silky black robe. It fell easily from her shoulders, and I saw that her skin was as creamy and smooth as I had thought, her nipples were as small and pert as I’d imagined them.

“You’re so sexy, Zinnia,” she told me. “I see it now. I never saw you before…”

Sparks leapt through my body. I needed release desperately, but first I was going to devour every inch of the perfect body that I had been staring at and lusting after for innumerable years.

I guided her backwards onto the bed until she lay on her back with her supple legs parted for me. Kneeling beside her, I pressed my lips to hers, stroking her little pink tongue with mine, as I put one hand between her legs.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

“Does that feel good?” I asked, breathing heavily. “A woman is making you feel good?”

“No other woman could do this to me,” she panted. “Only you, Zinnia.”

I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to taste the folds I had been craving. The thought of her sweet juices had sent me all the way to Australia, and now I was finally going to sample them.

My fingers circling her nipples, I dove eagerly between her thighs. I kissed up and down her inner thighs, making her cry out with her desire for me before I located her little bud with my tongue.

Her taste was everything I had hoped it would be. Even sweeter than honey, it was also far more satisfying than anything I had ever eaten. I wanted to drink it until it spurted over my tongue and ran down the sides of my face.

I traced shapes on her clit, circles and triangles. The different stimulation made her squirm and moan under me. But it was when I began to write letters on her with my tongue that she truly screamed. The words I drew on her clitoris were these: “I – LOVE – YOU.”

Her orgasm left her breathless.

“Oh, Maryam,” I murmured. With her flushed cheeks and chest, she was more gorgeous than ever. I had finally done what I wanted to her, and although my own body ached with need, I would understand if she was too exhausted or scared to do anything to me.

But she sat up with shining eyes. “What do you want me to do?” she asked. “I’m under your control.”

As I pulled them off, I saw my panties were soaked through. I lay down on my back and guided my love between my own thighs. “Lick me,” I said. She looked up at me with those big brown eyes, and I motioned her to the spot where I needed her most. “Lick me there.”

Her tongue touched my throbbing, hard clit and I swayed back against her bedsheets incredulously. She may have just turned into a lesbian, but it seemed like she had been born to do exactly this. Her lips and tongue quickly found out what I liked, and they gave me all of it and then more.

My best friend, my love, was licking me in my most intimate area. She was giving me pleasure because I wanted her to. More than that, because she wanted to.

She licked me steadily, taking me to places I had never been before. “Yes, Maryam!” I cried, my body bucking under her talented tongue. “Yes!”

Waves of pleasure crashed over my body. It wasn’t just the physical sensation of what she was doing to me. It was the fact that it was her, the love of my life. The other women that I had turned down could never have done this to me, no matter how talented they were.

It was the connection I had with Maryam. It was the fact that I loved her with all my heart and soul.

“Yes!” I yelled one last time. “Oh, Maryam, yes!”

The details of the hours that followed are a blur to me now. We made love in every way we could imagine. She was compliant to everything I wanted, and as talented as any experienced lesbian I had ever encountered. The night was absolute perfection. All my hopes and wishes about my straight best friend had been fulfilled. The time I had spent in Australia had been validated, even the horrible things Ember had subjected me to.

I woke up beside her, the two of us a soft heap of naked limbs. As my eyes slowly opened and I remembered everything that had happened the night before, I began to worry. Maybe she would regret what had happened. She definitely wouldn’t be a lesbian now that she was no longer in a trance. This night of passion could even have ruined the friendship I valued more than anything else in my life.

Despite my fears, my body still throbbed for her. I cursed myself for being so greedy. I had had my fill of her, and it had been better than I had ever dared imagine, yet still I wanted more.

I eased out from under her arm. Although I tried not to move her soft limb, something made her eyes open.

She was sleepy again, but this time from waking up after a long sleep rather than from being in my hypnotic trance. “Good morning,” she whispered.

“Good morning.”

She reached out and stroked my lips with her finger. “Don’t look so scared. It’s not like we’ve never woken up together before.”

From the clarity of her words, I was sure she was completely out of the daze I had put her in. “Not like this,” I said softly.

“True,” she said, rolling over and into my arms. “But it won’t be the last time.”

She snuggled up to me like she had before, but with no clothes on this time.

“Does this mean…?” I couldn’t even say the words. My confidence had left me, and I could only hope that I wasn’t misunderstanding what she was saying.

“It means I love you,” she said. “And I want to be with you all the time.”

“You’re not straight anymore?”

“I don’t know if I’m a lesbian, but I know I want you,” she said, planting a soft kiss on my cheek. “There’s no man out there who would be a better match for me than you would. Now that I’ve seen how incredibly sexy you are and the things you can do to me, I know that.”

My heart filled with emotions. She was saying everything I had hoped so much to hear. But I wanted to be sure that she really meant it. “Are you sure, Maryam? I don’t want you for one day or one week, you know. If you’re going to be with me, I want you to be mine for life.”

“I’m yours for life,” she promised. “Forever and for always. And if I ever change my mind, you’ll just have to hypnotize me again.”

In the days that came, we held hands. We cuddled. We talked about everything and told each other secrets that no one else knew.

In the nights, my girlfriend and I returned to her apartment together. And we woke up side by side in the mornings.


Thank you for reading Lezbotized!

If you enjoyed these stories, please leave a review on Amazon and Goodreads.

Check out some of Bebe’s other sexy lesbian erotica here, and keep an eye out for her new releases!
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