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Controlling the Girl Next Door

Jared couldn't believe what he had found, cleaning out his grandfather's trunk in his closet.

His parents had assigned him any number of odd jobs to take care of. This was number one hundred and seventeen, and he was getting a little nervous. There were only one hundred and thirty things on the list, and once he stopped taking of them, he was afraid they were going to start charging him rent. 

Up until this point, everything in the old trunk had been fairly dull stuff. Old outfits with gross color combinations and wide collars, packets of letters from pen pals in Germany and Australia, dusty old parts of models of trains and small wintery towns, that sort of thing.

Then he came upon a videotape. It was tied with twine to a thick remote the size of a chalkboard eraser and a weird-looking helmet apparatus, gold metal with little violet glass pieces inlaid upon it.

It was all odd to him: the apparatus, the clicker, and especially finding a videotape—his grandfather would have already been quite old by the time VHS had even been invented. 

Maybe that was why Jared immediately went downstairs from the attic, into his bedroom, and dusted off his old VCR from his closet.

Jared had gotten the VCR as a birthday present when he was about ten. The very next year, DVD took off, and he had to save up and get a player of his own seven years later, as his parents had been scared off from buying any media-output device from then on.

Now, Jared was twenty-five, still living in his parents home. Five months ago, he had been laid off from his telecommunications job. It was a kind of blessing, as he had never liked it very much, but he did miss the regular paycheck.

He also missed the freedom of being on his own and doing whatever he wanted, when he wanted. Living with his parents, now, was humiliating. They didn't charge him rent, and his mother made home-cooked meals every night, and somehow that made it all even worse.

Sitting down in front of his small flat screen television, he popped in the VHS to the old VCR. He was happy to find that both of the old artifacts still worked. 

The video flickered on, showing some kind of interview session in a white room. There was a woman sitting on a chair.

A man's voice said, “Is it on?”

The woman said, “Yes. I see the light. It's blinking.”

“Wonderful.”

A face came into view—his grandfather's face! Younger, though. Much younger than Jared had ever seen him. He was wearing the same crown that Jared had in his hands. His grandfather adjusted the camera for a moment, and then moved back behind the camera.

“All right,” his grandfather said. “I have this remote here. We are testing it, yes? Seeing whether it works.”

The woman nodded. She was strikingly good looking—wearing a dark blue pantsuit. Her lovely brown hair was done up in a thick ponytail above her head. 

“I want you to tell me how you feel about me,” his grandfather said.

She shrugged. “You're a nice man. You pay me well. You don't ask for unreasonable things.”

“And in a romantic sense?”

She blanched. “Really, Doctor?”

“This is for science, my dear. Please.”

“Fine. I don't really have any romantic feelings toward you. When I first worked here, you asked me out, and I declined. You were very professional about it, which I appreciated then and now.”

“Wonderful,” said the doctor.

Jared heard a clicking sound, and then a deep humming, and then a bright purple light flashed across the screen.

“How do you feel now?” his grandfather asked.

The woman just moaned in response, staring forward blankly.

“You feel wonderful,” said his grandfather.

“Wonderful,” the woman echoed, nodding happily, smiling.

“You always feel wonderful when I'm around.”

“Always wonderful when you're around.” Her smile grew wider, a flush moving up her neck.

“You've adored me for some time now.”

There was a cut in the tape. Static filled the screen for a moment. 

Jared found his cock was hard as a rock. Was he holding . . . did he have some kind of mind control device in his hands right now? Was that what the crown and the clicker were?

The picture came back. The woman had her shirt off now, her fingers shoved deep inside her pussy. Her other hand was massaging her tits through her skimpy, lacy bra.

“You are my slave.”

“I am your slave,” said the woman, pouting hotly and pouring herself into the words. 

It wasn't blankness on the woman's mind, Jared realized. It was zeal. She so firmly believed everything she heard that no other thoughts could fill her head.

Jared felt his cock pushing up through his shorts. He kneaded his cock through the thin material, rewinding the tape.

“I am your slave,” the woman breathed.

He rewound it over and over. 

“I am your slave,” the woman breathed again. Hotter and hotter each time.

His pants slipped around his ankles. His shaft already slick and hard with precum. How was he supposed to do anything else? He paused the video on her blank face, small bits of drool sliding down from her lips.

His arm pumped furiously as he jacked his hand up and down his cock. Above him, the air-conditioner switched on. His seven-inch shaft was completely slick, and jacking off seemed almost an afterthought to the feeling of the air pressing in so forcefully on his wet, sensitive shaft.

The woman on the screen was so hot. She was so controlled. This was so surreal. He had to come. He had to. He couldn't help it. She couldn't help but obey and he couldn't help but come.

Groaning, he spurted out onto his hand, the thick white cum filling up his palm quickly. He struggled to shift around, grabbing a tissue off his nightstand before laying back on his bed. It took him a moment to clean everything, to let his thoughts clear.

Okay. 

Okay.

Now he could concentrate. He needed to get himself under control.

Control. That was the word of the day, wasn't it? At the foot of his bed was a device that would allow him to control whoever he wanted, fuck whoever he wanted, whenever he wanted . . . 

No. Himself. He needed to stay under control.

He needed, no matter what, not to run wild with this device and put every girl he could find into a deep, everlasting trance that would forever bind her to his cock.

Oh god. He was getting hard again. He sat up on the bed, putting his shorts back on and staring down at the device, at the image of the controlled woman still on his television screen. 

He couldn't do anything like that.

That was immoral, to do something like that. To take some hot babe like Mrs. Russell across the street, and fuck up her whole mind into thinking he was her total god, dominating every thought she had for the rest of her life to think only of his greatness and his cock.

Fuck. 

Okay.

He needed to get someone else here, that was the solution. 

Contemplative, he stepped over to his bedroom window. Outside, he could see Carmen Russell sunbathing her sumptuously hot body in her white, pink-striped bikini. Mrs. Russell's stepdaughter. 

He had always really like that outfit. She was flat out gorgeous, just like her stepmother. 

Light brown hair, viciously long legs, wonderful breasts that were just the right size to spill out of a man's hands, and the kind of face that he imagined ancient Valkyries were supposed to have. Severely sexy, with an elegant, regal turn to her nose, full lips, and that delicious kind of distinction to her chin and jaw that models had. 

She had modeled, he knew. Little vanity shots for  local businesses. He had jerked off to them more than once. Anybody she talked to knew she had big aspirations of going big time. Probably she could make it, too.

Maybe he could convince her to come and take a look at this tape, give him a second opinion?

Yeah, sure, he told himself. That's all he wanted from her. A second opinion.

* * * * *

Carmen wasn't sure what to make of Jared Harrison, even as he led her over to his house. 

It was the first time she even ever really been on his lawn. The Harrisons' house was always a strange one within Meadow Heights. Most of the residences were large estates, with enormous swimming pools and multiple layers of backyard, and a three-floor minimum, like Carmen's house. Her father was an engineer, and made enough to own the house completely, no mortgage at all.

The Harrisons, though, were teachers, or librarians, something like that. Something low-paying.  Their paltry little two-story, fourteen hundred square foot house reflected that. They had moved in long, long before the property values went up. Carmen thought smugly that, even so, they would still be paying the mortgage on it when she was earning her third graduate degree on her father's dime.

It was nice to have some privilege, to enjoy a place in the world. Her forays into modeling were just reflections of that part of her personality—it wasn't about being admired, for her. No, it was about showing off.

Jared Harrison was usually nice enough, she supposed, but it seemed like every time she or her stepmother were outside, he had some reason for being outside as well.

When Carmen was sunbathing, he had to trim the hedges.

When Carmen was washing the car, he had to wash his car, too.

When Monica, Carmen's stepmother, was doing yoga in the gazebo in the backyard, he was watering the backyard lawn.

These little instances added up. She and her stepmother talked about it quite often. They were close in age—Carmen only eighteen, and Monica twenty-five. 

At first, Carmen had found this proximity in age a little disturbing, and grew distant from her father for a time. But, she found Monica to be a really wonderful person—giving and thoughtful—who was used to all the pressures Carmen had felt at high school as one of the hottest girls around. Monica always had killer advice on what to wear, what to say to guys to turn down dates and let them down easy, and how to know when someone was only talking to her for her looks. Carmen was going to college at the end of the summer, and Monica was full of good thoughts on which classes had the most men in them.

But, today, Jared didn't seem like he was only talking to her for her looks. Even with Carmen wearing nothing but a teensy string bikini, a tiny near-transparent white wrap around her lovely ass serving as a skirt, and a pair of pink platform sandals—he looked her in the eyes with every word he said. 

Though, Carmen noted with a certain satisfaction, it did seem to be something of a struggle for him.

“It's just, really important. I think it could be important, you know? Like really important.”

“You mean it's like, important?” Carmen teased.

He didn't seem to catch on. “Yeah, exactly! Like, for science!”

She rolled her eyes as he turned around and stepped inside the house. She followed him in, and immediately crinkled her nose. The smell of cat urine was permeating through everything.

“Do you have cats, here?”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “Tom and Jerry.”

“Jerry was a mouse.”

“Well,” he shrugged. “Not in this house.”

“Look,” she said, striking her hands through the air. “No offense, but this place stinks, and I really don't like cats. So, whatever it is you need to show me, let's do it outside.”

His face changed then, though he still smiled. The smile went from wide, open, and excited, kind of like a boy's smile, to something cold. Something more knowing and mature.

“Okay, Carmen,” he said. “You're the boss. Wait here, okay? I'll be right back.”

She did wait, taking a look around. Every floor was covered in gross carpet. There were pictures of people everywhere. Family, she supposed. The walls were covered in bad paint and worse flowery wallpaper. Where was the art? Where were the plants? Who could live like this?

She heard steps thump down the stairs.

“Carmen, pay attention,” she heard him say, and then there was a bright, violet light.

* * * * *

Carmen loved this house. It was such a nice place. She was really glad Jared had brought her here. 

“I'm just, so impressed by the décor here,” she said. 

They were in his bedroom. This was her favorite room in his house. That was a perfectly natural thing to feel, to really love this bedroom that was so great.

“Thanks,” he said. 

She was on his bed. She was sitting next to him on his bed. She would have been uncomfortable—he was so much older than her, after all, but she liked this room so much that it was okay just to sit there. 

And the smell of the place! She inhaled deeply. It was heavenly.

“So what did you want to show me? Besides this ultra-cool room, I mean.”

It was an ultra-cool room. He had posters of half-naked women everywhere, interspersed with tall decals of skull-clad video game heroes and sports teams she hadn't heard of. It was a totally great room to be inside of, at any time.

“It's this videotape,” he said. “I want you to watch some of it with me.”

He pressed the remote. 

“VHS?” she asked. “That's really . . . old.”

“Yeah,” he said. “It's okay, though.”

Sure, right. It was okay. Keep an open mind, Carmen. New experiences can be really fun. She believed that totally.

The video started playing. There was an old man for an instant, and then a young woman answering questions. Soon she was repeating everything she heard. The video skipped around, and then the woman was masturbating.

“Jesus, Jared!” Carmen stood up. “Is this a porno? Is that why you brought me here?”

“No!” he said, protesting. He paused the video. The woman's face was lolled to one side, her face in ecstasy. “Look! It's real life. This actually happened.”

“Pornos actually happen all the time.”

“But . . . no, I mean he really controlled her. He used this stuff.”

He pointed behind her on the bed. There was a clicker and a crown-looking thingy.

“You can't be serious.”

“I really am.”

Carmen looked down at him. Her eyes trailed down to his crotch—he was getting a boner! Oh, gross! He looked panicked, suddenly, like he saw what she had seen.

Enough was enough. She didn't care how great of a room this was, she had to leave right now.

“Look,” she said. “Clearly you're, um, really excited by all of this, but I'm not. So I'm leaving.”

She walked to the door. She heard some shuffling behind her, the bed springs groaning. Her hand was around the knob when he said her name. There was a flash of violet.

* * * * *

God, Jared was super cute. Did he have a girlfriend? She hoped not. She wanted to fuck him.

She wanted him to be the one to fuck her. Her first. The thought bounced around her mind happily.

They were on his bed. Her hands were on his thighs, happily stroking him through the fabric of his shorts. His bulge, quite visible, quite delicious-looking, was just beyond where her fingers stroked. 

Not for long, though.

“So, this device, I think it's not really total mind control. I think it just encourages people to believe whatever they hear. Really, really encourages them. I guess my grandpa kept it secret, somehow. Or maybe he just never used it after the first time.”

“Uh huh.” she said, sliding her hand up around his thick bulge. It was so warm. “Did you know I'm a virgin?”

“I wonder—ooooh kaay.” Jared shuddered, leaning back. “I did . . . didn't tell you to say . . . no, I didn't know that.”

Carmen giggled. “You're really fucking cute, did you know that?”

“Oh yeah?” he leaned back into his bed and the pillows there. 

She leaned in, getting on her knees on top of the bed, crawling toward him. With a deep yawn, Jared leaned back even more, and smiled at her confidently

“Oh yeah. Super cute. You're probably the cutest guy in the whole town, I think. I would be, like, really lucky to be able to hang out with you whenever you wanted.”

“Is that so?”

She nodded, leaning forward. Her lips perilously close to his. 

“I don't know how I can help myself around you. You're so cute. You're probably the cutest guy in town. Can we hang out? I would feel really lucky if we did that”

She shook her head a bit, staring at the ground. Had she just said that? 

Her eyes found Jared again. Who cares what she said? He was so cute.

He brought up a hand to her face, cradling it slightly. His breath on her lips. She moaned and slid forward, melting her mouth to his. Her hands stroking on his bulge even harder.

She brought one hand forward on the bed to steady herself, and hit something hard.

“Ow,” she said, picking up the gold crown from before. It fascinated her, for some reason. “Hey, what is this, anyway? Weren't you going to tell me?”

He smiled. “I've shown you already.”

“Shut up!” She said, laughing. He was such a tease. “No, you didn't.”

“I did. Remember? I explained how it protects the wearer from the effects of the remote. I figured it out by watching the video a few times.”

“The remote?”

“The one that makes people believe that whatever they're told. And then when the effect has worn off, they don't remember.”

“Wait a minute,” said Carmen, shaking her head. She stood up and looked at the screen of his television. The woman there, her face so open and . . . turned on. So full of pleasure. 

“Hold up. That woman didn't remember any of the commands she was given?”

“Nope,” he grinned.

“Why are you grinning like that? That's disgusting! I mean, could you imagine if you gave me some command, and . . .”

His grin only widened. He started stroking his cock through his shorts, just like she had been. God, but she really, really wanted to get back to doing that. But this was...this was important! Things started to click together in her head

“Oh god, Jared, is that why you're grinning?”

He nodded, openly staring down her cleavage. On instinct, she propped her body forward a bit to give him a better view. Then she backed away, tripping over her big heels a bit. She kicked them off.

“What the fuck, Jared? I wish I could hit you right now.”

“But you can't.”

“No, I can't.” She smiled at him, so happy. It was so nice to say something she believed in. “I couldn't imagine ever hurting you.”

Wait, but, no. No, that wasn't right at all. She shook her pretty head, not catching on. How could she be so mad at him when he was so fucking cute? She just wanted to kiss him and have him hold her and say everything was all right.

“I'm sorry, Carmen. I just wanted to see if really worked.”

“And it does?”

“You find me attractive, right?”

“Uh, yeah. You're a stud. Like, every girl I know daydreams about your cock filling her up. You're probably the cutest guy in town ohmygod.”

She couldn't stop shuddering, moving back to the door, shaking her head. Her big, blue eyes were wide open.

He sat up on the bed, moving forward some. “What's the matter? You were enjoying yourself.”

“Jared, that's not the problem though. I really believe that about you.” She put her hands to her head. “You are super cute. I want to make out with you right now, even though I know already that you've done this to me! You could make me do more, and I would want even more! It's wrong!”

It was hard to process, but he was putting the crown on again. She knew that meant . . . that meant something was going to happen. Why was her pussy getting so fucking wet?

“Say,” he unzipped his pants, “making you want more. Now, that gives me an idea . . .”

“N-no! Don't, Jared! Please!”

He brought the clicker up again. In a flurry of motion, she knocked it out of his hands, and ran out the door.

Oh god, he was going to show her his cock. It was probably beautiful. How was she running away from his wonderful, super hot cock? She slowed when she got down to the bottom of the stairs. Was this going to be something she was going to regret this for the rest of her life?

She heard him tumbling after her, shouting her name. She whimpered. He was so cute. No one that cute could all bad, could they?

No! Mind control, Carmen! Get it together! He gave you those thoughts! They're not real!

She ran out of the house, across the street to her own. She saw her stepmother's car in the driveway. Good. The two of them could fight together. And then she could tell her all about this incredibly cute boy that she just had this immense crush—no!

No. 

She flew inside the door.

“Hey, cool lady!” Monica chirped. “Where are you—wow, what's the rush?”

Her stepmother was a svelte, hot young woman. She kept in perfect shape from swimming one hundred laps every day in their expansive backyard's Olympic sized swimming pool. In the past, they had both seen Jared watching her from his bedroom window. 

Today, Monica wore a slim crimson sundress, with dark leather heels. Her long dark blond hair was perfectly coiffed to one side. 

“Don't answer the door!” shouted Carmen.

The beautiful teen rushed upstairs rushed into her room, her little translucent cover falling away. She only had her bikini on now. 

She panicked for a moment. What could she do? How was she going to avoid his super wonderful cock forever when he was such a fucking cute hot guy that she wanted to lose her virginity to?

Maybe it wore off? That was her only hope. She cranked up the stereo so she couldn't hear him, and then sat down in the corner of her room, hands pressed up against her ears. As she closed her eyes, all she could think about was her big fucking crush on Jared. God, would he still go out with her when this was all over? That would be super nice of him. 

Suddenly, her stereo turned all the way down. Hands were on her wrists. She didn't know what to do! She refused to open her eyes, squirming, backing away.

“It's okay, Carmen. It's all right.”

It was Monica. Oh, thank goodness. She opened her eyes. 

“It's all right, dear.” Her stepmother's smile was pure comfort. “It's really all right.”

Carmen breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, Mom! Is he gone? I was so worried. I felt sure his stupid device could work through doors, and . . .”

She started looking at Monica—really looking. The older woman was staring at her with a fixed, almost euphoric smile. Her eyes sort of blank. The grip on Carmen's hands only got tighter and tighter.

“He found a window, actually. But it's all for the best. Obedience is pleasure, Carmen,” she sighed happily. “And I've found the perfect boy for you to obey.”

Carmen heard Jared's footsteps. She knew there was no running, no fighting, now. She stared up at him, the crown on his head. She moaned a bit, biting her lower lip. 

At least he was cute.

* * * * *

Carmen was happily giving Jared a handjob, staring adoringly in his face as he watched TV. He was naked. Carmen was seriously happy about that, staring at his body however much she wanted. There was some recording of models walking down runways. He said it was giving him inspiration for his new career. 

So much of what he said went straight over her pretty little head. That was okay, though. He was so handsome and smart. He was the most handsome man she had ever seen. For a moment, he just stroked her hair.

She had amazing hair, she knew. It was thick and told the whole world how badly she needed Jared to fuck her at every second. It matched her perfectly hot fuck-me-while-I'm-making-you-dinner body. At every moment of his delectable handjob, she made sure to tilt her back perfectly, so he could see straight down her cleavage in her tiny bikini. 

He looked her in the eyes. Carmen swooned helplessly. She couldn't even describe what made him so handsome. He just was. It was the same way the sky was blue, or up was up and down was down.

“I've changed you, Carmen. I made you this turned on to me.”

“Oh fuck,” she cooed, stroking him harder. “Really? That's super cool.”

His cock twitched in her hands. Little spurts of precum ran down it. It just made her strokes even slicker.

“I made you enjoy the fact that I've changed you, too.”

She felt her pussy tighten up. “Oh wow. You really did. Gosh, Jared you're the best boyfriend ever.”

“I really am,” he smiled. “You don't pass five minutes without an orgasm, did you know that? It turns out I can even make your body believe things outside of your control.”

As if on cue, an orgasm spiraled through her body. Hot torrents of pleasure shot up and down her pussy, her torso, her hot erect nipples, creeping up her face. She stroked him ever harder. Fuck, but she needed him to cum.

She moaned appreciatively. “Do you think . . . wow, do you think you could change me even more?”

His smile widened. Her heart skipped several beats.

“What did you have in mind?”

“What if I loved you even more? What if . . . what if I came just from touching you?”

He pulled out his thick clicker again, putting his crown on with the other hand. “Let's find out.”

“Masterrr,” came Monica's voice. “What do you think?”

She walked in the room carrying trays of small sandwiches, decked out in peach-colored lingerie. Stockings and frilly garters decorated her legs. A tiny lace bra somehow held up the delectable mass of her gorgeous tits. Small silk gloves with diamond bracelets adorned her hands. 

“Is it hot enough for you, Master?”

Carmen felt Master's cock twitch even harder. 

“Fuck,” he said.

He snapped his fingers. “Mouth. On me. Now.”

As if she were nothing, he pushed Carmen aside. Her stepmother gingerly set down the sandwich tray and eagerly took Carmen's place, sucking down Master's rod like she was starving. Every solitary inch of him seemed to drive Monica into new heights of pleasure, her thick luscious lips shiny with precum almost immediately.

Carmen slid back up on to the couch, pouting. Master was j-just about to ch-change her! This was so unfair. And, watching him fuck Monica was . . . weird.

“B-but Masterrr . . . you can't dooo that. That's my step mommy . . . this is . . . this is . . .”

He frowned at her and pressed his button. 

When Carmen came back online, she saw her sisterslave Monica sucking off the man of her dreams. That was hot. That was really, really hot.

Jared was better than a boyfriend. He was Master. That was so great. He deserved lots of women serving him. As many as he could possibly dream up.

“Fuck, she's sucking you so well, Master,” Carmen cooed. “You really deserve that. You deserve her hot mouth on you like that.”

“Mmmphmmm!” Monica moaned out.

“I hope you cum in her mouth, Master,” Carmen moaned. 

She put her hand down on Monica's head, stroking the hair there. Pushing her down on Master's cock just a little harder. She layered kisses on Master's face and neck. 

Hot little mews poured out of her mouth as she looked up at her Master with big, blue eyes.

“Cum in her mouth, Please? Please do it. I need to see you cum so bad. Oh please, Master.”

He convulsed hard, wrapping his legs around Monica's waist, pulling her tighter into the couch. 

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.”

“Thank you, Master,” Carmen whispered fervently. “Thank you.”

It was so wonderful, seeing him cum. A holy experience. She would speak of it to everyone she knew. It would be the first thing out of her mouth in every conversation she had for the rest of her life. 

For several moments, he continued to shudder and Monica continued to slurp him down, moaning enthusiastically. Finally, his momentum seemed to taper off, and Monica started cleaning him. Licking his shaft up and down like an obedient sexkitten. Carmen was envious.

“Shall I make you hard again, Master?” Monica asked between licks. “I'm sure I can do it. And I know Carmen wants you to take her hot virgin cunt. It belongs to you, after all. That slumber party with all her friends,” she giggled, “well, all her hot friends, anyway, isn't due to start for another two hours. That's plenty of time for you to totally dominate my stepdaughter's pussy, isn't it?”

Carmen moaned into her Master's neck. Oh please, please, please. She could only whimper out her need, desperately wanting him to make it so.

Already, he was twitching, his re-hardening cock slapping against Monica's cheek. Her skin there all smeared with his perfect cum.

“Take off that swimsuit,” he said to Carmen.

She whimpered affirmatively, so excited. He was going to take her. He was going to be her first, her only man ever! This was so wonderful. She ripped off the suit, unveiling the entirety of her perfect eighteen year-old tits, made only for him.

Monica's face beamed as she licked and kissed her Master's cock, lit up with equal parts hope and pride.

Carmen displayed herself on the couch before him, spreading her thighs wide, but holding her shins. All bunched up like that, he could see just how perfect her abs were, how trim she kept her blond pussy. 

It did not take long at all for Master to get hard at the sight of her like that, especially with Monica adoring his cock.

He crawled forward, shoving his bare member inside her easily. His cock was already well-lubricated, and Carmen had been wet since the moment she had first met her beautiful, perfect Master. There was one sharp moment of cleansing, hot pain, and then only building pleasure from then on. 

His cock was enormous inside of her pussy. She had never felt anything so big and filling. She felt so womanly, so fertile and feminine. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Monica cooed in his ear. “Fuck my stepdaughter, please! Fill her full of your hot cum. She needs it.”

Carmen nodded as he drilled inside of her, his thick shaft pushing aside her tight folds like they were nothing.

“I need it, Master!”

Huffing as he fucked Carmen, he grabbed her tits for leverage to enter even deeper. 

“Cum in her, cum in her, cum in her please!” Monica's eyes were growing maniacal with her pleas.

“Cum in me, cum in me, cum in me please!”

The two traded off chants like this for their Master, needing him to hear their endless devotion. There were several perfect instances when he just stared into Carmen's eyes, grunting out his sweet passion for her.

His vigorous pumping increased, and Carmen knew instinctively he was getting close. His face contorting wonderfully with unstoppable bliss. Her own orgasm approached with his. She knew totally that when he came, she had to cum, too. That was wired in her now.

He came at last, and Carmen knew completion, screaming out her own hot orgasm with him. His thick, hot ropes of cum filled her body like nothing else had. Euphoria washed through her body. She felt warm and glowing, her body vibrating with this warm liquid purpose that now possessed her. Carmen knew, finally, that she had found her place in this world. 

This was what she needed to be doing for the rest of her life—serving and pleasing her wonderful Master, and trying to get others to do the same. Her house was his house, now.

# # #
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Controlling the Sorority

––––––––

Alyssa, Kappa Phi Theta sorority house president, pushed her thick, rich chestnut locks of hair back from her face, sitting across from chemistry graduate student Rick Brandt at a table in the study on the bottom floor of the sorority house. Rick was having trouble hiding his obvious arousal at her proximity, which was a situation that Alyssa was more than used to at this point in her life.

It was important, when she was trying to schmooze some guy, to overflirt a little. She couldn't just flirt—guys like Rick, chemistry nerds who had never had a date in their lives, wouldn't pick up on that—so she had to be completely obvious. 

This meant playing with her hair a lot, smiling and giggling at all his jokes, touching and squeezing his hands at frequent intervals, and letting her platform sandal-heeled foot slide between his brown loafers.

Rick had tried the old tutor's tactic of placing the work in front of the student, so that she would take ownership of it. Alyssa, of course, knew all about this tactic, and knew that ownership of the work was the last thing she wanted. Feeling sly, she slid her hands across the table, letting her watch catch on the paper, and wrapped a few dainty fingers around Rick's wrist. The paper was right back in front of him, now.

“Gee Rick,” said Alyssa, “I really thought you could do this for me. I mean, you're so smart and all. I don't think I would ever learn how to do all this science by myself.”

The study they were in had wonderful acoustics, and Alyssa's melty, velvety voice sang off each board of the wood-trimmed room. For a study, there were not many books—mostly just thick leather couches and the one large table, with several incredibly comfortable high-backed wood chairs.

He blushed. “Well, yes, but—”

Her smile brightened a little, trying to be encouraging. “I know it just comes so naturally to you, this chemistry stuff. I wouldn't ask if I thought you couldn't do it. But if you're saying you can't, then . . .”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “No, I can do it. I can do all your homework, easily. I mean, this is only Chemistry 205. I'm a grad student. I could do this stuff in my sleep.”

“Oh, really?” 

Alyssa bounced forward and slid her hands all the way over his. She knew the movement had allowed him to see down her tight sweater, straight the sultry line of cleavage between her firm, 36D tits. If he tried to move his eyes somewhere else, the chances of his gaze landing on her terrific bare legs—clad only in a pair of cut-off jean shorts that really were only good for covering her terrific ass—were rather good.

“That makes me so happy, Rick.”

“It's j-just . . .” he was staring openly now. “I'm supposed to be your t-tutor, and you . . .”

“I know! And you'll be a great tutor by showing me how to complete all the work. I'll catch on eventually, I know it!”

Although, she thought, Rick certainly wouldn't. And even if he did catch on to what Alyssa was doing, he wouldn't be able to stop himself from working for her. No one ever had before. 

Boys were such easy things for Alyssa. All you had to do was give out a wink here, and a squeeze there, and they'd be putty without her even needing to promise anything. All she needed to offer was the suggestion. They filled in the blanks themselves, better than Alyssa ever could.

“I'm just so glad I have a good friend who's so good at this kind of stuff, Rick.”

He smiled sheepishly. “Well, I mean, it's just . . .”

She leaped on his hesitation. “You are my good friend, right, Rick? That would make me really happy to know. To know that,” she let a finger dangle on top of one incredibly full breast, pretending to consider all of life, all at once, “Like, whenever I need, I have someone I can call on. For a test, or a study buddy, or even in the middle of the night, if I'm feeling all lonely.”

“Oh . . .” his eyes widened. “Yes, Alyssa. That's me. I'm your guy. You can call me whenever. At night. You know. When you need a shoulder to lean on. Or whenever.”

“Great!”

She stood up, looking up at the clock. It was nearly one o'clock, and there were a lot of preparations needed still for the big party tonight. 

“Okay, well, you have to get going now. There's a lot of stuff I have to take care of.”

“Is there um . . . a bathroom I can use . . . ?”

Alyssa resisted the urge to wilt her nose. Seeing the pathetic bulge in his pants, she knew exactly what he wanted the bathroom for.

“There's one down the street, a few blocks from here at the gas station.” She shrugged. “Sorry, we only have um . . . ladies bathrooms, here.”

“In a house?”

“I know! It's weird, huh?” she shrugged. “Anyway . . . off you go!”

He left without further complaint, gathering up all of his materials and shuffling out the door. She watched him watching her push the chairs back in to the large study table. Every move she made was of intense fascination to her, probably getting logged at the top of his mental jerk-off rolodex. She took a sort of pride in that.

Being a magnificent hottie, like what she was, made her life much easier by default, but what was “default” had never been good enough for Alyssa. If she was going to get hand-outs, she wanted the best hand-outs. If boys were going to give her pretty jewelry because she was attractive, she wanted the best jewelry.

That's why she chose Rick to “tutor” her in chemistry. He was some prodigy at the school, probably going to earn the nobel prize one day. So if she was going to have someone do her homework for her, it would be the best person in chemistry.

She was worth it, she knew. Worth all of this attention. Alyssa had been winning beauty contests since she was twelve. 

By the time she was eighteen, several millionaires and foreign princes had offered up their fortunes just to spend a single night with her. She turned them down, of course—she knew that with age, she was only going to grow more beautiful, and there was no sense in cashing in on an investment when it was still peaking. 

And besides that, men and women fell all over themselves to do what she wanted anyway.

Now, at the age of twenty-two, she ate whatever she wanted, and still maintained the picture perfect 34-18-36D body that she rocked at that very moment. Her muscles were toned and firm from years of cheerleading and gymnastics and now-daily cardio, and her hair—effortlessly thick, floating down to the middle of her back, the perfectly sexy shade of chestnut brown—just completed the package. 

The cocktail mixture of Brazilian, Russian, Native American, and Asian heritage had made her face into a work of divine beauty, or so she told herself every day, staring in the mirror. 

So for guys like Rick, she could play the helpless little girl to manipulation's sake, but she knew there was no one more powerful on the planet than a woman who knew she was gorgeous.

The Kappa Phi Theta sorority house was the finest on the Grant University Campus. When Alyssa had arrived there in her first year, it had been a nerd's sorority. All the girls had been working hard to try and maintain some kind of educational equality with the men on the campus.

Watching Rick leave, enjoying her control over him, Alyssa reflected on those girls from the sorority before she had arrived. knew their struggle was totally pointless. Men would fight tooth and nail for their spots on the top, and when they saw women gunning for those spots, there was bound to be trouble. 

Now in her fourth year of college, her third year as president and one year away from graduating, Alyssa had established with a firm, beautiful hand the sorority that she wanted to be in charge of. Each and every girl was eighteen years or older, eagerly working day and night to make Alyssa happy.

The better way to gain power, the easier way, the more natural way, was just to convince men that what they wanted all along was for a woman by their side, guiding their decisions and taking all the benefits of their hard work. Alyssa, so far, had never encountered a man who wasn't happy to give up everything he had for gal that he was sweet on.

Rick finally closed the door. Alyssa took a moment to stretch out gorgeous limbs in the large entryway of the house. 

Lots of guys were sweet on Alyssa. The last time she bothered to check, over fifty counted her as a girlfriend, and made themselves exclusive to her. She had an extra cellphone just for all the traffic they gave her. 

For each boyfriend, she arranged photographs of herself in her panties with a shirt on; the fools thought that thought that meant she was seriously liking them. 

Each and every one of them, she had convinced she was from a poor family and needed cash for rent every month so that she could stay on campus and see them once in a while. 

Meanwhile, her savings account and multiple investments in mutual funds just grew and grew. 

There were very few women on the planet that could get away with such behavior. Alyssa, though, was easily one of them. She loved being that pitch-perfect combination of gorgeous, arrogant, and cute that made men want to fuck her and serve her nonstop.

And it was precisely because of her enormous power over men that she felt free to exercise such gleeful control over women. If men were in charge, then all she had to do was get the men on her side. 

Part of her long-reaching plans to do that involved this very night—the party she had mentioned to Rick.

Tonight was the sorority's annual pledge party, where all the new eighteen year-old girls who had been selected as good enough to be possible members would hang out and socialize with the small, exclusive sorority. 

There, Alyssa would be observing, waiting for the slightest mistake. 

Then, she would make an example of the girl in question.

Last year, it had been a pretty young Midwestern redhead who had made the mistake of referring to the sorority as Kappa Pi Theta instead of Kappa Phi Theta. 

Alyssa, seizing the opportunity, berated her for twenty minutes, completely verbally deconstructing her wardrobe, her hair, the cute gap between her teeth, and her freckles. The girl went home in tears, and did not even have the stomach to start her semester at Grant University.

This sort of ritual abuse kept the other girls in line, so that Alyssa hardly had to do anything but express a desire for something before it was done for her. This was why all the boys on the campus thought she was so sweet and fun, and all the girls were deathly afraid of her. 

This was also the reason there were only twenty to thirty girls in the sorority at any given time. It was easier to keep a tight grip on something that was small. And besides—Alyssa only allowed the truly gorgeous to be in the sorority—there was no point in being in charge of anything or anyone less.

Alyssa hopped upstairs to her room, admiring the lovely carpentry of their ornate staircase. She needed to confer with her second-in-command, twenty-one year old Giselle, about some details about the party. How many boys they needed to invite to keep the social lubricants humming, and how much alcohol to make sure they had, that sort of thing. 

Giselle had always been good with details like that, that was why Alyssa had chosen her to be her vice president. There were elections, of course, but the girls just voted how Alyssa wanted them to. 

This was also why Alyssa had allowed Giselle to be her roommate—it was good to keep a close watch on the girls who were most likely to try and take power away from her, after all. And, with as gorgeous as Giselle was, it wasn't inconceivable that she would try.

Alyssa stepped inside her bedroom—or rather, her suite. It had its own kitchen, two bathrooms, a living room, and two bedrooms. One of the bedrooms had been converted to Alyssa's personal study—she preferred to sleep with Giselle in the room. 

She enjoyed knowing there was someone in the room with her when she slept, and she was rather sure that Giselle had a crush on her. All the better, then, to arrange for Giselle to see her naked and in her underwear as often as possible.

In the bedroom, Giselle was in front of her large, gilded mirror, humming a tune as she brushed her thick mass of dark hair. Her smile was vacant, her eyes almost blank. Giselle had gorgeous dark skin, the kind of smooth chocolate that seemed almost edible when you were close.

It was a little eerie looking at her as she sat and hummed and brushed her hair. In fact, Alyssa didn't even think that Giselle had registered that her roommate had arrived. This annoyed Alyssa, of course. Her presence was one to be, if not celebrated, as least gracious for.

“Hello?” she said loudly.

Brushing a few more times, Giselle turned slowly, that same erotic, satisfied smile on her face. The erotic nature of her smile reflected the same erotic nature of her outfit. She wore a clingy pink slip, her dark breasts practically hanging out of it. Her platform heels were easily six-inches high, made from completely transparent plastic. A little pink, ruffly collar decorated her neck.

“Oh, hello Alyssa. It's so good to see you.”

On the counter behind Giselle, there was a silver remote and a gold crown. Alyssa tilted her head, examining them.

“What are those?” she pointed. “Did you get a new television or something?”

“Those?” Giselle barely turned. “Oh. Don't worry about those. How are you, dear?”

Alyssa didn't like having her questions avoided. She certainly didn't like being called “dear.” But if Giselle wanted to be obtuse, Alyssa felt confident she could work around it.

“How was your morning?” she asked, changing the subject.

“Oh, it was delightful,” said Giselle. “I was with Carmen the whole time. You know, that pledge?”

Alyssa did know. She felt Carmen had a lot of promise. A true rich, privileged snob. There was a great deal of potential she saw in that girl. Alyssa enjoyed molding young hotties into queens of seduction like herself. 

It was just too bad the girl dressed like she was Amish, locked up inside of drab, gray dresses all the time. It was like she didn't want anybody knowing she had an amazing body to advertise. Still, that was something Alyssa could work on with the girl. Men liked women that showed off.

“Oh, right.” Alyssa said, as if remembering. Of course, she already knew that was what happened—there was very little in the house that Alyssa didn't know about. “You guys went shopping, right?”

“Sort of. She wanted me to go meet her boyfriend, first.”

“Meet her boyfriend?”

“Yeah. She said it was really important to meet him to understand who she was. She felt it would improve her chances to get in to Kappa Phi.”

This was something that Alyssa hadn't been aware of. She supposed the boyfriend was a relatively recent development—she remembered Carmen had listed herself as single on the application a few months ago, back in the middle of the summer. 

“Totally.” Giselle bit her lower lip, looking as if she was trying to hold in a shudder. “He's pretty great.”

“What's he do?”

“He um . . .” Giselle shrugged. “He really loves Carmen. He's just, completely good to her.”

“No, I meant, how does he make money? Or is he a student?”

Giselle shrugged, smiling, her eyes drifting upward. 

“He could be a student. I'm not sure really. We didn't talk about it.”

“What's his name? Maybe I know him.”

Or maybe she could get to know him. If he was a student, then he would be in classes, and Alyssa was always looking for new men she could convince to do classwork for her. He didn't even have to be that good at it—it was good just to have a pool of workers she could motivate. 

And if he had any money—which he almost certainly would need to, to bag a snobby bitch like Carmen—then Alyssa wanted to be the one to relieve him of such a monetary burden.

“His name?” Giselle looked confused for a moment. “I mean, I know what to call him, but I don't really know his name, per se. I didn't think it was important. I mean, do you really need to know someone's name for him to be the most perfect man you've ever met? For him to be your boyfriend like, right away?”

Alyssa was taken aback. This was certainly an odd development. She watched Giselle's slender hands move up her tiny slip to her thighs, the dark-skinned girl breathing heavily and licking her lips.

“You don't know his name, or what he does, and he's your boyfriend now, too? And Carmen's? Girl, would you listen to yourself? This sounds nuts! Did he drug you or something?”

“Drug me?”

Giselle crossed her legs and then her arms, turning away.

“That's a little harsh, Alyssa. That really makes me wonder if you know what it is to fall in love, like, right away. Are you saying it's impossible for someone to fall in love at first sight? Like, that you are just so totally suddenly in love that you knew you had been that way your whole life, and that everything that ever happens from now on will be perfect and wonderful because your hot, studly man wants you around sometimes to suck his big, perfect yummy cock?”

A bizarre tinge had filled Giselle's gaze. Alyssa wasn't sure how to react to the diatribe. On a scale of one to crazy, Giselle was sounding like a full-on loon.

“He's just wonderful, Alyssa,” Giselle said. Her voice had added a lilt to it, like she was singing. “I'm sure you're going to think so, too.”

“If it's um, all the same to you, sweetie, I think I would rather not have whatever it is you've had.”

Giselle tsked, shaking her head. She reached behind herself and slipped on the crown that had been sitting on the counter.

“What are you doing?” Alyssa asked. “What's with the stupid crown?”

“Oh, it's not stupid. You'll change your mind. I did. I was so scared at first. I watched him wipe out Carmen's mind right there in front of me. She asked him to do it. Begged him to wipe her clean. And then while he sucked out every single one of her thoughts, she sucked on his big, beautiful cock. He just hit the remote on her again, and again, and again, ordering her to cum while he wiped out her mind.”

A deep, prescient sense of dread of developed in the back of Alyssa's throat. She tried to move her legs, but found they were frozen with fear. Desperately, she tried to move them again as Giselle kept talking.

“And then he started coming toward me, and I was so terrified . . . but that was silly. All he was offering was bliss. Why wouldn't I want to feel wonderful all the time? He showed me how silly it was to want anything else. Obedience is pleasure, after all. That's something everyone ought to know.”

Alyssa started backing toward the door. There was no way to know what was going to happen next, but she was certain she didn't want to be a part of it. 

“Here,” Giselle said, smiling brilliantly, holding the remote up and aiming at Alyssa. “Let me show you what I mean, okay?”

“N-no,” blurted Alyssa. “I-I don't think . . .”

A hot purple light that filled the room.

* * * * *

Her thoughts had dissipated entirely. Worries and concerns slid down beneath a hot, easy soil of arousal, a fertile area for the wonderful ideas that Giselle expressed.

Alyssa found herself sitting on the bed with one of Giselle's smooth, lovely legs wrapped around her own. That was nice. Giselle was so nice. Everything was so nice when Giselle was near her. They were such good, close friends. It felt natural to share everything she had with her.

Alyssa had been kind of a prude earlier. She didn't remember about what, but she knew it was true. It would be way cooler of her to just sit and talk things out with Giselle. 

Keep an open mind, Alyssa. Experiment. That's really important.

“I have something to confess,” Giselle said, stroking Alyssa's hair. “I . . . “ the pretty dark-skinned girl took a breath. “I have like, an enormous crush on you. I didn't really know I was into girls before? But I really, really am. And I'm especially into you.”

Alyssa felt her heart thumping fast. Oh wow. That was so honest, so open of Giselle to say that. She felt like she had to reciprocate the honesty, somehow. 

She didn't know if she was a lesbian, of course. But Giselle was really so very pretty.

“I mean, I really like you, Giselle, I just . . . um, well . . .”

“It's important to experiment, Alyssa. We're in college.”

That was true. That was probably one of the more true things that Alyssa had ever known. It was tattooed on her pretty little mind, right next to “Drink water,” “Eat food,” and “Breathing is essential.”

Alyssa inhaled deeply, taking in Giselle's exotic scent.

“You smell so good,” Alyssa cooed. “I didn't know before how good you smelled.”

Giselle giggled, hugging her friend tightly. The crown Giselle wore knocked against Alyssa's head a bit, but that was okay. It was a pretty cool crown. It was probably the coolest piece of headwear that Alyssa had ever seen, so it was totally fine that Giselle was wearing it.

Alyssa took the opportunity to hug Giselle back, to inhale her scent once more.  God, she felt sooo soft!

Alyssa knew she deserved to use Giselle as her one-time bisexual college experiment, deserved to do whatever she wanted with her. She was that beautiful, after all. They both were.

“I'd really like to talk about this under the sheets with you,” said Giselle. “I'd be way more comfortable there. Is that all right?”

“Under the sheets?” 

Alyssa considered. Giselle was so warm. 

And Alyssa really, really loved being warm, loved having hot sensual heat run through her. 

And more than anything else, Alyssa loved being close to Giselle. And she, of course, knew she deserved to feel good, like how Giselle was sure to make her feel.

“ . . . sure!” she chirped finally. 

There weren't many times in the past where Alyssa had ever been this close to another girl. But surely, she had wanted this. There wasn't much she wanted more than to press her hot, young body against the perfectly gorgeous toned warmth of another young babe like herself. 

Alyssa got everything she wanted.

They moved under the sheets of the bed, each girl still with their heels on. It was more fun that way, somehow, their heel-clad feet sliding on top of each other under the silk sheets of Alyssa's enormous bed. Their legs were both so long, and that made the whole situation more exciting. That there was so much hot, young smooth flesh from both girls, so eager to press and rub against each other.

“So, like, you should know Alyssa, like I was saying, that I'm kind of into girls, now, too,” Giselle purred, advancing on Alyssa. “I didn't know that I was, but Master made it all make sense.”

That was something Alyssa wanted to discuss. Who this Master fellow was, and why Giselle kept talking about him when Alyssa was clearly the hottest thing on two legs and was right there in front of Giselle, holding her so tight. But it was so hard to concentrate on what she wanted to say—letting Giselle speak her mind was incredibly important.

Alyssa really wanted to be a great friend.

“So, what I'm saying is, overall I mean, is that I'd really like to kiss you, Alyssa.”

“Oh,” whispered Alyssa. “Oh . . . I mean, I'm not . . . not sure . . .”

She was being coy. She wanted to be kissed by a girl, wanted to experiment and explore. It was very strange, after three years in college, that she hadn't done so before. Experimenting was so important.

Giselle moved her head forward, sliding her nimble tongue between Alyssa's hot lips briefly and then pulling away. It was so hot, so wet. Rarely if ever had Alyssa had such a delightful experience that had ended so abruptly.

“Oh . . . um . . . wow,” Alyssa said, stumbling over her words in a rare display of true emotion. “Giselle, wow . . .”

Giselle said nothing, just looking at Alyssa with heavily-lidded eyes. Her hand sank down Alyssa's bare torso and slipped up inside of her cunt. Alyssa moaned for half-a-second, and then pushed Giselle away gently.

She didn't want that; not yet, anyway. Maybe after a week or two of heavy kissing and petting. But right away, a girl's fingers touching her down there? It was too much, too soon.

“N-no,” she protested. “I like you, Giselle, but I want to . . . I want to take it . . . sort of slow, you know? It's just—ohmygod your hands are. So. Soft!””

Giselle nodded sympathetically. “I know, sweetie. Here, look at this.”

Keeping one hand pressed firm on Alyssa's pussy, Giselle turned and grabbed the remote off from the night stand table. Alyssa had a moment of panic and wonder, and then her mind blinked off as the purple light blinked on once more.

* * * * *

When she came back online, she was kissing Giselle. And, this time, she was indeed really kissing Giselle, her tongue sliding over her roommate's mouth, her hands pawing at the black girl's considerable bust.

It was all finally happening. Alyssa was living the dream. Here she was, in her gorgeous bed, making out madly with her gorgeous roommate. No, her gorgeous girlfriend.

Alyssa knew she deserved such a gorgeous girlfriend like Giselle. A mega-hottie like herself could only function if she had someone as educated and delicious as Giselle attending to her pussy whenever she wanted.

Kissing all the way, Giselle slid her face down between Alyssa's thighs. Alyssa pushed the soft silk sheets aside so she could watch her beautiful girlfriend's heated face. Giselle licked Alyssa's tight crotch, her tongue sliding against the denim of her brief shorts.

“Oh please,” Alyssa moaned. “Please, baby. You have to lick me. I need your tongue down there!”

Giggling, Giselle pulled down Alyssa's panties down her long, perfect legs, tossing them aside. 

Oh gosh, thought Alyssa. She's so fucking pretty. I'm so happy I deserve such a pretty, pretty girl as my girlfriend.

Taking in a deep, luxurious breath, Giselle started licking Alyssa's clit. It was heavenly, like it was something she was already an expert in. Easily, Alyssa could imagine that Giselle had been taking pussy-licking classes for the past three years.

She started with slow, hot slides of her tongue over Alyssa's small bud. These licks sped up over time, but remained gentle little laps, not too much pressure. Soon, Giselle had reached a rhythm that had Alyssa bucking her hips into her girlfriend's face.

Each tiny little lick pushed Alyssa further and further into the abyss of bliss. It was so easy not to think when Giselle was such a good licker. And Alyssa knew she had to cum for Giselle. That was what good girlfriends did. They just came, all the time. They let their thoughts slide out of their head and felt the hot, perfect tongue pressing so wonderfully on their needy clits and just surrendered to that hot, steamy pocket of pleasure just aching to be released. 

“Oh, Giselle!” Alyssa cried. “Oh, love! I'm gonna—gonna—gonnaaa—!”

Giselle only moaned in response, swallowing up Alyssa's pleasure. Her eyes remained fixated on this girl she had just hypnotized, totally transfixed from enacting her Master's will.

Alyssa came, the bliss rocketing through her body. She squeezed her thighs tight around Giselle's head, her hands digging into the mattress beneath her. Thoughts flew out of her mind, no longer important. Nothing really was nearly as important as having Giselle's tongue on her pussy. 

Giselle moved her mouth off the pussy of the moaning beauty.

“So, tonight will be a lingerie party, right? And you'll cancel all the invitations to the guys?”

“It . . . will? I will?”

Purring in rapture, Giselle slid the tip of her tongue across Alyssa's still-trembling clit. Alyssa forgot whatever it was she was going to say.

“Of course you will, sweetie,” Giselle said between licks. “I want it. Don't you deserve to do what I want?”

“Oh yes, Giselle! It's just . . .”

Giselle kissed her clit once more. Drowning in the sensation, Alyssa's thoughts vanished once again.

“Yes, Giselle,” she purred. “Of course, Giselle.”

Anything Giselle wanted. Alyssa would be the best girlfriend ever for Giselle. She could hardly accept anything less.

“There's one more thing I need you to do, sweetie,” Giselle said.

“Yes?”

Giselle held up the remote, biting one lower lip in a hot show of arousal. “Look right here?”

Alyssa just almost recognized that remote. It was an important thing. It was . . . it was doing things, somehow.

“Wait—”

Her voice was quickly drowned out by her girlfriend's commands.

* * * * *

Alyssa was playing with herself in the thick, wide bed where Giselle had adored her pussy only a few hours before, waiting for the clock to read eight forty-five. Some time ago, she had dressed herself completely in her hot yellow lingerie. 

This was what Giselle had told her to do, and Alyssa did what Giselle said. Alyssa had to be the best girlfriend on earth so that she could have the best girlfriend on earth. It only made sense. She could only be the best girlfriend if she made Giselle happy, and doing what Giselle said made her happy.

Gorgeous was one of many possible appreciative adjectives to describe the display of Alyssa's breasts inside the skimpy silk halter-top arrangement she had decorating her mouthwatering curves. Two thin strips of yellow stretched down from her neck to the g-string panties and garters at her waist,  a long diamond of naked flesh showing from her neck to her belly-button. 

Perfectly proportioned abdomen muscles, daily attended to from her rigorous cardio routine, held her tight frame even tighter, her enormous tits practically spilling out of the frail cloth. 

Bright, lacy white stockings were on her legs, each notated with little yellow bows right above the knee. They eased down into the tall four-inch designer pump heels that would have cost her over a thousand dollars if she actually paid for them (instead of convincing a “boyfriend” to do that for her). The heels, as tall as they were, made keeping her legs in the air as she fingered her pristinely precious pussy a precarious proposition, but she managed to make it work. Mega-fine girlfriend babes like her were made to wear tall, sexy heels, she knew. 

It was eight thirty. The party was due to start at eight. Alyssa knew all the girls in the house had come home on time and were ready to go—she could hear the voices downstairs. And she knew they had all arrived together—Alyssa had ordered them to be punctual. The girls did what Alyssa said. She deserved their obedience, after all, for being so hot and sexy and as wonderful as she was.

All of them, pledges and sorority babes alike, thought there would be boys there tonight—hot guys from all the different fraternities. Hot, rich guys that could decide their whole futures if they really wanted.

They had no idea that Alyssa had not bothered to advertise the party at all that day. They certainly didn't know that Alyssa had taken pains—under Giselle's instruction—to make sure that as far as the campus knew, the sorority was completely closed off for the night. 

As the head of the house, all the other frats and sororities called her to invite her girls to different places. They also called to see if they were allowed to attend any events at the Kappa Phi Theta house. Alyssa, of course, had been turning them all down, her fingers in her pussy, gasping and breathing hard as she obeyed again and again with each new phone call.

The clock turned to eight forty four. Alyssa quickly gave herself one more hot cum, her fingers sliding up and down her wet clit, her tiny panties moved to the side.

“Giselle,” she let out. “Ohhh Giselle!”

After several seconds, the peak of the bliss passed, although her body still felt amazing, as if being massaged with angel's wings. Gasping and breathing hard, hot juices sliding down her incredible legs, Alyssa strutted over to the mirror, giving herself one last check.

Ravishing. 

No, better than that. 

Perfect. 

She looked perfect for Giselle. Together, they were going to show this sorority exactly who was in charge.

She walked downstairs, but oddly, no one was around. There were noises, like moans and chanting, coming from the study. That was odd—why were the windows into that room closed, all of a sudden? It had been a late-addition to the house, built under Alyssa's tenure as President (for free, of course—the carpenter still sent Alyssa little woodwork hearts every month), which was why the windows were still there at all. Alyssa thought they looked cute.

That was why she made sure everyone knew not to close them. Why have cute indoor windows if they were just shut all the time? Curious, Alyssa approached the room

Just as she did so, Giselle stepped out of it, smiling as she saw Alyssa.

She looked . . . sensational. A gold and red slip covered her incredibly slim, long torso, the front of it made of mesh and lace, cupping and displaying her large tits. The sides were totally transparent and led down into sexy garters that attached to bright red stockings. The contrast of her beautiful dark skin and the hot redness of the lingerie was mesmerizing. 

Alyssa squirmed helplessly, looking at her. She loved her so much. Had she told her? She had to tell her.

Right away.

“Hi, love!” she said happily. “You look . . . wow! You look amazing!”

“Oh, yes.” Giselle nodded. “He wouldn't allow anything else.”

A serene smile arrived on Giselle's face, apparently thinking about whoever “he” was. Alyssa felt enormous stabs of jealousy run through her heart.

“You keep saying 'he.'” She put her hands on her delicious hips. “Am I supposed to know who you're talking about?”

Taking one hand, Giselle grinned. “Just come with me.”

Alyssa followed, loving the soft, slender silky feel of Giselle's dark hand. 

Heat pressed off the door to the study as purple light flooded beneath it. Alyssa, for some reason, felt herself getting turned on again.

Warm, hot tingles ran over her pussy, watching Giselle's round, tight behind as the chocolate-skinned beauty opened the door. They both entered and Alyssa stepped past Giselle, who then locked the door behind them with a thick key. Alyssa could not take her eyes off her beautiful love's sensational rear, so firm and well-muscled.

Giselle's ass was so pretty. All of Giselle was so pretty. Giselle was the best girlfriend Alyssa could ever hope for. She would never want anything more than her.

She heard moans from behind her. Alyssa realized she had not actually bothered to look inside the study before entering it. She turned around, a little confused.

Forming two rows down to the far end of the study, all twenty of her sorority sisters and all twelve of the potential pledges were on their knees, fingering their pussies. Each one had a purple glaze to her eyes. 

At the far end of the study, at the end of the two rows, there was a young man sitting on the thick lounge chair near the fireplace, a big silver remote in his hands. He wore a golden crown, the same one that Giselle had worn earlier. 

Two gorgeous women were kneeling beside him, one attached to each leg. Alyssa recognized the brunette—it was the new pledge, Carmen. And beside her—that was her stepmother, Monica, who had been there during the interview so many months before.

“What . . . what is this?” she asked. 

Giselle didn't answer, happily skipping in her tall heels past all the kneeling sorority girls to greet the man with a sizzling hot kiss. His hand slid up inside of the crack of her ass, grabbing there hard. She squealed in delight and pressed her big tits against the side of his head as he examined Alyssa.

“Ah, hello there, pet,” said the man. 

“Hello pet,” the sorority girls chorused, one after another, eyes still full of purple light: 

“Hello.” 

“Hello.” 

“Hello.”

Each echo was breathier, weaker than the last. As if none of the girls could dare make their ideas or thoughts very loud in his presence, even if those words were the same as his.

“Damn,” he said, eyeing Alyssa up and down. “You are even hotter than Giselle and Carmen said. Why don't you come and get on your knees like a good slave?”

The slaves echoed again: 

“Good slave.” 

“Good slave.” 

“Good slave.”

“What?” Alyssa asked, taken aback. 

She stepped back toward the door. Get away. She should . . . get away, somehow. But . . . but Giselle was soooo pretty, and right there in front of her . . . her luscious face contorted with her inner struggle.

The man on the chair looked confused. “It's me. Jared. Your Master. You should come kneel . . .” he gestured at the empty space between his lap. “Right here, between Carmen and Monica.”

Carmen and the blonde, Monica, nodded happily, giggling and cooing at each word coming out of Jared's mouth.

“Right there,” the sorority girls all whispered. 

“So lucky.” 

“So jealous.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” Alyssa scoffed. “You must have me confused with someone who would possibly want to date you over Giselle? So . . . whatever thing is happening here, I don't need to be a part of it. Come on, Giselle. Stop this . . . whatever it is you're doing, and let's get out of here.”

For a moment, Jared looked confused. He turned to the dark beauty pressing her tits in his head.

“Giselle, what did you say to her?”

“I did as you commanded, Master. I indoctrinated her into my service, and had her arrange this party for you.”

“Did you tell her how important it was to worship me?”

Giselle shook her head, still smiling happily.

“No, Master. That was not part of your instructions.”

He sighed, putting a hand to his face. He noticed Alyssa's shocked look.

“Slaves these days, huh?”

Alyssa stepped back toward the door. “G-Giselle,” she blurted. “W-what's happening? Why are you calling him 'Master?' Why is everyone on their knees? What's happening? Did—”

Something about the crown sparked a memory in Alyssa's head. Something about . . . something about a light? 

Had she always wanted to Giselle to lick her pussy so bad? Maybe she just wanted to kiss her a lot? She could hardly imagine life without kissing Giselle, after all. Her hand reached the door, but it was locked. Oh, that's right. Giselle had done that. That was very smart of her. Giselle was so smart and wonderful and—no!

Alyssa put her hands to her gorgeous head, trying to clear some of the hot, heavy, delightful fog there.

“D-did you do something to me, Giselle? Baby?”

“Yes I did,” purred the hot sorority girl. “I made you into my hot little girlfriend. Isn't that so sexy? You were kind of a snob before. I guess you still are, but now you'll lick my pussy whenever I want. Won't you?”

Alyssa whimpered. She could not help but feel her pussy moisten when Giselle's voice, pussy, and licking were all rolled up into the same sentence. 

“N-no . . .” she lied.

Jared whispered something to Giselle, who smiled and began to strut toward Alyssa. The tall beauty's hands ran across all the mouths and open, wagging tongues of each kneeling sorority girl. The purple had faded from their eyes, now, but they were still openly staring at Alyssa and Giselle with happy lust, sliding pretty fingers across their aching hot pussies. 

There was so much heat in the room. It was overwhelming, just like Giselle's sexy strutting approach.

“Of course you will, sweetie,” said Giselle, drawing close. She slid a hand up Alyssa's lingerie-clad midsection. “You'll do all sorts of things for me, now. Pretty soon, you'll do all sorts of things for Master.”

“W-why are you calling him that?”

Giselle giggled. All the other sorority girls did as well. It seemed like a natural thing, an instinctive reflex—something to do whenever someone questioned their man's authority.

“I'm calling him Master because he is Master. My Master, your Master. You just don't know it yet. And these other girls are nothing more than your sisters in service, just like I am. You'll see that very soon.” 

She slid her arms around Alyssa's neck. Lost in the purity of bliss from her girlfriend's touch, the hot, luscious babe was helpless to resist. She could not even truthfully say that she wanted to resist very much.

“And what's happening,” Giselle whispered hotly, tilting her head, “is that you're going to become a good slave to him, just like I am.”

Alyssa whimpered, again, before saying loudly. “B-but I don't want to become a slave . . .”

“Silly girl,” said Jared. “Your wants aren't important.”

A purple light flooded the room.

* * * * *

A hot, firm tongue slid across her own. She was making out with a girl again. This time, it was with some third year redhead named Yolanda, on top of a coffee table. How fun was that?

A guy was watching. That was so cool. He was a cute guy, too. He was like, probably the cutest guy Alyssa had ever seen. A guy that cute really deserved to watch Alyssa do all sorts of stuff. Giselle was between his legs, blowing him happily. One hand was in the stunning black girl's thick dark hair, guiding her to suck him exactly how he wanted.

The other hand was on his remote.

Jared was doing something to her, something to her with that remote, and that was cool. That was like, really cool. 

She had to correct that, feeling Yolanda slide a hand onto one perfect tit. Jared was doing something to all of the girls in the room. 

That was even cooler.

All that cuteness he had, all that power—a guy like that really needed to have Alyssa with him. There was nothing more amazing than a super powerful man with a gorgeous woman behind him, cheering on every single move he made and begging to watch him take over even more people, places, and things.

There was all this power, he had, right at his fingertips. It was time to put on her special magic. She knew that with her looks, she could make any man do what she wanted. Just because he had some way cool remote with special hot powers didn't mean he was immune to what she was putting out.

She slid out from the redhead's cooing grasp, sliding up onto one of Jared's big hunky legs. Her wet pussy slid against his naked thigh, and her tall heels pushed against the faces of Monica and Carmen. They just kissed the expensive leather of her shoes, seemingly overwhelmed with passion for anyone close to their Master.

Alyssa watched it all, and she felt...she felt so fertile, knowing that he could fill her up with his perfect hunk seed at any time he wanted...

“Hey there, stud,” Alyssa cooed, layering sugar on every word. “Gosh, you must be such a man, controlling these girls like you are.”

He smiled, slamming Giselle's head up and down on his cock a little more. Alyssa thought that was so sexy, how he just had to fuck himself with the gorgeous babe's mouth even harder because Alyssa was so close. Because Alyssa was so hot.

“I'm probably the hottest girl in town, you know.”

“Probably,” he breathed. 

Between his legs, Giselle moaned happily, each noise punctuated with slurpy wet slams to the back of her throat.

“Doesn't it just make sense for me to be like, the head of this little sorority you've made, then? I mean, it's something I already do anyway. And, clearly, I'm totally hot. And I totally deserve it.”

Her hair bounced through the air as she tilted her head and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Don't tell Giselle, but I'm even prettier than her. So, shouldn't I be in charge of her? You could convince them of it. You could let them all know how I'm the queen bee. Your queen bee.”

“Do you know what, babe? That's not such a bad idea.”

He picked up his silver remote. Very carefully, she wrapped her hand on his. 

“Mmm . . .” she moaned just for a second. “Could you let me watch you cum in Giselle's mouth, first, sir?”

Gently, she pushed the hand on Giselle's head away. 

This was a duty she could perform for him most admirably. 

Bunching Giselle's hair up, she stared lovingly in her Jared's eyes, ramming Giselle's hot, wet mouth harder and harder on her boyfriend's cock. 

“Could you let me watch, Sir? Please, Sir? Please cum in her mouth while I guide you there? Please?”

Surprise—delighted and even a bit relieved—more than anything else, flooded her boyfriend's mind. 

“You like that, huh?” he grunted out. “You like seeing me fuck your girlfriend's face?”

“Oh yes, Sir. Fuck my girlfriend's face. I know she deserves it. Please! Please cum all over her hot face, Sir!”

His free hand came up to fondle Alyssa's tits. She moaned in hot adoration, pumping Giselle's head back and forth even harder. Her lingerie ripped apart under his grip. That was so hot. He was so strong, tearing away her clothes like that.

“Let her watch you, Master,” Carmen moaned.

Monica nodded. “Please, Master! Let us all watch!”

Squeezing Alyssa's plump, perfect titflesh, Jared came hard and furious. Alyssa held Giselle's head tight against her boyfriend's cock, making sure the hot chocolate slut swallowed all of it, not even caring when she heard the desperate little gurgling sounds sounding off from her throat, indicating that she was starting to run out of air.

Good, Alyssa thought. Good girls buried themselves with Master's cum whenever he and his best girl wanted. They took off long scoops and shoved it into their cunts so they would get nice and pregnant like he deserved. Little streams of cum started running down Giselle's mouth, past her chin, to her tits. Finally, Alyssa let her detach. Giselle fell to the ground, swallowing hard, fingering her pussy in inequitable ecstasy.

Carmen and Monica and a few other sorority girls crawled over and licked Giselle's mouth and tits  clean. Two other sorority babes—a dark-haired blue-eyed nineteen year-old and a hot freshman eighteen year-old blond—took their turns cleaning his epically large meat.

Alyssa put her hand back on her Master's hand, the one holding the remote.

“Now, take my mind? Please, baby? I'm your sorority queen. You know it's me. It couldn't possibly be anyone else.”

Still shaking from the post-orgasmic tremors rollicking through his body, Jared nodded, again squeezing one of Alyssa's exposed tits. She giggled, encouraging him.

Inwardly, Alyssa smiled. Boys were so easy to control, and she deserved to have everything she wanted from him.

From the remote, the purple light flooded the room again. And again. And again. He hit it faster and faster, like he was rewriting everything about everyone in the room.

* * * * *

Alyssa arrived back in her own mindspace, completely believing and knowing that she was her Master's sorority slave queen. Who else could she be, when he was fucking her so perfectly on top of his throne at the head of the room?

She was on the thick leather chair in the study, totally naked except for her thick heels. Master was fucking her, and everything was right in the world.

Carmen and Monica were cooing in Alyssa's ears about how jealous they were as his hot, immense cock filled her tight, practically virgin cunt. 

He made it seem like she had never been fucked before, and with each stroke, the thoughts of any previous males that had been inside her slipped away. There were no other lovers. There was no one else good enough. There was only her Master. He was the only one who could possibly own her. Since Alyssa was so perfect and beautiful, the fact of him owning her meant he was even more powerful, more amazing than anyone else.

“Fuck her, Master!” the entire sorority called out. 

“Fuck our slave queen!”

“Fuck your favorite!”

“She deserves it!”

Grunting, he tilted her backward on the chair, driving his bare cock downward into her upward facing pussy. Her neck was tilted up at him, her entire body contorted from the sheer force of his fucking. Her mouth hanging open in complete amazement, eyes wide with adoration and still shining with purple light. 

He was so strong and right, and she was just a hot girly babe who needed a solid fucking to know how to think.

Her Master Jared was such a good boyfriend. He always had been. She was so glad he had decided to become her Master, and not just her boyfriend.

Giselle was kissing Master's neck as he fucked Alyssa harder and harder, but even the gorgeously beautiful black babe could not stop Master from focusing solely on Alyssa's angelic beauty. She was the premiere in feminity. So fertile, her hips so ready to give him every heir he would ever want.

He came, and Alyssa felt her universe rearranging. His cock was the center of her world. There was no other possible anchor for her feelings, for her soul, for her mind. The world began and ended with her Master's beautiful cock, and everything she did from now on needed to worship it as it deserved.

“Good slave,” he grunted out, collapsing on top of her, whispering and kissing in her ear. “Good girl slave. Best slave. Top slave.”

Alyssa's heart swelled with pride. She had always known she was the best.

# # #
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Controlling The Detectives

––––––––

There just doesn't seem to be much to the house, thought Heather, deep now in her eighth hour of the stakeout.

Lieutenant Detective Heather Key and her partner, Detective Sandra Harrera, had been watching the sorority house for nearly a day now, sitting in their car and trading off observation periods with their high-powered binoculars, watching the attractive two dozen or so women who lived there go in and out—they exited with only their purses and their drab, plain high-collared outfits, and came back with bags of groceries, designer clothes, video games, and movies.

The word was, this sorority used to be something of a hot spot for parties and wild, indulgent living not even a month ago. Now, they were all dressing like nuns in a convent, as if they wanted no one to see what their bodies looked like one way or the other. It was an odd reversal for what had been, before, a sorority for rich, beautiful socialites. Now it seemed like a sorority for rich, beautiful shut-ins.

As far as working stakeouts for the Vice department went, Heather had been on far worse. Most put her deep into downtown of the city, snuggled up against smog-fuming buildings and buried in trash. This university campus, on the other hand, was rich and abundantly nice. She felt like she needed a better car just to fit into the affluence that surrounded her.

It was morning time in the nice little  campus—the sun shining happily on the cloudless day. Most of the other campus houses here were big, with driveways that circled around gardens or fountains or fountain-filled gardens. Long rows of brushes lined each home, nearly matching the height of the tall fences that were common to many of them. Every lawn was perfectly maintained. 

There was, so far, no sign of the young man who supposedly had ruined the once-happy home of the Russells. 

The man who had brought the case forward, a Mr. Bryan Russell, had explained that he came home no more than a month ago, and his daughter Carmen simply told him to leave, forever, and not come back, and that his wife Monica would be sending him divorce papers soon. 

In the back of that same room, Russell said, he saw his wife performing an eager, practiced blowjob on the young man from next door. 

They were trying to hide it, the young man positioned behind a counter, watching the whole interchange between Carmen and Mr. Russell. But, apparently, Mr. Russell had seen a reflection in a glass door of his hot young wife so exuberantly performing the blowjob.

Russell had a lot of pull with Heather's boss, having donated some serious money to the police commissioner's campaign at the end of last year. So, naturally, the best vice detectives in the department were put on the case—Heather and Sandra. Russell had asked specifically for vice—he insisted some kind of weird prostitution drug exchange was going on.

Heather was inclined not to believe the husband's story, certainly after seeing so much of nothing so far from the sorority house. They had tracked his daughter there, and some eyewitnesses said they had seen the young man, Jared, there as well, and that was how their stakeout had been started. Heather's gut instinct, though, was that probably Bryan was only making it all up to help himself in the divorce proceedings. 

Still, though. Bryan Russell would be somewhat rare if he was getting dumped. When a husband got discarded, she had found, there was either abuse, lack of finances, or lack of sexual attraction. With Russell, all three were hard to fathom. He didn't express the kind of undignified rage that most abusers tended to take on, he was completely wealthy, and he certainly was very handsome.

“Quiet, so far” she said to Sandra, sitting across from her in the front of her old sedan.

“Mmm,” said the younger detective.

They were both young, both beautiful, and both had closed over ninety percent of their cases in the past three years. Perhaps their beauty, and the tendency of bad guys not to take them seriously because of it,  added to their success rate. Heather tried not to think about it—she just wanted to be known as someone damn good at her job.

Even so, Heather suspected that part of their success also had to do with Sandra's desperation to impress Heather. Sandra's affection for Heather bordered on . . . well, romantic at times. Heather did not mind, so much—it netted her free food, and wine, and lots of extra groundwork on cases—but she did not feel anything like that in return for Sandra.

Heather had known for a very long time that she was an attractive woman. Diet and yoga kept her medium-sized frame in tight, firm shape all over. Normally, she only dressed in jeans and t-shirts as she was today. Nothing fancy, nothing showy. Tight jeans, working boots, and a shirt and a jacket. Sandra wore the same, though her boots wrapped around her jeans and up her legs over her knees. 

This was due to the fact, of course, that Heather had mentioned something once about finding tall boots cute.

Being beautiful had not done either of them many favors in the department itself—mostly just sparking rumors about sexuality and late-night trysts. But, not only being fit but having a gorgeous face—with her tilting high cheekbones and perfect lips—had come in handy in the past when she was trying to solve a case. She would dress up on occasion, in a tight pinstripe skirt suit or in a clingy red mini dress. People, men or women, would let a beautiful girl in wherever she wanted most of the time.

The combination of her long legs and short height made her significantly hefty bust seem even more significant. She had short black hair, often kept in a bob that curled up around her face. Her lips were thick and entirely kissable, her eyes just as dark as her hair. In contrast to her dark hair was the bright paleness of her smooth skin. In high school, many years ago, she had been a shoo-in to play Snow White.

These days, she still sometimes used her acting skills—to get past doors, to get people to pay less attention to her as she snooped around in offices. 

Heather eyed Sandra, somewhat lazily, as she sat back in the car.

It wasn't that Sandra was unattractive. She was a beautiful young woman—her shoulder-length red hair was often tied up in a ponytail, and her skin was a natural, deep tan. She had some sexy Eastern European background, born in some sexy-sounding country, and a tinge of that accent popped out whenever she was excited. Her breasts were full 36Cs, her body rigorously toned and muscled from an absolutely merciless workout program. Sandra had tried to get Heather to join the program (which Heather suspected was only to get her sweaty and in less clothes), but Heather had always said no. 

Unfortunately, Sandra was sometimes painfully obvious about wanting Heather's body, clearly living for any hint of reciprocation. Heather got the feeling it netted Sandra a lot of lonely nights, which was ironic for a girl that any guy in the department would kill to be with.

Heather's own sexuality was rather more complicated than straight or gay. Even Heather had trouble admitting the truth to herself about what really turned her on. If she let her guard down, if she let her mind slip, she was constrained again, her body unable to move without permission . . . 

. . . but now was no time for that.

“Hey now,” said Sandra, sitting up. “What's that?”

Heather sat up. Using the binoculars, she saw that Carmen, the hot young thing that had broken her Daddy's heart, had brought home a girl with her.

Heather, inexplicably, started getting bad vibe, seeing Carmen's plastered smile as she led the young woman inside.

Most of being a detective was sitting and waiting, when she wasn't doing paperwork. It was an acceptable life. It was not a fulfilling one. If Heather was not on a case, she was dreadfully depressed. As she progressed in her career, she could feel herself drawing out cases more and more, collecting as much evidence as possible. There was no way she could fall into the deep spiral of depression while she was working, so she tried to work until she knew she had another case lined up.

When this didn't happen, Heather was a mess. She felt something essential was missing from her life, though she could never identify what.

So, when she felt like she was getting a bad vibe from the house, she had to take this feeling with a grain of salt, especially when she couldn't originate the source of the bad vibe to begin with. Perhaps it was how Carmen were dressed. 

Both girls were positively gorgeous. But Carmen dressed in a thick gray dress that covered her bodies from the neck to her ankles, just like every other beauty that Heather had seen enter or exit the house. 

Mr. Russell hadn't mentioned anything like that. Perhaps they had joined some kind of cult?

The girl who Carmen had brought home with her was stunningly attractive, much like Monica and Carmen. She had beautifully young tanned skin, long dark hair, and a beautifully elongated torso with perfect abs, shown off by the tiny white cut-off tee shirt she wore. Her jeans rode low on her lovely hips, enhancing the effect of her long curves. 

Watching the girl go inside the house raised Heather's hackles. If it was some kind of cult, if there was some kind of indoctrination to go on, Heather needed to stop it before it went too far. 

She sighed, putting her binoculars down on the seat behind her. They crumpled the empty plastic packaging of the soy health food snacks she and Sandra had brought with them.

There was no way she would live with herself if something happened to that girl—she needed to get a better look. 

“Stay over here,” she said to Sandra. “I'm going to sneak up for a better look.”

“Should I come?” asked Sandra. “You know, for back-up?”

Heather got the distinct impression that Sandra only wanted to stay close to her. If they had to hide—and they almost certainly would—then Heather and Sandra would be forced to share a very small amount of space. Sandra's firm breasts would be riding up on Heather's back, or vice versa, or Heather's lips would have nowhere to go but Sandra's ear . . .

. . . This is what Heather imagined Sandra imagined, at any rate.

“No,” said Heather. “I need you watching the front. Radio me if anybody sees me, or starts coming my way.”

She picked up her camera—they would need evidence, after all, and got out of the car. Hopefully, nobody would bother to look outside of the house in the twenty seconds it took her to cross the street and gracefully climb up the wooden fence of the large estate. 

She landed in bushes, and crouched down, making sure she had her radio ready.

Heather lived for caution over anything else, these days. She was an old veteran now, with over seven years of service as a detective. But years ago, she had been kidnapped and shot in the line of duty during her very first few months of service. 

It was a dumb thing. She had rushed inside of a room without back-up, and got knocked out from someone hiding around the corner of the door. Thirty minutes later, she was tied up, hoping for rescue. Six hours later, she had been rescued in a rather bullet-filled operation.

Those six hours had completely rearranged everything Heather had ever felt about sex. But of course, she let no one know about this. Her feelings on sex were her own, and no one else's.

She moved up through the bushes, coming to a long line of hedges sprouting beautiful lavender flowers. The house had been constructed with enormous windows in front of the living room without curtains or shades. Heather didn't want to even imagine what the heating bill must have been like in the winter. 

Through the large collection of windows, she could see Monica and Carmen talking with the tan girl who had come in with Carmen, earlier.

Why was Monica there? Was she helping the sorority with something?

Was there some sort of drug or prostitution ring that she was helping to lead, like Russell said? 

They were sitting on the couch, all of them smiling. From her years of watching people from a distance, Heather had developed a keen sense of detecting the moods of others without being near them. She could tell Tracy was somewhat uncomfortable—that her smiles were only sprouting because Monica and Carmen's were so persistent.

On Heather's smartphone, there was a file full of the known associates of everyone involved in the case.  She searched through it for a minute or two, trying to keep her view on the insides of the house as well. 

After some searching, she found it—the beautiful short-skirted girl's name was Tracy. She went to the same college as Carmen did, and had been shortlisted to be a potential pledge earlier in the year. She was nineteen years old, and was apparently denied pledge status because her gymnastics career would have her traveling too often.

When she looked back in the house, she saw Tracy getting up from the couch to go somewhere—presumably the bathroom. Monica and Carmen got up to watch her leave. They each had their gaze firmly attached to Tracy's behind. 

Heather found this somewhat disturbing.

Through the tall windows, she could see a young man stepping down the tall, spiral staircase in the center of the house. He held a thick, silver remote of some kind in his hands, and a golden crown on his head. Boxer shorts and a fluffy blue robe were the only clothing he had on, besides a pair of slippers. 
The girls each saw him, breathing in deep when they did, as if sighing with purest pleasure. 
Heather recognized him, she thought, but she couldn't say from where.

Carmen stepped over to Monica and unzipped her long gray dress. The scintillatingly hot blonde stepped out of it, decked out entirely in bright green lingerie. 

Then, Monica turned Carmen around, and unzipped her stepdaughter, who was dressed in similarly fashioned purple lingerie. Each girl had on lacy stockings, frilly garters, and hot push-up bras that put their fantastic tits on perfect display for the man who had come down to the room. The contrast between their outside outfits and their lingerie made it seem like they had committed to being just decorations for him, and only for him.

The young man moved over to the couch, sitting down and watching their display with a small smile on his face, as if he was used to this show. As if he was watching something he had arranged himself.

Monica walked to a desk table against the wall and opened a drawer, pulling out a pair of long green gloves, perfectly matching her outfit. Heather felt herself squirm for some reason as she watched the gorgeous woman slip on the gloves and then slip down in front of her man, wrapping her slender body around his leg. 

The radio at Heather's belt crackled. “Key?” came Sandra's voice. “Any updates?”

Heather didn't answer, transfixed with the scene unfolding before her.

Strutting gracefully in her towering heels, Carmen also pulled out her own matching pair of gloves out of the drawer, putting them on, admiring her decorated arm in the sunlight with a smile and a giggle.

One of the man's hands was busy guiding Monica's head as she started to suck his cock, her tongue wrapping lovingly around the head. With his free hand, the man gestured, saying something, and Carmen moved behind the door of the bathroom. The smile still on her face, so happy to obey.

Tracy stepped out of the bathroom. Suspecting nothing, she walked back over to where Monica was just beginning to suck on the man's cock, eagerly licking his balls and stroking the shaft with her gloved hand. 

Tracy said something, holding her hand up to her pretty face. She made for her purse on the couch, but Carmen stepped out from her hiding place and grabbed Tracy's arms. The sexy brunette seemed to whisper something in Tracy's ear. 

Held in this chicken-wing position, Tracy could only squirm, tits shaking in her flimsy shirt. Carmen's smile so gleeful, almost orgasmic. Heather could see pussy juice sliding down her stockings.

Outside, a hundred feet away, Heather could hear the muffled version of Tracy's screaming and yelling as it traveled through the glass and brush. And yet, she did nothing. 

Well, she did nothing to help Tracy. Her fingers had already started to work on her crotch through the tight fabric of her pants. It felt automatic—instinctive, really—to do this.

As Heather's hot stroking continued, she just watched Monica happily sucking her man's cock. She watched Tracy struggling to get away, face turning red from the effort. And she watched the man in question clearly becoming excited by all of it. His hips bucked harder into Monica's mouth. The thick, high heels of Monica slid through the carpet as the hot young babe's legs became overwhelmed with pleasure.

The two of them, Tracy and the man, seemed to be conversing. Tracy's responses seemed somewhat hysterical. 

Heather's radio was right there. She could call Sandra. She should tell her partner what was happening, that she could see Tracy screaming and crying for help. But she didn't. Instead, her hands went down to her jeans, unbuckling them. It was so easy to slide her fingers into her panties. 

The man picked up his remote and aimed it. Tracy's arms went limp. Heather watched Carmen's fingers slide up between Tracy's fingers. A bright, purple light seemed to be present in Tracy's eyes. It faded more and more as time went on.

The man would say something, and Tracy would respond, nodding. As if she was in class, as if she was receiving some grand lecture. Shiny wetness could be seen running down Tracy's legs, running down from her skirt. Carmen slipped some of it up and licked it, nodding at her man and emoting enthusiastically.

“Key?” Sandra asked again, the radio crackling. “Heather? Is everything all right?”

Tracy started to smile at the man. Her nods became more enthused. 

The man pointed at the floor in front of himself, and Tracy hesitated. 

Inside of Heather's panties, her fingers were working happily. 

God, how had that happened? She didn't care. It felt so good.

She already knew what was going to happen before it did. She knew the next step, and all she wanted was to watch it. To watch the girl's mind slip away from her.

Oh god, what was wrong with her?

The purple light filled the small room again. The man said something, and Tracy began to nod, and nod again. Carmen moved away from Tracy, who now stood in a happy daze. 

Carmen crawled toward the man and knelt in front of him beside her stepmother, sucking him gleefully. The two traded kisses and licks for a time, sometimes rubbing their tongues and mouths up and down his shaft together, their lips forming a perfect vacuum along his thick meat.

The purple light seemed to exit from Tracy's eyes. The man said something and Tracy nodded happily. 

Ripping off her shirt, Tracy fell to her knees. Her entire demeanor bespoke of a female consumed with lust, with need, with the desire to serve. She was staring at the man with adoration in her eyes, with unrestrained envy at Monica's place on his lap. 

Only moments ago, Tracy had been filled with desperation and fear.

Heather's fingers were deep in her cunt, now. 

Why wasn't she stopping this?

She had her radio, right there. She could call Sandra and have her bust down the door within seconds. With her experience, she knew exactly what to say to Sandra that would have a whole SWAT team come within minutes, busting down the doors and not even putting themselves at risk for whatever the device was that the man held.

But Heather did not call anyone, nor did she formulate plans of going in herself to somehow save those girls.

Clearly, they wanted to be there now. Whether they had started that way or not, an enormous amount of happiness had been bestowed upon them.

Forced upon them, she supposed would be a better word. Constrained around them. Tied to them, like hot, controlling ropes.

The thought left her pussy sopping wet as she watched. So much power, delivered to those girls from that man. 

Tracy masturbated herself furiously in front of the young man. Heather could see hot phrases of worship leave her mouth, the hot gymnast's eyes heavily lidded with lust.

The purple light filled the living room one more time. The man said something, and, purple-eyed, Tracy crawled forward erotically and slid up between the man's legs. Monica and Carmen, smiling, moved over to let her in. Their own eyes all purpled over. All the girls being brought further until control with each new wave of the purple light, even if it was only really intended for Tracy. 

The hot, young lovely breasts of all three happy women filled his lap. His hands roaming through their thick mass of hair, their young, pert breasts that were presented to him so eagerly.

Monica and Carmen were saying something over and over as he fucked Tracy's face.

Reading lips had never been a strength of Heather's, but she had learned some from years of watching others. Fuck her, Master. That was what they were all chanting. 

Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, Master.

He was their Master.

It did not seem as though he had any intention of making them wait for the seed they all so desperately wanted. His load shot out in fountains, first spraying Tracy, then Monica, and then Carmen, and then Tracy again. Each of them dripping wet with his cum, running down their faces in hot streams.

Tracy seemed to get the most attention—the lucky one who was allowed to swallow the most cum straight from the source. Monica licked the hot spray off of the new girl's flawless tanned skin, even as Tracy licked Carmen.

The whole scene was one of the most jaw-dropping situations Heather had ever seen.

Heather could not do anything to stop it. She could not do anything at all except touch herself and wonder why oh why couldn't she not do anything except be hornier and hornier about what she saw.

Feeling completely helpless to do anything else, she came, her orgasm rushing over her body. She writhed on the ground in the lawn where anyone could see her, not caring. It was so fucking hot.

Her radio crackled again. “Heather? Heather? That's it, I'm calling for back-up.”

“N-no!” Heather grabbed the radio, shouting into it. “Belay th-that. I'm fine. Don't worry. Everything is totally fine. I'm coming out now.”

She got up and pulled her pants up as clandestinely as she could, and then hopped back over the fence.

Sandra eyed her critically as she made her way back to the car. Heather was sweaty, every part of her as dirty as she felt, getting off to the enslavement of that girl.

“What the hell happened to you?” 

Heather took a breath. This would take some explaining.

* * * * *

Late Wednesday afternoon, Heather waited in her office, expecting Mr. Russell to arrive for the meeting they had scheduled. 

Her office was of a decent size, on the third floor of the police station. It was filled with multiple filing cabinets, the floor sporting soft green carpet that matched the drapes over the wide, open windows. Her desk was cluttered with various papers and photos—all the evidence she had gathered so far about Russell's unusual case. 

The meeting was at three o'clock. It was now three thirty, and to take her mind off what was keeping him, she reviewed the evidence before her as she waited for him to arrive. 

The gorgeous women lived in the sorority house. More than twenty of them. When they walked out, they dressed conservatively—incredibly so. But when they were inside, they de-clothed to put on hot, skimpy lingerie.

After entering the door of the house, that one girl, Tracy, had gone from angry—irate, even—to a smiling cocksucker in less than ten minutes. How did that happen?

It all had to do, obviously, with whatever that little remote was that the young man had. She had, after searching through her list of possible suspects, deduced that he was Jared Plinkton, the neighbor who Russell had said was behind the dissolving marriage.

Clearly, whatever effect the remote that Jared had somehow had affected Heather as well. That was why she had been unable to stop herself from fingering her hot cunt until she came right there in the yard, and why it had been a struggle ever since to not give herself a sequel to that hot showing.

Yes, that was it. The remote was affecting her. It had nothing to do with anything at all that she wanted. It was all the remote, and that was why she had to talk to Russell and discuss a plan of action.

She was looking forward to Russell coming in for more reasons than just discussing plans. She hoped, offhand, that she could seduce him into fucking her. This is why she had on the outfit she did as she sat nimbly on the front of her desk, her long legs crossed. 

She wore her tiny pinstripe suit, the one she put on when she was trying for promotions or when she went undercover to clubs and didn't want any guff from bouncers. The thin material elevated the hot, lovely globes of her tits, and the brief skirt only just covered the solid outline of her athletic rear. Smoky stockings adorned her lovely legs, setting off their terrific shape.

It was just businesslike enough to wear to work, and just sexy enough to get her all kinds of looks from anybody she wanted. Heather felt good wearing it. Wearing this outfit, she would think, “Screw it, I'm a hero cop. I do what I want.”

Oftentimes, husbands who felt wronged in marriages wanted to do a little revenge-fucking of their own, and Heather was horribly turned on ever since watching that house.

She hadn't had sex in ages. And as far as being fucked—properly fucked and filled—it had been much longer. Years, maybe.

It did not bother her very much that Russell was only single because of some odd, science-fiction mind control ray gun. She could let him know all of that after she had a good, honest fucking.

Sandra, wearing black jeans, a thin white blouse, and a cute little metallic blue vest, busted into Heather's office, smiling eagerly. Heather felt a stab of disappointment that she was not Russell.

“I've just had five separate sources confirm that . . . um, wow,” said Sandra, openly staring down Heather's cleavage.

The detective knew, somewhat vainly, that it must have been driving Sandra wild to see her dressed up like she was, although that of course wasn't why she had the little outfit on.

Heather smiled. “Your sources confirmed 'wow'?”

Sandra shook her lovely head. “No . . . I . . . it's just your . . . anyway.” She took a breath. “I've got sources on campus that invites have been getting sent around to a super exclusive party tonight. There's some kind of swimsuit competition, and so far as I know, only girls are invited. Only hot, rich girls. They get five hundred dollars just for showing up. First prize is ten thousand dollars. Second prize is a trip to Hawaii.”

“The sorority is funding that?”

“Well, of course not. My bet is it's just a ruse to get the women in that this Jared kid wants. I'm telling you, he's going to be drugging and doping each and every one of them, just like how what he did to that girl you saw.” She shrugged. “Personally, I say screw 'em.”

“Sandra!”

“What? Those girls are born with a silver spoon in their mouths. Maybe getting a little cock forced down there will open up their Daddy's minds to giving law enforcement more of an edge.”

“Come on. You don't believe that.”

Sandra sighed. “No, I guess not. I just get frustrated with this, sometimes.” Her eyes clung to Heather's bosom. “Frustrated with lots of things.”

Heather had not told Sandra her findings of the mind control device. It presented, really, two main problems if she did. The first of these was that Heather was fairly certain that, despite Sandra's obvious affection for her, the younger detective wasn't going to believe in mind control rays.

The second and probably more obvious reason was that Heather hadn't radioed Sandra when she saw the device in action. How could she justify such a lack of action?

Heather was having trouble justifying it to herself.

Perhaps she stayed quiet because of the surrealness of it all—she imagined that someone was going to step out at any moment, someone with a movie camera perhaps, and say, “Nope, do it again. That take didn't look right.” 

But the real answer, the one that Heather shuddered to think about, was that she was terrified of confronting such a force because she couldn't guarantee how she would respond to such overwhelming control. Would she just want to crawl and kneel and suck and—no!

She shouldn't even think about it.

So instead, she had told Sandra only that she saw some various sex acts happening, which was true, and she suspected something illegal was the cause. Which, she supposed, was also true.

“We need to be there,” Sandra said. “We could nail this case tonight.”

“It could be,” said Heather. “We'll observe. Look, I've got a map of the house over here . . .”

She slid off the desk and bent over at the map. She could not help, just a little, to bend over more than she needed. She knew Sandra was watching the hot flexing motions her ass made. It was fun to tease the poor girl.

“I'll post myself here,” Heather said, pointing at where she had been earlier in the day. “You should go here.”

She pointed at the opposite end of the house, far outside of the view of the living room. Heather's suspicion was that whatever Jared was doing, it would be in the same spot. He thought he was invincible—why wouldn't he display himself?

“Wait,” said Sandra. “I'll be out of view of everything.”

“You'll have this whole half of the house,” said Heather, pointing again. “If they're over there, we need eyes right away.”

Sandra put her hands on her hips, nodding. “You're right. But, I wonder—”

There was a timid knock at the door.

Mr. Russell walked in. In the day and a half since she had seen him last, he did not seem to have shaved or showered. His blond hair was in a tangle around his handsome face. His shirt was untucked—it looked to be the very same shirt, even, from their prior meeting. One shoe was missing. 

“Hello, Mr. Russell,” Heather said.

She moved back to the position in front of her desk, sliding one leg over the other and thrusting her delectable chest out. Sandra stared at her openly. Heather didn't mind.

Just because he was a little disheveled did not mean she wanted to have a nice fuck any less. He still had a dick, after all, and she would bet that there was plenty of it.

But, rather than eye her appreciatively, or even come closer, he stayed near the door. As if scared to come any nearer to Heather's lovely curves.

“I . . . ah . . . hmm. Yes. I have come to . . . ah . . . rescind our arrangment, yeah? I want you to stop. No more looking at Monica. Or Carmen. None of them, please. Work on other cases, okay? Yes. I'll tell the chief if you don't.”

Sandra was taken aback. “Quit? But, what about your wife? Your daughter? There has been some very interesting evidence accumulating in this case, and, if you'll come over here and look . . .”

The young detective stepped toward Russell, who withdrew as if he saw a snake. He would look neither of the women in the eye.

“No, no.” He shook his head. His hand shaking on the knob of the door. “She's much better off without a schmo like me. She deserves someone better. Someone who really can treat her right. Stop looking at them, I said. I've told the chief and now I'm telling you. It was all a big misunderstanding. I have no trouble at all. Nothing is wrong. Everything about Monica is so very right. So good. Don't worry.”

Heather realized that something strange was happening here. At first, she had imagined that he had been drinking, but this seemed . . . more severe. Abandoning her seduction tract for a moment, she stepped forward toward Russell, concern on her face.

“Mr. Russell, perhaps we should talk about this? Talk about your wife?”

“Oh god, I love talking about her.” 

Bliss slid over his face. His hand slid off the doorknob and down to his zipper, apparently unable to restrain himself any longer.

“God,” he said, pulling out his cock. “I really hope she's happy. It makes me so happy knowing she's happy. I hope that guy she's with is really fucking the hell out of her. I mean, god! He's so damn good to her! I really need to make more money, so I can give it all to the two of them. She sings when he makes her cums, I saw. It's so wonderful.”

Heather didn't know what to do. He did, as she thought he would, have a substantial cock. He bent over, stroking it furiously, continuing to talk about his beautiful wife. 

“What the hell?” demanded Sandra. “You better knock that off.”

Russell seemed not to notice her protests.

“He fucks her so good,” he moaned. “He just ruined her for anyone else! I don't deserve her, not after him. Don't deserve her. I don't deserve herrr...”

Even with the relatively low amount of sex she had been having as of late, Heather knew an orgasm approaching when she saw one. She maneuvered past the jerking-off man and opened the door. Grunting and moaning, he began to shudder orgasmically.

Sandra grabbed him by the shoulders and pushed him out of the room. “Get out!” she yelled at him.

They both shut him out of the office, even as he kept spasming and layering the carpet with his cum. She could hear his heavy breathing on the other side of the door.

Clearly, something horrible had happened to this man. Something life-changing and monumental to reduce him from the proud, stern hunk that he was down to a sniveling, helpless, slug of a man.

Someone had completely altered everything this man believed. Something, or rather someone, had wiped out everything that made him who he was, and replaced his personality with something more agreeable to their desires.

She realized, suddenly, that her hot, still-unfucked cunt was completely soaking. 

Heather had never been so turned on in her life. She squirmed in her tiny pinstripe suit against the door, struggling with the want—no, the need—to drop on her knees and finger her steaming hot pussy until she came again and again and again.

Sandra was still in the room, though, shaking her head in shock, gingerly stepping around the cum that had spilled on the floor.

Heather tried to walk it off and began to move around the office. But her resistance only lasted up until the point that she saw Jared's picture on the desk. Knowing it was him, knowing that he was the mastermind behind all of this, somehow made it all the harder to stop herself from delivering herself the pleasure she so desperately needed.

“I-I ha-have to go!”

Heather rushed past Sandra and hurried across the hall to the bathroom, bumping into a few uniformed officers along the way. They whistled after her.

Inside the bathroom, she quickly found a stall. Pushing herself into a corner, she plunged one dainty hand down her skirt.

In her daily life, her thoughts often turned to her kidnapping. It had lasted only a short amount of time, not even a real kidnapping, in the truest sense of the word. But even so, the experience had stained her.

Most people, when they heard about what she experienced, emitted some noises of sympathy or sadness. Those people never understood. Not even Heather's train of psychologists had understood.

When her thoughts slid back to that time, when she had been held under those ropes, it wasn't fear she felt, really, or anger. 

It was arousal. Pure, hot, needy arousal spiraling down every one of her bones, coursing through every single muscle, vibrating every single cell of every bit of flesh she possessed. 

The feeling of those tight, coarse ropes on her body excited her. The constraints they provided. The knowledge that, if that gang member had just pushed down his pants and put his cock in her face, she would have had no choice but to comply. She would have no choice but to suck him dry, to give in to this perfect excuse to be the total whore that her body cried out for her to be.

Her entire existence had been, in many ways, living contrary to what her nature told her. She grew up privileged, so she purposefully went to a crappy school to show she wasn't obsessed with status. She was beautiful, so she went into policing, a profession where her looks would never help her and would probably get in her way. Her body was deemed physically unable to do more policing, and still she tried to keep at detective work.

It was only in those bonds, where her choices were completely narrowed down to zero, that she had felt most free to be who she really was. 

But, no. The gang member hadn't taken the initiative. She supposed she hadn't looked hot enough that day, or he was busy thinking about something else, like how to not get shot from the dozens of cops outside.

A shame.

So, in the dirty station bathroom, where anyone could walk in at any time, standing in her tiny sexy pinstripe suit, all she could think of as she fingered her slit, her thumb riding hard on her hot clit, was how hot it would be to be back in that situation. To have someone strong and able to just wrap his snares around her and control her every emotion and thought. She would never have to feel any guilt, any shame about what she really wanted ever again. 

Her orgasm approached her suddenly, imagining her own big tits on display in an outfit even hotter than the one she had on because someone else commanded it.

She started whispering furiously. “Tie me down! Tie me down! Fuck me rotten! Ruin my fucking mind! Break me! Break me!”

Her heels clicked against each other as she came, her plush lips shuddering. All strength had left her legs, her arms. Fuzzy and warm, her thoughts floated across the landscape of her mind, each more distant than the last.

Okay. Wow. Okay. That was one hell of a cum. She really needed to get her mind straight. She had to get some kind of plan into action to stop this kid.

Sure. That was what she wanted. To stop him. 

Keep telling yourself that, Heather. Keep telling yourself you don't want your mind coiled up and bound and made to obey everything he ever says for the rest of your life.

She heard someone creep inside the bathroom.

“Heather?” Sandra called out. “Hello?”

Heather didn't answer her, glad for the fact that the walls of each stall went all the way down to the floor, so no one could see what she had been doing, or even that she was there.

She heard the stall next to her open and then close. Pants shuffled downward to the floor. Then, there was the unmistakable sound of fingers inside of pussy—that hot schlicking noise echoing off the tile walls of the bathroom, the same noise that Heather herself had just been filling the bathroom with.

“Oh, Heather,” Sandra whined. “Oh baby. Oh god, your tits! That fucking outfit, Heather! Oh love, love, love, love!”

Heather's heart was hammering as she heard Sandra go on and on. Did Sandra know she was there? No. Of course not. Sandra thought she was all alone. That was what had inspired the outburst.

When it came to Sandra's attractions, and the level of her affection, Heather had her suspicions, of course. But to hear them called out like that, so brazenly . . . that was something else entirely.

* * * * *

Heather had spent all the late afternoon and early evening preparing, but she was finally ready. She had taken up her position in the bushes in the ornately crafted lawn of the Kappa Phi Theta sorority house. This time, though, she would be able to hear what was going on inside. The hot night unleashed its muggy heat upon her skin, covering her in sweat. 

Of course, she and Sandra had decided not to obey Russell's demands. Sandra practically demanded it—this was a case, after all, and badness was happening, even if it was to snotty sorority girls.

Heather's own desire to keep going was rather more circumspect, but she could hardly reveal that to Sandra. 

How could she tell her partner that what she really wanted to see was Jared totally dominating another woman again?

She would stop him, of course, and reverse whatever effects he made if she could. But there was no denying the incredibly hot falling woozy sensation she felt when she recalled watching him dominate Tracy like he did.

An hour or two before, she had surreptitiously set up a series of transmitters all throughout the house, nimbly avoiding detection from the dozen or so girls running from one room to another, getting ready for the party. 

All of this planting of devices, she had hidden from Sandra, who did not even know that Heather had obtained such devices from the department. But Heather had to hear what was going on inside. It wasn't enough, anymore, just to guess. 

Just so that she could try and pass herself off as a lost college student while she was installing the surveillance equipment, she had on a pair of tiny khaki shorts and a cut-off tee shirt sporting the logo of the local gym. 

She did not think too much about how the outfit mirrored the same one Tracy had on earlier that day. 

The skimpy clothing helped now in the heat of the night to keep her temperature down a bit, but even so she was still drenched in sweat, hot rivulets of liquid covering her from head to toe.

It might have been a bit difficult to explain to Sandra why she had been dressed like this earlier when they had met up to plan, except that Sandra had been too busy wagging her tongue over Heather's sweat-covered form to notice very much.

The radio crackled. “How are you over there, Key?”

Sandra had been checking in every ten minutes or so ever since she had arrived. On her position at the other end of the house, she was already seeming like she was getting bored.

“Doing fine. It's eight o'clock. They should be here soon.”

“Copy that.”

Before the mission started, Sandra had made it very clear that a lack of responses from Heather would lead the young detective to calling for back-up, no questions asked. There was too much at stake, and Heather had to agree that Russell's behavior was rather unsettling. 

Some other patrol officers had to escort him home after he left Heather's office—the story was that he jerked himself off the entire ride home, calling out his wife's name. Keeping this quiet, of course, had essentially spent all the favors the chief was able to give him from then on.

All at once, outside the sorority house, the party guests arrived, like they had been threatened with severe punishment if they weren't at the front door exactly at eight o'clock. 

It was a group of twenty of them, young and beautiful, each over eighteen years of age, each dressed in skimpy swimsuits, adding on to the group of twenty already in the house who were decked out in their finest skimpy wear. 

It seemed, for whatever reason, that the sorority girls had decided not to dress in swimsuits, but rather in hot lingerie costumes. There were four sexy cheerleaders, two sexy witches, one sexy doctor, two sexy nurses, three sexy fairies, another three sexy princesses, and five sexy maids. Heather got the impression from listening in to their conversations, though she couldn't say from where, that this kind of outfit was more than just a nightly costume—it was a sort of role play.  

Approaching the girls in princess outfits, the maids and the doctors would curtsy, saying, “Good evening, Princess Carmen,” and so forth.

The girl Tracy that Heather had seen brainwashed that morning was one of the cheerleaders. As the new recruits walked inside the house, looking timid, she and the other cheerleaders happily posed and cheered.

“Ready! Okay!” They nodded in unison, and then performed their little dance. “You look fine, you look hot, you've got to—got to—enjoy yourself a lot!”

Heather tried not to think about the cunt-clenchingly hot thought of all forty decorated girls kneeling for Jared at one time. It couldn't be that far off.

That was his device talking. It wasn't her. It was him. It had to be his control. It had to be.

She was . . . .she was going to stop him. Yes. She wouldn't let him control all those girls. She couldn't. That would be wrong.

And just in case she was somehow under his influence, guided to make the wrong choice, she could call Sandra and have her take care of it. It was the perfect fail safe. Sandra would die before letting anything happening to a group of beautiful girls, no matter how much she despised their status.

Heather listened in as the girls made small-talk and passed  out drinks as they herded to the living room, where the club president, Alyssa, was waiting.

Heather knew Alyssa by reputation—as a detective, you got to know who the best blackmailers and embezzlers in the city were. Many of those paid directly to the gorgeous young sorority president.

Finally seeing her in person, Heather could easily see why.

The girl was gorgeous. 

From the bright red lingerie panties lined with black jewels, to the jewel-encrusted red lace bra showing off her amazing young breasts, to the sexy little red silk gloves on her hands, to the short black sable coat hanging low around her lovely shoulders, everything about Alyssa screamed hot, luxury babe that was too expensive of a ride to even look at, let alone possess.

And yet, Heather thought, Jared almost certainly possessed her. Owned her absolutely, just as he owned Carmen and Monica and Tracy. 

Quivers of delight slid across Heather's pussy, watching the sorority queen snootily examine the crowd.

“N-nothing yet,” she reported in to Sandra. “They're not where I can see them clearly.”

“Should I move?”

“No!” Heather took a breath. “No. It'll be okay. Let's wait this out.”

“Roger.”

In the house, Alyssa stepped up on top of a table in front of the crowd of lingerie-clad girls.

“Everyone!” the beautiful sorority president announced. “I'd like your attention, please!”

The music shut off immediately. All the girls looked at the table where Alyssa was balanced precariously on her enormous heels.

“First of all, I'd like to congratulate you all on coming to this party to hang with us! It's been a great year for Kappa Phi Theta, I can already tell you. You all look super sexy, so I just know you're going to be an eyeful for our guest later on.”

One pledge raised her hand. “Where are all the boys?”

“Oh, don't worry about that. Like I said, our guest will be here to review you soon, and I'm sure he'll be very pleased.”

The girls exchanged worried glances. Heather felt a mixture of surprise, fear, and arousal flutter through her body. Alyssa was talking about Jared, Heather could tell. And the way she was speaking about him implied she had already been taken under his control. 

Fuck, that was so hot.

From beneath her, Carmen—in her hot princess lingerie—handed Alyssa something. 

Heather moaned when she saw what it was.

A crown. The crown.

Alyssa put it on.

The purple light filled the house. There was a collection of hot little gasps and thuds in the room. Heather hadn't been able to stop it. She hadn't come anywhere close. 

At every point, Jared was several steps ahead of her. It felt useless to try and fight him, to resist at all. 

Or to pretend resisting, as she was rapidly feeling as though she felt. Had that light affected her? Did she only wish that it had?

Inside the house, the drinks of the college girls were on the floor, most of them spilled. Waves of beer and fruit-flavored alcohol sloshed on the carpet underneath their heels. 

“You're going to be really in love with this boy who's going to come out soon.”

“Really in love,” the girls chorused. “The boy you show us. Love.”

“He's the best guy on earth.”

“Best guy on earth,” they chorused.

“He basically owns you. It's really hot that he owns you.”

“Owns us,” they all said, monotone. “Really hot that he owns us.”

Alyssa hit the remote again. Purple light flooded the room once more, strengthening the control.

“You should all touch yourselves. Caress your hot little pussies.”

Moaning, each and every hot young, succulent babe obeyed, sliding their hands between their crotches.

“It feels so good to obey.”

“Good to obey,” they sang.

“You obey Master.”

“Obey Master.”

“You'll convince your mommy and daddy to give him all of their money.”

“All of mommy and daddy's money.”

“He deserves it.”

“Yes,” they cooed. “He deserves it.”

“Master deserves everything he wants.”

“Deserves everything he wants.”

“You'll do anything he wants.”

“Anything he wants.”

“You'll even get pregnant if he thinks you're good enough.”

“We'll even get pregnant if he thinks we're good enough.”

Oh god, thought Heather. That was so brilliantly hot. Her cunt pulsed.

“Master wants you to do anything I want, so you'll do that too.”

“Anything . . . you want.”

Heather could see that Carmen, who had obviously already been thoroughly hypnotized by the device, was purple-eyed and chanting just like the rest of the girls. 

Fuck, it was so hot. Why oh why couldn't she stop touching herself? Why couldn't she get pregnant like they would?

More than anything, she wanted to be in that room, but Heather just couldn't get herself to act.

Spread out on the lawn, the radio on her hip had jammed into her back. She moved it forward, and realized she had it turned off.

Oh no. How long had it been off? She flipped it back on. Maybe Sandra hadn't noticed. She would make sure to answer the next message. 

A door across the house opened, and Jared stepped out, totally naked, a violet-lingerie-clad Monica lovingly wrapped around one arm. 

Alyssa pointed at him. “Girls, here's our Master now.” 

All the college babes turned to watch him enter. Most swooned and collapsed to the ground. Some knelt. All of them appeared to cum, their hands twitching faster and faster on their pussies in their skimpy lingerie. 

Jared let his hand slide out over the exposed tits of the kneeling girls. He stopped for a moment to give a few of the cheerleaders an appreciative pat on the ass. He grabbed Alyssa off from the table and slid the crown off of her head and the remote out of her hand, putting them down on the table. 

“That's my good girl,” he said, smiling. “That's my best girl. You made short work of them.”

“It works much quicker when you just keep pressing the button as soon as it recharges,” she said.

It didn't seem like Jared paid much attention. He was already pushing her legs out, tearing off her panties. Within moments, he was sliding his cock inside of her waiting pussy. 

Alyssa screamed in purest pleasure. Heather moaned with her.

There was a crashing sound from the entry.

“What the fuck is happening here?”

Heather scanned the house—it was Sandra! No! Not now! Not as she was going to watch her Mas . . . as she was going to see Jared consummate with Alyssa!

Heather rushed toward the house. She could hear through the house walls Sandra threatening Jared not to move, or to say a word. One, single word out of his mouth was big trouble for him. 

Heather had to hurry. She slid up around to the front of the house, to the busted open door. She could see Sandra holding her gun out, keyed in exclusively on Jared. 

Alyssa still had her legs wrapped around his waist, her ass on the table, apparently oblivious to the danger. With her hands around his neck, she pushed him inside of her pussy with little thrusts of her calves, happily kissing his chest and neck. 

Monica and Carmen were on either of his arms, fingering their cunts as they whispered hot words in his ears. Their eyes were filled with lust as they traded glances from Alyssa's achingly hot form to his massive cock as it slid in and out of Alyssa's gorgeous pussy.

“What are you doing here?” Jared asked, apparently nonplussed. “This is my time to show off my favorite to girl to all the new girls,” he said. “Just look at how fucking hot she is!”

“Yeah,” sighed Alyssa, in between driving down on Jared's cock. “Look at how fucking hot I am.”

The forty girls around the pair all echoed their words. “Look . . . so fucking hot . . . they are.”

Sandra shook her head. “You fucking creepo! You've got some kind of . . . drug, or something. And I'm going to make sure you pay!”

Heather couldn't wait any longer. She rushed inside and knocked Sandra's gun out of her hands, and then held her partner's arms behind her back. In a quick tussle, Sandra landed to the carpeted floor with Heather's knee on her back. Handcuffs clicked easily around Sandra's wrists.

Sandra looked up at her, stunned.

“Heather . . . what . . . why . . . ?”

Heather kicked her partner's gun away.

“I'm sorry, babe,” Heather said, pouting slightly. “But you were just going to ruin everything. And I couldn't have that.”

At the other end of the room, she watched Jared shrug and pull Alyssa close, obviously cumming inside of her. The sorority queen screamed in pleasure.

“Thank you, Master!” Alyssa enthused. “Thank you for filling me!”

“Thank you, Master,” the college girls chorused. “Thank you for filling her.”

Apparently satisfied for the time being, Jared walked over to where Sandra squirmed and writhed on the floor, trying to get out of her handcuffs. Alyssa crawled behind him, sighing happily. Heather knelt down before him, her eyes low. 

“Please,” Heather moaned. “Please, I'll do anything you ask. I'll lie to the police department to keep them away from you. I'll hold Sandra down so that you can hypnotize her too! Just please, let me serve you, too! Let me do it like they do!”

Sandra gasped. “What the hell, Heather?”

Jared smiled, stroking Heather's hair.

“That may be a good idea,” Jared smiled. “But let's just have her kneel next to you for right now. Alyssa, make sure it happens.”

“Of course, Master.” Alyssa turned to the crowd of gathering beauties, each staring worshipfully at Jared. “Regina, Lucy, come help me.”

The three hot sorority girls rushed to do as Jared said. 

Jared turned back to Heather, happy tears brimming in her eyes.

“You want to be one of my girls, huh?”

She nodded. “Please. I can . . . I can feel myself getting sick already, the way I've locked her hands like that.”

“You fucking should be getting sick!” Sandra shouted.

Heather ignored her. It was all over now. Sandra should stop protesting. She would be a better slave if she didn't struggle. Alyssa slipped off the panties of a nearby sorority girl and stuff them in Sandra's mouth, gagging her. 

“She's innocent. And I would never, ever hurt an innocent. But I . . . I feel myself wanting to do all these things for you, all sorts of things, knowing that you could just wipe them out from my mind entirely.”

His hands cupped her chin. His crotch so near to her lips. 

“I understand. You don't want guilt anymore. Or worry. Or cares. Stress. Just perfect, blissful obedience. I can give that to you.”

She nodded. “Yes, please!”

She turned away for a moment. “May I ask for just one thing, please?”

“I'd say you've earned it.”

“Don't be gentle with me?”

She put a hand through Sandra's hair, who was groaning angrily through the gag. “Or should I say, don't be gentle with us? Please?”

He smiled.

“I wouldn't worry about that. What's your name, anyway?” he asked her.

“Heather.”

He smiled. “Ah,,” he said, pulling out his remote. “That's too bad. I've already got a Heather in the crowd somewhere. How do you feel about something else?”

A purple light filled the room.

* * * * *

Copslut 1 was upside down on a table, her Master fucking her throat like it was a cunt. She didn't think there was anything better that could ever happen in her entire life. 

A crowd of other happy slaves watched her jealousy, their eyes all tinged with purple.

Copslut 1 adored Master's cock, so happy to be able to serve him in a capacity that was greater than her pre-ordained role.

Copslut 2 was right beside her, on her knees on the table, licking and adoring what parts of Master's shaft and balls that Copslut 1 couldn't take.

“Say, you're pretty fantastic at that,” he said appreciatively, breathing hard. “Keep it up, and grow that hair out, and I may even let you have your name back.”

Her Master spoke in riddles like that sometimes, and she didn't mind. Everything he said was so wonderful. Every syllable of every word was music to her ears, happy gospel to the ever-singing chorus of her worshipful mind.

His cock tensed up, and then quickly started to spray the back of her throat with his blessed seed.

She had never been so happy, so free, so filled with joy as when he came down her throat, letting her swallow his amazing spunk to fill up her body even more. She would be the best Copslut ever for her Master. She'd help him control the whole department.

Anything he asked, she would do. Anything at all. There was nothing she wanted more.

# # #

* * * * *
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What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––

Bimbo Outfits!

Six paranormal investigators enter a haunted sorority house, and can't stop themselves from wearing the sexy costumes that turn them into giggly, sexpot bimbos and musclebound studs!

––––––––

Owning My Ex

Back against the wall, Victor comes clean to his first slave, Mallory, about what he’s done to her. But she loves it, and only encourages him to go further. He could own everyone, so long as his morals don’t get in the way.

Gang Up: Overload

In this post-apocalyptic world, a society has formed around subjugating women and using them as purely breeding servants. But a gang war is about to start between two badass biker gangs, and a hot gang bang is the key to it all...

––––––––

Mesmerizing His Cheerleaders

Locker room full of cheerleaders? No problem for the Magic Watch. They’ll all be enslaved and ready to serve in EVERY sexual way in just a matter of time.

––––––––

Bimbo Casino — No Way To Resist

When a massively beautiful, eerily hypnotic lactating beauty arrives at The Desert Beach Casino, she wraps everyone around her fingers to show them how they should be bowing to just ONE man...

––––––––

Giggles & Sex – Bimbo Gym!

A lucky young nerd finds himself surrounded by regular ladies transformed into fertile, lactating, obedient bimbo babes—including his step-sister—when the new gym opens in town.

––––––––

Giggles & Sex – From Scientist To Bimbo

This erotica is novella length! A nerdy scientist can’t stop turning herself into a bimbo, even if it means her old personality is slowly replaced by a hot, giggly, fertile bimbo babe willing to do any evil deed that her new billionaire master wants!

––––––––

Risky Threesomes – Steps for a Taboo Roadtrip

Hot virgin Nora has always crushed on her stepbrother Charlie. When their hot new stepmother, Annette, suggests a road trip, Nora has no idea that it will end with all her fertile lusts of impregnation and naughty threesomes completely realized!

––––––––

Owning My Co-Worker

Victor, just a regular guy, finds himself blessed with the ability to put any woman alive under a hypnotic trance whenever they taste his seed. If he's not careful, this absolute power will corrupt him absolutely...

––––––––

Sold! Owned By The Taboo Princes

A sexy, curvy sexual servant is the object of royal affection; the only problem is that it's coming from TWO studly, alpha princes who won't take “no” for an answer!

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

Bimbo Thoughts: A Female Designs Bundle

Magic clothes that transform business-minded women into big-breasted bimbos!

The Magic App Bundle

The Magic App hypnotizes anyone Adam turns it toward. All he really wants is Camille, but she’s so arrogant and haughty that she keeps getting away...luckily for him, all his other new slaves are eager to give him everything he wants.

The Magic Remote Bundle

With the Magic Remote, the hot girl next door is your brand new slave. The sorority down the street is your brand new harem. And the detectives who come around asking questions? They’re no problem at all.

The Magical Mesmerism Bundle

The Magic Watch brooks no resistance. It owns everyone it is used upon. This bundle features a number of lucky fellows finding the Watch and improving their lives with the power of unadulterated ownership of gorgeous, fertile women.

Owned at Home - A Totally Taboo Bundle

The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.

Transformed! Nine Magically Erotic Stories

When sex meets sex magic, expect hugely endowed men and beautifully enhanced women to have the wildest sex ever imagined!

The Paid & Laid Series

Every woman in these hot stories are eager to get paid for every kind of dirty, sexy act you can imagine.

The Sold For Service Bundle

In this alternate reality, sexual slavery is part of everyday commerce. This series explores the hot situations that occur when beautiful innocents are sold to studly new masters—and eagerly do every last thing they want, even the most taboo and forbidden of acts...

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!



  	
	    
	      Did you love Controlling the Detectives? Then you should read Bimbo Or Bust by Nadia Nightside!

	    

    
	    
	      [image: Bimbo Or Bust]

	  
	    
You know the type. The sort of girl that all men want to have around: BIMBOS! They’re fun, they’re submissive, and they’ll do anything to be filled up by the ONLY thing that they crave—thick, handsome, veiny manhood. Bimbos are what all women aspire to be, and what all men love to use. In these four epic-length novellas, serious-minded women are transformed into busty, long-haired, gorgeous airheaded babes with just ONE need, one BIG need, one special, thick, HARD need…and the men in these stories are MORE than capable of giving them all they can handle!
No one writes bimbo tales more epic in length or detailed in debauchery than Nadia Nightside. Read these tales to join all the bimbo fun!

	    

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
    
	    
	      [image: Nadia Nightside]

	  
	    



About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.


Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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