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Dr. Kevin Walters read the letter. He stopped, considered, nervously played with it in his hands. Then he read the letter again.

It wasn’t a long letter. Nor a deep one. Indeed, the only thing that required him to read it over and over again was how completely insane it was. Were it from anyone else, he would not have believed it. This is what it said:

Kev-

I’ve stumbled upon something unbelievable. Do you remember the Van Helfings? They work. Oh my god, Kevin, they work. I’ve attached one that’s calibrated for that senior co-ed that falsely accused you when she was a sophomore. You’re welcome.

Regards,

Mark

He had known about Matt’s work with the mad Dr. Van Helfing, the man who claimed he could make images that could reprogram minds. It had been a pipe dream, hadn’t worked, but... Mark Matthews was one of the most brilliant men he had ever known. If anyone could get it to work, it... well, it would be him. 

Dr. Kevin Walters had tried to convince himself that he shouldn’t use the images. But revenge is a powerful, powerful motivator. He remembered the pain, the humiliation of the accusation: all because he hadn’t given her an A instead of a B. He remembered his wife accusing him, their marriage breaking down, her leaving... the looks, the glances, the whispers in the hallways whenever he passed. So he had left the girl a message. A simple voicemail message. “We need to talk.” Nothing more. He had the image out on his desk, ready. He heard her footsteps coming up the steps. It must be her, walking down the hall- yes. He heard the knock on the door.

“Come.” He said. She walked in, and he felt the anger rising inside him when he saw her. She was a beautiful woman. Had he been unmarried, he would have certainly asked her out. She was tall, graceful, blonde- curves in all the right places, and searing blue eyes that seemed to bore deep into you. But he was married, and faithful, but she had destroyed that all for a few points on her GPA. 

“You wanted to see me, Professor.” She said, icily. There was no warmth in that voice.

“Yes, I...” He said. He shifted his papers slightly, making sure that he drew her eyes to the Van Helfing. He saw her eyes look at it, lock on it. “I had something to say.”

“So say it.” She said. He watched her carefully, for any sign that the image was beginning to work on her. He wasn’t sure what to look for; Mark’s letter had been rather vague.

“I... I wanted to make sure, before you leave, that there were no bad feelings left between us.” Dr. Walters said, lamely. It was untrue. His heart still burned with anger, anger at her. “I know it’s hard to be young, and the push for success can drive us to do some... awful things. I want you to know I forgive you.”

“I don’t.” she said, her eyes never leaving the image. “You should have just given me the A.”

Dr. Walters had to take a second to compose himself, lest he say anything untoward. Thankfully, in that moment, he noticed something: something that was definitely not normal for the tall student. She seemed unable to look away from the image in front of her: her eyes were locked on the image, seeming to scan it quickly, rapidly. Her eye movements were erratic, seemingly trying to follow a moving image- except there was no moving image. He waited a minute, then two- but nothing. She said nothing, did not move, stared unblinkingly at the image.

“Nina?” he said quickly. She started. It seemed like she tried to look away from the image, but she could not.

“Y... yes?” she said, thickly. It sounded as though the words were an effort, an effort she almost couldn’t bring herself to make. 

“What were you going to say again?” he said. The image did seem to be having an effect on her. He wondered what Matthews had programmed into the Van Helfing; what would Nina become if not herself?

“I... don’t... remember...” she said. She tried to shake her head, but could not take her eyes off of the image. “You... stop... doing.... Something to... me...”

“I’m not doing anything, dear.” He said. 

“Y-yes...” she said. He detected a note of desperation in her voice. “Feeling different, feeling... I... feeling... submissive...”

“Oh?” he said. “How so?”

“Want... to... obey...” she said. “The spirals... so beautiful... want to obey...”

So that was what Matthews had programmed into her. He had programmed her to obey, to be submissive. Now Dr. Walters was not a bad man- he was a good man, faithful to his wife, and not malicious at all. He was a man who paid his bills, helped old ladies, donated to charities... and even kept being a hopeful, good person after someone ruined his marriage and his life. He always looked at the glass as half full.

No, Dr. Kevin Walters was not a bad man. But even a good man is a man, and even good men make mistakes, and today... today a beautiful girl stood in front of him, his to use, hers to obey his every command. Any man would be tempted, and combined with the fact that she ruined his life, well... today, his thirst for vengeance got the better for him.

“Nina.” He said. “Listen to me. You will tell me the truth to all my questions.”

“I... yes...” she said thickly.

“At any point after you accused me of falsely coming on to you,” he said slowly, deliberately. “Did you ever feel guilty?”

N... no...” she said. “A... angry. That it didn’t... work...”

And that’s when the dam burst. Dr. Walters, the good man, the clean man, let his rage get the better of him.

“Then get down on your knees and suck my cock, you duplicitous, evil bitch!” he said, his rage bubbling over, the force of his emotion causing him to quiver in rage. He watched her tear her eyes off the image and come over next to him, kneeling down.

“N... no... must... n... suck.... cock... “ she said, her mind being reprogrammed to want to obey his every command. With mechanical, almost robotic precision, she unzipped his pants and brought her mouth down on his cock, enveloping it quickly and deeply into her mouth. He gasped. He had... well, in truth, he had imagined this. He had imagined this beautiful ice queen taking his cock deep into his mouth, bobbing her head up and down, her beautiful, full lips making sliding up and down his cock as it disappeared into her mouth over and over again.

But in all his fantasies, all his fevered imaginings, he had never considered that it would feel so amazing. She was an amazing cock sucker- whether that was the programming or her own natural ability or experience, he did not know. He wasn’t sure if you could program that sort of thing into a Van Helfing. He didn’t know anything about the process, really- he resolved to ask Mark about it after this. But for now, he was going to enjoy this reprogrammed goddess taking his entire dick into her mouth with no hesitation at all.

As she bobbed up and down on his shaft, her tongue slithering and sliding along his cock, he was suddenly struck with another idea. He wondered how completely she would obey, and to what parameters. 

“Nina,” he said. It was a little hard to form words with her expert ministrations on his cock, but he was determined to try. “You love sucking my cock. It brings you great pleasure. In fact, sucking my cock makes you really, really turned on. There’s nothing that get you hotter more than having my big, hard cock in your mouth.”

She did not respond right away- not verbally, at least, not with his member taking up that space. He saw her react physically though- she shuddered slightly as the wave of lust and arousal hit her, and he saw her eyes unfocus briefly. To her credit, however, she did not break her rhythm on his cock- she kept her mouth going up and down, up and down. He felt himself about to come, but he wanted to savor this moment.

“Stop.” He commanded her, and she pulled her mouth off his cock instantly. She was breathing heavily, but her face was placid, emotionless, her eyes slightly unfocused.

“What... what did that image reprogram you to do?” he said hesitantly. He wondered if she would know that.

“It reprogrammed me to obey you completely, Master.” She said, her tone of voice neutral. Her calling him Master sent a thrill of excitement through him. For all he knew, he could be talking to a robot. He also noted that there was no hesitation in her voice anymore- the conflict between her original thoughts and the programming must have settled down by now. She was completely his to command.

“Good.” He said. “Take off all your clothes then. Strip naked for me.”

“Yes, Master.” She said. She took off her tight white t-shirt quickly, efficiently, following that with stripping off her bra, letting it fall to the floor and letting her amazingly perky tits spring out. She then took off her tight, short jean shorts and her panties, letting them fall to the floor. She stood at attention, straight, unmoving- her body was his to ogle, to look at, to judge. And by Dr. Kevin Walters’ own estimation, it was an amazing body indeed. It was the body that stories were made of, the body that her male peers must lust after- and here it was, his for the taking.

“Bend over my desk, Nina.” He said. “Show off that beautiful ass of yours.”

“Yes, Master.” She said, and she moved over to his desk, bending over. He stood behind her, admiring her- even her pussy was beautiful, shaved clean, her full, heart-shaped ass hanging in the air. Justice did exist in the world, he thought- this woman had been given everything, intelligence, beauty, and yet she still chose to use her beauty as a weapon. And Mark Matthews had given Dr. Walters the tool to right her injustice.

“Wiggle your ass for me.” He said, and she responded by perkily, cutely jerking her ass in front of him. It jiggled in all the right ways, inflaming his passion even more.

“You’re such a good girl.” He said.

“Thank you, Master.” She responded.

“Open your pussy up with your fingers.” He said. “Let me inspect you.”

“Yes, Master.” She said again, in that toneless, neutral voice that drove him wild, that voice that signaled she was completely and wholly his. She slid her fingers between her legs, bringing them up to her pussy, and with an easy, efficient motion spread her lips for him to inspect her.

He ran his hands over her for what seemed like a long time. He moved his hands down to her tits first, groping them, squeezing them, those unimaginably perky, full tits. He ran his hands down to her ass, squeezing her ass, taking in its firm fullness. He was struck again by how hot she was, every part of her seemingly carved into perfection from some block of emotionless ice. And she was all his. 

“Begin to finger yourself for me.” He said. “And while you’re fingering yourself, your arousal will begin to build. It will go higher and higher, but the only thing that will be able to make you come will be my cock. You’re going to bring yourself higher and higher until all you can think of, all you can need is my cock.”

“Yes, Master.” She said, and her fingers dipped into her pussy quickly, easily, with no resistance. She began to play with herself in front of him, her ass in the air, her fingers sliding in and out of her pussy. She showed no emotion, the only indication that her lust was rising being her breath coming quicker and quicker. Well, that wasn’t that much fun.

“Nina.” He said. “You may show some emotion. Revert to your normal baseline personality, but keep your obedience programming and any commands I have given to you intact.”

“Yes, Master.” She said, and all of a sudden her whole body jerked, shuddered, quivered as the feelings of arousal she was now allowed to have burst forth. “Ohgod! Oh god, that’s amazing!”

Her fingers were now lit up. Where before they were smooth, easy, efficient- now they were jerky fingers, sliding in and out, desperately fingering her clit. These were the motions of a woman overcome with lust, a woman that needed release and was desperately, furiously searching for it- but could not achieve it on her own.

“I bet you’re getting pretty hot, aren’t you, slut?” he said.

“Ohgod, yes.” She said, snaking her fingers in and out, sliding them on her clit. “I can’t even THINK right now, my pussy’s on fire.”

“But you won’t be able to come, will you, slut?” he said. He slapped her ass, and she gasped as his hand came down on her ass with a quick, sharp smack, leaving a red handprint where it had impacted.

“No...” she said, squirming and writhing, her ass in the air, her fingers buried deep inside her wet, soaking pussy. “No... I can’t, I need your cock, I want it so bad... Ohgod, I’m so close, so close...”

“Then beg for it like the slut you are.” He said. “Beg for me to stick my cock in your pussy. Beg for me to slap your ass like the dirty whore you are!”

“Ohgod...” She said. “Please, slap your dirty, filthy slut on the ass! She deserves it, she’s been so bad, oh god... but she needs your cock. Please, ohgod, please fuck me!”

He slapped her ass again, and it jiggled as his hand impacted it, the sound reverberating through the room. She gasped, moaning as his hand came down.

“Ohgod, please, again!” she screamed. “Ohgod, punish your dirty little slut, fuck her hard, fuck her senseless!”

He slapped her ass again, and again, and again, his rage, his anger infusing every hit- finally, when her ass was red and warm to the touch, he could bear his lust no longer. He positioned himself at the entrance of her pussy, his cock pressed lightly up against it.

“I’m going to fuck you, you bitch.” He said, his voice dark. “I’m going to fuck you the way you said I tried to, the way you falsely accused me of doing. I’m going to fuck you while you beg for my cock and fuck you some more after, harder and harder.”

“Ohgod, yes!” she screamed. “Ohgod, Master, fuck me hard, fuck your lying little slut so hard... God she deserves it, she-“

Her incoherent rambling was cut short by his cock sliding into her quickly, smoothly. Her pussy, already wet from her insane levels of arousal, offered no resistance as Dr. Walters’ cock thrust into her. She cried out, her body shaking from the immediate and sudden pleasure he gave her as he entered her.

He thrust into her and out of her, going inside her deep and then coming out to tease her again: he made slow, shallow thrusts at some points that made her beg and pant for more, while other times he drove into hard, strong, deep, her back arching in irresistible pleasure as she was penetrated as deep as possibly. He would start, then stop, then start again, his strokes bringing her higher and higher, her body quivering, shaking, writhing as it pulsed with the sexual pleasure and frenzy that her programming ensured she received from his cock.

Finally, Dr. Walters could control himself no longer, and he forgot any ideas he had at all about teasing, or pleasure, or anything at all. His mind fogged through with lust and anger, he simply started thrusting into her as hard as he could, caring not a whit for anything at all except his own pleasure, his own pleasure magnified by the squirming, bucking, and wriggling of Nina with every thrust of his cock inside her.

For her part, Nina was enjoying herself as well: her new programming ensured that she knew nothing but his cock, that she wanted nothing more than it to slide in and out of her, giving her insane amounts of pleasure. She bucked and wailed mindlessly, her world melted away; nothing existed for her except Dr. Walters’ cock, nor could she imagine anything else in the world that she wanted, that she needed, except the amazing pleasure that it brought her.

Dr. Walters’ thrusts reached a fevered pitch, and with a deep, guttural moan his orgasm came- he tensed, grunting, pushing his cock deeper into Nina’s pussy as he shot himself deep inside her. That knowledge was enough to send her over the edge, and with a moan and a cry her orgasm wracked her as well, her pussy involuntarily clamping down on his cock, her body shivering and quivering with the force of her orgasm.

“Oh... Master...” she said. “That... that was wonderful.”

“Yes, it was.” He said, breathless, leaning on her for support, his cock still inside her. “Your pussy is so tight.”

“And your cock so big, Master.” She said sultrily.

“Isn’t the real thing so much better?” he said, smiling.

“Yes, it...” she said. She stopped, frowning. “Wait...”

“What’s wrong?” Dr. Walters said.

“There’s... I’m not sure.” She said. “I don’t remember wanting to do this. Just all of a sudden. Hey, wait a minute! You’ve done something to me!”

Dr. Walters panicked. Had the programming not taken hold? Had it worn off? In a mad rush of desperate inspiration, he grabbed the image off the desk and held it in front of her face.

“You dirty perv, I’m going to... ohhhh noooo...” she said, her speech slurring as she caught sight of the image. Slowly, irresistibly, she stopped moving, her eyes locked onto the image, incapable of moving.

“Nina, listen to me carefully.” He said, still holding the image in front of her. “You have no will of your own. Your only want, your only urge, is to serve Dr. Walters completely and unquestioningly.”

“I... serve... no...” she said, trying to fight the programming sinking in on her.

“You want to give in.” he said quickly. “It feels so good to give in.”

“I... want... to... give in...” she said. He was right, it did feel so good...

“You serve me, Nina.” He said. “Say it. Tell your Master.”

“I... uh...” she said, struggling. “I... serve you, Master.”

Dr. Walters, still inside her, felt the tension slide away from her as she said that, felt her internal struggle end as she happily chose to submit to the programming.

“Good girl.” He said. “Repeat your new programming.”

“I have no will of my own.” She said, monotonous. “My only want, my only urge, is to serve my Master, Dr. Walters, completely and unquestioningly.”

“Good.” He said. “Also, you don’t have to be so robotic. From now on, you will have your original personality, only with my commands overlaid, and you’ll be much nicer.”

“Oh, yes, Master!” She said bubbily. “Thank you, Master.”

“Also... Nina?” he said.

“Yes, Master?” she said.

“I... apologize to me for everything you’ve done.” He said. “Now.”

“Ohgod, Master, I’m so sorry!” she said. “I... I didn’t know what I was doing, didn’t know... I was so bad, I was awful, evil. Can you ever forgive me?”

“I... I think I can.” Dr. Walters said. And oddly enough, he had- for all intents and purposes, this person before him, his... well, servant... was someone different, someone new, someone who would never think of doing such a thing to him again. And Dr. Walters was, of course, a good man at the end of the day, and so he forgave her.

“That was quick thinking, Kev.” A voice said from behind him. He yelped. Had he forgotten to close the door?! He pulled out of Nina and turned around; she didn’t even move, patiently standing at the desk, her ass up in the air. A naked, suddenly very scared Kevin Walters looked at the doorway to his office- and saw his own co-worker, Dr. Mark Matthews. He also had a girl with him- Dr. Walters recognized her as the girl Matthews had lusted after forever, that shy PhD student of his.

“I realized with the first one that sometimes the first reprogramming doesn’t completely take, especially after the emotional force of the orgasm.” He said, almost clinically. “I came to the same conclusion you did. Start another round.”

“I... uh...” Walters said, speechless.

“Don’t be so modest, Kev.” Dr. Matthews said. “Katie, give the good doctor a blowjob while we talk, won’t you? It’ll probably make him feel a little more at ease.”

“Of course, Master!” the girl chirped. She moved in front of him, got down on her knees with almost impossible grace, and took Dr. Walters’ now soft cock in her mouth. Despite himself and his recent orgasm, Dr. Walters felt his cock re-hardening under the amazing ministrations of this girl’s mouth.

“I’m... I’m naked!” Walters blurted out. “This... this is-“

“Indecent?” Matthews said. He waved his hand. “Please. I just walked in on you enslaving a girl to your will, and one of my own reprogrammed girls has your dick in her mouth. I think we can say we’re safely beyond any sort of normal social mores.”

“This feels like a dream.” Dr. Walters said. “I just fucked the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen, and now I have another beautiful girl sticking my dick in her mouth.”

“Yes, yes. I wanted to show you a proof of concept, if you will. Something that would convince you. I remembered what that awful co-ed did to you those two years ago, and I figured I could not only set it right but get you a little bit of revenge as well. Besides, I knew you’d never be able to resist.” Matthews said, moving over to Nina, examining her. “Hell, but she is hot as sin.”

“Uh... yeah.” Walters said.

“Mind if I give her a whirl?” Matthews asked.

“A... excuse me?” Walters said, confused.

“Can I fuck her?” Matthews said patiently. “She’s got her hot little ass up here in the air, and since mine’s got your cock in your mouth, I figured you’d oblige.”

“I, uh... sure.” Walters said. “Go for it.”

Dr. Walters could not believe that this was happening. The entire scene was too surreal for him to process. Dr. Matthews pulled down his fly quickly and smoothly, plunging into Nina’s waiting pussy. She gasped happily as another cock filled her, and he continued talking as he slowly, almost lazily fucked Nina from behind.

“You’re a good guy, Kev.” Matthews said, thrusting in and out of Nina even as Katie continued to bob her head up and down on Dr. Walters’ cock. “And I want you with me.”

“Want you with me for what?” Dr. Walters said, nervously.

“I want to take over this school.” Matthews said simply. “Starting with Delilah.  I think I should be head of the department, and I think pretty soon she’s going to agree with me. And you can be co-chair.”

“She certainly has it coming.” Dr. Walters said, distracted. She had not believed him when he had insisted his innocence in front of her in the whole Nina affair, and to this day hated him. “I wouldn’t mind that.”

“I knew you wouldn’t, Kev.” Matthews said. He laughed, grunted, and came easily, lazily into Nina, who happily wriggled and bounced her ass in the air for him. “Just think about it. New co-eds every year, the hottest ones for the taking for us... we’re going to have a great few years ahead of us.”

Dr. Walters thought about it. He was a good man, but he was conflicted... after all, who could resist the allure of unlimited hot co-eds obeying his every command? Even good men fall to temptation, like Dr. Walters did that day.

“I... let’s do it.” Dr. Walters said.

“Awesome!” Dr. Matthews said, zipping up and clapping Dr. Walters on the shoulder. “Now come on. Shoot your load in her mouth and let’s go. We’ve got work to do.”

Dr. Walters grunted, tensing up, and came for the second time quickly in Katie’s mouth. She eagerly and quickly swallowed it with no hesitation whatsoever.

“Thank you, Dr. Walters!” she said brightly, smiling at him. It unnerved him; she was so different from the Katie he remembered... she was a different person. Nina and Delilah, well... they deserved what was coming to them. But had Katie deserved this? She had been innocent, and yet now she was as much a mindless slave as Nina was.

But what could he do? If he disagreed, Matthews would probably just mind control him too. He sighed, putting his clothes back on and ordering Nina to redress as well, and the two of them followed Dr. Mark Matthews down the hallway...
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